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23 Resolutions For The Old Year 

 
 for Silvia Bächli and Eric Hattan 
 
1. I shall have bright yellow hands. 
2. I shall throw away the words. 
3. I shall lie in the grass. 
4. I shall follow flowers somewhere else. 
5. I shall not go straight ahead. 
6. I shall pay the light no heed. 
7. I shall make flowers into memory. 
8. I shall see plants, not weeds. 
9. I shall let them approach me. 
10. I shall not wonder about seeds. 
11. I shall not await the auguries. 
12. I shall make the fence higher. 
13. I shall not take a side. 
14. I shall find the watering can. 
15. I shall not pick the lock. 
16. I shall take out the garbage. 
17. I shall park in the garage. 
18. I shall cover up the car. 
19. I shall find the blue door. 
20. I shall rest at day's end. 
21. I shall not open the drawers. 
22. I shall make the necessary repairs. 
23. I shall count up to six. 
 

Andrew Shields 
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You + Me 

 
Each time you fall asleep 
  In the depth 

Of darkness  
Don’t fear, my dear 
 
I will stay close on guard 
 Like the sun on the other 
Side of the world, keeping  
Your dream warm, & 

Fully illuminated  
 
When you rise with a morning 

Glow, my light will cast a shadow 
Always ready to follow you 
Preventing your soul from lagging behind   
 

Yuan Changming  
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Dandelion Sun 
  
A child’s sun finds a dream in young eyes. 
In blinks of dandelion eclipses, 
refracted light reflects on retinas 

holding warmth in ragged leaves 
below a flower standing up and out. 

  
Ryegrass and foxtail for company, 
a golden head of petals, 

swaying and slight, 
is there and gone and there again. 
  

The wings of friends unfold to test the air 
with thoughts aloft in stretching skies, 

days that lift and soar with matchless views. 
They seek what hawks perceive as truth 

yet still count the faces that look familiar. 
  
And dipping hands in search of clues, 

a box of sights, 
of scent and sound, 
they choose a shade and wear a skin, 

fit in and lose themselves as one of many. 
  
But this child blinks dandelion eclipses; 
hawkbit tinctures bathing open eyes 

with picture sun now placed behind an ear 
while looking up and out. 

  
A trust in truth is not weighed as cost 

and light in ragged leaves endures. 
Though slight, 
as scythes descend and sweep the dream, 
it will not fail at dusk. 

Jonathan Humble 
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Forecast Dim 

 
Seasonal change 
affects people 
in different ways. 
Some move a little faster 
eager to escape 
the coming cold. 
Others plod along 
resigned to discomfort, 
as if Nature targets them. 
Small farmers worry 
more than anyone, 
since bad weather 
ruins crops. 
City people complain 
more than most, 
except when snow 
transforms everything 
into a winter wonderland. 
 

Gary Beck 
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Rose-cheeked  
 
Amongst the frozen ranch, fierce flame flickered  
Across the glossed ground. Our generous hosts 
Of the great Pocono Mountains tailored  
A fire from wood pallets and old posts. 
With a wintry delight, the moon and stars 
Shone down upon us seven as we sat, 
Drinking creamy hot chocolate in jars, 
Where the night began to wane as we chat. 
I stretched my legs, and noticed her looking  
At me with a coy smile, and a snowball. 
While I sprang from my log, she tried flanking, 
But she lost traction and felt icy fall. 
As I helped her up, I knew it to be 
Youthful frolic ingrained in memory. 
 

Skyler Jon Thayer 
  



♥ 12 ♥ 

 

chambers of the heart –  
open-hearted 

 
 

S.A. Leavesley 
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Jollification 

 
This Yuletide I’m again inbreathing  
exhaust from begrutten flames. What 
is it about fire?  Spark or spontaneity? 
 
Like a paleontologist I wonder what 
was there to us, to our togetherness:  
forgetting we were other people then. 
 
Buggered by the final arbiter I have tried 
to obliterate your eyes were home to my  
emptiness: counterpane without peepholes. 
 

Sanjeev Sethi  
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Beige 
A piercing orange aroma 
and scent of elderflower 
colour her perspective. 
For in autumn, her colour is beige, 
capturing a mood. No more suntan lotion, 
left upon the table, the smell of incense 
and body lotion on her skin, 
is polished perfectly. Woodsmoke simmers 
and the sun cools on her apple flesh. 
She stoops to pour camomile tea. 
She could have been a portrait, 
life like yet static, but now 
in autumn, she’s beige. 
 

Geraldine Ward 
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Almost Rain 
 
Almost rain, this moment degrades 
the joyride of life as we line 
the floorboards 
with garbage bags and stow plastic 
bowls under the eaves  
and stretch out 
a blanket to catch the water  
when it spills 
onto the bed quilt. 
A hawk searches 
for prey, his mind, the opposite  
of chaotic 
the eyes searching for holes in the 
water, areas of frightened  
movement 
from the wilderness corridor. 
In the end, everyone is predatory,  
absurd 
it is as if our own anatomy were 
stolen. We fear the unkind 
and rejoice when it is warmer 
outside rather than here. 
We are the bridge. 
 

Millicent Borges Accardi 
 

 
 

 



♥ 16 ♥ 

 

Tattletale 
I pulled on my fit-like-a glove wellies. How I wished my conscience had 

been so accommodating over the years. The well-worn coat hung off my 

shoulders, dropping to my ankles, hiding any suggestion of form.  With the hood 

pulled tight over my Vera hat I was impenetrable. News of Margaret’s break-up 

pounded in my head, the old yearbook heavy in my pocket. I grabbed my late 

husband’s well-worn walking stick. Last, mad collie, Tweed. Deed for the day, kill 

two birds with one stone. 

My hands, gnarled by a lifetime’s work, froze in the early morning frost. I 

rubbed them warm, but the aches were always there, all that digging vegetable 

plots, wielding pans and pulleys, scrubbing out rentals every time we moved, 

motherhood. The skies were darkening like moody teenagers. I pulled my hood 

closer, covering my mop of curls, growing ever finer with the hormone depletion.   

My stick struggled in a patch of mud before I lost my balance for a 

moment, tutted, pulling myself straight with a puff. The land was waiting for 

heat. Green shoots, spring daffodils and scillas, my favourite season waiting too. 

They promised new beginnings, but I had my doubts. You had to catch that 

chance first and then have faith. Not very good at faith, I knew that. 

A steep gradient, the track didn’t get easier with habit. Lined with 

mature oaks on one side and open land on the other, we rarely met anyone. One 

day that field would be thick with people all mortgaged to bland property. I 

sighed. Enjoy it while you can, girl. I let my lungs breathe and my memories 

wander. Live in the present, look to the future. I had more behind me than ahead, 

and enough of a heavy heart to be glad of that. My jaw tightened. I heard 

Margaret teasing, ‘Mum, your face, like a wind in a heatwave. Stop it.’ 

Plenty of time for the everyday later. I did have all the time in the world. 

I craved the walks, fought to keep muscle and joints moving. A posse of dogs. 

Rushing towards me. Heinz size, followed by a harassed walker. We exchanged 

glances as the whole party swept past leaving me in a swirl of toing and froing in 

and out of mud, grit and overhanging branches. Just a taste of the muddle I was 

in, the scattered winter bric-a-brac in my head. 
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At the shore the bench with its plaque ‘In loving memory’ – everyone had 

someone in mind. I lowered myself on to it, my favourite with its view of the 

Edinburgh coastline. My Vera needed a shake. I pulled it off, sweeping my fingers 

through curls. I enjoyed them despite the salt and pepper flashes. Be true to age, 

and yourself. Tears dripping salty for a moment. I blinked them away, kicked the 

ground. It was my hands I didn’t care for. I rubbed at the joints, nodules on 

knuckles. That right hand. My doing hand. When I thought too much it came to 

me that one day, month, year it might seize up. It was already happening to my 

feet. Finding shoes to fit was a hassle. I used to fall out with my Mum looking for 

school shoes, so the wellingtons, laceless, easy to slide on were a godsend. But 

now my husband had left me the funds, there was an opportunity to indulge. 

The breeze drove that familiar seaweed scent down the trail. A solitary 

passer-by nodded and I returned it with a brief smile. I smiled less these days. 

Before the stroke twisted the left side it was easy to throw out a winner. Even 

the crooked front teeth were no hindrance. My regret grew with the aging. And 

they say everyone who looks into their family history finds a secret sooner or 

later. For me, a long time to face up.  

Where had Tweed got to? I shook the lead. It was seconds. My dog stood 

wriggling and panting in front of me, expectant. I rummaged for a stick in the 

ditch. Made an amateur bid at throwing it a length. Grimacing, I followed it, 

watched it plonk on the path. Daft dog, lost focus. I pulled myself up, both arms 

on the bench rests, teetered as I reached for the walking stick. Mouthed a cheerio 

to the ‘in loving memory’. I patted the pocket, the book whacking gently against 

my hip.  

I nearly married that man. My Canadian soldier boy. He was one of the 

good guys. That’s what they claimed. He came with a glowing reference. No one 

imagined my behaviour. I told, in my eyes, a big lie. They say a lie will find you 

out.  I didn’t realise how deeply it had taken root. 

Margaret’s house was ahead. Poor thing, her latest man had dumped her. 

Some gossip about another woman.  Looking like something Tilly dragged in, she 

welcomed me with panda eye bags and a face like a melted candle. The heuchera 

we bought last week sat forlorn by the front step. Tattletale, great name. I could 

tell a few. Settling with sandwiches and soup, I waited. She needed to know 
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everyone made mistakes, especially her mother. I slid the open yearbook on to 

the coffee table, drew my breath. 

‘Remember our trip to Irene’s? Remember too? Those yearbooks in 

Weldon?  I saw this man’s face in one of them that evening.’  

She caught the glint in my grey green eyes. ‘I’m the one dumped now, 

Mum, not you? Waste of space, me. My eggs dying as we speak.’  

I raised my hand. ‘One yearbook in particular. I nearly married that man. 

I brought it home. To face him up.’ 

‘What, Mum?’ She pulled herself out of the sofa and leaned into the page. 

‘I nearly married this man, Margaret. But he died when he was forty-

one.’ 

‘If you had, I wouldn’t be here. I’d be half a person somewhere else.’ 

‘And I would have been stuck out there on my own. Far from home.’ 

‘But you jilted him, Mum? Maybe he died of a broken heart? He looks 

pasty in the photo.’ 

‘He was one of the good guys. That’s what they claimed. ‘ 

‘And?’ Her hair bristled like berberis. I noticed the living room hadn’t 

been tidied for a good while. 

‘A farmer’s boy with a Norwegian mother. A soft lopsided accent. It was 

charming. No, he jilted me.’ 

‘Oh Mum, why think about that now?’ 

‘The what might have beens. My guilty conscience, for making him seem 

the bad guy, I suppose.’ 

  I heard my voice echoing. She lifted the plates, disappeared, clattered 

about, then nothing but a blow of her nose. ‘Fools Rush In’ floated from the radio. 

How it read my mind. That year I might have been waving farewells from the 

deck of a war bride ship, leaving Calside forever. The sliding door blew ajar, 

pulling me back, just as he stepped away, taking his smile out of my future. 

  I remembered too how upset Margaret had been years ago when she 

headed off to study in Germany, leaving her fiancé behind. 

‘What’s the problem?’ I had asked. 

‘It’ll be months, Mum.’ 

‘But you’re engaged. He’ll be here when you return.’ 
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‘Yes, but I won’t see him for ages.’ 

‘Och, time will fly. He did ask you to marry him.’  

And of the ups and downs of her teenage years. Those crushes Margaret 

had. I really wished she wouldn’t take life so seriously, though I’d never say that 

to her. Fool, me to suggest that after my behaviour. We discussed boys on and 

off. How to be ‘cool’ and relaxed. 

I would say ‘Never have a conscience about the way you treat a boy. 

Don’t hurt him. Tell him to his face if you’re going to give him up. Be kind.’  

For a moment my Canadian soldier lifted himself out of the flat image. I 

shook myself back into the room, and my hovering daughter. She had pulled on 

her waxed jacket.  I pulled my wellies back on, ushered Tweed in the scullery. We 

gathered watering cans and seeds, heading for the greenhouse. Rescued, 

Tattletale was potted up in a handsome terracotta pot to match its dark green 

leaves. A very satisfying job done. We even shared a smile. 

‘He promised to send for me. The family wanted it.  Dad gone and the 

boys back from war.’ 

‘And I wanted my future too. The whole deal, like you.  His photos, I can’t 

bear to look at them.’ 

‘He felt like one of the disappeared and here he was, sepia in a yearbook. 

Passed away.’ 

‘But you gave him up?’ 

‘He abandoned me, Margaret. Have you been listening?’ 

‘What? Like me? And you never ever said?’ 

‘Because I was humiliated. I lied to Auntie too.’ 

‘So he was the bad guy.’ 

‘No, not really. Sometimes in wartime, people behave out of character?’ 

‘You didn’t mind?’ 

‘Well, I was serious enough. Canada had worked out for Aunt Jessie. I 

thought he meant it.’ 

‘And it’s bothered you all these years?’ 

‘Oh, it wasn’t for you to know, nor anyone. It’s been my secret, the deceit. 

Your Gran’s not here to tell now. You need to know. These messes happen in life.’ 
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  Margaret tidied compost with her fingers, quiet as she digested my 

words. 

‘But you see, men do walk off, give no reason, maybe keep the door open, 

just in case. It doesn’t have to be personal. Take one day at a time.’ 

I dropped my shoulders for the first time in a long time. I felt we were as 

close as I could wish for in the aftermath of our losses, her father, my husband 

and her lover. 

The seeds sown, and another cuppa downed, I hugged her until she 

squealed and promised to phone when I reached home. Though I looked forward 

to the gloaming of a Scottish sky, the clouds were oppressive now. I picked up 

pace as much as I could, Tweed weaving around my heels. Just two stops, at the 

butcher’s and the Post Office. The wind chastened my skin. It felt dry, my 

wrinkles pronounced where I stroked them. Stamps to write to my cousin in 

Darwin, and the steady one in Saskatchewan, my pension, hellos and a sweep of 

the community noticeboard, and a treat, one of those famous steak pies. A cup of 

home brewed coffee as I watched the rain, and the dog’s bowl to fill. The streaks 

on the windowpanes and blobs on the patio and their pots hypnotised me into a 

calm reverie. 

 

Maggie Mackay 
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On Permanence 
 
Even black and white cats have grey areas, 
amongst the feather like strands of hair, 
staring at the wall even though there’s nothing for them to see at all. 
They moult as toast crumbs: constant,  
whatever the season, to keep themselves in peak condition. 
 
The human body is just like this. 
A maze of skin, intestines and all that goes with it. 
Acid blizzards melt cells and blood regenerates. 
It has insides fuschia along the red and the white  
and despite the protests of the gut, the heart buzz strutts to the bedroom call.  
No lover in sight though, just the wall. 
Like confused cat, person stares,  
lost in shadows amongst dinks and bruises. 
 
Seed today, flower budding tomorrow: nothing is permanent, 
except the strange cyclical movements that machines,  
human, and feline produce, subconsciously creating their own existence.  
 
The reluctance to go outside is there for both,  
yet growth requires at least a backdoor  
backdrop change for more reasons than you might think. 
Hint of prey for cat and day for man  
can light even the most burnt down to bottom candlewick. 
 
Feather and claw spreadeagle and take flight into bush hiding action  
until the satisfactory occasion becomes apparent.  
Cell structure then muscle touch notepad and pen,  
hand begins to write again.  
 

Lauren Ranson 
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chambers of the heart – 
heartache 

 
S.A. Leavesley 
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Bella interrupts 
I am reading about mindful communication, taking notes on the tendency of the 

mind to judge what we hear and see, trying to tune into my internal 

monologue/dialogue and judging my own  self-consciousness, remembering how 

I told the kids just a minute as I looked at my phone, my laptop, the television, 

my book ….the cat sits on my chest, bats my pen so my writing wobbles, happy-

claws my nipple, nuzzles my face…the smell of fur…I rub her neck and she purrs 

and I bury my face into her. Bella’s affection is always limited. She jumps off me 

for no reason I can sense, leaving a claw in my dress, a sliver of her 

 

Spangle McQueen 
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Speaking of Windows 

 
My father's church looked like a hospital, 
painted little-girl pink and abandoned 
by the side of the Tamiami Trail. 
It was made of two (tall) stories, square, 
with a flat tarpaper roof that was perfect 
for watching meteor showers, under 
a rough blanket, if you could force yourself 
out through the narrow trap door which opened 
deliriously close to the edge, 
and if you could avoid the puddles 
of standing water the clouds dumped there. 
My Father used to retreat to his office, 
late Saturday night, to work on his sermon. 
They were always a beautiful blend 
of academics and poetry 
(he wrote about finding the skull of a doe, 
in the woods of Kentucky, and seeing 
flashes of Ezekiel reflected 
in those terrible black sockets) and that 
worked against him whenever the session 
met to argue about his paycheque. 
Church types tend to prefer the easy 'nice’ 
to the terribly beautiful. In any case, 
working so late, my father got lonely, 
so he’d bring me with him, or else one 
of the dogs. I loved the church at night, 
I loved the quiet, damp smell of the place, 
I loved breaking into the library, 
or raiding the fridge for Sunday Morning 
Danishes. I loved the sanctuary, 
darkened, when the wine-coloured carpets 
looked black and the streetlamps turned the windows 
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into negatives of themselves. The windows 
were fifteen-foot-high Pre-Raphaelite 
paintings in glass. They were a sequence 
which told the whole New Testament. I loved 
to watch the face of Mary age, one pane 
at a time, from perfect, blushing girlhood 
to hard-faced mourner at the skulled foot 
of the cross. I loved to trace the outline 
of Christ's delicate feet (His toes were shaped 
exactly like my brother's — finger-like) 
and I could understand why the other 
Mary longed to wrap her blazing hair 
around those soles. I was lonely then, 
of course, but I did not understand it. 
I was happy there, too. I had my windows. 
I had The Book of Job. My father sat 
in his office, beneath his bust of Martin 
Luther, hammering words which sang sweetly, 
but were largely ignored. I lay, sprawled out, 
stomach-down in a pew, learning to live 
in the right kind of silence, in the odd glow 
of numinous images, sharply reversed. 
 

Bethany W Pope 
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The Dying In Stasis 
  

The lobby is full of light—sunrays pour through the arched windows, 

bathing the leather couches, the dustless hardwood floor, in a sort of suburban 

afterglow. There’s a coffee station across from me, and the coffee maker is 

wealth personified in its chrome sleekness. I get up to get a closer look. There it 

is, my own distorted reflection in metal gloss. 

A thought, one that would be benign anywhere but here: if heaven has a 

lobby, it’s probably lot like this one. 

            My hands shake. 

            I turn away from the coffee maker and its perfection. I sit down and open 

the book I brought with me and don’t read a goddamn word. 

 

* 

 

Besides the receptionist, there’s only one other person in the lobby, a 

man, elderly. Maybe not old enough to be my grandfather, but old enough to be 

somebody else’s. He sits as far away from me as he can get and chats away on his 

cellphone, as if unperturbed by his location. Maybe it’s because of his age. Maybe 

he deals with these kinds of visits on a monthly basis. But behind those surface 

thoughts, there are whispers, alien in their rasping, and all the more potent for it. 

            Forever stronger, the voices hiss. He is forever stronger. 

            Why is he here? X-Ray? Ultrasound? The mind spins possibilities, chaotic 

threads of assumption trying their utmost to penetrate reality—if this becomes 

his story and not mine, then I am the viewer, the watcher, the reader. I am safe. 

 

* 

 

The receptionist journeys out from behind her desk, walks past me and 

toward the old man. He stands up. Smiles. As if he’s expecting her. And she smiles 
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back, and speaks in tones of impenetrable politeness—the ushering angel 

beyond reproach. 

            She asks the old man if he’s brought his x-ray order with him. (X-ray? Shit. 

That can’t be good.) He shrugs. Says he doesn’t have it. From the way he talks, I 

get the impression he took one look at the piece of paper, grunted, and fed it to 

the trashcan. The receptionist nods and grins and never wavers from her creed 

of pseudo-kindness. 

            Do you think you may have left it in your vehicle? she says. We’re doing 

our best to contact your doctor, but their office doesn’t open until eight-thirty. 

            No, the old man says. It’s not there. 

            She keeps on nodding. Maybe the old man is hypnotized by that incessant 

bobbing, because he goes out to check his car anyway. 

            Moments later, he’s back and empty handed. 

            He looks at the receptionist; his expression is difficult to define—it puts 

me in mind of someone who got served the wrong dish at a five star joint, but, 

having spent his last drop of initiative getting the reservations, is too tired to 

care. 

            The old man speaks: so what do we do now? 

 

* 

 

I’m not in the lobby long enough to know what they do for him. He’ll get 

his x-ray, though. They’ll pry back his epidermis and look deep into his most 

inner most parts, searching for the spread of something primal and evil. Perhaps 

they will only find embryonic suffering, easily dealt with. Perhaps they will 

pronounce him dead on the spot. 

Or maybe the radioactive window into his body will show pristine lungs, 

cells free of growths and toxins and interlopers. 

Maybe he’s on his way to a dock right now to go fishing with the 

grandkids and give them the good news. 

Maybe he’ll outlive me. 

 

* 
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My name is called. The sonographer leads me into the dark. The door 

shuts. Natural light winks out. The sadistic truth: wherever there are thoughts of 

heaven, thoughts of hell are never far behind. 

            I disdain both places—heaven and hell, that is. They both, in their way, 

invalidate our present existence. When we acknowledge the above and below, 

every action brings us closer to sky or flame, and what is done on earth becomes 

no more than a stepping stone to what may or may not come next. To damnation 

or salvation. All motivation, all fear and hope, is fodder for the march. 

And thus death becomes a sacred rite. 

I try to shake the thoughts, to deny the afterlife so I might find peace in 

this one, but they’re encoded in me. My brain is not as plastic as it once was. 

So instead I lie down and undress and let the thoughts ride as this 

stranger probes my vulnerable places, viewing all of my secrets on a computer 

screen I can’t even see. Relax. Just relax. But there’s no relaxing. Only a bizarre 

parody of rigor mortis. 

But the sonographer, she’s so quiet, almost as if I’m not there at all, and I 

love her for it. No wasted breath on pleasantries, no vain attempts to mask either 

of our discomfort with inane questions and hollow answers. There’s only the 

dark and the search, and the sacred understanding that often times to do no 

harm is to remain silent. 

She finishes. I get dressed. 

I’ll walk you out, she says. 

So I follow her down the narrow and shadowed halls. We step through a 

door, into the lobby, but the light has gone pale—the arched windows open onto 

bulbous gray clouds blanketing the horizon. That’s how it is in my city—the 

storms come quickly. 

She leads me to the exit, stops. 

“I’ll send the report to your doctor’s office,” she says. “They’ll get in touch 

with you soon.” 

“Thank you,” I say. “I really appreciate it.” 

Then a strange thing happens—as I’m turning to leave, she touches me, 

softly grazes my back with her fingers; the touch is tender, one that is no doubt 
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meant to be maternal, comforting. The impression of her fingertips lingers on me 

as I open the door and face the gray sky. 

            I don’t know what that touch meant. I don’t want to know. 

 

* 

 

The old man is waiting outside the entrance, nursing a cigarette. My 

mind tells me to ignore him, to just keep walking and remain strangers, but my 

body locks up. The better part of me, the quieter and oft ignored part, urges 

words of encouragement—a joke, or a simple hello, maybe even a comment 

about the how fast the weather changes here. But nothing comes out. I just stand 

there and watch him regurgitate poison. 

            “Sorry bud,” the old man says, getting the wrong impression. “Any other 

day, I’d offer you a cigarette. But not today. This is my last pack for a while.” 

            I don’t bother to correct him; I just nod. He points at the sky, at clouds the 

same color as the smoke trailing from his cigarette. 

            “Nice day,” he says. 

            “Is it?” 

            “For me, it is. I love the calm before a storm.” 

            “Can’t say I agree.” 

            He shrugs, as if it’s my loss. One last puff, then what’s left of the cigarette 

lands at his feet. The old man doesn’t bother to put it out. 

            “Well,” he says, “time to go. Gonna try to beat the storm home.” 

            “You have far to go?” 

            Something reminiscent of a smile plays at the corner of his lips. 

            “Not far enough,” he says. 

 

* 

 

The old man leaves. I leave, too. All that’s left is to wait for the phone call 

which will mark an end or beginning, a genesis or revelation—both are 

loathsome to me. Both vile. The trumpet will sound, the trigger will be pulled, 
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and I will find myself staring into the bloodstained jaws of the future; I’ll enter 

the maw and set a course to what lies beyond my understanding. 

Coward or not, here I come. 

            The clouds churn. Thunder cracks. It’s only a matter of time until the sky 

opens. Tell me, please, tell me and do not spare that which lingers and crumbles 

with the passing of minutes and their infinite heat-deaths: is it wrong that I don’t 

want this day to end? Is it wrong to close my eyes in purgatory? 

 

Blake Johnson 
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Heart Stream 
 
An obstacle erupts the blood stream. 
One by one, the cells begin to grasp 
this yellow obscurity. 
  
Narrow passageways become  
tighter and tighter. 
His heart now unable to  
obtain the oxygen. 
  
Sudden, jagged pain, 
his heart, roaring, 
streams swiftly— message to his brain 
start the current again. 
  
His heart, now palpitating rapidly, 
tries to start the current 
but the blood dam stays  
the heart doesn’t do its work 
 
on its own. The heart is unable to. 
For the blood cell dam 
stays in place. 
  
The dam, 
now clogging the arteries is 
not able to reach its destination. 
  
Pumping.  
Pumping. 
Pumping. 
  
The heart muscles dissipate into mist. 
Blood, from the dam, seeps into the lungs. Drowning 
in a crimson, metallic lake. 
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Suppression from the blood dam, 
the cells, one by one, 
die, 
die, 
die. 
  
The heart stream, 
can’t flow, as it once did so easily, 
but these tears will 
start a new stream. 
 

Christina Ciufo 
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Day Surgery 

 
in a modern edge of town  
hospital that’s had millions  
thrown at it because  
all you, admittedly  
tax-paying, bastards  
are living too long  
and developing too many  
half-treatable conditions.  
 
Revamp is all light and air:  
a labyrinth of walkways  
like an airport terminal.  
We sit in the departure lounge. 
Some are off on shuttle trips;  
a few won’t be returning.  
 
No-one here scowls like Hattie Jacques  
or misdiagnoses like Kenneth Williams.  
I should be assured by lanyards,  
utilitarian scrubs  
and, thankfully,  
multicultural staffing. 
 
Departments colour-coded  
by a hyperactive toddler. 
Is it red, blue or black  
for the “Way Out”? 
 
They’ve sampled my blood  
and taken my piss. 
Soon they will weigh  
my soul against a feather. 
 

Allen Ashley 
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chambers of the heart –  
ghost traces 

 
S.A. Leavesley 
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Children’s Hospital Boston Arrival 
 
Route 3 two lanes to Boston  
north New Hampshire through every downtown 
in 1947 
before fast food drive-throughs, malls, big box stores 
parking lots the size of football fields 
traffic lights triggered by subsurface signal wires, 
uniformed policemen direct traffic  
or you sit  
waiting for courtesy 
cops know eighty percent of drivers, 
Friday evening shopping  
everybody knows everybody 
keep their cars in the same parking spaces 
all summer evenings long 
sit on the front fenders 
to chat with neighbors 
whom they live near 
whom they hadn’t seen for a week 
to share beer. 
 
Travel is slow 
no one expects to go 
anywhere far fast 
we’re waved through 
my ambulance is a hearse 
an embossed brass plate advertises 
my uncle’s funeral home 
special favor in pre-Christmas December dark 
 

(I had opened all but seven windows of my advent calendar  
with their painted scenes illuminated by back light 
when I pulled the paper flaps aside then 
mother explained them.) 
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headlights carve a journey through evergreen woods 
along roads  
just creases in the land 
between settlements 
solitary houses draped with colored lights  
set back on dormant lawns 
an electric candle blinks in every window. 
 
Acceleration pulls for faster speed 
a straightaway. 
 
Metallic       

click 
click 

floor dimmer switch 
vehicle lights rake the cab 
I see mother’s face  
looking through the glass partition 
back at me  
strapped in the gurney  
bolted to the floor. 
 
No sounds until the ambulance stops 
 

(Massachusetts line 
had they made phone calls before they left 

(I wonder now) 
or flagged down 
a state highway trooper?) then 

 
police car sirens never cease. 
Kaleidoscope of city streets  
lamps high poles store signs  
through the hearse’s horizontal windows  
flashing  
at me 
traffic halted at city intersections 
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we enter old Boston 
more sirens 
 

(Huntington Avenue) 
 
buildings hedge the crowded corridor  
concern in my mother’s voice. 
I’m alright I assure her. 
     
White gowns surround me at Boston Children’s 
 

(Was the air chilled 
Was there snow?) 

 
jerk  
lift  
set down  
wheeled gurney rolls 

[              ] 
ER 
[              ] 
reception 
[             ] 
elevator 

cavernous 
 

(I would later know) 
(upper floor wing pointing into Brookline) 

 
barricade of the nurses’ station 
library lamps hang over desks 
phones 
beds with children  
line long aisles 
subdued lighting at night 
attendants move from bed to bed, 
over some, net hoods cover small heads 
no one smiles. 
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Thrash me 
in my restraining straps, 
grand mal seizures 
 

(doctors’ record 
every twenty minutes), 

 
gurney to bed torture  
fever sweats wrack. 
 
penicillin 
phenobarbital 
Dilantin      

(eight years journey 
in twilight 
 
begins this night). 
 

Ron Tobey 
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Children’s Hospital Boston 
Departure 

 
The dull sun low at the end of the wing 
grandmother waits to see me 
 
 (on a porch I remember  

clearly 
 but in photographs 
 no porch, no screens,  

not summer 
memory not what it seems) 
 

she stood by the bed 
indistinct  
large over me 

spoke  
(said what? 

 I respond  
 Where is mommy? 

(She started my father’s family  
four boys three girls 
in Brookline a few blocks away 
I was told 

(or did I learn in nearby Public Library 
researching that day 
we visited Copley Square 

sat for the mass at Trinity 
Phillip Brooks’ church  

the ornate silent reading room 
at the head of the staged marble stairway)) 

 
Nurses prepare the beds near me 
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remove breathing hoods   
canopies 
raise safety rails 
arrange coat racks of hanging tubes 
tuck sheets 
talk to small kids  
motionless heads 
step on clutches to release beds  
onto wheels 
push pull the bed away 
rubber squealing on polished granite. 
 
Midnight alone in the darkened corridor 
nurses’ station glows 
a fireplace far 
shadows move 
shades momently obscure 
Christmas lights colors 
festivity in the building’s other wing 
I ask a nurse who walks by 
why wasn’t I  
moved there 
they are too sick to go home for Christmas. 
I think, they are going to die 
or am I?  
 
Nurses’ station a hard wood barricade  
someone unknown brings me a chair, 
they ignore me sitting there 
confused 
your father is coming to get you. 
 
Every space black light subdued 
elevator opens noisy doors huge 
people leave  
people enter 
I hear no conversation 
nor phones ring 
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nurses confer lips move 
 

(a play in a theater 
anticonvulsants 
I wonder) 
 

I fidget  
I am uncomfortable  
I complain  
I wait. 
How long could father’s drive from home take? 
 
He is by me 
bends over 
picks me up 
lays me on his shoulder 
 
 (I remember flopping across it 
 no wheelchair 
 no gurney 
  (can that be right?)) 
 
carries me 
soft jolt of the elevator 
descent drop 
 

(that is all) 
 

family 4-door sedan 
a blanket strap 
in the back 
Route 3 
Garland Street 
cold of northern New Hampshire 
car door opens 
home 
front porch 
two benches 
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 (an outdoor setting for Kodak portraits 
 a box camera with no flash 
 color film 

father in his brown Army uniform 
sitting by mother 
me in a pea jacket in another 
a chevron shoulder patch 
with red hair 
an aging of film colors?) 
 

front door 
hall 
living room 
red floor carpet 
incandescent glow  
mother’s joy 
Christmas tree 
water filled stand at its base 
strung lights  

colors white red blue green  
tinsel shimmering 
in the wind from the opened door 

star on top 
wrapped gifts. 
 

(My infant sister 
six months old 
swaddled in blankets 
sleeps in mother and father’s bedroom.) 
 

Father carries me upstairs to bed. 
I think, I didn’t die 
on Christmas eve. 
 

Ron Tobey 
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Bee Bee Shower  
 
We buzz, collecting for wriggling bundle 
sleeping still, in revered Royal Jelly.  
Busy, dislodging pollen particles, 
we rally round from stigmas to petals. 
We flick billow clouds up to atmospheres, 
spread broodiness even further afield  
than wings waking ovaries and ovules 
or restless legs, on stamens and pistils. 
To hive, with gifts; gold, frankincense, and myrrh,  
bestowed on a swollen Queen fat with life. 
Nectar transmutes to honey; wisdom to love. 
She unwraps each nipple shield and nappy cream, 
propped by sisters in her undertaking. 
A village's work is baby-making. 
 

Sarra Culleno 
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Pirate Dreams 
 

 
 

Jacqueline Knight 
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The Amazing Beard 
 
My mate Ali was born with a beard,                                                                                                                    
it hasn’t stopped growing, and now as we feared                                                                                                                  
it’s longer than he is.                                                                                                                                                       
‘So what?’ You might say,                                                                                                                                             
but imagine being Ali, just for a day. 
 
As soon as he wakes,                                                                                                                                                                   
he shivers and shakes,                                                                                                                                                                    
until all of his beard is smooth and straight.                                                                                                                           
When he walks downstairs, he has to watch out,                                                                                                                                                                       
in case he trips, you’ll hear him shout. 
 
When we’re at school, Ali’s so cool.                                                                                                                                   
He reads and he writes,                                                                                                                                                 
never gets into fights.                                                                                                                                                                      
He’s got six gold stars, that’s just this week.                                                                                                                
He knows when to be quiet, when to speak. 
 
All the other kids, stop and stare.                                                                                                                                       
Well, it’s quite a sight, so much hair.                                                                                                                      
I will say this, some think he’s weird,                                                                                                                                                
but he’s my mate Ali, with the amazing beard. 
 

Raine Geoghegan 
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Wee Gems 

 
Billy beams 
As we work through his Rapid Reading 
I think by his face I make things fun 
He loves pop music and girl bands, 
And we sometimes played them in class 
It was so good to see him happy. 
 
Grant goes on 
About Doctor Who 
For miles. 
He called me a Time Lady. 
It’s one of the best compliments I’ve received in my life. 
It was so good to see him happy. 
 
Janie jives 
To nursery rhymes in her seat 
Bobs her head to Humpty Dumpty 
She loves cuddles and peekaboo 
Though she’s getting too old for peekaboo 
But it was so good to see her happy. 
 
Lola loves 
The wind on her face as I push her in her chair 
In the playground or to the shops. 
Listening 
To the patter and chatter,  
the music, the birds in the trees 
It was so good to make her happy. 
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You chosen children 
Are a handful of the many wee gems 
That made my work worthwhile. 
I hope I brought as much joy to your lives 
As you brought into mine. 
 

Jen Hughes 
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chambers of the heart –  
hole-hearted 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
S.A. Leavesley 
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At the crack of life 

 
Lightning in the middle of lovely dreams; 
rude awakening to the child in the night; 
so small he surely did not imagine this fate, 
to be a man when still learning to be a boy. 
 
The deep of morning, rise and shine, the death 
is to come to the chicks for it is their destiny, 
still running around their lives, occupied 
with the business of growing in the free field. 
 
young life thinks, rubs the eyes filled with stones; 
a long stretch, and the memory of what can be, 
as it is each time.  Fun to be had after all 
With the big boys, the men, the dads. 
 
Pride in the act, playing a part, actor of  
so many lives; not seven, almost grown; 
a task noble, discounting of course the birds; 
he knows of the celebration to follow. 
 
A day will be done, within hours not born; 
trucks loaded, for a place unnamable. 
as in medieval tales of knights an 
maidens, hungry hearts satisfied. 
 
Heavy lids demanding a rest, but for the joy 
of the clan comfortably communing, with 
not a thought for the aspirations of the fowl, 
soon to walk the gallows of their written fate. 
 

Fabrice Poussin 
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Death Certificate 
 
Sloppy lines on the bottom left of my report card 
smoulder in harmony with the ashes 
of a burnt incense stick 
Sand denies them the entry 
erosion becomes a witness 
And fire a narrator. 
 
They knock at the door 
none opens it, 
so they look through the door 
in a bid to know the reality 
but all they see is a number of apparitions - 
The beads of an old abacus, 
A rustic small desk 
parchments spread all over 
and pen setting a new trend. 
 
A bunch of flowers put aside 
a trove of gravel stones 
Poppy leaves taking the front seat 
pain rushes to my bone 
 
Anaesthesia is administered 
At the crossroads of ink, sweat and tears 
Your humble abode lies, 
rest in peace there! 
 

Fizza Abbas 
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Hollow House 

 
I can feel them moving... 
 
Years after, hollow house — 
empty at the core, yet 
the blip and flip — the trick. 
Ripples under the surface 
muscle memories that won't be still. 
Stretch and heave. 
 
I feel them dance again, 
watching them racing outwards 
yet feeling them within, pounding 
footfall, a kicking heartbeat — 
that soft space, that hollow house, 
dreaming itself full. 
 

Zoë Sîobhan Howarth-Lowe 
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Romesco 

 
Red-lidded plastic hovers 
over half-eaten cheeses 
at the back of the fridge 
 
for more than a decade, 
a finger of sauce 
like a mold-less miracle. 
 
Rust-red pulp he scraped 
from a dozen ñoras. 
Took all morning to make. 
 
Only fitting that his spitting 
image be the one to scowl 
and cluck, throw it away. 
 

Kymm Coveney 
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Touch 
 
On New Year's Day, our last to be, 
I sit by Mum, bodies a nerve apart. 
She fiddles with the cooling salmon on her plate. 
I soothe the flat of her hand, paper skin. 
We smile, eyes meeting. That's enough. 
You are everything to me. 
 

Maggie Mackay 
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1932 

 

Pa decided to join the Bonus Expeditionary Force. After dropping Ma and 

the youngsters off at Uncle Vernon’s, he let me ride the rails with him from our 

home in Waynesboro, Pennsylvania, all the way to the Washington Freight Yard.  

Pa and thousands of other veterans were demanding their bonus pay—

the money they could have earned if they hadn’t gone off to fight for their 

country in the Great War. No man wanted to wait until 1945 to get paid, not 

while his family was starving. That’s why we came to Anacostia Flats, a swampy, 

muddy area along the Anacostia River across from the Capitol where we could 

see the dome. Ankle-deep in mud, Pa and I built our shanty along with forty-

three thousand, counting wives and children—the biggest Hooverville ever, 

named after the president who no one seemed to like. 

When the bank people came to take our farm, Pa rushed out of the house 

with a shotgun and fired over their heads, scaring me and Joey. Ma cried. The 

twins howled and clung to her flour-sack dress. Pa cursed the politicians, said 

they were just bumping gums when it came to veterans’ bonus pay.  

We made our shack out of materials from the nearby dump site—old 

lumber, packing boxes, and scrap tin. Pa and I worked shoulder to shoulder. He 

started calling me Tom instead of Tommy. 

Other veterans were scattered around Washington in deserted billets, 

but Camp Marks was the heartland. We built a real city with streets, latrines, a 

barber shop, a lending library where I spent most of my time, and a boxing ring, 

where Pa liked to spar.  

For breakfast and dinner, everyone ate a stew made of potatoes, onions, 

and hotdogs. We lived on Pennsylvania Road, a place I called home. 

Next door was a colored man from Harrisburg and his son Cornelius.  

Pa said two things made a man equal—fighting for your country and 

taking care of your family—so it appeared, ‘cause everyone got along. Pa said the 

newspapers lied, wanting to cause trouble, saying the races couldn’t mix, and 
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that communists were infiltrating the camp. How could that be when everyone 

had to show their service certificate? 

One day, Pa and I walked to the top of the bluff where we looked over the 

entire encampment. From poles and shanties, hundreds of American flags 

rippled in the breeze, showing how much we loved our country.  

That night we took our meal back to our shack. Pa gulped his down and 

said, “War makes rich men richer. Remember that, son, before you go off to be a 

pawn in a rich man’s game.” I didn’t eat much after that. Pa’s anger and 

bitterness filled my belly instead.   

A few days after we settled in, we walked to the Capitol where the House 

of Representatives took a vote on the Bonus Bill. Pa and I wore white shirts and 

bib overalls, wool caps—hot for June, but that’s what we had, being farmers and 

all. Other men dressed in wrinkled suits and worn fedoras. The tall columns 

dwarfed the people on the steps. Veterans sang, “America,” the air itself charged 

with hope.  

When the organizer, Mr. Waters, came out and said the House passed the 

bill, I never heard such whooping and hollering. Tears ran down Pa’s cheeks. 

Hats twirled in the air, cheering going on for near half an hour. We had money 

and could go home. 

But when we headed back, Pa said, “Son, this is just one hurdle, the 

Senate has to pass the bill and that’ll be harder.” 

“Why?”  

“More Republicans in the Senate.” 

What seemed whacky to me was how something so sensible, like paying 

people their due, had to be voted on in the first place. 

That night sleep came in jerks.  

Two days after the House passed the bill, we went to the Capitol for the 

Senate vote. Veterans held signs reading, No Pay We Stay, Give Us Our Bonus Or 

Give Us A Job. 

Pa’s fists stretched the holes in the pockets of his overalls, his jaw 

working back and forth. I could feel him wanting to get into the ring while we 

waited. He took off his cap and looked to the heavens.  
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Pa’s bonus money went down in the Senate. He said it was like the crash 

of ‘29 all over again. 

I was too old to take his hand, but I let him take mine.  

“We’re staying on son, until justice is done.” 

Some folks left. But many stayed, with more coming from out west to 

join in the protest.  

Toward the end of July, Hoover demanded that all veterans go home, but 

most had no home to go to.  

On July 28, thousands of us walked to the Capitol. Food was becoming 

scarce at Camp Marks, so everyone looked gaunt, but we were righteous in our 

cause, and that gave us strength. 

Police walloped the protesters with their billyclubs. We broke through 

their line and ran. Gun shots fired. Women screamed. It turned into a riot, and 

then I saw the U.S. Army marching toward us. 

There was infantry, soldiers on horseback, tanks. They were coming to 

rescue us. Overjoyed, I cheered along with Pa and everyone else. The army aimed 

their rifles. Sunlight glinted off the tips of their bayonets. But then— 

. . . they were charging at us! 

Bile roared in my stomach. They hurled gas grenades. People scattered.  

I hacked, snot poured from my nose. I experienced Pa’s pain from being 

gassed in the war.  

Veterans threw rocks at the army. 

I shuddered, knowing my father could be killed by his own.  

We ran toward the flats. 

But what we were running to suddenly rose up in flames—the shanties, 

the library, all of Anacostia Flats. 

Pa put his arm around my shoulder while we watched our city burn. I 

held back tears, wanting to be strong for my father.  

 

DC Diamondopolous 
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chambers of the heart –  
crow-heart surgery 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

S.A. Leavesley 
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The Sea 
 
Your stories always come back to that night. 
More so now, I hang back – as they go ahead,  
To sit with you, to hear talk of what might  
Have been. Not your true home these thirty years, 
Still yearning for the city of your childhood, 
Before marriage, before disappointment. 
How can I console for a life lost that meant 
Love for you, but none of us being here? 
 
For now, you only see the path you once had. 
Now too frail to leave the house. When storms are bad  
I think not only of you, but when the sea 
Breached defences to your last stand.  
You swept it back with the broom. The same sea  
That a lifetime ago, scoured lives miles inland. 
 

Peter Burrows 
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Beach Walk 
 
I feel myself foolish for these words. 
They don't hold as much weight as they could. 
Not as much as that time 
we were together 
your hand in mine, 
us walking along, 
feet naked on sand, 
the ocean on the left, 
unimportance on the right, 
nothing behind, 
the future in front, 
and us in that present 
talking, 
us just in that present 
talking. 
I still have the sand in my shoes. 
 

Rickey Rivers Jr 
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More Than Less 
 
If things seem low and you're on the verge of a cry 

Think of all the reasons you have to feel high 
You'll realize that the latter far outweighs the former 
And hopefully that makes your heart feel a bit warmer 
 

Fredrick Martyn 
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Too Much Girl 
 
Too much to handle. 
Too much to contain. 
Too much of a much-ness. 
Too selfish and vain. 
 
Too emotionally volatile. 
Too needy and too sick. 
Too many dreams for one person. 
Your 'too much' is too big. 
 
Too much of a woman. 
Too much of a girl. 
Too far from reality. 
Too extensive to furl. 
 
"Be small" they insist, 
but listen to me 'Too Much Girl', 
Listen to this! 
The things they don't tell you, 
I'll deliver with a kiss 
 
Upon your forehead 
as you cling to the bed, 
with tears on your pillow 
and fog in your head: 
 
Keep your eyes gazing skyward, 
lift your feet from the ground. 
To reach dizzying heights, 
you must place your head in the clouds. 
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Keep climbing your Everest, 
let your passion soar, 
no mountains were conquered 
with feet on the floor. 
 
Pay no heed to their judgements, 
or the life they want you to live 
and go follow your dreams, 
remaining forever big. 
 
Leave behind the monotony, 
the drawl of the every day, 
because you know that ordinary 
is simply not your way. 
Embrace your 'too much-ness', 
be 'too much', much more 
and when they question your bigness 
show them the door. 
 

Rachel Lightfoot 
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modern love: an iterative algorithm 
 
find_hearts_content: 

define: coffee in coffee_shop; 
define: Joan is old and Joan is flame and Joan is barrister; 
if April not in cruellest_months then 

if April is young and April is lady and April is barista and April 
is here then 
while not Joan is here; watch April; sip coffee; repeat; 
greet Joan; begin conversation; 
set topics equal weather and family and work and 
events(local) 

and not feelings; 
talk about topics until Joan says "Well, must rush…" 
say "Goodbye" 
send love to Michael and Claire; 
look at window; wave at Joan; 
while not heart is satisfied; watch April; smile; 

goto find_hearts_content; 

 
Ian Badcoe 
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Pig Productions), Sudden Conflicts (Lillicat Publishers). Acts of Defiance  and Flare 
Up Wordcatcher Publishing). His short story collections include A Glimpse of 
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CantoMundo, California Arts Council, Fundação Luso-Americana, Formby Foundation 
at Texas Tech and Barbara Deming Foundation.  Recent work appears in The Journal, 
Laurel Review, and Quiddity 
 
Maggie Mackay loves family history which she incorporates into work in print and 
online journals. One of her poems is included in the award-winning 
#MeToo anthology while others have been nominated for The Forward Prize, Best 
Single Poem and for the Pushcart Prize. Another was commended in the Mothers’ 
Milk Writing Prize. Her pamphlet ‘The Heart of the Run’ is published by Picaroon 
Poetry and the booklet ‘Sweet Chestnut’ published by Karen Little in aid of animal 
welfare. 
 

http://www.sarah-james.co.uk/
http://www.flad.pt/
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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. 
 
Spangle McQueen is a happy grandma and hopeful poet from Sheffield. She is 
grateful to have had work included in Three Drops from a Cauldron, Picaroon, 
Bonnie's Crew, Foxglove Journal, Lonesome October Lit, Burning House Press, Strix, 
Awkward Mermaid, I am not a Silent Poet, The Writers' Cafe, Sad Girl Review & Vamp 
Cat Magazine. 
 
Bethany W Pope has won many literary awards and published several novels and 
collections of poetry. Nicholas Lezard, writing for The Guardian, described 
Bethany’s latest book as 'poetry as salvation'.....'This harrowing collection drawn 
from a youth spent in an orphanage delights in language as a place of private 
escape.' She currently lives and works in China. 
 
Blake Johnson writes a lot of fiction--sometimes he eats and sleeps, too. His stories 
have appeared in Zizzle Literary Magazine, Twist In Time Literary Magazine, and 
several other publications. He grew up in Maine, but recently moved to Florida 
where he is carefully searching for a literary agent to represent his latest novel. You 
can often find him hanging out in the Twitterverse under the handle 
@bjohnsonauthor. 
 
Christina Ciufo is a passionate writer in poetry, short stories, flash fictions, fables, 
and completing her first novel. At a very young age, she always had a passion for 
writing stories and poems, specifically in fairytales, folklore, supernatural, and 
horror. After graduating Sacred Heart University with a BA in English, she continued 
to expand her writing abilities at Manhattanville College’s MFA Creative Writing 
Program and by May 2017, graduated with an MFA degree in Creative Writing. She 
has recently completed Sacred Heart University's Education Program in December 
2018 with a MAT in Teaching in both elementary and secondary and is currently a 
Sunday School Teacher at St. Timothy's in Fairfield. She gained her first publication 
in May 2019 in Pub House Books' Gravitas for her three poems. She has two other 
poems, which will be published in Curating Alexandria and Ovunque Siamo in 
September 2019. 
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Allen Ashley’s poetry and short fiction has appeared in venues such as Three Drops 
From A Cauldron, Brittle Star, Shoreline of Infinity, Orbis, Words for the Wild and 
two anthologies from Paper Swans Press. His latest book is as editor of the anthology 
“The Once and Future Moon” (Eibonvale Press, UK, 2019). 
 
Ron Tobey retired from a professional career in Southern California to West 
Virginia, where he and his wife farm, raising cattle until recently, and keep horses 
and goats. He finds time in his new life to write poetry for a publication audience. 
 
Sarra Culleno is a London born, Manchester based UK poet, a mother of two and an 
English teacher. She performs at open mic poetry events and slams across the UK. 
She writes about children’s rights, motherhood, identity, gender, age, technology, the 
environment, politics, modern monogamy and the education system. Sarra has 
worked published by Les Femmes Folles in Nebraska (Lost in my DMs, Song of the 
Young Mother, and Phone Phantom Pantoum), Three Drops Press (PMT Virelai), 
Hidden Voices (Hansel and Gretal the Woodcutter's Children) and in The Bollocks to 
Brexit Anthology (Terza Rima's Woke Blog). She was longlisted for the Cinnamon 
Press Pamphlet Prize and appears as Featured Poet at Herstories Festival, The 
Festival of Manchester, Write Out Loud Sale, Newham Poetry, The Others, Celebrate 
Whalley Range and That's What She Said (For Books Sake). Sarra appeared as Special 
Guest Poet in the Manchester Fringe Festival show, Streetlights&Fairylights at The 
Hope Aria Theatre. You can find readings on her YouTube channel, accessible 
through her Instagram and Twitter profiles. Sarra has a podcast interview by Spoken 
Label available on their website, and will appear on the North Manchester FM Radio 
show, Hannah's Bookshelf as a guest poet. 
@sarracullenopoetry – Instagram 
@sarra1978 – Twitter 
Sarra1978@hotmail.com – Email 
facebook.com/sarracullenopoetry - FaceBook 
 
Jacqueline Knight has lived in Spain for thirty years. She is a writer, activist for 
environmental and citizen’s rights and loves playing pirates with her grandson. She 
posts her poetry and photographs on her blog. https://blog.healingwordspoetry.com 
 
Raine Geoghegan, MA, lives in West Sussex. She has been published both online and 
in print with Romany Routes Journal; Fair Acre Press; Words for the Wild; Ink 
Pantry; Fly on the Wall and others. Her poems have been featured in a documentary 
film, Stories from the Hop Yards. Her first pamphlet, Apple Water: Povel Panni was 
published by Hedgehog Poetry Press in November 2018. 
 

mailto:Sarra1978@hotmail.com
http://facebook.com/sarracullenopoetry
https://blog.healingwordspoetry.com/
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Jen Hughes is a writer from Ayrshire, Scotland who has been furiously scribbling my 
stories since she was seven years old. She has had work published in a few online 
magazines including McStorytellers, Idle Ink and Pulp Metal Magazine. She is 
currently studying English Literature and Film & TV Studies at University of Glasgow, 
and likes to read her work aloud in open mic nights across the city.  
 
Fabrice Poussin teaches French and English at Shorter University. Author of novels 
and poetry, his work has appeared in Kestrel, Symposium, The Chimes, and many 
other magazines. His photography has been published in The Front Porch Review, 
the San Pedro River Review as well as other publications.  
 
Fizza Abbas is a Freelance Content Writer based in Karachi, Pakistan. She is fond of 
poetry and music. Her works have been published at many platforms including 
Indiana Voice Journal and Poetry Pacific. 
 
Zoë Sîobhan Howarth-Lowe is a Poet and Mum from Dukinfield. She has an MA in 
Poetry from Bath Spa University.Her first pamphlet 'Love is the way bark grows' 
comes out with Half Moon Books in June 2019. Her work has appeared in 
Anthologies and Journals including For the silent, Atrium, Ink, Sweat and Tears, 
Picaroon, Algebra of Owls, Bonnie's Crew and Marble. 
Twitter: @ZSHowarthLowe 
Website: https://zshowarth-lowe.weebly.com/ 
 
Kymm Coveney, a native of Boston (MA), has spent the past twenty-nine years 
raising girls in Spain. Read more at BetterLies and on twitter @KymmInBarcelona. 
 
DC Diamondopolous is an award-winning short story and flash fiction writer with 
over 150 stories published internationally in print and online magazines, literary 
journals, and anthologies. DC's stories have appeared in: So It Goes: The Literary 
Journal of the Kurt Vonnegut Museum and Library, Lunch Ticket, Raven Chronicles, 
Silver Pen, Front Porch Review, and many others. DC was nominated for Best of the 
Net Anthology. She lives on the California central coast with her wife and 
animals. dcdiamondopolous.com 
 
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 

 
Rickey Rivers Jr was born and raised in Alabama. He is a writer and cancer survivor. 
His work has appeared in Dream Noir Magazine, Bonnie's Crew, Nightingale & 

https://zshowarth-lowe.weebly.com/
http://betterlies.blogspot.com.es/
http://dcdiamondopolous.com/
https://twitter.com/Peter_Burrows74
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Sparrow, Crepe & Penn (among other publications). Twitter.com/storiesyoumight 
/ https://storiesyoumightlike.wordpress.com/ His third mini collection of 3x3 
poems is available now: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07VDH6XG5 
 
Fredrick Martyn is a writer and poet and medical student, originally from Toronto, 
Canada. He has written for the medical satire website GomerBlog and his poetry has 
appeared in Pulp Poets Press, Spillwords Press and The Eunoia Review, among other 
places.  
 
Rachel Lightfoot is a Poet with a dark sense of humour and a passion for creative 
self-expression. No stranger to the Arts, Rachel has worked in and around the rich 
and diverse tapestry of the entertainment industry. Growing up in a small rural town 
in South Yorkshire (UK), Rachel moved to Sheffield to study Film & Literature. After 
acquiring her BA Honours Degree, Rachel built her very own Burlesque Empire 
which ran for eight years. Drawing on her passion for creativity, Rachel successfully 
wrote, produced, promoted & performed in her very own live stage shows. Now 
persuing her rekindled relationship with the written word, Rachel spends her time 
supporting local film productions as well as creating short works of poetry inspired 
by her life experiences. At one with the darker side of the human psyche, Rachel's 
poems explore mental health, unbridled human emotion and self-imposed 
limitations. All whilst keeping a sense of humour and optimism alive. After all, if we 
cannot laugh at ourselves, who can we laugh at? Her influences stretch across a 
multitude of genres and include a range of Artists from classic Poets to rock stars: 
William Blake, Keats, Neil Gaiman, Brian Froud, Salvador Dali, Alice Cooper and 
Hozier to name but a few. 
 
Ian Badcoe lives in Sheffield and stands at the intersection between poetry, science, 
engineering, gardening, gaming and speculative fiction. Sometimes he wonders why 
there's nobody else there. 
 
 

 
 

https://storiesyoumightlike.wordpress.com/
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Previous Publication Credits 
‘Jollification’ by Sanjeev Sethi was first published in Packingtown Review. 
 
‘The Sea’ by Peter Burrows was first published in Marble Poetry. 
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