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The Taste Of Summer 

 
In dreams of childhood I ride the hill; 
standing on the pedals, I propel myself to the top, 
throw down the bike, and flop    
exultant 

under a peach-fat sun  
which hangs in an endless sky, 
ripe, luscious, heavy with the scent of August honey. 
I reach up, plunge my hands, wrist deep, 
into summer's warm, syrupy flesh; 
gouge out the fruit and cram my mouth, 
eat until I am almost nectar-drunk with joy. 
 

In dreams of childhood, chin and fingers sticky 

with sweet summer juice 

I ride down the hill,  
legs stretched out above the pedals,  
shaking with laughter at the audacity  
of being eight years old and able to eat the sun. 
 

Beth Brooke 
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Morning Dew 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

Tina Edwards 
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Little Rowan 
  
Should I worry, little rowan, 
of the dark the solstice brings? 
Is my gratitude a weight 
and do you fret, you faerie tree? 
Born of lightning, 
a cracked erratic shocked to life, 
you stand with flights of leaves emerging 
from the eagle’s gift of feathers, 
shooting wings of green 
from a cold stone cleft. 
Are you sad when spring blossoms, 
dancing on your runes of wood, 
become stained with blood 
ordained by ancient gods? 
Do your black stars offer protection 
under this Samhain moonlight, 
as the veil thins and we wait 
for our visitors to arrive? 
Are you ready, little rowan? 
 

Jonathan Humble 
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between 
 
too early but they chirp 
small river 
spring breeze 
orange sidewalk orange street lamps 
walking home 
 
citizen kane worthy iron fence 
linen shoes but shawl 
still-lit windows 
owl 
 
invisible magnolias 
the street lights change 
without anyone there 
 

Laura Tavasse 
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Two Hour Prescription 

 
Bats flit; the ruined tower is theirs. 
Kingfisher flirts sapphire by the burn, 
heron stalk-still on a rock. Leaf kittle. 
Pale yellow pines wave from the white. 
Slow wander on the woodland floor, 
settle on a log. Sink into its aged strength. 
Spot roe deer slip by, stop to stare at you. 
Stroke seasoned bark, its roughness, 
cracks and fissures. Soak up the oxygen, 
rich brown stained cherry, chocolate walnut burls, 
red-brown cedar knotted trunk, white dotted brown ash, 
patterned cream birch. Sunlight blinking, 
birds calling human. Forest bathe. 
Let breath rise from your core. 
 

Maggie Mackay 

 
 
 
 
 

 



♥ 12 ♥ 

 

Bonfire 
 
Charred trees stand still 
The baggage is too strong 
With the smoke drifting over the paddock, 
carbon tunes in to a beautiful song 
 
A barren foothold: 
the mud-covered carcass of a leaf 
The shrine of a stem 
Staying close to the life underneath 
 

Fizza Abbas 
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Stay a while longer 
 
 

 
 
 

Penny Sharman 
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Cross Representing 
 
One after another  
Stroke after stroke 
  
      Inch by inch 
 

The artist tries to 
Paint the whole autumn scenery 
Onto his framed canvass, while 
 
His shadow is drawn longer 
And longer into the landscape 

 The unframed picture 
 
      Of nature 
 

Yuan Changming 
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Anticipation 
 
I break open my fortune cookie.  

No white slip of paper,  
no words to live by.  
 
A champagne bottle with no POP,  
shampoo that won’t lather, satin 
with no sheen. It’s pizza  
without cheese, 
popcorn without salt. 
 
My unfortunate cookie,  
like a power outage,  
full of possibility. 
 

Jo Barbara Taylor 
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The Craft 
 
When in search for something to make my own, 
daydreaming self-worth with nothing but air, 
oblivious I was to your home-grown  
craft. From youth, your needles never stopped  
clicking; that comforting homely rhythm. 
Colourful patterns, loose threads strewn by your chair. 
Each day always making, always giving 
for tomorrow: baby clothes, thick winter  
blankets we now hide under; or soft  
nativity toys we bring out each year. 
 
What appeared everyday was made to last. 
So, when you rallied, your resolution encompassed all. 
Despite hope gone, your last day come, still you asked: 
Tomorrow, would we bring your needles and wool. 
 

Peter Burrows 
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Visiting Hours  
 
Father lies in intensive care broken, stitched up like riverbeds.  
Steri-strips hold his shoulder closed.  She brings yellow roses, 
upset he climbed a ladder, walked a plank to paint his ceilings.   
 
Both are too old to waste time.  She prays over withered limbs 
and fights to forgive herself.  She fights herself to forgive him, 
no longer awaiting his apology since proprioception goes first:   
  
he vacated his left shoulder in the fall, numb to pain he caused,    
inhabiting instead a dim office operating on emergency power. 
All his conference rooms are dark, just a vacuumer in the halls. 
  
Dad stays working steadily in there, watching all the monitors,  
enjoying her visits in the shiny pages of his Archeology Today. 
 

Catherine Zickgraf 
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(now, in this stillness) 
 
the slow moments of grace 
are brimming— 
the I.V.'s drip, the egg shell ceiling 
turning from blue to purple, 
& you, small bird, a held hand 
or tear, involuntary, to wipe 
recollecting 
salt as Eucharistic blood, 
salt, the valley we come from 
God looking through 
into us, the glass goodness 
we each are, especially you, 
you still with a younger woman's 
porcelain skin, your gown an off 
the shoulder's elegance 
where the triple lumen is stapled 
& the translucent hues of your wings 
do not show through 
the blankets for bathing 
swaddled by something tender & fierce. 
  
Our eyes look up, find the window, 
signs of continuance:  cloud shadows going over, 
an occasional starling through distant 
stirring steeple bells, 
these spring reminders of you & Dad 
bowling in love's square dance 
since for death, we could not stop. 
  
Death, old ageless friend, 
come sit down now, 
tell us how to eat, sleep, breathe again 
 

Stephen Mead 
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Dear Best Friend 

Dear Best Friend, 

 
I'm sorry. 
I'm sorry that when I sat by your bed looking into your lost, wandering eyes I 
shed a tear. 
I'm sorry I couldn't do everything you wanted me to do to ease the pain. 
The truth is I love you, I always will. But as time passes, your memories fade and 
mine become clearer than you can imagine. 
I will live my life by the lessons you taught me, the inspiration you bestowed on 
me and the love that filled your heart. 
I will not forget any moment we shared and every day, in every moment I will 
think of you. 
I know you wouldn't want me to see you like this, so with that final kiss upon 
your forehead I will say goodbye. But my love, my angel it will not be forever as 
you will live on through my mind, my soul and my life. 
We are so proud of what you have achieved, and how long you've held on for. 
I will look for that robin, nan, the one you always looked out for when missing 
grandad. And hopefully the day I see two together I will know you finally found 
eachother again. 
My dearest, 
I will miss you with everything I have. 
 

Eli Dagger 
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Growing into my Mum 

It’s crept up on me, 
her portrait 
across my face, 
my hazel eyes, 
her serious gaze 
when I’m hatted, 
preparing for winter. 
 

Maggie Mackay 
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Ball 
 
A tight little ball of defiance curled 
on the floor. She won't do her maths 
homework. Instead she moves further 
under kitchen table. No words will 
sway this tiny fist of a person, no 
stern tones nor gentle pushes. Bribes 
fail, sweets can't tempt her. Almost 
lost in legs and table struts she shuts 
her ears, prepares to wait me out. 
Rebuffed, yet pride swells within me. 
Such a small fierce creature, so strong 
so young. She will fight life, shout at 
the dark, stand when the world wants 
her to lie. I pull her out, because maths 
must be done, but hide my face. She's 
my hero, but I can't show her that. 
 

Maxine Rose Munro 
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Being Happy in Your Skin 
Written on the Isle of Lewis 

 
I could get lost in these rugged hills, 
this lunar landscape, ruthlessly battered 
by the elements. 
Time has hardly moved on here…. 
The island folk are hardy; their lot a simple one, 
slow, habitual, unpretentious. 
I envy the absent need for constant change. 
Monday is as inevitable as Sunday; 
all things pass easily, yet I hear 
in the sigh of the breeze through the grass 
the promise of deep fulfilment, 
in the harp song echoing through the gneiss stone 
a melodic chant of deepest love for this ancient place. 
If I stayed here forever, maybe I would find the real me? 
 

Margaret Royall 
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anatomy of a panic attack 
 
the diaphragm of my life-drum 
is stretched to breaking. beaten. beating. 
 
singed bones creep up, unseen, 
holding me purple, vice gripped in guilt.  
 
every release of compressed breath, 
a bellow in my chest, butterflied open  
 
i let the acid clouds i exhale 
draw from streams of ferrous under my skin.  
 
my resolve is freed of itself; 
my corrupted marrow salts the earth. 
 
this is how i fold. disappearing unto myself  
so flesh and blood turns to ghostly imitation. 
 
i am pale artifice, living transmuted to detritus. 
the nameless echoes from within. augurs purgatory.  
 

Prem Sylvester 
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Night Forest 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Susan Castillo Street 
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For My Lost Children 
 
this other mouth opens  
like a gaping heart 
 
I pick axe my eyes as if tears 
were gems and I could barter them 
for your presence 
 
do you see what I give 
in the fogged yawn of wailing? 
 
a petroglyph self 
jerks into the frenzied pines  
ready to meet another dawn 
 
I starve for you  
 
how the clock slows, the sun  
 
c r a w l s 
 
its belly dragging through bog 
waterlogged as grief  is 
 
night births me 
as if I were one of her own 
skin of taffeta  
pale, between pine thighs 
 
I light a fire 
I must warm up 
 

Susannah Violette 
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Boxes 
 

You are in the kitchen, blaming me.  
 
Yesterday’s headlines are wrapped around novelty mugs 
and plates, bowls, cutlery are divided equally.   
There’s only a drop of milk left in the carton  
and we argue over who should keep it.  
 

You’re not really fighting with me over milk.  
 
There are larger items; the television, the bigger desk, 
the spare bed that’s been yours for a while now. 
A man who knows nothing of our trauma  
said he’ll collect things tomorrow afternoon. 
 
 You haven’t told me where your new place is.  
 
From the back of the wardrobe I pull out memories,  
spin them like stiff yarn. I ask if you want 
the photo album from the honeymoon; the clear  
blue box; a copy of the first only sonogram. 
 
 You remind me why it is that you’re leaving.  
 

Charley Barnes 
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Study in Fertility 

 

When the survey asks,  
“Are you a parent? 
Yes or No?" 

What do you say? 
 
How do you get through Mother’s Day 
When you’re a mother to those you’ll never meet?  
 

What do you say to your new boyfriend 
When he mentions the huge family he’d like to have someday? 
 
How do you react when your mother-in-law asks, 
“So, when am I getting grandkids?” 
And you can’t bring yourself to say, “Maybe never?” 
 

Juliette Sebock 
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i will never regret you 
 

i don't have an answer for everything in the universe, if i did then i wouldn't have 

to wonder why spring fell into winter without apology; i wouldn't have to wonder 

about a flower that never came to bloom or why my heart was smashed into a 

thousand pieces because of a man child who didn't know the difference between 

love and lust—i would've been able to hold you should the decision been mine, 

but it wasn't; you were taken from me—it wasn't a blessing in disguise to lose you, 

i will always miss you and wonder what you would've been like; i will forever wish 

it could've been different but i know i cannot undo the past—so i am grateful that 

you'll never be bullied, hated, persecuted, rejected, murdered, raped, hungry, in 

pain, suffer from things that no one should ever face; i will be grateful that your 

father couldn't let you down the way mine did me—i will be forever happy that 

you knew not a life of pain and that you never had to suffer, but i cannot help but 

have wanted to hold you; to look into your eyes, to see the type of world you 

would've created—i would be proud no matter who you were, i would've loved 

you no matter what; i would've always held your hand and helped you slay your 

dragons when you were too weak to—i will never comprehend why you are gone, 

but i will never regret you no matter how much pain never meeting you caused. 

 
Linda M. Crate  
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An experience from OB/GYN 
rotations  

  
The couple is excited  
It is their first pregnancy visit 
And they have a trip to Japan soon 
  
They want know if it’s okay   
For mom to eat sushi  
While they’re in Japan 
  
Before the doctor answers their questions 
She performs an ultrasound  
To listen to their child’s heart 
  
She hears nothing.  
  
At that moment   
It is apparent how deafening a silence can be 
And how a few moments of quietude can change everything. 

 
Fredrick Martyn 
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Pain 
 
My womb rips lesions every month, 
baby maker - more tissue dump. 
A blood run from bath to bed,  
and back to toilet,  
boiled kettle so much it’s melted. 
 
Foiled plans sit in my hands  
and I cannot stand sitting out. 
Each doubled over excuse  
is a call  
to new appointment.  
 
Settled on sick days  
causing side eyes  
for apologies made  
they’re none the wiser, 
but I’m anointed by  
Co-codamol 
and water bottle rashes. 
 

Lauren Ranson 

 
 
 

 



♥ 31 ♥ 

 

fracture 
 
tight-skinned, sitting across from me, 
muscles tense, faith bruised, she 
tells me about a man, his fingerprints 
smudging her child body in the dark 
 
she is a mansion, a house of earth and 
grace, a majestic tower open to the sky,  
displaced and re-arranged, rooms in  
disorder, standing still, still standing 
 
shadows dance and cast their dye, 
stain air and breath, colour her lips 
travel across space, filtering through  
to mine. I hem them in 
 
there is no scar, no witness, 
no trace, yet words as these  
always tend to leave exit  
wounds behind  
 

Carla Durbach 
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Riddles            
          
How could you let  
her snatch me from you? 
 
From your arm curved  
round me, Daddy, as I chant   
the cat sits on the mat.  
 
From your mentoring of my muddles  
before school, while I assault  
a table leg of poxy pine, perched  
on a chair uptipped in I don’t care.  
 
A living doll, demure in serge  
and jonquil poplin, platinum plait  
bandaged round a finger savaged  
as a dog-gnawed bone. An indigo Pict,  
 
stain-lipped from sucking at the Parker  
fount of knowledge, nun instructed  
to elicit loops and curlicues  
in the mode of medieval monks. 
   
From you explaining where  
is not the plural of was,  
your blush as I sing-song  
the purpose of stamens in flowers,  
 
at which she purses disapproving citrus  
lips, slams the door with one of those  
looks and proceeds to thrash  
all life out of the breakfast dishes. 
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From you and her smiling  
at me as I hunch in bed,  
Teddy  Edwards in  my arms, 
 
puzzling why you never  
smile that way at one another. 
 

Pratibha Castle 
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Will you walk into my parlour? 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Tina Edwards 
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Modern Ferocity 
 
A spider lives outside my front door, 
every morning a web greets me, 
and I've cursed each time 
walking through it, bought 
special traps with the cartoon ant 
on the package, even tried praying 
(hands clenched while tiny legs 
did god's work). Hell, I went 
to the pet store, but they had sold 
their last snake. Some nights I yell 
out my window, “You damn arachnid, 
just choke on your own silk!” 
The only response, the minute laughter 
of mosquitoes, so my friend suggested 
I write a letter of apology (for 
therapeutic purposes). 
 

Richard LeDue 
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The Lepidopterist 
 
I retrieve my hundred tummy flutters,  
use tiny needles to pin them to a hundred tables,  
until the hundred tables shudder, flutter, rend, 
tiny pins vibrate, buzz and break.  
Unbound, my stomach flowers  
surge to the roof,  
shatter that too,  
with two hundred paired petal wings.  
 
So tell me this:  
If, emotions that plummet my stomach,  
surge to vice my heart, 
break pins, rend tables, shatter roofs, 
how do my ribs not shatter whenever  
I see you? 
 

Beric Garrett 
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Buoys on the Sea 
 
A love bereft of happiness, 
Two strangers in the night. 
How could we have drifted this way? 
Drifted far from each other? 
Like buoys bobbing on a desolate arctic sea, 
Iciness between us where once love was. 
The gap widens, 
We drift further, 
Unrecognisably away. 
You are unrecognisable now, 
A compass point on the map, 
Seen only on the horizon of my past. 
 

Mel Wardle Woodend 
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Surrender 
If love was indeed a war, 
then every kiss was a small victory,  
and every time our fingers slipped away from one another was a bitter, heavy  

defeat,  
with every night’s sleep spent anywhere but by her side,  
the urge to raise that white flag grew stronger. 
 

Andrew Talbot 
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Poetry that Counts 

  
When days blur into unmarked time 
and hopes are flattened into bleak pretence, 
what good are poems filled with over-used allusions? 
Tales of journeys made down unexpected paths 
that paved the way to pastures new, 
or how the thawing warmth encouraged 
fresh green shoots to break the earth, 
all read like empty words to me. 
  
When days are long and hope is short 
I crave plain, honest words, 
that do not shy away from awkward truths 
or sugar-coat events in clichéd metaphors. 
The kind of poem I want to read 
acknowledges that life’s a fight 
which doesn’t always turn out for the best. 
And then reminds me that I’ve coped with every day so far 
(perhaps not well, but well enough), 
and makes me see that on some days 
it’s getting through that counts. 
  

Jacqui Pack  
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My guitar 
 
Six strings that speak to me 
Of love and anguish  
That talk to my soul  
About things of the heart 
Lift my spirits when times are low 
Speak the words I want to say 
To those that mean the most 
Bring joy to those who are feeling down 
Move my feet to dance 
My arms to wave 
My voice to raise in joy 
When times are dark 
They speak of light 
And celebrate the important things in life 
Bring together black and white  
Help fight the Lord's good fight  
Deliver valentines to those you love 
Break hearts with messages of lost love 
Paint a picture, tell a tale 
Make you laugh or cry  
But one thing's constant  
Those six strings they speak to me. 
 

Stephen Pennell 
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Ska Band 
 

Everyone should join a ska band at least once in their life. 
 
Not too early, you don’t want to peak too soon 
No teenager is ready to reggae just yet. 
Wait for it, 
Wait for it, 
Wait until your lowest moment in life;  
When your football team loses that semi-final, 
Then you can join a ska band 
Call yourselves Reggie Oven-Mitt and the Tea-Time stranglers 
And play the festival circuit, complaining all the while why ska videos aren’t 
played on tv anymore.  
 
Do not join a ska band at the breakdown of your first marriage, 
That is a time for metal bands and hatred 
Save ska for your fourth divorce,  
Let ska music be the thing that brings your seven children, from three marriages  
Together 
As you play it disinterestedly to three people in a basement bar 
In Brighton. 
Call your teenage son Rude Boy in front of his friends, that will make them think 
you’re cool 
Ask them to play percussion in your new venture Winter Sky and the Mint 
Supremacists. 
Turn up to open mics, and complain about Bob Marley’s success, saying he sold 
out and that’s why his videos are played on tv. 
 
Everyone should join a ska band at least once in their life.  
 
Do not join a ska band when you cannot find your keys. 
Focus then  
On finding your keys 
Ska will come soon. 
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Do join a ska band when your uncle dies, 
He didn’t say what he wanted played at his funeral, 
So you can only assume it must be Ska 
Pester your aunt and cousins about their newly found inheritance, 
And direct them towards the kickstarter page for your new album, 
With your band Wednesday Thursday and The Financial Calendars. 
Forgo live gigs and post homemade music videos online, 
Complain when they are not played on television. 
 
Do not join a ska band when you hear A Message to you Rudy 
And remember how much you loved ska in your youth, 
Wait until you hear a modern pop song 
And notice how much better ska back in your day was. 
Call yourselves Weasel Shoes and the Lacy Laces. 
Play only in your garage, and weep softly about never making a real go of it. 
 
Everyone should join a ska band at least once in their life. 
 
Do not join a ska band when you stub your toe and become terrified of your 
coffee table 
Fear leads to anger, anger leads to hate, hate leads to suffering. 
None of these things lead to Ska.  
Ska is not the darkside. 
 
Do join a ska band after a major natural disaster in a distant country, 
These politicians do not know how to help like you do, 
A ska benefit concert is the only way to save lives. 
Call yourselves Father Bull and the Followers of the Red Sheet 
Play the benefit concert circuit, and wonder why Bob Geldof was knighted for 
this  
But you were not. 
 
Everyone should join a ska band at least once in their life. 
 
Here are some acceptable alternative ska band names; 
Dr Skeptic and the Herbal Remedies 
Big Keith and the Little Keiths 
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Charles De Gaulle and the Gallbladders 
St Vincent and the Grenadines 
Francis and the Funky Popes 
And 
Mary’s Sister and the Aunty Christs 
These are the only acceptable names when you join a ska band 
Which you should 
 
Everyone should join a ska band at least once in their life. 
 
Do not join a ska band 
After your ska band disbands, 
You only get one shot at ska 
And you blew it.  
 

Scott Redmond 
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Stuart Buck is a poet and artist living in North Wales. His debut collection of 
poetry, Casually Discussing the Infinite, peaked at 89 on Amazons World Poetry 
chart and his second book 'Become Something Frail 'will be released on Selcouth 
Station Press in 2019. When he is not writing or reading poetry, he likes to cook, 
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copious amounts of books that he will never read. 
 
Beth Brooke is a retired teacher. She writes about what she notices and sees her 
work as being like postcards capturing a moment or an experience. She loves 
deserts and The Jurassic Coast and these places inspire her. 
 
Jonathan Humble is a deputy head teacher at a rural school in Cumbria. His 
poems have appeared in a number of anthologies and other publications both 
online and in print. He blogs at https://northernjim.wordpress.com 
 
Laura Tavasse was born in Vienna and is stubbornly holding on to the idea of 
writing a book one day. Meanwhile, she spends her days studying something 
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#MeToo anthology while others have been nominated for The Forward Prize, 
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Picaroon Poetry and the booklet ‘Sweet Chestnut’ published by Karen Little in 
aid of animal welfare. 
 
Fizza Abbas is a Freelance Content Writer based in Karachi, Pakistan. She is fond 
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loves wild landscapes and dances when her knees let her. Penny has an MA in 
creative writing and her debut poetry pamphlet FAIR GROUND was released by 
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Jo Barbara Taylor lives near Raleigh, NC. Her poems, fiction and academic 
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chapbooks and a full-length collection, How to Come and Go (Chatter House 
Press). She chairs the workshop committee for the North Carolina Poetry 
Society, coordinates a quarterly poetry reading series for a Raleigh, NC, 
independent bookstore, and leads a poetry writing “funshop” in Durham, NC. 
 
Peter Burrows is a librarian in the North West of England. His poems have 
appeared most recently in The Interpreter’s House, The Cannon’s Mouth, South, 
Marble Poetry, and Coast to Coast to Coast.  @Peter_Burrows74 
 
Catherine Zickgraf’s main jobs are to hang out with her family and write poetry. 
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of Eye, is published through Aldrich Press.  
Read and watch her at caththegreat.blogspot.com 
 
A resident of NY, Stephen Mead is an Outsider multi-media artist and 
writer.  Since the 1990s he's been grateful to many editors for publishing his 
work in print zines and eventually online.  He is also grateful to have managed to 
keep various day jobs for the Health Insurance. In 2014 he began a webpage to 
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Eli Dagger is 21 years old and specialises in dark poetry about true life 
experiences. She uses imagery to try and portray her emotions to the audience as 
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https://twitter.com/Peter_Burrows74
http://caththegreat.blogspot.com/
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Picaroon. She has also published poetry in Shetland Scots and these can be found 
in The New Shetlander; Poetry Scotland; and Three Drops from a Cauldron. Find 
her here www.maxinerosemunro.com 
 
Margaret Royall’s passion for poetry began in early childhood. Retirement 
brought the opportunity to pursue her writing seriously, giving voice to acute 
experiences of loss, grief and chronic illness. Her first collection “Fording The 
Stream” was published Sept 2017 as Jessica De Guyat. She has been shortlisted 
for several poetry prizes and her poetry has appeared in six anthologies by 
Hedgehog Press, Word,  Crowvus, Mookychick and is forthcoming in Kristin 
Garth’s Pink Plastic House. Her first pamphlet will appear later in 2019 with 
Hedgehog Poetry Press. She performs regularly at Writers Live Southwell and 
leads a Nottinghamshire women’s poetry group. 
 
Prem Sylvester is a writer from India who turns into words the ideas he catches 
a whiff of from time to time. Sometimes people read these words. His work has 
appeared in Memoir Mixtapes, Rising Phoenix Review, Anti-Heroin Chic, 
Rigorous, and Nightingale & Sparrow among others. 
 
Susan Castillo Street is an international woman of mystery. She has published 
three collections of poems – The Candlewoman’s Trade (2003), Abiding Chemistry 
(2015), and The Gun-Runner’s Daughter (2018), and a pamphlet, Constellations 
(2016), as well as poems in many leading journals and anthologies. She is owned 
by three cats. 
 
Nature is the blood of Susannah Violette’s work. Animals both within us and 
outside of us fascinate her and her poems become liminal spaces where the 
edges of these worlds blur. She was recommended in the Westival International 
Poetry Prize, shortlisted for the Frogmore poetry prize and has appeared in 
various publications worldwide. 
 
Charley Barnes is a Worcestershire-based author and poet. She has recently 
completed her Doctorate degree and now spends most of her time wondering 

http://www.maxinerosemunro.com/
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what to do with it. Her debut short story collection, The Women You Were 
Warned About, was published in 2017. This was followed by her debut poetry 
pamphlet, A Z-hearted Guide to Heartache, which was published by V. Press in 
2018.  
 
Juliette Sebock is the author of Mistakes Were Made and has work forthcoming 
in a wide variety of publications.  She is the founding editor of Nightingale & 
Sparrow and runs a lifestyle blog, For the Sake of Good Taste.  When she isn't 
writing (and sometimes when she is), she can be found with a cup of coffee and 
her cat, Fitz.  Juliette can be reached on her website or across social media.  
 
Linda M. Crate's poetry, short stories, articles, and reviews have been published 
in a myriad of magazines both online and in print. She has six 
published chapbooks A Mermaid Crashing Into Dawn (Fowlpox Press - June 
2013), Less Than A Man (The Camel Saloon - January 2014), If Tomorrow Never 
Comes (Scars Publications, August 2016), My Wings Were Made to Fly (Flutter 
Press, September 2017), splintered with terror (Scars Publications, January 
2018), more than bone music (Clare Songbirds Publishing, March 2019), and one 
micro-chapbook Heaven Instead (Origami Poems Project, May 2018). She is also 
the author of the novel Phoenix Tears (Czykmate Books, June 2018) 
 
Fredrick Martyn is a medical student, writer and poet, originally from Toronto, 
Canada. He writes for the medical satire website GomerBlog and his poetry has 
appeared in Pulp Poets Press and Half A Grapefruit among other places.  
 
Lauren Ranson is a 22 year old Hull-based poet and student, who has been 
writing avidly since January and performing regularly since May 2019. She has 
participated in the Roundhouse Slam Regional Heats in Hull, and has performed 
on the open mic at a number of nights in and around Hull. Furthermore, as part 
of No Larkin About - a new young poets collective based in Hull - she has 
performed at Engage for Change festival and will also be performing alongside 
them at Freedom Fest in Hull on 1st September. She has two cats named Rio and 
Fergie. 
 
Carla Durbach has published her non-fiction work in Psychoanalytic 
Psychotherapy in South Africa and in the Journal of Interpersonal Violence. Her 
fiction work has appeared in Heart of Flesh. She is a South African, now living in 
Canada with her husband.  
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Inspired by her mother’s death, and a life-long dream of writing, Pratibha Castle 
completed a BA in English and  Creative Writing in 2011 at University of 
Chichester. Graduating with a first class honours degree,  she explored further on 
their MA in Creative Writing. Winner of the NADFAS short story competition 
2009, age range 13 – 17, long listed for the Pighog Poetry Competition 2010, her 
work has been published in Eunoia Revue, Poetry and All That Jazz, Wales Arts 
Review, and Thresholds Short Story Forum. Further to her love of words, 
Pratibha, formerly a singer and holistic therapist - her sharing and exploration of 
healing and meditation grounded in the space of the spiritual heart - loves to 
garden, walk in nature, swim in the ocean, and experiment with food. Currently, 
she is working on a poetry collection, and a novel set in 1960s Notting Hill and 
India. 
 
Tina Edwards writes whatever she can, whenever she can. Her love of words 
spans many years and she has been published online and on paper. Recently her 
poetry has been seen in Reach Poetry, Visual Verse, Amaryllis, and Clear Poetry, 
to name just a few. When not writing she enjoys walking and photography. She 
currently lives in north Somerset. 
 
Richard LeDue was born in Sydney, Nova Scotia, Canada. He currently lives in 
Norway House, Manitoba with his wife and son. His work has been published by 
the Tower Poetry Society, in Adelaide Literary Magazine, the Eunoia 
Review, Mojave He[art] Review, Little Rose Magazine, and Black Bough Poetry. 
 
Beric Garrett is an undergraduate of Bath Spa University, continuing a 
combined course of Biology and Creative Writing. 
 
Mel Wardle Woodend is a keen reader, writer and bodyboarder from the West 
Midlands. Her family, animals, interactions with the people she encounters on 
her journey, and the natural world, all inspire her work. Published books include 
two dyslexia-friendly children’s poetry books; a full-length children’s story; a 
nature poetry collection Natural Colours (2017); and her most recent collection 
Just a Thought (2019) exploring mental health issues. Mel’s imprint Dream Well 
publishes in a dyslexia friendly format as she is passionate about ensuring that 
reading is accessible to all. Mel edited and compiled The Friendship Collection; a 
set of anthologies to raise money for Parkinson’s UK in 2018, and two charity 
poetry anthologies for There Is No Planet B Stafford in 2018, and 2019, to raise 
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environmental awareness. Mel has ten years’ experience as a teaching assistant 
in primary and secondary schools, holds an MA Creative Writing and is a full-
time writer, editor and performance poet; organising poetry slams and events, 
facilitating workshops, participating in slams and open mics, and performing at 
festivals in London and the West Midlands; including Wolverhampton LitFest 
2018 Poets Against Racism; Creativity and Wellbeing Week 2019; and 
Worcestershire LitFest 2019. 
 
Andrew Talbot is a 30-year-old Gemini, writer, and performer of poetry in 
various locations across the North East of England (or anywhere else that will 
have him!). He has been fortunate enough to have been published in a few 
magazines/collections, such as Burn The Press (Volume 3), Vamp Cat Magazine 
(Feb 2019), Grindstone Literary (Volume 1) and most recently ‘Passionate 
Penholders’, a collection by Ruchi Acharya of Wingless Dreamer. In his free time 
he enjoys reading, drinking rum and getting lost in unfamiliar cities.  
 
Jacqui Pack writes both fiction and poetry, and holds an MA in Creative Writing 
(Distinction).  She was awarded Long Story Short’s ‘Story of the Year 2009’, was 
among the winners of The London Magazine’s ‘Southern Universities Short Story 
Competition’ and, in 2016, received shortlistings at both the Worthing WOW and 
Winchester Writers’ Festivals.  Her work has featured in a variety of publications 
including Litro Online, Swarm, Synaesthesia, Storgy and FlashFlood.  Further 
information can be found at http://jacquipack.jimdo.com or via @JPCertHum. 
 
Stephen Pennell came to poetry later in life, late twenties, and as had a couple 
of poems printed in anthologies, Pendle war poetry and Crewe poetry. He 
attends local open mic poetry events. 
 
Scott Redmond is Scotland's leading Romani poet and comedian, having 
performed around the country for the last five years, starting at 17. As a poet, he 
has been published in print and online, won multiple slams, and been named the 
‘Bad Boy of UK Spoken Word’ by Inky Fingers. He likes long walks on the beach, 
discussions about metaphysics, and surreal knock knock jokes.  

 

http://jacquipack.jimdo.com/
https://twitter.com/JPCertHum


♥ 50 ♥ 

 

Previous Publication Credits 
‘The Craft’ by Peter Burrows was first published in Word Life / Now Then, 
Manchester (2018). 
 
‘Ball’ by Maxine Rose Munro was first published in The New Shetlander, no. 281. 
 
‘Riddles’ by Prathibha Castle was first published by Eunoia Review. 
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