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‘Language is what eases the pain of living with other people,
language is what makes the wounds come open again.’

Anne Carson
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An anthology for indefinite times

Living with other people — it sounds so simple. It's what humans do, day
in, day out. Yet it's fraught with misunderstandings, miscalculations,
misreadings and mistakes. Even our own actions and behaviour can feel
mysterious to us, difficult to comprehend.

When we decided on the theme for our first anthology, in March 2022,
the world had started to call itself ‘post-pandemic’, Russia had recently
invaded Ukraine, the cost of living was already climbing and the political
situation in dozens of countries, including our own, was already more
than troubling. Living with other people, taken from Anne Carson’s words
in ‘The Anthropology of Water,” seemed an appropriate window for us to
examine pain and wounds, as well as the language we use to soothe
them — and tear them open again.

Our contributors explore the theme from a number of perspectives, from
HIV to psychiatric disorders, from parenthood to fantasy, domestic
violence to solitude. There are walls, post-it notes, boxes and breath,
and work in conversation with other poets. Many of the pieces we've
included in this anthology are visual works: paintings, digital collages,
typographical experimentations, sculptures and other media, because
we always aim to embrace the many spaces the poem — as well as us
troublesome people —inhabits.

We hope you’ll enjoy our book and find yourself challenged, comforted,
annoyed or inspired — perhaps all of these things.

Fiona, Nic & Michelle

Corrupted Poetry
December 2022






Derelict

The barn next to my mother-in-law’s house
has no roof. Sometimes | borrow

the tumbled stones to fix up other walls.
I've thought about rebuilding.

| struggle with being kind.

Sometimes | need to put up walls,
sometimes | need to take them down.

Sharon Black

[A Season in Hell Overwritten] Stephen Emmerson



Manuel Fraga proves the waters are not radioactive
March 7, 1966

Junket

1. (mass noun) a dish of sweetened and flavoured curds
of milk: junkets of apple-flavoured cream

(mass noun) her plate of junket

2. informal an extravagant trip or celebration, in
particular one enjoyed by government officials at public
expense.

Imagine your kids were worried this—
What is this? Grapefruit? Orange, right.
Imagine your kids—or your wife—
Imagine your wife was concerned this
orange juice was off. How do you
convince her it's not?

You drink it.

Bring them to the godforsaken tomato field.
Bring them by bus.

| arrive by helicopter—

but that's not the money shot—

you come in the sea with me.



Three of us, it's fucking religious!

Yeah, a little out of shape, but all the more
human for it, emerging from the waves,
not Aphrodite but businessmen,

staying at the fancy Parador.

Men of the people, not suited,
flesh—that's vulnerable, men

more at home in suits—that’s aspirational.
The sea will freeze your nuts off,

but wave like a beauty queen.

Claire Collison



fireworks on the tongue

and yes | bit into the turbot sautéed in herb oil and yes | made the
conscious choice to be pescatarian in spite of those tragic
documentaries about farmed salmon and yes | craved the smell of
burnt meat and yes | could not miss the homeless man sitting
outside La Petite Maison and yes | called an Uber for us to return
home and yes home is a nice apartment in East London and yes |
read an article on Korean dystopian fiction in translation and felt
better forit and yes | slept that night in a bed with only me initand
yes my partner had stayed that week in an Airbnb in order that my
parents might visit me in peace and yes | am still trying to achieve
my way into love and yes | cried when my mother told me to take
care of her since it has been so long and yes the turbot it was so
moist it was so soft and yes fine dining has forever been a social
lubricant in my family and yes without fireworks on the tongue to
distract us into harmony there would have been all the love we
could muster or a desolation none of us could have withstood

Mary Jean Chan



All the ways | am unapproachable

| reel away from your magnetism. Clearly
one of us is too sensitive. | can't spin back round.

The space between us has a peculiar smell. Aniseed
would be pleasant under the circumstances.

| haven't forgiven myself for the day you trod
on the flowers, deliberately avoiding the lawn.

Barbed wire grows out of my hairdo when you speak.

Don’t sing to me. | can defend myself from that too.
You might think it helps, but it helps itself.

| feel like the whole tent has been lifted.
| can breathe again. Like | mean it.

Dammit, this thing between us is invisible.
I'll throw a blanket over it, so we can ignore it properly.

Tamsin Hopkins
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Becalming induces a sensation of panic which
Philocteta would alleviate with yoga

Philocteta is becalmed on the couch. Again.

Blank thoughts, first inchoate, dissipate and repeat.
Becalmed, adrift.

Heavy-limbed and empty-headed,

still she cannot get off the couch.

Thoughtinchoate dissipates
though inchoa diss pat
thou inch disspt
tho diss

Becalming induces a sensation of panic,

thick, humid panic.

Her online yoga teacher would tell her just breathe.
Just be, don’t do — be! Life is good!

Be your best self! Live your best life!



Philocteta shuts her eyes, visualises energy, loose and light,

an energy charge to power her up from herisland couch,

take the yoga mat, roll it into a tight baton,

and, in an undisclosed address in far-off Austin, Texas,
Philocteta dreams of catching the yoga teacher round the head,
with a dusty, rubbery wallop. Namaste.

Georgi Gill



Motherdaughter

Pink

and looked at

| am four.

And | am her little girl

or her most truthful agitation.
She hands me a moon

and | swallow —it is no silver,
just the darkness.

It speckles me.

Oritis a love drowned.

What she and | have

turns in separate faces.

And so | see in her face

the back wall of me.

Itis my day-after-day darkness.

It rises over each morning, toward
the flickers of my reaches, on to
the terrible preconceptions she has.
She bends us opposite, as liars.

| think she rewards only those tears
immediately over with.



But | have an unmisted eye.

Itis important | really see

the dislike that comes of a woman
cornered by a woman.

And then | reflect:

| am not young, | am old.
Whatever her time, it is over.
Now, like a lake searching for fish,
an exact god goes to meditate

and faithfully replaces cruel candles
with the heart-long part of me.

Katie Griffiths






still

i dance stop dead think of you

your moves in me your muscle
memory of bounce & swing

how you'd pump your fists i'd
imitate i'd catch myself like the
bathroom tiles the night i sat
pissing half asleep & you swung
your fist that other way i still

make your cucumber with lemon
garlic and salt still roll my eyes

like you at other’s angst as you did
next day when i asked you why

you did these things i catch myself
still laughing at your better jokes

in my head here six years later by
the window you broke the stereo on
in the bedroom dressing where i
used to wait for the siren’s swell for
the walls to turn to midnight blue

Marc Chamberlain

[makemeanoffer] Paul Hawkins



Bachelors

For cannot any man, young or old, rich or poor,
turn a few corners and bump into marriage?
Elizabeth Hardwick, Sleepless Nights

Their wives have 'gone out shopping’, and will be back

any time now, these men whose only recreation is the radio
— a little news, enough to know who's having a good season,
the budget. The weather. There was no problem with work,

when they worked, it didn't matter; digging footings,

a machine license, sandwiches in the van at teatime. Still a few
pints of ordinary in the evening, among strangers, mostly,
cabbage and bacon free on saint's days. The paper for the racing

but rarely a punt, the Gold Cup, sure, why not, and watch itin
the shop. There's always a nephew somewhere who'll visit
every few weekends with photos of his kids, leave some gadget
or other, to gather dust. And dinner at his for Christmas



now they can't fly; the complications, the difficult circulation,
the old house long closed up, now, anyway. Mice multiplying
where their mother cried them off, and was laid out soon
enough, legal questions over deeds not resolved, probably

the forestry's. They break their hearts crying once or twice

at an unlikely funeral, these men, then head home for the long
evening, the one-off whiskey before bed becoming habitual.
All that sperm, useless as the priest's who eventually visits.

Declan Ryan



Saint Wilgefortis
There is no patron saint of reproductive health, that | could find
on the internet. If you don't want children, if nothing works

the way it's supposed to, you're on your own. | was on my own
in the waiting room. When | had the ultrasound | thought perhaps

this was what the immaculate conception felt like, the nurse
moving a foreign object inside me while | prayed the words

/ do not want this to happen I do not want this to happen
/ do not want this to happenthe whole time it was happening.

| had a favourite saint when | was a child, and now they tell me
she never really existed. A bearded lady who was crucified,

she was invented to explain away androgynous depictions

of Jesus, a patron saint of women who wish to be disencumbered
and facial hair, our lady of polycystic ovaries watch over us.

Phoebe Stuckes



[Black Sea Letters Book 2 Overwritten] Stephen Emmerson



A bad bite happens

when teeth meet improperly
or when they don’t meet at all

gentle tug of teeth

more of a nibble probably
my fault | shouldnt have
upset him he’s very soft

near prehensile lips make
the whole experience gummy

no not here not here
the faint bouquet of ferment
he’s just teeth before

he attempts to swallow
perplexed and charming
the hurt comes after



do not ask why his mouth
looks like a parrot's beak

I don't like the answer or how
the additional questions bite

iii.
open bite | underbite | deep bite |

the crowding | protrusion | spacing |
surrendered | bad bite’s dark | bleeding |

L Kiew



Some mirrors held up to the child

When walking round
the school, Cornad bumps
into other children a lot
| have stared nothingness

in its eye, | am tired.
Listen, he knows how to sing:
the mummies on the bus
go. cosy cosy cosy.
See how he helped Granny
with her buttons in the hospital?
Buttons impossible for both of them,
her yellow cardigan became a game
they conspired: Do it up.

Cradno struggled to join in all activities
from an understanding and physical
perspective. He presents with extremely
slow processing of information and requires
all instructions to be repeated to him individually.
Cradno required a much higher
level of support than any of his peers.

/ want to go to America. They'll call out: Where's Conrad?
Rees will say, Amir will say: He's gone to America to see Elvis’ grave!
How do you get to America? MUM! Can you go on train?
Do they have VW showrooms there? I'm going to Germany
in Sharon's Golf. Who was Hitler? What does it mean: BMW
Bavarian Motor Verks, Ja, Nein, Ja, Nein! I'm never going
to school again. Shitty school, shitty fuck-up school



Cranod’s sleeping! Moon shaped light,
piled up pillows, Haynes Motor Museum
duvet cover, car print curtains,
laminated map of Britain,

stack of Auto Traders —

The warmth of all of us At the new school they say he has good scissor skills
our barely sleptin beds (every day we cut animals out of paper
we are swapping rooms and make them talk in animal voices.)

in the night time house.

Canrod has poor core stability and by the end
of the tabletop activities, he was slumped

in his chair and leant heavily through his
arms in an attempt to remain upright.

absolute star bridle path SALT team
slight squint night staff very pleased
cracked the pad fingers crossed 2 tokens so far

Take me fo the VW showroom in Coulsden.
Take me to America, take me to Tunbridge Wells.
[ want to go on a smoky train. I'm going to marry her
that friend of Rosa’s, what's her name?

Sophie Herxheimer
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[Sculptural version of Clogged]

Astra Papachristodoulou



My father’s trilliums
Glossolalia,
pushed from the wet,
they rise and open dark doors —
Gleason, sacrum, orchiectomy.
Leaves open,
regal and vascular,
insides cut with pigment —
Do they listen to the air, its carbides?
What rises in his blood now,
what blooms, steeply?

Groups of three, at a dance —

We circle the trilliums, verily.



Worms

Pulsed through one gut,
some lack orlack of lack
sends us up

drawing out the wetness.
A small pool -
dried bands on the asphalt.

Pull us down to damp places

lover the flesh
down & down, again.

Sarah Westcott



Folie a deux

This closeness is a room without windows
and quiet the stutter, placed in a mouth.

A mammy is the light in that firefly’s lamp.
It shines from their eyes and skin.

As one trembling face goes missing, the other appears
like a game of tig, in a parcel of silence.

At night the wind gets up to strike his bough.
One of her persons knows how to let him loose.

It blows him kisses from a whittled branch
then yanks the chain on his circle of influence.

Her temper rests beside one of his storms
then jumps in his cloud to pour pour pour

Mary R Powell



Ruched Sock Rebels

Shrimport rarely shines; like northern towns

all up the coast, its punk is trammelled under rocks.
Mondays, post-my-therapy, we'd gabber, us

Lady Scruffs among the screwy perms and tans.

Legsin ruched knee socks, we giggled at your swanks

of minky cats, vowed not to work at Morrisons.

Your mum banned me, said I'd killed her baby;

dashed your head down from the clouds into the Irish Sea.

Anita Pati



His Beard in Time of Plague

for Alan

Like dry gravel
under shade of trees
chafes the blood

When our lit dark
planet casts its salt
to the eye

Like in dreams
where chased
by a hoofed thing

Through pine forest
and mouths
of magquis scrub



In a mirror
or ascreen
dimly

The drawn-out days
are etched in
countless lines
This new silence moves no cloud
In the moments before sunset
a blackbird sings
balanced on a thorn
The nail-moon cuts a rosen-hedge

strokes its bristle
with faint silver light

Jeffery Sugarman

Centre Spread: from[the Tarot as Deer] Caroline Harris



XV the tower
the Passenger observed
as their carriage
spiralled
shattered
Doc tiptoed
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a love story in post-it notes

you left a note
on the fridge door.
said: it's not working.

butiopened the fridge
and the light came on.
so i ate a yoghurt.

i thought: where
have you
gone?

i'm checking all the doors
in our house. you're not
in any of the rooms.

i stick a note
on each door.
things like: i'm sorry.

where r u?

we're out of
milk again

Simon Alderwick



Protection Racket
after R.D.Laing

| don't want you to protect me

| want my own space protected

for all the times | might have said

this is what | saw or

this is what | heard even

this is what | know but

then you would be as upset by

my saying as by my not saying so

better not go there than have you say

no that didn’t happen as if

you were there and sometimes you were
though didn’t see and even if you did

you wouldn’t say so

then | have to say so as notto be undone
by my own not saying which is only not said
to protect you

Karen Izod



Gluteus Maximus

It's Sunday morning. Ash and Casey are having some
uncommonly vigorous sex, when Casey starts to wail in
what is clearly not pleasure. Ash slows down. ‘Are you all
right?’ Casey grabs a buttock. ‘Cramp!’ They lie as still as
possible for a few moments, but it's no good. Ash rolls
away. Casey stands. ‘What's this muscle called?’ Casey
says, kneading the buttock. When Ash replies, Casey says
itsounds like a Roman Centurion. ‘That's so hot,” Ash says.
Casey lies down and Ash takes over the kneading. ‘May |
call it The General?’ Casey is still in pain, but considers
this a compliment. Ash kneads some more. ‘May | call the
other one The Dashing White Sergeant?’ Casey wriggles
free and begins to do some stretches. You always take it
too far,” Casey says.

Mark Russell

from[Chimp] SJ Fowler
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Brahms

In the interval the young man says something and laughs
and beside him the young woman laughs also.

She moves in her seat closer
to him in his seat. Newlyweds, their story

is a story in progress, told now in the way
he lays one hand on the back of her neck,

checks his phone with the other hand,
and the way she inclines her body towards him.

Because she wants him to be proud of her
she reads in the programme the essay — £ssences

and essentials, the French horn’s musical stories.
She rises to buy an ice cream, thinking,

as she stands patiently in the long queue,
how clever the ice cream tubs are,

the spoon not separate,
but carried inside,

thinking she'd like soon to try for a baby.
It's delicious, the ice cream. Caramel Chew Chew.

Beside him again she is enjoying it more even
(this she doesn’t mention) than the first half of the concert.



How sweet, the caramel on her tongue, travelling
slowly down into her throat

and down into her body.
Leaning to speak to her, he says, You need to watch that.

/ don’t want you putting on any more weight.
| don’t want you putting on any more weight, she says

in her head, then says it in her head again, trying
to remember the exact tone of his voice,

knowing tone is important.
The strength of her, in her velvet chair,

gifted with composure. She finishes the ice cream
completely, attentive now to the music

rising once more towards heavy cornicing,
the restrained opening bars, the elevations.

Mel Pryor



Living

| consider the proposition of /iving or more precisely attend to this word.
Parent this unsound skeletal frame. | say nothing new when | tell you
that a soul has weight. 21 grams (apparently). | say even less when |
speculate on history’s own human experiment. It has all been said
before. And like living it becomes breathless. | read a thinker —let’s call
him D. He opens his exordium by writing: */ would like to learn to live
finally. Finally but why? To learn to live. a strange watchword.' | ask
myself what it means to live finally (with yourself)? To live finally as if all
the living previously lived was somehow a beautiful blue print for this
finality (of living) — this finish — or the wholeness this finish invites. And
here too lies a beginning and inside it what figures is something
unformed like the first markings of language on stone-work or the first
markings of language inside a body carrying signs of substance. This
language of living and finality making usthe watchword. Am | am living
with myself finally? heart beats of language inside this body, heart beats
of lives elsewhere, inheritance and yielding veined, twisting with care.
What will pass? What living must be done before this finality, before we
learn to love what makes us. Before we learn. What of then? And now
in living, gifted to us: this watchword.



Living

Learning to Live Finally. The Last Interview, translated by Pascale Anne Brault
and Michael Nass, (New York, Palgrave Macmillan, 2010, pg. 51. 1
consider the proposition of /iring or more precisely attend to this word.
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Soak it All in

At night the herbs outside my window
are pummelled by rain. | wake infused,
nude on the bare bed. Morning comes

with a basket of boiled eggs, still warm,
under a folded cloth. | crack one, lift its top.
What did | hope would be inside?

The waitress here pronounces plum, b/am.
Go on, she says into my eyes, holding out
a palmful of dusty blams.

Under the dripping fig tree | ask myself,
if this were an Agatha Christie novel, who
would be murdered?The answer displeases me.

There’s a brief sunny spell. | go for a walk
and pick red and orange poppies. Pocketless,
| carry them back in my knickers, along

with the feeling that I've experienced
the meadow incorrectly. Across the bay,
thunder rolls off a blue island

towards the hungover boat-man,
his pink shorts. A wet pine pushes
the hair off my face, needles my cheeks.



I'm so absorbent —fat drops of rain,
oregano, blam juice, the behaviours
of the other guests. Kissing in the rain

is romantic because it's a ménage a trois.
| shiver as the clammy hands of a storm
and the rough hands of a retired banker

corner me on the terrace. Every stem
in the garden has its neck broken. There's
a dead snake by the pool covered in ants.

These are terrible conditions for a woman.
Lucky it's the year of the sponge!

Ella Frears



After carving leftover turkey

The children head off to play with their old toys.
You, in cracker-hat, take the chainsaw and go out
slamming the door as | cry, please don 't If only
| could silence your hideous whirring and whining.
Around here people would curve a road to avoid
felling a yew. | glance through the window.
Branches scatter the grass. You've grown a red
halo. How short the days.

The sound changes.
| see the chainsaw flying, a metal stake once
concealed by the tree, and you on the ground,
unmoving, and a part of me starts to compose
your funeral speech. | am falling in love again.
Then you get up. This darkening silent evening.

Mary Mulholland



Disclosure

If when—OQOne man’s gone—I meet another—

Say the name out loud clean first time—

If when my breath folds—The sounds netted—

By the look he shares—The—Marrow of his bones—
If | act—As—I don't care—Say ‘Hey, I...

If when | leave—My drugs on the side—

Hoping he’'ll see—If—When we talk online

and—I type and I'm blocked—The present now
untraceable past—If when—O0ne year on

he says ‘Me too" and—'Do you hate me?" and

we marry—And then he says ‘I'll leave you

if you ever say'—If when after sleeping

two months together—He says ‘I'm worried enough,
my home, my visa, | work night and day,

now this'—If when—Stumbling again

over dread mine and his—The—Health I've hid—

If when [—Finally bring myself to say—

HIV—If then—When the space is filled

he says ‘Fine’—And smiles and we kiss—

If then when | fall—Out of love anyway—

Marc Chamberlain
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[Wait while | put my face on] James Knight



The Introvert's Lament

One person | mimic. One person | triptych.
One | travel or tromp, trod or stone.

One person | misunderstand. One person,
| am. One’s voice | mistake for an engine

in the night, purring, calling me home.
One | keep cupped in the palm of my hand
until | come undone. One | run with

until we are one. One | trip up. One | stun.

One | keep like a harvest | reap or a reason
to be gone. One | alienate. One | earn.

One | lasso, a sun. One learns with me,
what to become. One grows stern as we

grow numb. One blossom. One brawn.

One | call. One | count as close to none.
One’s look | mistake for a version of

light, tricking me, leaving me cold. One has

the face of a lion, and | roar. One has
the profile of a mother, and I cringe.
One whimpers from its cage,

where | have not fed it enough.



Once you collect them by the hundreds,
you lose track. They leave footprints like
visitors in the snow; their noise and wants
leave soot, exhaust. You pile them to make
them small. You fold them to make them
young. You quiet them with a shoosh.

They travel miles to find your lair. They

dig their own holes there in which to

live, burrows intricate and woven and deep.

You call into them, hands cupped to

your mouth. You call them each by name.

You block up the exit. You swear on your

love. You smoke them out. Their clothes

crowd your line. Their wheels squeak.

They eat you out of house and home and

drink the cupboards bare. They take your shape
for a puppet. They take your memory for

their own. They wear your clothes, whether
they fit or not. They comb your hair or

knot it up. Their names sound like rooster
calls in your mouth, too early, too loud,

too sharp. Their leaves change color and fall
from your arms; they are camouflaged

and so scare you when they move. Their
jaws are steel traps from which you starve.



They storm without lightning and ocean
without sand. They are grand in their thinking,
but small in their ways. They are tied

to the bodies they'd rather forget. Speak
to them and they will empty. Whisper

to them and they will shout. They sit

for days in the room of a mind that is
really a screen feeding them naught.

One person | light like a match. One |
fasten like a latch. One | covet like a catch
or fossil or fuel, futility or egg-hatch.

Lit from within like a bomb falling fast. Lit

from without like an outcast. They gather
atyour door like insects zapped, electric
and eager to ignite, buzzing around

the bulb, hardly likely to survive.

Jennifer Militello



Where the wild things are

The wild thing is here, in your house,

and she's trying to look after you.

She may be a wolf but she's wearing

a mother costume. She may want

to sail away but she's trying to be good.

The doctor tells her to change her lifestyle
and she would if she could. The other doctor
tells her that some women just aren't cut out
to be full time mothers, but she doesn't

have a job to go back to and her love

for you is the wildest, most consuming thing
about her. Some days the walls are forests
and there is no one to talk to except

people who ask why you aren't walking yet
or think she's feeding you too much

and you'll end up as fat and lumbering

as the wild thing is. Some days she dances
in the wilderness of washing up,

dirty laundry like bright strange flowers,

you in her arms. Some days the house

is anisland and there is a year of hours
before the unwild thing gets home from work
to help her, before she can take off

her paper crown, climb into the boat

of her own thoughts, turn everything

back to normal.

Joanna Ingham



Cold Buffet

| beat my metallic rage
flatinto a silver doily

and onitl arrange
the circles of our salami.

The beaten-flat silver shines
through the oily surface

of the speckled pink discs
in their insistent skirts of rind.

It's a composite meat
made of me and of you

our ideas our saliva
our restraint and our boggly eyes.

Itis offered to guests
who slip a slice or two

onto plates they collect
from the linen-draped table

candle-wracked with the pomp
and hush of our funeral.

The vegetarians decline
to partake of our salami

with a lightly raised hand.
What is the matter with them

Sophie Herxheimer
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[Why do | become a child when | talk to my dad] Silje Ree
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As you're passing through

| talk to you with you, | am half song half feeling,
random find, intensifier.

A break-in, so why the comfort

of sound-to-body pattern recognition?

As you're passing through you're intimate, stranger,
and | trust
then don’t trust. I'm overthinking you
out of your music —
you-and-me is a category error.

Start again: I'm a resonator thanks to you.
Praise due, amp. I'm a big box with your delicate song a-rattle.

Pre-thought - thought formed.

(If a thought is formed a meaning is sealed,
so unopen. Break me —it's an emergency.)
| take you full in, all but brim.

You are here withme

then don't exist and/or were being minutes of everything.

| sing with your hooks. Don’t ask me what every lyric means.

Richard Price



Ghost Story

“I've never fallen for / a little boy before ...’
— Kate Bush, ‘The Infant Kiss'

Much easier — cleaner —

than love for a man. Chiaroscuro
of his face at a frosted window.
Unexplained noises.

This whole tale is frothy

as my endless nightdress.

Love for ghost (carnal) & child
(maternal) not always separable.

Haunted by: feeling I've done
something | shouldn’t. At the banister
I'm white & shapeless, candlelit,
waiting for the rain to reveal.

| go back & back

never sure what's subtext:
the fevered sheets, the kiss,
the showstopping finale.

Flora de Falbe
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This house is a box in a city of hoxes

its eaves burnt down to a black pearl, so it could lie down in more than
stone. Itis a cat's claws that move across my face. We take it in turns to
discard joy, to exacerbate our laughs as we dream inside individual
thoughts. | cannotremember its former shape, and resort to drawing a fire
towards the sky. Inside of both myself and the house, there's a broken
glass jar so dark that | can weep into its echo. We let the universe open
into silence, an effigy, a shape growing slowly from the cupped hands of
an ash tree. The bridge hangs from laburnum, their drops a sweet, deadly
liquorice. | wouldn't have met this thing had | not been so close to being
and/or do. If | can speak inside the flesh of a flower, / still love you now
and suddenly, this is just the unpeeling of a single layer of skin and paint
at the edge of a wasteland. We are one house between latticed
perimeters, old, tumbling down over itself, pulling out grey fruit. The
garden a complete infinity passing through windows and spinning stars.
It is empty, but outside, there are scraps of cloth that gleam against the
ruin. The interior is always moving outside of me, darkening, pulling out
the dead, whispering in the cracked walls, the magma pools.

Aaron Kent
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[Notes & Acknowledgements]

Mary Jean Chan: ‘fireworks on the tongue’ appeared in 7he New
Statesman.

Ella Frears: ‘Soak it All In' was originally published by 7he London
Magazine and in / AM THE MOTHER CAT (Rough Trade Books, 2021).

Katie Griffiths: ‘Motherdaughter’ is remixed from Sylvia Plath’s
‘Mirror.” This form requires the incorporation of every word in the
original poem, without omission, but with a new title.

L Kiew: ‘A bad bite happens’is after @jelenawoehr’s Twitter ‘A thread
on which | review being bitten by various animals.’

Jennifer Militello: ‘The Introvert's Lament’ appeared in American
Poetry Review. This is its first UK publication.

Anita Pati ‘Ruched Sock Rebels’ first appeared in Under the Radar
and was published in Hiding to Nothing (Pavilion Poetry, 2022).

Mary R Powell: Folie 4 deuxis a psychiatric condition, where two (or

more) people experience a “shared psychiatric disorder.” Boundaries blur
and it can seem as if there is one mind at work.

Mel Pryor: ‘Brahms’ appeared online in 7he Compass.

Declan Ryan: ‘Bachelors’ appeared in Ambitand is forthcoming in
Declan’s debut collection, Crisis Actor(Faber & Faber, 2023).



[Commentary on visual work]

Caroline Harris: The poems included here are a three-card ‘reading’
(past; present; future) from the major arcana of my evolving poetic
tarot card deck. The series involves two characters, Doe and the
Passenger, who have been with me for some time now. On the
reverse of the cards are halftone-treated close-ups made from
images of deer sent to me via email, or collected from social media.

SJ Fowler: Taken from one of five long poems that make up my book
The Great Apes (Broken Sleep 2022), | wanted to create graphic
poems - something in between Concrete and Poster poems - which
operated with the opposite temporal feel to the long poems they
were drawn from. Where the original was about rapidity, flow,
accumulation, this graphic poem is about stasis, resolution,
declaration. | want to explore how method changes meaning even
when a text remains the same.

Sylee Gore: ‘Comfort noise’ is the sound generated to fill an artificial
silence. Total silence has an unwanted effect on the listener.

James Knight: In this poem (part of a series), | address the problems
entailed in our attempts to communicate who we are to each other. |
explore a condition of solitude and self-absorption, a state of self-
enclosure out of which arises our desire to reach out and connect.
The starting point of each visual poem is a movement from
Schoenberg's Pierrot Lunaire, and | combine the melancholy, lonely



figure of Pierrot with Blake's Urizen and, more subtly, modern
celebrities. The fractured protagonist is surrounded by mirrors, but
yearns to break through them. Where is Columbine? Perhaps she is
the key to shaking off the mind-forg'd manacles of narcissism.

Silje Ree: “Why do | become a child when | talk to my dad” reflects
on how time and again | regress to being an emotional teenager
when spending a prolonged amount of time with my parents. |
become overly sensitive, emotional and snappy and even though |
am ashamed of my behaviour and comments, | dare not apologise for
it, as it makes my mistake real.

Stephen
Paul
Astra
Karenjit






