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They Come 
 
They come when the clock strikes 
midnight. Little swivel-eyed 
creatures that terrorize us 
relentlessly. They are winged and 
fly around trying to distract us 
from guarding the bedroom door. 
Legend has it, that should they be 
let in, they can infiltrate your 
mind; entering one ear and exiting 
through the other, leaving a kind 
of poison in your brain, which 
makes it all fuzzy. They may never 
need enter again. Their effects  
are semi-permanent. These 
creatures stalk your thoughts.  
Best never let them in. 
 
David Gray 
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Confession 
 
The first time I told a lie it was to 
impress my father. I told him that we  
had used musical instruments in  
class and that I had played the  
drum. My sister confirmed that there  
were musical instruments in the  
classroom. My father was well 
pleased and had that proud look in  
his eyes… On the way to school after  
lunch we met Carol and Susan. 
My sister began to tell Carol about 
my so called musical adventure. I  
had to deflect Susan who was in my 
class. I managed this and reasoned 
that it was only safe to lie if there were 
no witnesses or if you were unlikely to  
be found out. We never did use the 
instruments all that year. I never 
confessed that lie until now.  
 
Aline Burton 
 

 
 

Footholds 
 
Get a grip 
Know your proportions 
Ease your way 
Into the future 
Hold on tight! 
 
Lisa Howells 
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The Stricken Tree 
 
The youngest two sisters in the Gray family, Sheila and  
Jennifer, so much loved playing in the wood at the top of  
Ritson Avenue that they had a favourite tree and named  
it Nancy, after the sister they never knew. 
 
The tree was also a favourite of their elder brother Robert 
who would spend hours swinging from it until a branch 
snapped and he fell – not hurting himself too bad, just 
bruises. The girls were furious, feeling their tree had  
lost a leg. 
 
One day in the summer of 1955 there was a thundering 
storm and lightning struck the tree, leaving it petrified. 
   
But for the sisters and their family more heartache was to 
follow. Robert senior, their father, was stricken with a  
series of strokes, rendering him bedridden.  
 
During this time, Sheila was stricken by leukaemia and  
Jennifer a brain tumour. Annie their mother just knew the 
prognosis was bleak. Sheila died at the age of 13,  
followed by their father aged 52, followed by Jennifer  
aged 10.  
 
This happened in the space of eighteen months, leaving the 
immediate and wider Gray family grief-stricken. 
 
And that tree served as a painful reminder. Cancer strikes  
and it doesn’t discriminate any more than lightning. 
 
David Gray 
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Fully Qualified Disabled Being 
 
Fully qualified disabled being 
Living life on the ceiling 
To the Express way in the rain spinning 
Feeling for the life that is bleeding 
Dealing with Vanity and Pride 
You say you should be more revealing 
Songs for the singing 
But I’ve got naked ladies & electric ragtime 
Bleeding up into the nightlines 
I’m stuck with little Molly’s dreaming 
Little victories, massive failings 
A slow mouth in the rabbit hills dealing 
Whilst black twig pickers are twanging 
Pleasure me up for all my cravings 
Adieu Susanne & fair kind Fennarco 
Whilst all of us are fully qualified survivors 
Highwaymen & divas 
Travelling to Netherlands coming 
Nail up the answers & expose them 
Mr D to encrypt them 
Bridget St John drops into kneeling 
Oh so much youth is wasted for yearning 
Losing but not complaining 
I don’t want to see what’s happening 
When you were going 
All honeyed & smoking 
Might as well be a man on the moon disabled 
Disabled is being 
Fully qualified & dreaming 
Living life on the ceiling 
 
Alex Birch 
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Definitions 
 
Youth 
 
(Rhyme) – s’truth  
Fun and games – maybe misleading 
Uncertainties and strictures 
Meeting new people 
Danger and excitement 
 
 
A Friend 
 
A partner in crime 
Comfort and solace 
‘Ami’ or ‘amigo’ 
Giving without asking for 
Anything in return 
 
 
The World 
 
I see it as a globe 
Blue for the sea 
Gold for the continents 
 
 
Bed 
 
Divan, mattress, futon 
A refuge from being barracked 
A resting place 
 
Lisa Howells 
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Three Vignettes 
 
(i) 
 
The news was somewhat stale when I caught up with it, 
but still shocking. A girl aged eight had vanished. The 
first I knew of it was when a policeman knocked on the 
door. I heaved my hangover downstairs to open up. 
Apparently people had been searching all night. Even 
now they probed the wasteland in untidy lines with rods. 
The girl had been a local lass, out to play with her friends 
on her bike. The bike was found but the child was not. 
I had nothing to say. I had been out carousing. The news 
made me feel raw. I needed to join one of the groups of 
gossips and share my shock, and hear their speculation. 
It was news not to keep alone. 
 
 
(ii) 
 
At first they avoided each other’s eyes. The lift had 
stopped between floors and would soon be okay. Alice 
rang the bell to alert the powers that be. Beth had 
already done that. They began to shuffle their feet, each 
conscious of the other’s movement, and conscious of the 
other’s scrutiny. Another peal on the bell. Still silence 
reigned, lying heavily between them like an accusation. 
Alice slithered down the wall and landed at the bottom on 
the floor, gazing at her companion’s knees. She put her 
head into her own knees and embraced them with her 
arms. Beth pealed the bell again and rattled the ironwork 
door. Why did no one answer? Would they be here 
forever? Not smiling, not speaking but forced together  
as intimately aware of each other as lovers. 
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(iii) 
 
She paused, looked around her and cackled. Her bony 
fingers prodded the baby’s face. She tried to lift it from 
the car seat, but was thwarted by the belt that secured 
the crib.  
   Gran took the child and carefully carried it indoors, 
closely followed by the crone. She settled herself in the 
big armchair that dominated the room. Gran gently 
snuggled the child into the older woman’s arms.  
 ‘My great grandson,’ the crone announced, and crowed 
with laughter.  
   The child lay there in just a vest, tired out by the 
journey. It whimpered and its great grandmother rocked 
it. She still had the rhythm that comes naturally to 
mothers. ‘I never thought to see this one,’ she said, ‘I 
thought I’d be dead before this. I can die in peace now.’ 
Echoing the words of Old Anna in the Bible. 
 
Aline Burton 
 
 
 
Hearing Voices 
 
Wagon driver 
Curb crawler 
Blood spiller 
Throat slitter 
Serial killer 
Yorkshire Ripper 
 
Julie Wilson 
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Toy Story News Nightmare 
 
Toy Story to end 
Woody laughs his head right off 
Read all about it! 
 
Buzz Lightyear flies south 
Infinity and Beyond 
Splat! Window’s Revenge 
 
Potato Head bust 
In police cannabis raid 
Henceforth chipped and tagged 
 
Pixar Dinosaur 
Wins Oscar from George Clooney 
Stud poker now banned 
 
Graduate Cowgirl 
Moves to Aardman studios 
Grommet holds strike talks 
 
Hot doggedy do 
Slinky dog wins lottery 
Then falls down lift shaft? 
 
Andy prime suspect 
Disappears in alien craft 
Six minions questioned 
 
Pixar demolished 
In Mickey Mouse nuke attack 
Range missiles deployed 
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Planet holds its breath 
Shrek declares war on Disney 
Red button depressed 
 
Cut! Film is a rap 
Director tells cartoonists. 
Real life not so sweet. 
 
That’s the news. Sleep tight! 
 
Barbara Harrison 
 
 
 
 
Living with Dad 
 
When he picked up 
that dreaded home brew 
Mam and I just knew 
his demons would appear 
leading to another scary night, 
me hiding next door 
and Mam crying again 
nursing another swollen eye 
when police finally arrive 
Tomorrow, she always promised, 
we will run away 
but tomorrow never came 
until dad passed away 
 
Julie Wilson 
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To Ends Needing… 
 
Who is in the floral shirt 
Shrunken not drinking 
The old voice is repeating 
Cursing & dribblin’ 
Upon a high wire balancing 
Within an ounce of shivering  
The emotion is the painting 
Old brushes align with new forsaking 
Picasso’s jaw blooming 
Red bull pummelling 
Male anxiety freezing 
Time licks when healing 
Cards turn dealing out readings 
Needs spiked with failings 
Handcuffed & heavy breathing 
An island hailed when retreating 
Boned out skulls shrinking 
Come out on white noising 
Shattering glasses leading to blinding 
All the walls confounding 
Alienation on the move crawling 
To peace there is no ending 
Ending needs endings 
Into shadowlands where the heart 
Is finally forgiven 
To post me a mori moratorium  
To the end gentle grieving  
With an angel fledging 
We look up & start flying 
 
Alex Birch 
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January Notebook 
 
The smell of old books reminds me of a faraway time 
I return to them again and again 
Sometimes I read between the lines 
Make up my own ending 
Or keep them too long 
From the library, some fines 
 

*** 
 
Despair stinks 
No matter what anyone thinks 
It comes back, fierce, unexpected, unexplained 
No mercy, no quarter, nothing to be gained 
 
 

*** 
 
We chewed the fat in those days. That Indian summer, 
we were just kids, carefree and laughing and not heeding 
the warning about the tide coming in. But the clock was 
ticking, our feet sticking in the wet sand. Too late for one 
of us – swept away with the tide into the current of the 
freezing North Sea. The headlines screamed “TRAGEDY!”  
Friends and family, plunging down into a ravine of grief. 
Walking through the streets to the funeral, the church 
ringing out its chimes, which sounded more like hollow 
cowbells. A glance at the coffin, too much to bear. She’d 
won a bronze medal in the County Championships. How 
desperately ironic that it was for swimming. It should 
never have happened. A young life, full of promise, 
snatched away. 
 

*** 
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We chewed the fat in those long, hot days. Not a care in 
the world, that summer before our final year at secondary 
school. Yeah, we did some risky, stupid things – our 
sense of fear and danger not yet fully developed. We were 
in that twilight time between adolescence and young 
adulthood. We thought we knew it all. This one particular 
day, a few of us went to the beach. ‘We need some 
alcohol,’, Julia declared. None of us looked old enough to  
buy it, but Julia, with more neck than a giraffe and more 
front than Harrod’s, managed to charm the young lad 
who worked at the offie. ‘I’ll lose my job if anyone finds 
out!’ he said. – ‘I won’t tell if you don’t.’ 
 

*** 
 
 
She couldn’t be arsed with any of it. So much shit to do, 
no idea where to start.  The spare room was full of crap 
she’d been meaning to get rid of: toss, donate or sell. 
Trouble was, the more time she had, the more she 
procrastinated. You know the way it goes: you think you 
have all the time in the world before you have to be  
somewhere so you’re faffing about and then – oh shit! 
You’re suddenly running late. Why had she bought all 
this crap in the first place? A pile of new clothes that 
don't fit, shelves full of dog-eared books and ancient Viz 
comics, obsolete mobile phones, old birthday cards, 
boxes full of Xmas decorations, broken nick-nacks and 
cheap jewellery… Shiny things! If she closed the door on 
it, it didn’t exist, right? The curtains were always closed 
because she would have been mortified if the window 
cleaners were to see into the room. It looked like an 
explosion in a charity shop. Why did she feel the need to 
hang on to every damned thing? Surely there must be a 
reason, but she was scared to try to delve into her 
subconscious, just couldn’t ask. 
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*** 
 
 
Darkness had come to town again. Flaming council and 
their ridiculous cuts. Half the streetlights were turned off 
after a certain time, apparently to save money. Tell that 
to the girl who was grabbed from behind and mugged on 
a dimly lit street. Tell that to the old lady who fell down 
the steps at her front door bringing the milk in, she’d had 
to spend weeks in hospital with a broken hip. 
 
Sue Shoulder 
 
 
 
Big Air 
 
Alston Terrace ends with a grass mound onto farmland 
Near the derelict and dilapidated old church 
Trees and tall nettles and a dirt trail arcing up 
Off the gravel road – a perfect transition 
And there’s Andrew on his Raleigh Ultra Burner 
Black frame and gold wheels, big grippy tyres  
Making crunching noises as he picks up speed 
Pedalling hard, crouching into the bike 
His front tyre hits the curve and he rises up 
Boy and bike achieve lift off and soar, effortlessly 
Andrew – in faded blue jeans, Adidas trainers 
And Toronto Blue Jays baseball top – truly air born 
And he seems to stay up there for ages 
Even has time to pose with a turn of his handlebars 
Reposition and land perfectly on the dusty trail 
Then coast off past waist-high foliage 
 
Steve Urwin 
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It’s a Mechanical Paradise 
 
You sit like a tremulous butterfield 
On top of a mountain 
On yer lap a horn bleeding 
Magnets draw trails of unbelieving 
As the horse rears General is gurning 
The band is curious & orange turning 
The new born babe is nailed into a coffin 
No smoke signal 
The ragamuffin is returning home 
His stick is stuck in sink holes 
And his sails are stiff & bored 
Wishing to sail to discover an unknown terrain 
A mechanical noise blushes in his brain 
His boots are breaking & whiplash greets his spleen 
Only one way up is troubling his train 
At the clinging of rusted clapping 
The clowns weas bi-focal lies in tandem 
With preachers spitting out nails & bullets 
Branded on their feet the crowds do lambast 
Commerciality is a consequence  
Of this rhythmic treatment 
The big fat cigar manager lights up the shadowlands 
He’s a knowing angel with big city plans 
Who wants you to run faster than a bullet from a gun 
Unconscious to his conscience that weighs a testy ton 
The crowds are useless as they are abusive 
Telling the weatherman to down his tools 
Scorned with sarcastic jokes from sarcastic fools 
 
Alex Birch 
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Late Review  
 
He was going to the Art Gallery.  
Alighting the bus he stumbled.  
The Gallery was empty.  
 
He wandered awhile  
Then entered the Dakota Room.  
The paintings had all been slashed. 
 
Dismayed, he sat on the floor.  
He felt cheated. He got to his feet 
And dropped his screwdriver in the bin. 
 
At his aunt’s house he watched  
As it headlined the local news. 
 
Barbara Harrison 
 
 
 
 
Frying Pan 
 
A good pan 
To be complimented 
By good food 
Nourish the senses 
Waylays the starving 
Tops them up 
 
Lisa Howells 
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Cat and Child 
 
Sat by the table a cat with big brown eyes and a curl tail 
dreamed of mice and milk. The room where cook’s work 
was done was damp and dark. The child came here once 
a week to play with the cold ash from the stove. His hand 
would drag the grit to make shapes of trees, mounds of 
hills and dust piles of hounds. 
 
This day the sun shone and the child was out at play on 
a swing; ropes free. Cook stood by the door and saw, cat 
saw too as the child slipped and lay still on the ground. 
Cat went back to sit by the table near the ash. Cook left 
the child, and the child had gone. The ash so cold it 
choked. 
 
Barbara Harrison 
 
 
 
 
Longboard 
 
Surfing 
down the high street, 
carving summer tarmac; 
exhilaration as he glides –  
freedom 
 
Steve Urwin 
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My Abnormal Experiences 
 
I got to the bottom of the road at the roundabout expecting 
to continue on my journey, but suddenly I came to a halt. 
The road ahead just disappeared before my very eyes. I feel 
very lucky that I stopped when I did; I could have gone 
down with it – and it was a nice summer’s day with not 
many clouds in the sky. I got out of the car and took a walk 
as I was unable to drive any further.  
   Next I was walking around the cul-de-sac where I live. 
It was Halloween and it was dark, but there was a full 
moon which showed through the clouds every now and 
again. The shapes of the clouds in the sky, along with the 
old fashioned brickwork of the houses, made the whole 
area seem really spooky. It was something that I have 
never experienced before. I nearly fell down a number of 
times whilst walking around because the ground was 
nowhere near level. It was extremely windy and the trees 
were blowing and creaking because of their age; it was 
lucky that none of them came down and struck me. I 
noticed a bird flying around – and unusual lighting which 
reflected on some of the trees, as well as on different 
parts of the ground. 
   I remember another time, before all of this happened, I 
was sat in the reception area of a hotel waiting to go 
behind a blue curtain into the dining room for my tea. 
There were just four of us there: me, another lady who 
was just sat quietly reading a book, and an elderly couple. 
As I looked around, wondering where everyone else was, I 
noticed on the wall a beautiful picture of a river with 
trees. The walls of the room were blue and the carpet was 
mainly white with a green stripe –  
quite modern but the bar was very old, with an arched top 
and what looked like two wooden columns connecting the 
top and bottom. 
   Around a week or so later, I went into a local café 
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which was very dark, not much character to it. Opposite 
me was a lady who sat on her own, drinking a cup of tea; 
she looked really sad and I felt so sorry for her. She was 
wearing a dark green coat on top of a red dress and quite 
a posh hat. At first, I was a bit dubious, but in the end I 
decided to go over and talk to her. She told me that she 
was fine, but I knew she wasn’t. I went back to my table, 
just a few feet away, but when I turned around again she 
had completely vanished. 
   Another time I was driving over a suspension bridge 
and it was a really eerie feeling; there was not one other 
car, only me on the road. It was dark with hardly any 
light, apart from red on the road, either side of the bridge. 
It was as if I was the only person on the planet and at 
one point I even came up with the idea that the world had 
ended but I had somehow survived. The journey across 
the bridge was long and seemed to just go on forever. Or 
was it that time had stopped. 
   I also remember a bad dream I had one night: I was 
walking through the woods on my own; as I went past 
one of the trees, these two very strange alien-looking 
figures suddenly appeared and everything around me 
went red. I immediately froze. I was terrified and did not 
know what was going on. Were they really there or was I 
just seeing things? They started talking to me but I could 
not understand what they were saying. Was I in danger? 
Were they just saying hello? I suddenly woke up and was 
sweating and breathing heavy. 
   Now I must be in the Land of the Giants. I am stood 
with my husband on what I first thought was part of a 
tree, but in actual fact it is a giant hand, and between us 
is some sort of strange looking creature that I have never 
seen before in my life: red scaly skin, piercing green eyes 
with spikes in its long thin metal tail. We have stopped 
moving now and must be at least 15,000 ft up in the air 
but I actually feel safe, as though someone is protecting  
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me. The sky is blue but there are quite a lot of clouds so I 
have a feeling that it is going to rain before long. I hope we 
will be back on the ground soon, amongst the trees in the 
wooded area. I wonder if we end up in the same place?  
 
Emma Jameson 
 
 
 
 
 
Road Feast 
 
Having spent the day dining she found  
that her hand had grown a car.  
Full of fuel now, everything her fingers touched  
became a powerful engine of promise. 
 
All revved up, the nourishment  
led her down new avenues of enquiry. 
The white lines of the highway  
now provided a range of possibilities. 
 
Mileage soon off the scale, her newfound  
independence brought an astonishing  
display of confidence and clarity.  
Her grip on the future became stronger.  
 
She’d outrace all doubts, speeding for weeks  
without requiring a precautionary pit-stop. 
 
Steve Urwin 
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My Favourite Season  
 
Autumn creeps in 
Cooling the air 
Stripping the trees  
Leaves descending to gardens below 
 
Explore lush shades of autumn glee 
Walk yourself through the woods and mist 
Blackberries ripe for picking 
Home for pie and cream 
 
Frost then rain  
Lovers’ Lane turns soggy 
Yellows and greens 
Decaying brown mushy leaves 
 
Paul Noble 
 
 
 
Her Only Friend 
 
Calls to helplines fell on deaf ears 
She soon discovered nobody wants to know 
Not even those she loved the most 
Now she hides away unloved and alone 
Living with thoughts of ending it all 
Life now not worth living anymore 
On that night he wished her dead 
She knew she’d failed as a parent 
The bottle sometimes her only friend 
 
Julie Wilson 
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My Colour 
 
I like orange – it’s a mixture of daring  
red and happiness yellow 
Orange reminds me  
of the embers of a coal fire at the end of an evening 
it’s the colour of a lava flow,  
a toucan’s beak and lifeboat jackets 
 
It’s the colour of life – invigorating,  
energy giving and sweet,  
but it can be cooled  
as autumn descends it can turn a weary brown 
it can be burned  
and bruised to dull and lifeless… 
 
On second thoughts I think I like green 
Green is a refreshing colour  
that you can get your teeth into 
Springy and fresh –  
it’s so fresh you can climb right into it 
Just like Kermit the frog 
 
Barbara Harrison 
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The Hallway  
 
A secret passage  
from the good old days,  
locking out light  
blotting out sun’s rays, 
decaying floorboards  
and a layer of dust,  
my old penny-farthing  
covered in rust, smelling 
of rot like tooth decay.  
Skeleton in the cupboard.  
Since I was a child.  
Now I say goodbye. 
 
Paul Noble 
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