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miriam balanescu 

The Brick Collector 

 

Yellow. Burnt yellow. Singed hair. Wheat ground. Cracked soil. Corpse crop field. 

Wide, almost, as the reach between cliffs. Our land. A bird couldn’t fly directly from 

one side to the other. When I was younger, I chewed on grass stems and watched to 

check. I haven’t yet proved this theory wrong.  

My uncle’s place was on the right and the only thing around that wasn’t yellow. 

Yellow as a politician’s waxy hair. It had blotches of red paint and dislocated jaw bits of 

metal and looked overall like an aborted botching together of buildings. As summer 

struggled in on its elbows, I threw out my star map and gum, and began to visit him. 

Other people, to state the obvious, wondered why. 

“Come on Turner, he’s an odd one, everybody knows that.” 

“Yes he’s mad.” 

“Now that might be taking it a bit far,” my friend Michael shoved Jack Piper out 

of the discussion, and slipped his arm around my shoulder, “but we feel the same about 

it. I’ve hardly seen you at all this spring.” 

Uncle wasn’t somebody to be scared of, and he needed someone with him. He 

was a real man, all on his own. One day I’d grow a black beard just like his, tightly 

curled up to the chin. Dirt would coil up my arms to the shoulders, wrapped around 

muscle and skin, like a tattoo that would wash off if I decided to shower. I’d wear 



	
  
	
  

	
  

leather and military boots and would always need a spade to support my weight. I’d 

own a rifle. No one to tell me my hair is grubby, get in the tub and I’ll get the bubble 

bath. No one to say my sneakers are too worn out for school, neaten yourself up. No one 

to ask me to help with the washing up, be more polite, don’t talk with your mouth full.  

I told myself that I’d left the boys a bit further down the road to growing up, and 

the sand was blowing back in their faces. Uncle didn’t live like mum and dad; he didn’t 

have kids, and never pretended to like anyone. Not even the post-man with his burnt-

sienna suit. I wanted to live like him if I could, and, what’s more, slipped under the 

ochre light on the right side of my desk I kept my notebook where I recorded things 

about Uncle. 

 

Entry a. Uncle is dressed in black today. He has been peeling back the layers of 

the ground      

with his spade like an onion. 

 

Entry b. My thoughts are tied up like in a mother’s arms. 

 

Entry c. On my walk home I saw a grasshopper – it had song between its knees. 

Uncle likes       

grasshoppers. 

*** 



	
  
	
  

	
  

In the kitchen in the dark, mum scraped at the forks from dinner in the sink. Dad read 

under the yellow spotlight lamp. (With the sinking day, locust darkness crawled up the 

walls.) Mum turned to me with soapy hands and told me: 

“Someday or other you’ll have to stop seeing him. Your father’s brother is an 

odd one. He collects bricks.” 

This bit a chunk out of the silence. 

“Why does collecting bricks make someone odd?” 

“Because – because – who would do that?” 

Dad nodded slightly under his light. The conversation was put away like 

matches back into their box. 

*** 

During my visits, Uncle would grunt and not say much. Sometimes I would help him 

with work, mostly I would sit and construct around his visible life, rebellion and love-

rejection. 

“What are you building?” I asked him one day, as I sat on some bricks. 

“Nothing. That’s – the whole – point!” 

Digging, digging, with angry lines in the curve of his wrist and his shadow 

ballooning in a pool at his feet. Then he halted, head still turned to the ground. 

“Tell me – does it make you feel good coming here and checking up on me when 

no one else does?” 



	
  
	
  

	
  

“No,” but of course I was lying. 

He was tall and thin as a pile of books stacked too high. I, on the other hand, was 

very small. The growth spurts hadn’t hit yet. Uncle’s eyes glowered from above the 

handle of his spade, ready to launch out of his head.  

“Have they asked about my bricks?”  

I shook my head very slightly.  

“Come on, I know that’s what you’re here for! … Come on, you little fool, say 

something! Lazing around, without any words! You may as well be –” He pointed 

towards his feet.  

“I can tell. You’re a collector too. You have a problem with letting things go. 

You love old things,” his pupils dilated a millimetre wider. He took a used cigarette 

from his pocket and held it unlit between his teeth. Involuntarily, I curled back my bare 

toes. “You want to see my bricks? Well, come on then.” 

 His furious shadow skipped and burst ahead of me. He took me to the metal 

building that sliced the yellow day into shards. 

 

1.   The first brick was mottled with green lines like a chlorine pool. 

“It’s my brick from Cornwall, when we went to the coast. The colour is from the 

seaweed.” 

2.   The second brick was red like a sun I’d never see, or like unpicked fruit. 



	
  
	
  

	
  

“It’s my brick from when I left home and worked on a farm west of here. It’s 

when I met her.” 

3.   The third brick he showed me had soot creeping over it fast as fly wings but was 

a dusty beige-yellow underneath. 

“This was my last brick, from when I moved here. It was when she said no after 

I asked her to marry me.” 

 

Yellow. Burnt yellow. Trying to rebuild life on our corpse crop field. Thinner 

and thinner, his hands, his skin now seemed to me. The wrinkles round the spade handle 

like cracked earth. Beneath his beard, his lips were thin and strained with effort, more 

weathered than his own roof. His nose out of place. And then his eyes, kind but dull, 

dimmed like my fathers. My father’s eyes like blunt pencils, all worn out from under 

their spotlight lamp. I’d never thought of him as family until then.  

*** 

When I got home I put my star map back up and chewed on some gum, while staring at 

the field through my window.  

The sky would refuse to give up rain for the rest of summer, and when the first 

cloud carpet rolled in and the air filled with noise like insect song, they brought me a 

note and his bag of bricks. 

“Sad news.”  

The post man searched my face for some kind of reaction. At that age I didn’t 

react to anything.  



	
  
	
  

	
  

“What will you build with them?” he asked, dressed in his stupidly bright 

uniform.  

“Nothing.” 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	
  
	
  

	
  

henry bladon 
 
 
 
Door in the Wall 
From: The Doors of Perception  
(Aldous Huxley – 1st Edn 1954, Chatto and Windus, London) 
 
 
Ignored. 
 
I was wrong. 
 
Lulled into a sense of false security 
Mozart’s C-minor Piano Concerto  
was interrupted after the first movement. 
 
‘Pay attention to something else – it’s a principal appetite of the soul.’ 
 
As a result, we cover our anterior nakedness with some philosophy –  
 
Christian,  
Marxian,  
Freudo-Physicalist, 
 
and then who comes through the  
 
DOOR IN THE WALL  
 
will never be quite the same as the one who went out. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	
  
	
  

	
  

nora blascsok 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	
  
	
  

	
  

zoe broome  
	
  

	
  
	
  
	
  
Falling	
  
	
  
We	
  fall	
  
(in	
  love?)	
  
through	
  video,	
  through	
  tweet	
  -­‐	
  
	
  
a	
  kind	
  of	
  longing	
  -­‐	
  
	
  
my	
  words,	
  the	
  flash	
  
of	
  your	
  photographs:	
  
	
  
each	
  selfie	
  
racing	
  past	
  
like	
  that	
  last	
  gallop.	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  



	
  
	
  

	
  

	
  
	
  

chiara crisafulli 

 
 

A sobbing

train leaves the

station drawing

beehives made

of serious

red

piledbricks. Gasping
foggedwindows,

unimpressed

by the morning sinuous
mist. Strokes of pink shrink the exit door of

my old life. Tired, like the sepia

of the
street lamps, where the

same

piled red concretehives

failed

to pack my
wings.

Crispy

dew dots slumbered

daisies,
while my wonder

r lls with
the

wheels

Rebirth



	
  
	
  

	
  

seth crook 

  
  
THE  PO  NT  
  
  
I  missed  it  
  
  
                         
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	
  
	
  

	
  

darren c. demaree 
	
  
	
  
EMILY AS SHE FIXES A WOUND 
 
I’ll dig the grave. 
Emily will fill it in. 
The rest is narrative. 
 
 
	
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	
  
	
  

	
  

deborah-zenha adams	
  
	
  
CLASSIFIEDS	
   	
  
Services.	
  
The	
  Word	
  
FREE!	
  FREE!	
  FREE!	
  
Call	
  church	
  to	
  
Get	
  high	
  forever	
  
With	
  smiling	
  faces	
  
Looking	
  at	
  the	
  
Invisible.	
  
	
  
Guaranteed	
  peace	
  of	
  mind	
  
And	
  friendly	
  atmosphere.	
  

	
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	
  
	
  

	
  

teo eve 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	
  
	
  

	
  

lucy hurst 
  
  
  
  
  
RESISTANCE  TO  TREATMENT  

  

recycling  medical  jargon  appeases  
curiosities  of  praying  hands,        who    
claw  over  my  body,  wanting  to  find  
how  invasively  we  can  test-­  before  
i  object.  i’m  not  resisting  treatment  
i’m  in  an  early  retirement,  of  the  on  
&  on,  of  medicinal  yoga,        no  dairy  
diets,  &  multi-­vitamins.    anatomy  is  
given  no  privacy;;            the  autonomy  
stripped  down  to  bones.    unhelpful  
words  of  advice,          from  unfriendly    
mouths,    is  a  strand  of  kindness  or    
so  i’m  told.  
	
  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	
  
	
  

	
  

 
samantha fain 

 

For Diane, Drowning 

almost admirable  how you feed 

yourself to everyone else 

so there’s nothing   left of your body 

to hate  

mitosis: no matter   how many cells you mother 

        you’re left with some small 

slice of you   you can’t  

trash your hands 

    dump your legs into barrels   send them to sea 

the separation is   imagined    animated 

 swimming sleek    breathing morphed  yellow 

     how you grow  into bubbles 

kaleidoscopic wreckage     fusing 

scratches    plumed fingers 

       someone screaming   help 

 the flow flowering    your hands closing your throat 

    to pass your float 

you’ll save yourself 

eventually 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	
  
	
  

	
  

mike james 
 
 
 
Erased Sonnet, LXV 
 
 
dreams  
                                                               explained 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
washed by 
        introspection 
 
                                           a breakdown 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	
  
	
  

	
  

claire louise johnson 

 



	
  
	
  

	
  

kylie lohrenz 
There’s a man following us home, I can’t be sure 
 
 
because I’ve swallowed too many kitchen knives 
to cut any deeper. 
 
 

Lit seventeen matches with 
 

the whites of my eyes 
 
 

fell asleep on the West Side 
 

high 
 
 

way 
 
 
 

woke up in a woman’s 
 

lap at a strip club called 
 
 

Karma 
 
 

once, 
 

I don’t know what year it was, 
 
 
 

I got that wave of paranoia, 
 

a 
 



	
  
	
  

	
  

 



	
  
	
  

	
  

 



	
  
	
  

	
  

 
 

 

 

 

 

 



	
  
	
  

	
  

 



	
  
	
  

	
  

but maybe the roses do sing 

when they bloom 

maybe I took a painting home with me 

maybe all the carbon dioxide has gone 

 

to my head & 

I am forever trapped 

in numbness 

in this passive voice. 

 

There’s no way to prove this 

has happened 

happened to me 

will ever happen. 

 

Your body my body we forget 

pain. In memories 

when he thrusts I feel air. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	
  
	
  

	
  

beth longman 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	
  
	
  

	
  

declan lloyd 

 
 
 



	
  
	
  

	
  

joan mcnerney 
    
A   W   A   K   E 
 
to        over 
 
a         coffee 
  
world       hard 
 
of        butter 
 
alarm           Morning Becomes Electric crumb- 
    
clocks       ling 
 
frantic       on 
 
radios       burnt 
 
left-        toast. 
 
 
M               O              V            E    
 
like   streets   scenting   
 
a   tracking        trail   
 
leopard  naked        of    
 
thru   office        unsuspecting   
 
subways  buildings         prey.  
  
 
 



	
  
	
  

	
  

japhy mitchell 
    

 
 
Demands  
  
One  has  words  by  the    
Shovel  full.      
                                              Tell  th  
                                                                E  
                                    Author!    We  will    
                                                                                                      Strik    
                                                                                                                      E!  
It's  a  crown    
Without  a  head.  
                                              Until  our  demands    
                                    Are  
                                                                          M  
                                                                          E  
                                                                          T!  
  
I  kept  the  money  under  the  clear  plastic  
Hiding  the  scenery  as  well.  
                                                            Demand  
                                                                              Nothing  
                                                      W  
                                                            E                                            
        
Tell  me  now  what  the  joke  
Said,  
Never  mind  what  it  meant.  
                                              If  we  reciev    
                                                                                        E  
                                        Nothing  then  all  is    
                                                                                                                        well.  
  
Traffic  lights  flashing  blue  
A  sign  without.  
                                                                    If  our  d  
                                                                                              E  
                                                                                                    mands  are  
                                            Ignored  then  



	
  
	
  

	
  

                                                                        All  the  words  
                                    Will  b  
                                                        E  
  
_______<___________<_^___^^^^_________ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	
  
	
  

	
  

j. d. nelson 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	
  
	
  

	
  

michael sutton 
 
from 'music/lyrics' -  forthcoming from Hesterglock Press 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	
  
	
  

	
  

Fm 
alcoholic Father  
 
C 
talented at identifying flowers 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 



	
  
	
  

	
  

 
a j ward 

GoHosts 
 
 
 
 
 
I am   
         Witness 
                      To all the horror. 
 
The lies 
               Deceit. 
 
The tap,  
              dripping, 
                              PERSISTANT, 
                                                       DRIP 

      P 
          i 
         n 

     g 
 

A noise 
              Outside, 
Disturbs the silence (silence) 
All that horror, 
                         All that violence (Words) 
 
 
A window, 
                   Broken. 
 
The night air drifts in, 
The curtains start 
                             like ghosts, 
 
whispering that I might go away. 
 
Alas, I’ll stay. 
 
 
She appears (queues) 
                                  On the television, 
 
Like a belated bride. 
 



	
  
	
  

	
  

I dance (waltz) 
                         Sitting 
                                     Unaware... 
 
 
Behind me 
                   Nothing 
                                 is 
                                     there (everywhere) 
 
 
Darkness 
                invents (invites) things. 
 
Like an unglassed mirror (horror) 
 
Maybe the window was 
                                        guest. 
 
 
Perched 
              like a grand piano 
Waiting 
              to be played. 
 
My thoughts attentive, 
                                    No matter how 
                                                             loonnnnnnnnnnnnnng. 
 
Like a violin, 
                      Solo. 
 
 
Laughter, 
                in a room so quiet. 
 
Following her through a summers field, 
Leave me now, 
                          To wallow 

in my 
                                                     own dreams. 
 
Here 
         in 
              darkness. 
 
A cat 
         bellows, 



	
  
	
  

	
  

                      calling in through 
                                                    the open window. 
Stray and starving, 
Resting on my lap. 
Purring, as I stroke its many 
                                             Nights. 
A feline silhouette upon a roof top. 
Her hair so soft, 
                          Velvet. 
 
She needed me, 
                          Alas, 
                                   No more. 
 
 
I can’t stop thinking 
                                  About her. 
 
                Occasionally. 
 
The walls have closed in. 
                                         Like a tomb, 
 
Camouflaged. 
                     
Suddenly! 
                 A knock. 
                                A gently rapture 
Upon the door. 
 
I’m so tired, 
                    I’m awake, 
 
Alive within dreams, 
Soaring across the ocean, 
                                         Flying, 
                                                     Freedom, 
 
Pale freedom. 
                      Liberated. 

If only miracles 
were rare. 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 Recipes from Grandmothers cookbook 

                #1- Banana Butties 

 

 Ingredients –1x ripe banana(per butty) –2x slices of bread(see below) –2xtbls 
honey/maple syrup  

, * 

 

//we had a diagonal foot of 
grass on Halliwell Road to pitch our stall on  

                             never pitched  lemonade         
  
//it was all uphill   once        past the  
cemetery  then past HM   Forest Bank it had   tree’s 
though that’s nothing to do with the name      nobody 
cared about     them 
 

 Bread. Use multigrain or if you have it Irish      brown 
                               soda 

 

As long as I  knew it as it was  when that was          it were a rusting heap of 

fold out  flower stall              waited             on the corner like a lawyer 
 

 
 Cindy                  died 

it was the first    I had       seen a man  
 cry        we took a  bouquet  

& 

she wore big bubble lenses circa 70’s soap star lo 

oked like Doris Speed snorkelling on the docks   

 
 

** 

 Chop ripe banana into   I  |N  |C  |H    pieces. Lightly toast 
bread do not butter.  Drizzle maple syrup or honey  sparingly    before placing  

ch opepepep ed   ba-Nana         on top 

    
 

nathan williams  



 
visit|| call every week|| speak |not about|    everyday          on 
                                  \\landline 
 
 

 

“lonely people have  so        \  I just  say  

          when    finally    I can’t 

believe she  would   see  

    somebody             scare     

off\\           

forget    my daugher 

  what  it    wanted to||   

 you don’t ever expect     ask? 

 or begin to       doubt//    

    or  

    s  e    l      f…”  

 

    *** 

                                      //she is 
  in  but only in  

                Slippers||   

 
 

         Went  

 
 
past     
     years  
 
 after        

couldn’t believe    everything   gone the        railings 

  lacked  
           

                    fuchsiaS\\ 



**** 
 if   banana is over ripe    spread     

over               toast as paste.            It 
is a simple  recipe  
             when  followed 
  
 produces       
   an     old classic      
       rustled up many// 

       
    a day  gone by. 

 


