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Shooting Up

The rules are readable.
One look at her face
her slit eyes

her green tattoos.

She steps onto no man’s land
takes a deep breath and touches
the hearts
of last week’s stripped and searched
cosmic-makers of dreams.
She doesn’t budge to the helmeted head

sticking up from its bolt-hole. I push

through smoke
and lightning
collapsed sunspots
the buildings
of a childhood

folded back into the earth.

Booze-fuelled the clouds

iain britton
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devour the stuntmen
who stand in for me
who do my tricks
while I stare and sing
and shoot up serums
of flavoured enrichment.
She comes from her place amongst statues
amongst the crowded robes of a night sky
the breeding farms of people.
I stumble through the rubble
of a tabernacle looking
for lost property

for a tribe that once lived on water

lived like a word in my ear.

The rules are cut into trees
to be read in the dark
to be fingered
interpreted
hammered into foreheads

to be burnt like love letters

in backyard cemeteries.

Nothing’s too much. She sucks in

the hot air from tall black chimneys.
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Black Bird

Lovely.

The use of a cannonball
to depict how close

we are

in deciding |

seem to remember you saying

something about- the state of it.

About the endless cartooning
of phrases

and links to little more

than pastimes.

You think he’s married.

I notice how you sit while

| scrape

and persuade

only in mind

how like

a black bird she is.

Cycles of kidsare  old

utopia in seasons;

the rubbish is delivered and
that would have been correct,

where it not for the muddling.

chishimba chisala



linda cosgriff

Electoral Math, South African-Style

Take the 9 hours we queued at 1
polling station (it never opened)
+ 3 hours at another (it did)
=+ all explosive devices in the run-up
x the 1000s of voters in each
district in each town in each state

= 1 free and fair election
r1 venerable elder statesman

- the number of ballot papers that never
materialised (now available for sale on eBay)

Something doesn’t add up



phil latham
Void
A comet scratches the sky above Telford Park to compete with the glare of the moon and the glimmer of
stars in the cosmic dot-to-dot. A lone owl swoops, its flapping wings the only sounds to pierce the corpse
night.

Still drunk and still horizontal, I remember to blink. Brooding flakes of snow tumble to their doom
as if they know my future. I wrench myself from the ground intense and unforgiving. ‘Why did I listen to
you? I’ve slipped on ice and demolished snow mountains because of you. Well, are you going to say
something?’ | turn to my best friend, yet silence cloaks the traffic cone. ‘I’ve had better advice from the
speaking clock.’

I clutch the traffic cone and yank myself up into the moonlit landscape. A fountain gashes the
tortured night, a bandstand arches vampire limbs.

I lurch into an avenue of silver birches. Ice grass sparkles underfoot. Fingers of light claw around
each tree. | weave towards the exit and each step releases the odd splintering of twig and leaking of
bladder.

| stagger into a circle halfway along the avenue. Rows of trees sprout as a crucifixion, like
gravestones awaiting new owners. A distant white noise of trembling chatter washes over me. An offering
to the gods? I inhale strangling glacial air, alone in the statue darkness.

Or...?

I must leave, yet my limbs resist as if monstrous talons grip them.

| gamble a stride but in the cemetery silence there is no splinter of twig, no flap of wing. The
moon shines a gruesome brilliance onto branches coiling around him.

| jog, search.

My throat is bled of moisture yet strange shapes fling me faster, arctic sweat urging me on.

| zigzag round a corner but stumble over roots tearing the lifeless earth. An instant hanging in the
air, an eternity smashing into steel-strong ground. I roll. Searing pain slices my knees.

| drag myself up and spear my flesh against a tree. My brittle fingers glue to the super-chilled
crocodile bark.

I must leave, yet cannot.

There’s something else.

Behind me.

Breathing.

‘Good evening.’

| skewer round. “You’re . . . a tad early for Halloween.’

The intruder slides into the moonlight. ‘Do not be afraid.’

‘Isn’t that what all axe murderers say?’ | scour for the exit. ‘Well, if you want cash don’t bother
cleaving my skull. I’m a student.’

| feel hands around my waist, trousers around my ankles, freezing air around my thighs.

| peer down, my eyelids stretched.

The alien figure appears very, very pale.

And very, very naked.



The Talkers

They talk,
They talk too much
The talkers

They paint pictures with their mouths
Images

Phoenix,

They can say phoenix, imagine that.

That’s amazing intit,

‘Fee-nix’

[ wonder how it would feel saying
‘Feenix’

You'd bite your lips to say ‘fee’
[ don’t know how they say the ‘nix’ part

It’s their secret.

A secret they keep in their mouth

Like chewing gum, they chew while they talk.

They rip the arse out of it but
They ruin it,

The whole talking business,
They do it too much

Everytime they gesture,
Everytime they nod,
They back it up with
Language

They use a word from their spoken
Broken.
Language.

janine mcewan



angela readman

The Singer

We knew it was over, almost. Our glances grazed past each other, your hand hung at
your side. Mine rarely caught it as we walked. But I didn’t end it, | was waiting for
geography to do it for me. You knew it. Just a month and land would fill the space
between us. You’d still be here in this town. You pictured my pastel sweaters
exchanged for berets. You touched my hair sometimes as if contemplating what it
would look like black. You despised my poems because you never saw yourself in
them. You weren’t there. I’d loved you, 1 think, though maybe that would change. I’d
loved your greased hair, the jut of your quiff. I loved the honk of your horn and
running out to your pick-up, its smell of gasoline and soda. You loved that | wore
dresses that matched the faded blue bonnet of the pick-up, and that | smelled of soap.
Your crochety old man said this college girl mustn’t be that smart when you paraded
me into the rusty kitchen to be seen. My parents said I could do better. I could, | sort
of loved that, maybe even more than how you looked like the a sort of scruffy
doppelganger of the singer | once had a picture of in a frame by my bed with dried
violet under the glass.

‘Come,” you said ‘I’ve got a surprise for you.” | followed because that’s what I did
now, to the anaemic building with dark windows and plastic flowers on the lawn. You
were excited, leading me into the undertakers that took you on last summer. The keys
in your hand rattled like bones. This was big for you, your employers. If undertakers
had resumes it would be top of the list. You tried to kiss me as we crept into the side
entrance of the, our arms with each others hand in pulled like wishbones.

‘Sssshhh’ you said. There was a small lamp on beside the casket. The cadaver wasn’t
yet in it. His family insisted he was afraid of the dark,and the lamp must be kept on at
all times.

“There’s your dreamboat,” you said, smugly, whipping off a sheet. | looked at the
singer on the metal slab, his pale face, bleached lips with stitches visible between
them like every kiss he’d ever sang about had been embroidered onto his mouth.
There was a ridge on his scalp. He didn’t look like the singer, no more than any other
man. He looked alien, unlike himself there wasn’t a tear | could shed. | knew you sort
of hated me then, more than you loved me. We didn't say anything as we made our
way out. Then you pulled me to you. I let you. You kissed me so hard | felt the
bruises beneath my lips. I let you, | let you. | cleaved my whole body to you, biting
my shoulders to make half moons of blood. I ran my fingers through your hair, over
and over. | thought | never wanted them to see daylight again.
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kerry-anne tipping
The Collector

Looking up at the swirling Artex, I turn my head and smother my face in the soft linen of
your pillow, breathing in the scent of freshly washed hair. | imagine you stepping out of
the shower, droplets of water racing down the contours of your body like rain down a
window pane. Your breasts are heavy with milk, your swollen nipples as dark as cocoa
against the creamy pallor of your skin. Your sun-streaked hair, now black with water,
falls sleek and straight over your lightly freckled shoulders in stark contrast with the soft
tawny down curling between your legs.

Our history fills this room. Watercolours of places we have visited hang above the
bed. Piles of our favourite books precariously pepper the floorboards. You try not to
show it but I know how cross you must get when | borrow one without asking. | am truly
sorry for that. The temptation to digest the words your eyes have read, to look for
evidence of you on every page — a turned corner, a smudged print from bath-time reading
— is too much for me to resist. Hastily scribbled post-it notes litter the sideboard, proving
that I am in your thoughts as much as you are in mine when we’re apart.

I am never happier than when | am here.

Nature marked the morning we met. Christened with the first snowfall of the year, the
skeletal ebony limbs of the trees lining my route to work were lavishly draped with
brilliant white icing. A virginal, glistening carpet stretched out before me, hiding
treachery underfoot as winter nipped at my face and frosted my breath for no-one to see.
Cloaks of snow concealed empty lager cans littering the grass and transformed the
graffitied benches, tarnished slide and seesaw into objects of beauty. The tired suburban
landscape of the park took on a magical quality, so pristine, so perfect, seemingly
unsoiled by human touch except for the boot prints tracking me in the snow. As | turned
right out of the gates towards the station, | almost fell over you, or more accurately your
son cocooned against the biting cold in his pushchair. Of course there was the expected
embarrassment, flurry of apologies and hurried half-smiles, but even then, from that first

momentary collision of our everyday lives, there was a connection. A tacit complicity



that fate had brought us together — no, that we were meant to be together — despite the

inconveniences of our separate lives.

It is astounding how one event can alter your perspective. Instead of longing for the
weekends, | now yearn for the routine of my daily commute. Each morning | get up an
hour earlier to shower and get ready. | take extra care over my appearance, making sure
that every detail is correct. I know how much you appreciate the effort I make for you. |
time my journey to perfection. Old man out to fetch the morning paper at the top of the
hill. Check. Asian student, head down listening to mp3 player, by the post box on the
corner. Check. Couple entering the park hand in hand to walk their Great Dane. Check.
Different people, different lives, different routines unwittingly colluding to ensure that I
can watch you walking towards me for the longest possible time before our paths cross.
Of course | never have to worry about you being late. Despite working full-time
at the university and needing to get Charlie ready for nursery in the mornings, you always
look so beautiful, so composed, so in control. You are the epitome of a modern woman —
strong, intelligent and independent, more than capable of juggling the demands of a
career and motherhood. | am so proud of you; most women sit in the darkness of your
shadow and you do not even know it. But | know you better than | know myself. The
flush of your cheeks when you first notice me. The way your eyes light up and you smile
openly despite yourself, before casting your eyes to the ground as I grow close. All signs
that beneath that placid exterior, your heart is racing as fast as mine, that your
downturned eyes conceal the longing within you. | respect your privacy and would never
demand public displays of affection. These tokens are enough. I collect them like
treasures to pore over in the early hours, turning them this way and that in my mind until
their meaning is crystal clear. Like the key. How clever of you to drop it from your
pocket as | walked past! You know I always glance back over my shoulder to watch you
and that its distinctive key ring would catch my eye. All I had to do then was set off a
little earlier the following morning to pass you as you left your house to know where you

live.



It’s not that | can’t see the irony of my morning ritual. I mean, | no longer have a job to
go to at the end of it. But you have given me a new lease of life. No. You are my purpose
for living. Small sacrifices have to be made in relationships sometimes; a fact | have to
keep explaining to Gran who has begrudgingly let me have my old room back after | fell
behind on the rent. It’s such a waste, she keeps saying, such a waste. And | guess from
her point of view it is hard to understand how I can walk away from a city law firm |
spent a year courting, and put into remission three years of legal training which she
worked day and night to pay for.

But our love is all consuming. It permeates my every waking hour and saturates
my dreams with desire and fear. Day after day | let myself into your house to feel close to
you, to piece together your movements. The soft indent in the cushion where you drink
your coffee watching the morning news; another empty void in your Pill packet; last
week’s issue of The Sunday Times magazine, folded to Relative Values, pushed down
the side of the toilet. Even your little eccentricities — eight rejected corners on a plate of
toast crumbs, an inch of tea left at the bottom of your mug, a collection of half-filled
water tumblers cluttering your bedside table — are endearing. And if only Gran could see
your DVD and CD collections! Cut from the same cloth, two peas in a pod, cast in the
same mould, she would shriek, clapping her hands together in that irritating way she has,
like she is a young girl again. Even | have to admit though, it is remarkable how our
tastes mirror each other and | have more than made up for any gaps on my shelves by

acquiring duplicates of missing titles over the months we’ve been together.

As | lie here on our bed and look around me, | see you in all things. | see us. I long for the
time when you will run your fingers over my body, translating me with your touch as I
have translated you. Until then | know | must be patient, must try to emulate your
elegance and grace in case | too become cast in your shadow. Smoothing down my skirt
and fixing my hair, I pull myself together and prepare to face the outside world without

you.





