
 1 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 2 

 

Black Market Re-View 

Online Journal 

 

 

 
Editor 

Luke Thurogood 

 

Poetry / Editorial Assistant 

Jessica Alice Tillings 

 

Fiction 

Laura Tickle 

 

Artwork & Photography 

Bill Bulloch 

 

Black Market Re-View: Is an online literary journal based in the UK. We only accept electronic 

submissions. Please visit our website for further information. http://blackmarketre-view.weebly.com/ 

Copyright ©2015 by Black Market Re-View Poetry Journal 

Cover Art by Bill Bulloch ©2016 

Published in the UK. 

ISSN Number: 1759-0760. 

http://blackmarketre-view.weebly.com/


 3 

Contents 

  [4]                Iain Britton                                       from HEADZ—the believers  

  [5]                Iain Britton                                       from HEADZ—the grass whisperer 

  [6]                Jazmine Linklater                            On Visiting Teesside 

  [7]                Walter Savage                                 New Old Town 

  [8]                Kapka Nilan                                    The Hottest Day 

  [9]                Andrew Taylor                                Fire Bowl 

[10]                Matthew James                               Special Assistance 

[11]                Iain Britton                                      from HEADZ—the starman's daughter  

[12]                Iain Britton                                      from HEADZ—the honeyeater 

[13]                Christian Chase                               The Walnut 

[22]                Svein Ivar Ask                                The Fly 

[23]                Chibuike Ukasoanya                       Samantha's Marriage 

[33]                Helen Kidd                                      Seafood Sins 

[35]                Richard King Perkins II                  Cypresses 

[36]                Richard King Perkins II                  A Dawn of Mauve Lawns 

[37]                Mark Russell                                   Condition Rapture 

[38]                Mark Russell                                   Up on Arthur's Seat 

[39]                William Crawford                           Empty Rabbit 

[40]                Ali Znaidi                                        éloge de la distorsion 

[41]                Brindley Hallam                             Woy Dincha? 

[42]                Brook Pearson                                 (Apologizing also to him) 

[43]                Brook Pearson                                Our illegitimate children of winter  

[45]                Stuart Michal Riding                      What I dream about when I dream about running 

[47]                J. B. Mulligan                                 who scoops Schrodinger's cat box? 

[48]                Hiromi Suzuki                                 from Solo 

[51]                Yessica Klein                                  An Apple A Day Keeps The Doctor Away 

[52]                Santino Prinzi                                 We Need a Heart Transplant, Not a Facelift 

[54]                Domenic Scopa                               Stain 

[55]                Domenic Scopa                               Things that Tear 

[56]                Iain Britton                                       from HEADZ—the mayor's wife  

[57]                Iain Britton                                       from HEADZ—the naked wrestler 



 4 

Iain Britton  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

the believers 

 

 

people listen | twin concrete 

 

philosophies scrape dust 

 

off clouds | neon fables flicker |  

 

people listen & days count down  

 

 

for news that sticks | as if expecting  

 

something to happen | informed efforts  

 

by collaborative believers  

 

collect fake relics for the burning  
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the grass whisperer 
 

 

amongst the plum’s skinny stripped girders |  

 

when the mist is frosting | & white animals  

 

roam the earth | his voice is calmest |  

 

is visible & steaming blue syllables | he  

 

 

pouts his lips into the deeply flabbed ridges  

 

of his friend’s ear | a living gargoyle bent  

 

into the iron of a gate | his friend calmly  

 

crouches & pulls hungrily at the grass 
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Jazmine Linklater 

 

On visiting Teesside 
 

 

So often here brinked at metropolis. Marshland drew toil & flesh & built  

& built, all edges angling toward some ‘success’. Yet, there is some  

problem - no, Hercules grew neither to man nor god but burnt away in the night   

 

What opaque energy made chemical sky such homemakers’ hearths! Alloy horizon  

coils still, heartsick with pride-swell for all selves born in furnace in foundry, so  

how, from strong & invincible serpent do nightmares exude? from some  

other continent bind we in our making   

 

Walk some/one of many dead estates. How interiors fade when exposed to such  

(p)light! Here, (wo)man did inhabit a saint - now renamed, her temple’s  

tombs awash with grass & rain ’till memory falters & all presence, all lives are unmade  

& perhaps therefore, never  

 

O how close we exist to some nothing; what precipice we rest our ethos on!  

Erimus/Fuimus. et sub Deo? All in what together(, sir)?  

 

Bone-fires blaze long since those last coals smouldered cold   

& centuries’ tradition & purpose press, their presence fade to some  

void where raison d’être knows no alternative but hope the next sleet flurry might expunge  

this -   

 

There is some problem, it hangs on the left/right. What good is politics without poetry?  

Positive bias says; positive discrimination says. There was no red-door policy  

 

    So  

                 Ha, ha ha, ah   

 

At Temenos (wo)man might pray, from ore smelt art in gone  

belief that holy relics hold some power we know not. Metallurgy’s time's now. Could see  

beauty in all its first/last places: the decay, the return in rusting hulls, russet shades other  

forsaken doctrines. All in what together(, sir)?  

 

O useless paradigm, thankless heritage! Bone-fires light not new flames  

& world & mind move to change & only there is some problem, only  
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New Old Town ~ Walter Savage 
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Kapka Nilan 

The Hottest Day 

It was the hottest day ever as they often say. A good enough excuse to go out and do stuff. On 

a day like this supermarkets look like ant nests, brimming with shoppers pushing their 

trolleys in all directions by mountains of food. It is cooler in the chilled foods section and 

feels safer than the world outside. Plenty of food and bottled water. One could live there 

forever. Maybe hide behind the delicatessen counter, next to the bakery, with the lights on all 

night long. It would be quieter without the ants and no music playing, just the hum of the 

freezers and the empty neon lit aisles like midnight boulevards with no traffic. 

It is hot and there are bodies everywhere. Summer clad, white, beige, brown. Naked 

arms, legs and shoulders of all shapes making the landscape more varied and unpredictable. 

A woman in a vest with one breast passes by. Her vest is gaping over the empty side. She is 

walking fast towards the exit. She does not have much time left to spend in the ant's nest. She 

stops suddenly, turns around and heads briskly toward the lotto kiosk. She asks for a lucky 

dip. Her lucky dip colour is ruby. Like the colour of pigeon blood, not human, and the colour 

of the shop assistant's hair. Maybe this is a sign from above that she will be alright? She looks 

at the ceiling, an endless white lid suspended thirty feet above her head. It feels like the inside 

of a whale. She suddenly feels cold and shudders. Ruby is an illusion. She asks for another 

lucky dip. Then slowly walks outside to face the heat. 
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Andrew Taylor  

 

Fire Bowl 
 

Paint the terracotta pots  

     make a mark 

 

behind the light 

     angles like expired Polaroid film 

 

rain gathers in the Fire bowl  

        overnight sodden ash 

 

granite glint morning 

      solar emits pulses 

 

focus on buttercups 

       through the gravel 

 

stretch through toward 

        the filtered green 

 

                      * 

 

Paint the egg 

          with icing after the season  

 

when Nick was writing about 

          whiskey  

 

Easter Porter makes an appearance  

           61 martins on the wire 

 

she drinks from the Matilda mug wears  

            a straw hat by Staring at Stars 

 

Paddy through the open window 

           'We let the stars go.....' 

 

Repair the torn vintage deckchair  

        the usefulness of a travel sewing kit 
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Matthew James 

Special Assistance 

 

On his yellow jacket, Special Assistance.  

He gives no assistance, let alone special, to the anemic elderly man spewing up thick 

red spurts of blood on the shiny grey floor of Gatwick’s Terminal 2 Departure Lounge.  

Special Assistance continues failing to fulfill his jacket’s motto, reading The Sun 

whilst sitting on the side of the information desk, one foot swinging in the air. The anemic 

man’s daughter runs to and from the Information desk, trying to hurry along a different man 

on the phone. 

‘Medics coming,’ the man on the phone says. 

A traveler goes up Special Assistance and interrupts his reading. 

‘Are you aware there is man throwing up blood over there? Could do with some 

reassurance, if nothing else.’ 

Special Assistance slowly looks up and over at the chaotic, coughing event. 

‘Not aware,’ he says shaking his head.  

He folds his paper over and slips off the side of the Information desk. He then spends 

five minutes wandering around the scene but never going up to the poorly man or his frantic 

daughter. He looks lost, useless, unimportant.  

The medic arrives and takes over. Special Assistance goes back to his paper.  
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Iain Britton 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

the starmanôs daughter 
 

 

diadem-packed | the girl swallows selected  

 

lumps of the universe | he loves how   

 

she filters shadows through holes in his visor |  

 

how expertly she licks her silver spoon clean |  

 

 

her tongue tasting new harmonies | enigmas |  

 

new astral orders | he loves her feeling  

 

for his facial cracks | the ones getting wider 

 

brighter | but more difficult to conceal  

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 12 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

the honeyeater 

 

 

faith is difficult | laboured | pedestrian |  

 

rarely extolled | a plunge into dark  

 

spaces | the nomadic lifer has parked  

 

his dishevelled self outside the mission  

 

 

wall | he recalls the stiffening of passers-by |  

 

the lost connections | the vocal deposits  

 

of journeying diaries | he eats honey only |  

 

the game’s bragging sweetener 
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Christian Chase 

The Walnut 

 

The day had finally arrived on which Harry Harper was to crack the town's Walnut. It was 

6am. Excitement had added at least two hours onto his carefully planned morning, a fact that 

Harry Harper, who was already feeling sufficiently alert, looked favourably upon. What was 

two more hours, anyway, in the context of months? For it had certainly been months that had 

passed since Harry Harper had first gone public with his intentions—months of legal 

negotiations, of public debate, of radio and television interviews—months of what seemed to 

Harry Harper to be the most superfluous, bureaucratic hoop-jumping. Such is the modern 

formula of Spectacle. 

‘All this clamour over a God-damn walnut!’ Harry Harper thought to himself, 

descending the stairs. In truth, he hadn't at all foreseen the scale of the public reaction he was 

now receiving. He had expected, perhaps, a handful of letters, a perfunctory open debate at 

most!  But the stacks that were now occupying his living room? The sheets upon sheets of 

scathing reprove?  

‘Where do these people find the time?’ He thought. 

There had even been a twenty-four hour protest outside the Town Hall just a week 

previously:  

‘Four Hundred Strong Occupy Walnut Street’ one paper read, flippantly. 

It was true, the furore had been incredible. At one stage the thought had even passed 

through Harry Harper's mind to call the whole thing off. But more recently, the piercing tenor 

of the debate had only bolstered his determination, leaving him more resolute than ever.  

‘Yes,’ thought Harry Harper, ‘the uproar only proves the urgency of the task. In fact, 

you could even say that I’ve a positive duty to carry it out.’ 
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It was a long-held precept of Harry Harper, this peculiarly head-strong fellow, that 

people must be forced to be free. 

In the comfort of these thoughts, he determined to spend the extra time with which his 

morning had presented him in anticipation of the triumph from which he was just a few hours 

separated. Besides, this would give him time to run over everything a few more times before 

setting out for the Town Hall. 

It was a Saturday, which meant that Harry Harper, who generally preferred to lie-in 

on weekends, had his breakfast in the company of an unfamiliar radio show. On another day 

this would have bugged him no doubt; but the baffling circumstances surrounding the coming 

day's events had left him with a feeling of indifference to such small trifles. And in any case, 

his usual weekday programme had become a wearisome listen; not least because its host, an 

esteemed public figure and talented broadcaster, to his credit, had become one of Harry 

Harper's most vocal and virulent critics—indeed, he had taken such a personal and persistent 

interest in the subject Harry Harper found a constant frustration. 

‘It's a disaster, if you ask me!’ he announced one week, without a hint of irony. ‘Can't 

he see the gravity of what he's proposing? Our whole society is built on the foundations that 

this Walnut provides, and he's threatening to bring the whole thing crashing down!’ 

‘This is just the kind of hyperbole I've come to expect from our media these days’ 

thought Harry Harper as he listened that morning.  

‘What will he want next,’ the broadcaster continued, ‘the return of child labour? A 

state of total Anarchy? Next thing he'll be telling us that money doesn't exist, I expect, that 

it's just a construct. Ach! The absurdity! . . . And maybe he's right, maybe it is all just a 

construct, a fiction of some kind. But you know what? Maybe some constructs are out there 

for a reason! If he had it his way, we wouldn't be eating tonight! . . . I should like to see his 

reaction when he's denied of his groceries: “sorry, sir, but your tender doesn't exist!” Ha! 
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Would he still be telling us that money doesn't exist then? I doubt it. I doubt it very much 

indeed.’ 

Harry Harper was dumbfounded. How could it be that in a time such as ours, a 

“rational” age, ill-founded conjectures, libels, lies and smears could be so readily packaged as 

fact. How is it that peoples’ lives, deeds and personal politics could be so uncritically slanted, 

all because . . . of what? 

So profuse was the lorded broadcaster in his outburst that any distinction between the 

totally fabricated and the remotely true had blurred into a complete abstraction. Truth: awash 

in the murky waters of Media. 

‘In any case, it won't matter.’ re-joined the host's interlocutor, coolly. ‘The thing is 

indestructible.’ 

‘The Walnut?’ The host replied—his voice betrayed a hint of desperation. 

‘Exactly. It's indestructible, remember.’ 

‘Well maybe it is, but it's the principle!’ 

‘What difference is the principle when the thing won't break anyway? It's an 

incontrovertible fact! The man's an idiot, yes! In that I agree with you. But not because he 

threatens society, but because he's trying to break something that simply won't break. History 

has proven it!’ 

‘History!’ scoffed Harry Harper. He was tired of hearing this nonsense. But all the 

same, as he sat listening to the radio, his mind wandered to the stories that his grandfather 

would tell him of the Walnut: 

‘Like all the great, time-honoured facts of history, the Town Walnut is potently 

infused with mythology. So confounded are the stories of its past its exact genesis simply 

isn't known.’ 
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An air of wonder always found its way into Grandpa Harper's tales. He spoke with a 

rare kind of clarity and authority that Harry had come to desperately miss since . . . 

‘Historians have dated its origins as far back as the thirteenth century where it was 

said to have arrived in England with the return of the fourth crusade. It is said that the Walnut 

was given to a Holy Knight by a gypsy in the Orient.’ (Harry Harper winced at the memory 

of his grandfather's anachronisms). ‘And with it, it is said, the Knight wielded a strength so 

powerful in battle that he was never once defeated. . . . Of course, the Knight is long gone 

now, my boy, but the Walnut remains, retaining with it the strength of a thousand gods and 

binding our community together in its divinity.’ 

Harry Harper had never shared his grandfather's religious ideals, but he had 

nevertheless always enjoyed the theatricality it embellished upon his stories. And certainly, 

he was well aware of the hearsay surrounding its indestructibility—any child born within one 

hundred miles of the town had. 

In a start, Harry Harper became conscious of how long he had been sat in 

contemplation. Stealing a desperate glance at the clock, he saw that he was late. Wincing as 

he tossed back his coffee—that had gone cold—and darting up to his study to collect his 

things, Harry Harper suddenly felt himself beset with the most stomach-wrenching anxiety. 

So protracted had the last few months been, so drawn-out by petty disputes and 

complications, he had become accustomed to a state of constant deference. As on a treadmill, 

he had enjoyed the immediate satisfaction of progress without the messy business of change. 

And in that instant, change seemed terrifying. 

Pulling himself together as best he could, old Harry Harper dragged himself to the 

desk and began to rummage hastily for his things. It was all there, he had laid everything out 

with methodical precision the night before; but he could not overcome the feeling that he was 

about to leave something behind. Casting aside the towering sacks of paper and notebooks 
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containing all of his theoretical preparations, from annotated journals to pages of meticulous 

mathematical calculations, and the crumbs of walnuts leftover from his various trials, he 

decided that nothing could be missing. Pausing for a moment—needing to calm his nerves—

he tried to control his breathing . . . He was ready. 

In a burst of renewed energy, Harry Harper picked up his sledgehammer and walked 

out of the door. 

 

♦ 

 

Fifteen minutes after he had arrived at the Town Hall, Harry Harper was still catching his 

breath. As he had anticipated, the crowds surrounding the building had been nothing but 

hostile. This, the events manager reminded him as he walked through the door of the main 

hall, would be disastrous for on-the-door ticket sales. 

‘Who in their right mind would risk that mob—and especially those with families? 

The second coming couldn't tempt one to overcome a deterrent like that!’ 

Harry Harper wasn't listening. He couldn't care less about the ticket sales. 

‘This isn't for them,’ he kept wanting to say, ‘it's for me!’ 

Besides, he knew full well that the pre-bookings had sold out on the first day of sales. 

‘. . . so even if no one came,’ he thought, ‘all the better! These slimy rats get their 

money, and I show the world who’s right after all—win, win!’ 

In any case, the doors were due to open in just under an hour, by which time they 

would know what the attendance would be. But Harry Harper remained indifferent, and as the 

manager continued to fizz in his ear, he found himself lost in the spectacle of his new 

habitation 
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On each wall hung great tapestries, embroidered heroic scenes of Knights and 

Noblemen trying in vain to crack the Walnut. At the far end of the room, anterior to two stone 

tablets, was a raised platform, no greater than a large dining table and no higher. On the 

platform was a black, stone anvil, on which the Walnut had been laid. 

As he acclimatised, Harry Harper was struck by the room's uncanny density, the thick, 

sedimentary air. He felt as though he was wading through the atmosphere, which was now 

collecting in his sinuses and making his head feel stuffy and incoherent. The whole place felt 

fake—not in the brittle, superficial sense, the kind one experiences in a chain-hotel, but rather 

a heavy, burdensome falseness, as the keeping-up of appearances among old, unwanted 

friends. 

A sudden shout from the manager returned Harry Harper to his wits. The doors were 

about to open; he was to wait in the greenroom. 

On an awkward faux-leather couch, in the dismal purgatory of the greenroom, Harry 

Harper sat alone. If it weren't for the manager's head appearing through the door and 

cheerfully cooing ‘beginning in five’, he'd have no idea of the time. The makeshift 

greenroom was nothing more than a glorified storage space annexed onto the main hall—a 

real rat's nest! Next to a broken water-cooler, on the rheumatic couch, Harry Harper had spent 

almost two hours staring at the damp hue of the adjacent wall, drowning in the imperceptible 

crescendo of the expectant congregation. The manager's interjection had alerted him, and he 

could now hear the packed hall. 

Contrary to his expectations, Harry Harper felt to be in complete control of himself. 

The fickle anxiety that had ebbed and flowed into his day had almost completely gone. Now 

all he felt was resolve. Resolved to do what he set out to do all those months ago. Resolved to 

stand in the face of his critics and show that it was they, and not he, who were out of their 
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minds. Resolved to rid himself, to rid everybody, of the ghastly, parasitical Walnut that for so 

long had held sway over the town. 

Harry sat staring at a spot on the floor between his feet, his fingers laced and his grip 

clenched. ‘For my freedom and for theirs’ he kept repeating to himself, at first under his 

breath, but then, louder with each reiteration. ‘For mine and for theirs’. 

‘Ready.’ Intoned the manager's voice from behind the door. 

Snapping out of it Harry Harper cleared his throat, stood up, and again, reached for 

his hammer. 

 

♦ 

 

Hushed murmurs broke out among the audience as Harry Harper climbed onto the platform, 

hammer in tow. To his surprise, the anxiety had still not returned. 

Approaching the Walnut, he felt the eyes of the whole room on him, watching with an 

intensity he wasn't at all familiar with. But still no anxiety. A gasp let from somewhere in the 

room as he clasped the Walnut with his thumb and forefinger and lifted it from the anvil. He 

brought it up to his face and examined it closely. Although it felt like a normal walnut, no 

different to the hundreds of others he had practiced on in his study, the article he now held 

seemed to irradiate a profound and unfathomable impenetrability—like a black hole: it was as 

though the mass of a thousand galaxies, the entire accumulation of history, had been 

condensed into this smallest of objects. 

Harry Harper returned the Walnut. Lifting his head and arching his back he looked 

out across the sea of faces. A collective smirk stared back at him. It was immediately clear 

that this was not a room of his supporters—he knew very well that he had few. But neither 

were they—not all of them, at least—his most vehement antagonists. No. His company was 
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that of sarcastic believers: not a doubt existed in their minds of the truth of this tale, of the 

mighty Knights and the Noblemen who had tried and failed to crack the nut—they were here 

to watch him try and fail. 

In that moment, Harry Harper felt a flicker of sadness in his chest. 

‘These people . . . ‘ he thought. ‘They believe in the deepest depths of their beings the 

truth of this insidious fable—in this deceitful, beastly Fiction! Well, deceive them it shall no 

more!’ 

With this, and with a strength quite unfamiliar to him, Harry Harper raised the 

sledgehammer high above his head. Holding it there for a moment, he looked out and 

addressed the crowd: 

‘For my freedom and for theirs,’ he shouted—someone laughed—‘for my freedom 

and for theirs!’ 

The hammer thundered down on the anvil with a deafening blow. The crumbled 

remains of a walnut rolled off the platform and onto floor.  

 

♦ 

 

The young post girl jumped from her skin that Sunday morning as Harry Harper, who had 

been waiting in desperation behind the door for his paper, snatched it from her hands. Racing 

back to the kitchen, he lay the paper face down and nimbly prepared his breakfast: he wanted 

to be comfortably seated and satiated for the big reveal.   

As he did this, he replayed in his mind the previous afternoon's events. It had 

surprised him at first that, in his moment of triumph, the spectators had remained almost 

completely unmoved by their emancipation. All he had received was a few nods and reluctant 

handshakes as they left in orderly lines. 
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‘Perhaps it is to be expected.’ he thought, ‘After all, it must have been devastating to 

have your whole belief-system, your entire world no doubt, come crashing down around you 

like that . . . Still, it strikes me as strange that they should have no reaction at all . . . No 

matter, I can't wait to see how brilliantly my affair will be reported. I expect that they'll be 

speaking my name for years to come. And rightly too, I should say.’ 

His breakfast prepared, Harry Harper sat at the table and readied himself for the big 

headline. So frequent had his appearances in the media been in recent months, he could 

hardly imagine the fuss that they were sure to make of him today. 

He flipped over the paper . . . His name wasn't there. He flipped to page two . . . . 

nothing. 

Twenty minutes had passed before he found his name. In a column no bigger than a 

cigarette packet on page thirty-five read the headline:  

The Man Who Used A Sledgehammer To Crack A Walnut. 
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Tiger Fly ~ Svein Ivar Ask 
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Chibuike Ukasoanya 

Samanthaôs Marriage 

 

I  

 

Joseph Madu Ike returned from London to his village, Ndoki, in search of a wife. He quickly 

announced to all who had ears to listen, that he had come home to get married, having “made 

it” abroad. He spent thirteen years in London, during which he maintained a scanty 

communication with his home. He claimed that his fate was the same with that of millions of 

modern Nigerian youths who travelled abroad in search of a better life, a fate shrouded in 

ambiguity and complexity. He swaggered up and down the red, dusty roads of Ndoki in his 

trade-mark white canvas and blue t-shirt, on top of a pair of black, baggy Hawkes and Curtis 

trousers. As an “Americana”, a celebrity tag given to American or European diasporan 

returnees of Nigerian origin, he was on the verge of fulfilling his long fantasy of hypnotizing 

all the poor, desperate girls of his village to line up with an unprecedented enthusiasm upon 

his return, waiting for that magic word to fall from his twanky lips. 

The bells of St Bathelome Church would chime for him, while its priest, the married 

Reverend Ekenna would praise his name in front of the elders and the poor whose children 

could only dream of half of Joseph's largesse in life. 

‘Today weds our illustrious son, who denies himself of the luxury of Europe to bash a village 

girl!’ 

Then would Joseph glow like a bush lantern; he would peck his short neck like an infant 

peacock. At the sight of any beautiful damsel, he would boast to his circle of friends, most of 

which had never travelled beyond Onitsha:  
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‘I shall pull down this building and rebuild it in three days.’ 

‘Are you Jesus Christ?’ One of them asked. 

‘No, you f…g simpleton!’ He roared like a cymbal. ‘Give me any beautiful girl, I will 

dismantle her walls and make her stand again within three days.’ 

They knew he meant that he would marry the girl in three days after 

destroying her virginity. 

‘Are there no such virgins in London, friend?’ The same friend asked. 

He cocked up his shoulders, and muttered under his bouffant breathe: 

‘God forbid that I should forget my ancestors and be wedded to a piece of white cake.’ 

His face assumed white with rage. His audience, which mostly comprised of young men, 

whose dream it was to do exactly what Joseph did, was greatly amused and intrigued at this 

young man who left all the luxuries of Europe to embrace tradition. Joseph Madu Ike had the 

rare fortune of smoking cigarettes and drinking coffee with some of the most sophisticated, 

and psychedelic ladies of London. But always after their first dates, the sisters' enthusiasm 

fizzled out like the fading embers of a spent wood. He always wondered why English women 

persistently gave him the boot, but he was advised by his trusted and much experienced 

friend, Emeka, that these women loathed men with considerably low altitude and without a 

six-pack. Joseph's height of 1.4m was a crass demonstration of nature's mercilessness in 

sharing out inequalities; and his more than robust shape an unbiased sample of an eight-pack.  

Joseph's prolonged bachelorhood increasingly became a point of worry and concern to his 

parents, especially his father, who was more than eager to witness the extension of his 

arduous lineage of dwarfs into its third and fourth generations. His mother always said to her 

fellow women in Ndoki, who questioned her frequently concerning her son's marriage: 

‘I prayed for a son, but forgot to pray for his early marriage.’ 

It was forty years ago when she gave birth to him. 
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Five years ago, his father wrote to inform him about the death of Agnes, who had waited for 

him for seven years to officially ask her father's permission to walk her down the aisle of St 

Bathelome Church. Agnes died of heartbreak when she heard that 

her former fiancé was in search of English girls, having trapped himself in the labyrinth of a 

Jasonian migration. He didn't reply his father's letter, at that time he had no fixed address and 

did not want to give away his hiding place through such familial communication. He was 

branded an illegal immigrant in London, which irked him more than his father's words: 

‘The blood of Agnes will be on your small head, my son, and I want my lineage to go on fast 

before that!’ 

Joseph had wondered at his father's lack of understanding, but brought it down to lack of 

communication between them. His father had no idea what he had gone through since he left 

Ndoki for this inglorious land. And Joseph wept because of his love for Agnes, whom his 

father finally accepted when he heard that he wanted to marry an English girl. His immense 

sufferings became his only condolence, he took his travails as enough punishment for his 

disappointment of Agnes. As impractical as a weak dam before a river, his heart became a 

barricade of logic, churning out various defensive mechanisms.  

His trauma began when, instead of boarding a flight from the Murtala Mohammed Airport 

in Lagos direct to London, he and about ten others had been bundled into a Molue 911 Lorry 

like Hausa cows to Cotonou then to Sudan, then to Libya, and finally herded into a boat from 

the Libyan coast into the French waters at Calais. He caressed Agnes' rosary the whole time, 

whilst at the same time praying that the boat should not capsize, for he did not know how to 

swim. No one in his family or village knew how to swim. The rickety boat survived the 

turbulence of the French coast, and the nocturnal rampage of the Gendarme. At Dover, 

Joseph and three other men whose destinies were headed for Britain meandered through 

parked cars on the floor of the tunnel train like termites. They clambered into a lorry, the 
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floor smelt of tobacco and alcohol. Eventually he landed in London, where the chimney 

sweepers seemed to blacken deeper and deeper, and the mind-forged manacles had not yet 

been loosened. 

        Joseph's disappointment at the cold reception accorded to him by the English as he 

arrived at the shores of the angry Thames was quickly wiped clean again once he married 

Samantha. He chuckled. It was quite a sweet memory, this marriage to a curvy, fading 

English rose, who wanted to hop on him forever, thinking he was such a Chartered horse. His 

university socialist ideology had made him hate anything British, and even before he arrived 

in London, revenge for all the atrocities associated with the imperialists had scalded his heart 

and soul like a piece of hot yam on his perpendicular tongue. So he married Samantha, 

daughter of his 

sworn enemy, with the zeal of a hunter cornering his quarry. 

After three years of marriage, Joseph's patience at his wife's intolerable pot of civilization 

ran out. He quickly applied for a divorce. 

But he had no reason to divorce her. Samantha was a good girl. He did not know that he 

needed a reason to divorce his wife. It was not like that in Igboland. There, he would simply 

lead the woman by the hand with all her properties on her plaited head, and drag her back to 

her chagrined father, merely telling him: 

‘Your daughter cannot cook!’ 

The satisfaction of a large stomach was his ultimate destiny in life. 

It's not like that in London. He needed a very good reason. He had none. He was distraught. 

‘Why is she so good?’ He asked himself. ‘Why is she not like the rest of her people, 

capitalists, evil-minded and prejudiced, self-opinionated and lazy?’ 

Samantha was better than Agnes, Nneka and Ifeoma, all his former 

girlfriends. He didn't marry them because he felt he was too young for 
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marriage, until he arrived in London, where he realised that thirty was old age! Samantha was 

simply too good for him. 

Alas! He suddenly remembered that he could push her to divorce him,  

‘It's better that way!’ He said with a malicious grin. 

But to his dismay, Samantha would not become upset, no matter what he did. When she put 

food for him on the table, he would scold her for forgetting to bring him water to wash his 

short hands. Samantha stammered her apologies. 

‘Sorry, darling. I was in a hurry.’ 

She would run helter-skelter to bring water for him. Samantha learnt to cook his favourite 

food and soup. She cooked him his favourite – vegetable and bitter leaf soups - in a jiffy 

when Joseph complained he was famished with hunger, although he had just mauled a 

pyramid of Doner Kebap a few minutes ago. She learnt to prepare his favourite “foofoo”, 

since he fervently complained that his ancestors had become upset with him for eating baked 

beans and drinking Tate tea. His stomach continued to enlarge. Samantha knew every African 

shop in and around Barking and Dagenham, where they met,  

in a pub, five years ago. 

One day he came home from work shivering from head to toe like a reed in the wind. 

Samantha ran to him in a flurry of anxiety, held him by the hand, felt his pulse like a baby 

and pulled him to the bed. 

‘Lie down, my darling, and I will nurse you back to health,’ she said, 

scared that her husband had caught the fast spreading bird flu. She knew he didn't travel to 

Nigeria, else she would have suspected that he had caught Ebola. That would have been the 

ultimate end. 

But he quickly pulled his hand away, barking at her: 

‘Go get me "Akom Shorop"! Can't you see I have 'Iba'?’ 
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Samantha had never heard of a man suffering from Iba. It must be one of those tropical 

diseases which civilization was too timid to find a cure for. But she ran from one African 

shop to another, asking for a medicine called akom shyrup. No one had it. In one shop, they 

told her to order it from Nigeria, and if the postal services there decided to work, it might get 

to her husband in one month. But Samantha feared that her husband might have died by then. 

Another African woman advised her: 

‘Just buy fucking flu medicine, your fucking husband hasn't gone home for fucking ages, and 

hasn't any fucking malaria, but flu!’ 

To Samantha it sounded like a rebuke or insult, as she didn't know 'Iba' was a Nigerian word 

for Malaria...but she took all in good stride. 

She did not relent. She bought some herbal medicines from a Nigerian Afro shop, which one 

of the Nigerian women she had met recommended would do the same wonders as akom 

shyrup. 

Samantha prepared the herbal solution with love in her heart and a prayer on her lips. 

But sick Joseph merely glanced at it and kicked it away, exclaiming that Samantha wanted to 

poison him to death. So he filed for divorce again. And again he failed. Samantha had 

apologised. Moreover, the courts found Samantha not guilty of food poisoning as claimed by 

her husband; she really had wanted to save his life. 

        A week later, she returned from work and found her pot-bellied husband on their 

sleeping bed, without clothes. Samantha rejoiced. At last her husband's libido had anticipated 

her return. Quickly, she began to remove her clothes and the blood came up to her throat as 

she saw the erect penis of her diminutive husband staggering at her. She was midway in 

undressing herself when a tall, slim, black girl emerged from their toilet. Samantha stood still 

for a moment. She froze with humiliation as the naked girl abruptly halted her 
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advance in the middle of the room. Then Samantha knew exactly what had been going on. In 

fury, she stormed out of her own house. 

 

II  

 

In her distress, Samantha ran to her mother Gertrude, who lived in the 

adjacent street. She confided in her much experienced mother and revealed to her all her 

marital problems. But the woman, who had experienced two divorces and a death, drew from 

her well of experience to caution her daughter that infidelity was no longer a weighty ground 

for divorce because every man was destined to play away from time to time. 

‘Fidelity was something God no longer expects from a man since He created Adam in the 

Garden of Eden,’ Gertrude said. 

Samantha bowed her round head and listened to her fifty-five year old single mother. 

To Joseph's astonishment, Samantha returned from her mother a better woman than she 

was before she left. She told her husband that she had forgiven him. To celebrate her reunion 

with him, she went to the next African shop in Barking and bought pounded yam, egusi, 

ogbono, dried fish, stockfish, crayfish, pepper, vegetables and palm oil. When she finished 

cooking the “edika ikong” soup, she prepared Joseph's special staple - pounded yam - to serve 

him with the rich African soup she had meticulously cooked for a man who lay in bed all the 

time thinking of how best to divorce his loving, doting wife. He had just returned from his 

monthly meeting with his townsmen of the Savannah Union, an association formed by the 

Igbo men in London in the early days of their arrival to foster and promote their cultural 

heritage, and to unite themselves and help to finance development in their towns back in 

Nigeria. Almost all the members of the Savannah were married to English women, and the 
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discussion always drifted towards the best technique to use in divorcing their bickering, too 

independent white wives. While Joseph rummaged through the debris of arsenals in his head, 

Samantha sweated in their stuffy kitchen, inhaling the strong scent of crayfish and ogiri or 

knoblauch, his favourite spices. That night Joseph and Samantha ate together and made love 

and moaned together. 

An excited Samantha went to work the next morning, wondering 

how infidelity could bring couples closer and closer and closer... 

When she returned from work in the evening, she found the door of 

their sitting room closed and locked from inside. Usually, her husband would leave the door 

unlocked for her. She put her key into the lock, and pulled the handle backwards, but it 

wouldn't move. She tried harder by pushing the door with all her little strength, and though it 

moved a bit, she still couldn't push through. While she struggled with the door, Tim, her 

drunken neighbour came along. He wondered what this “wayward” English girl was up to in 

her own house. 

‘Your f...g black tomboy just went out ten minutes ago,’’ he said. 

‘You mean my husband?’ She did not like the way he said “black tomboy”. She was not too 

old for Joseph. They were really the same age. Yet Samantha swallowed her rage and 

allowed him to help her push the door. When her door screeched loudly like emergency 

brakes, she saw a heap of excreta behind the door. 

‘Your black tomboy has shit all over! Poor chil’, couldn't find the pool anymore!’ Tim said, 

waving away some imaginary flies from his face and walking swiftly away. Samantha died of 

shame and humiliation, and sunk to the and howled. Her tears flowed through the half-open 

door into the mountain of excreta Joseph deposited for her. It invigorated her; it rather made 

her strong; it 
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purified her. 

 

III  

 

That night, Samantha did not confront her husband. She was composed, jovial and polite. 

Joseph Madu Ike was surprised when Samantha did not rush to her solicitors for a quickie 

divorce, but overheard her next morning call her office to report sick. A well of sympathy 

erupted in him as he felt guilty for making her become sick through the disposal of his 

mountainous excreta. In his befuddlement of mind, he did not hear Samantha tell her office 

that she was not actually sick, but her husband was, and so she would like to care for him that 

week. 

       Samantha's care for Joseph upset him to the point that he began to rave at her for 

controlling and treating him like a child. He shouted at her and was quite hysterical all 

through the five days Samantha stayed at home. 

‘I'm sorry darling, but I'm only doing my duty as your wife,’ she said. 

On the fifth day of his ravings, loud-quick knocks shook their wooden 

door. Samantha hurried to open the door. Dr Murphy bowed in. Samantha introduced him to 

her husband and Joseph looked shocked and upset when Dr Murphy explained to him that he 

would take proper care of him. He examined the door and saw the scattered dried crusts of 

the excreta. Then he raised his silvery head and looked up on the roof. He saw the video 

camera. It was hidden behind the fluorescent light in their sitting room. 

‘What happened five days ago, young man?’ Dr Murphy asked. His bold eyes were fixed on 

the confused Joseph. 

‘I, I d-d-don't remember, sir.’ Joseph said. 

Dr Murphy exchanged a worried glance with Samantha. Overwhelmed Joseph did not notice 
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the butterfly that perched on the doctor’s lips. 

‘I'm afraid, Madam, we'll need to examine him properly in our clinic,’ he said.  

Samantha saw the unbelievable shock on her husband's face. 

‘Don't worry, honey, just routine. Dr Murphy is gentle,’ she said. 

Joseph was thrown into bewilderment when Dr Murphy informed him that his behaviour 

must have been the result of a severe brain damage, probably sustained in his youth. Joseph 

closed his eyes temporarily to remember a fraction of his youth. He remembered nothing that 

resembled a fall, except that his father had always used the cane on him whenever he wetted 

his mat. He could also remember that his back still ached from the pain of sleeping rough on 

the mat on their cemented, uncarpeted floor until he turned eighteen. 

After the video had been shown to him, Joseph shook his head in affirmative. He was 

then subjected to intensive therapy for insanity in Dr Murphy's clinic. During this rehab, his 

hard-fought dream finally came true - Samantha's marriage was annulled. As she sat on her 

three-seater sofa, reading her copy of the annulment letter, just delivered to her personally by 

her solicitor, she knew that Joseph's deportation was in a matter of weeks. A wounded smile 

spread quietly over her lightly smeared lips. 
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Helen Kidd 

Seafood Sins 

 

Mussels pout and part  

their little vulval mouths, 

squeezed from tiger purses. 

Their snapped tight hinges, 

coaxed from their zipped 

fastness by the liquor. 

Give me succulence; give 

me these little sensual deaths. 

 

Everything now tastes of sea; 

that salty after-spray lip 

tingle and the deep kelp green- 

brown under tongue of it. 

The rucked ridge palate is strand 

and hard sand folds. There is 

a skirmish of juices in my throat, 

a cave of polypy fronds and ripe 

music. A liquid edge ripples 

its silver to my core. Lavish 

and exultant, I’m invisible, 

middle-aged, with oceans rising 
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in my soul. In a bistro off Hope  

Street, I do not care what ship- 

wrecks I might endure. Sticky 

fingered, stained and claimed 

by rich tides, no-one notices 

my sea-change, my nacreous, 

transubstantiation 

to ozone flesh and  

                          unravelling shore. 
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Richard King Perkins II 
 

Cypresses 

 
 
A glimpse of sinuous lines 

 

your leopardess form  

contacts me  

 

in vigorous silence 

and incipient ritual— 

 

our temporary revel  

in synthetic skin, 

organic naugahyde 

 

a roving evocation 

of lush mechanical presence 

 

and unsuspecting  

albedo features; 

 

we become 

disquieting apparitions 

 

tall, dark cypresses 

hand in hand 

 

tension 

reaching beyond reality 

 

toward 

imperceptible transitions— 

 

the dazzling light  

of highest altitude. 
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A Dawn of Mauve Lawns 
 

 
In a dawn of mauve lawns 

 

the sickle of final harvest 

sweeps forth like an arced transverse 

of corrupt metal and flesh. 

 

Only an interpreter of self 

is concerned with time— 

said to be a most valued commodity 

 

by those most unfortunately alive. 

 

Implacably still, they gather to heal 

with imaginings of restoration 

and immortality on an island 

 

where all non-life lasts forever 

without needing to dream  

of forgiveness or anything else. 
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Mark Russell 
 

Condition Rapture 
 

 

Male child in absolute silence, absolute disgrace, 

procure survival, situate the loss and attainments. 

Your assets are chiffon in a tropical twister, 

a penalty for disobedience, a reaping of memory. 

 

Neutralised and partisan, intimate without animus,  

wage no levies decreed by surly commandments; 

deprive no cause or effect of its corpse or healing; 

brave the current, the clan, the deferment of their hanging; 

 

spell out, for those with canker, the shabby and foul 

assembly’s fabrications, plate them with sweetened soup, 

but wait for the expulsions we know to occur 

during earth tremors, when the grape mistreats us. 

 

Be straight, make your iron hot to attract zealots, 

strip down to your excavations of fear and favour. 
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Up on Arthurôs Seat 
 

 

As dawn leaks onto our miserable blueprints,  

your zing affirms that devilry admits  

its own omission; your zang that each test 

is the problem of how to bale waste. 

 

To spend the night with me is but an angle  

to straighten under exam conditions.  

The inventor is lame, and her probes 

rejected every Monday of every September, 

 

and sometimes in the Mexicos of cheap hotels. 

To prevent the patients complaining you shout:  

Captain, I want you, your human resources manager,  

the activity logs of your research scientists.  

 

Be flexible, be York; be Albany and the Silver Bullet.   

When the troops are sent they come wearing blood and feuds. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Photography on the next page by ~ William Crawford 

 



 39 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 40 

Ali Znaidi 

 

éloge de la distorsion 
 

 

the eclipsing sun was an orange sliding into a black harbor  

& no pigeons (at all) were around, the raven’s disturbing caws  

metamorphosed into a pleasant sound of distorted poems,  

but could the raven’s metaphors  cut a swath in the blue  

firmament? always on the margins, the raven rehearsed  

those poetical reverberations under the fallacy of exegesis,  

and the metaphor of deviation oozed out thru the cacophony, 

{intoxicated} the raven began feasting on the echoes  

—the best things to rehearse — if not the wind was robotically  

sorting out the granule from the dust, the granule from the dust, 

the granule from the dust…; deviation: a rehearsal  

of  metaphors producing recycled clamour,  

trying to develop a new podcast {Un nouveau amour} 
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Brindley Hallam 

Woy Dincha? 

 

Oad that roap, he sed, annie throo me t’end uvit. Dunner let go, and oald ard or itull pull yer 

off yer feet. So ah grabbed roap an ung on. Ee were up tree wi chayne sore. Ee luckt dahn and 

sed ,Woy dincha? 

Woy dincha woh? 

Woy dincha givver wan? 

It wern a marrera givvinner wan. It were a marrera rug orra kiss.  

Well, woy dincha giver wan a them? 

Ah sed, well, she myra corld rape. 

Dunt be daft, he sed. She wannidit as much as yoo, if ah nose aht abaht wimmin. 

Then ee pulled cord and chayne sore went off an ee set it tut branch. An branch cum wallopin 

dahn, twistin as it fell, an pulled me clean off mi feet, just loike ee sed it wud. 

 

Which is exactly what I’d been afraid of when it came to the moment of kissing. 
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Brook Pearson 

 

(Apologizing also to him) 
 

 

I want to jump in front of this bullet. 

I want to notice the gun first and drag you down with my teeth. 

This shooter, these guests, that moment, this mind. 

 

this that the other 

demonstrating 

this that 

this 

the other 

 

And then the bullet rips through the wall and Bruce Cockburn waits for the police to arrive and 

when they get there it’s all ‘No, I’m Thursday. You’re Friday,’ and they’re scraping my 

fingernails for trace evidence and the anarchists set off a bomb and we all fall asleep, swaying 

to the music of some sort of spheres. 

 

And then the tanks roll in the square and a lone man eats a dove and sprouts wings and the 

crowd applauds as his entrails slowly descend towards them from the hole that I ripped in his 

chest. 

 

And then. 

 

this that the Other 

demonstrating 

that 

this is the other Other 

 

Your painting sells for my want. 

The poems pay less than the songs and 

Space was more attractive. I apologize to my sponsors and leap outwards 

using the wings I stole from the man in the square (apologizing also to him). 
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Our illegitimate children of winter 
 

 

 

 

 

Someone said ‘God's graffiti’ but I think that 

we should take credit where credit is due 

 

even our imagination 

of the divine 

has no purchase on all of this 

anymore, 

 

sliding perceptibly towards 

the psychotic. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Maybe some future generation 

will look back on us as their 

gods and tremble at the wars we waged. 

 

They’ll trace the scars and 

the still-suppurating wounds 

emerging from under the ice 

(we really know how to make 

this enemy of ours bleed and 

bleed) 

 

They’ll try to make some sense 

emerge from our burnt-earth 

policy, looking for the refuge 

to which we drew the foolish foe 

across the now-dead earth 

 

with winter approaching  
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We’ll be put in prison beneath it all 

(but a scholiast will spring us in the 

manuscript tradition, because hey, 

we, we were gods) 

 

They'll worship themselves 

in our images 

and see ourselves in them, 
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Stuart Michal Riding 

What I dream about when I dream about running 

This dream is familiar yet unusual in that the first thing you notice are smells, the dank 

aroma of marshy seaweed, followed by briny gusts blown over the tops of the salt-marsh 

ledge under which you are hiding, carrying gentle reminders that youôre the object of their 

pursuit: the faint wind-borne bursts of chatter, the clatter and braying of horses and sharp 

signalling of horns; so you drop deeper down beneath the cover of the grass and sniff at the 

air compulsively, instinctively -  

 ‘Look at him.’ 

‘Aye, passed out again…’ 

‘We need keep an eye on him, next t’these cliffs. Terrible one for sleepwalking, he is.’ 

‘Oh aye?’ 

‘Oh yeah. I’ve shared bunks away on YHA trips where he’s jumped out of bed at 3AM, 

thrown back the curtains shouting ‘WAKEY WAKEY EGGS AND BAKEY’ at pitch black 

outside, convinced it’s time t’get up...  Another time last year, we shared a tent at that music 

festival – he goes back tent early, I come back later on - find him sat up, crouching in’t 

middle o’t groundsheet, tryin t’zip the tent shut whilst three feet away from t’bloody zipper, 

eyes closed whole time, but focused, concentrating. Watched him for a good five minutes and 

he never managed it…’ 

‘He’s kind of fidgeting now a bit – d’you think he can hear us?’ 
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‘Maybe… Look at him, rolling around, now what’s he doin’, what… is he? He’s… he's 

sniffin’ something...’ 

‘Oh yeah, ha ha, maybe he can smell you.’ 

‘Smelling what you've got there burnin’ air between your fingers, of which you're getting 

looong overdue to pass over to me, more like.’  

-  sniffing the air you know your only chance is to lose your scent across the shallows of the 

great bay, and then run run run into the forests, towards the mountains - you accept the risk 

without question or complaint, ready yourself while clinging on lightly to the marsh grass, 

without making a sound as the hunting parties gather together further down the beach, the 

lights of their torches ï 

 'Should we give him a shove, maybe? Wake him up, like?' 

'He's not going anywhere just now - he's still again, look: comatose. Perfectin’ the foetal 

position he is, becoming one wit’ sleeping bag. Safe as houses.' 

- the flickering lights of their torches mean you burrow further into the marsh grass as they 

get close by, they've made shorter work of the length of the beach than you expected, there's 

no chance of running off through the shallows now, you're surrounded by the dogs and the 

men and horses, you're soon spotted and dragged up, before being made to kneel down and ï  

<THWACK, ROLL> 

'Dead to the world.' 

‘Aye.’ 
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J.B. Mulligan 

who scoops Schrodinger's catbox? 

  

That blade of light drawn  

instantly from the sheath  

of darkness.  Sunsilver.  

Horizon between two masses.  

  

What does that darkness  

look like before  

the leap of fire.  

What does the cat see?  

  

Damn scientists, wait  

(outside the box and in  

its mind).  Nothing.  

Some remembered landscape,  

  

fallen trees and tall weeds,  

dapples of shadow and light  

and the quick, tasty mouse.  

The heathowl, echo  

  

The experiment waits  

for the mind to begin.  

The meat's contemplative  

self in a selfbox.  
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The previous two pieces of Visual Poetry by ~ Hiromi Suzuki ~ from Solo 
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Yessica Klein 

 

An Apple A Day Keeps The Doctor Away 

 

it’s gorgeous to be graceful 

the path  the search  enlightenment 

 

things will be better in the morning  

so give good 

more than a tale or two to tell 

 

square eyes 

the path  the search  after dark 

 

about finding yourself 

about creating yourself 

 

always be gentle 

the path  the search  enlightenment 

 

where you came from 

break the rules, stand apart, ignore your head 

follow your heart 

 

a 20-something in a big city 

more important to be nice 

do it yourself 

 

look it up in the dictionary 
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Santino Prinzi 

We Need a Heart Transplant, Not a Facelift 

 

When I read in the local paper that that Mary Portas gal was comin’ to fix up our high street I 

said to our Shirl ‘Love, maybe you’ll get the caff back?’ 

‘That’d be nice, wouldn’t it?’ she called from the kitchen.  

‘There was the one who always wore them ugly brooches you were friends with.’ 

‘What? Mags?’ 

‘That’s her.’ 

‘She died, Keith.’ 

‘When did that happen?’ 

‘Last year, love. You dropped me off at the church for her funeral.’ 

Mary Portas’ wide grin and ginger bob drew my attention back to the paper. ‘You 

know that Mary Portas woman though, don’t yer? From the telly.’ 

Shirl walked in from with kitchen, yellow-rubber-gloved, dripping.  

‘I’m tryna listen to the radio. Why are you rabbiting on about her for?’ 

‘Just think she’ll fix up the place, and maybe you can get the caff back.’ 

I could see her now swanning around the places, bullet-pointing in her ‘ead 

everything that was wrong with the town with sharp side-glances that no-one would be able 

to see ‘cept me cause I’d seen her do it on the telly so many times before.  
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‘I could help her, Shirl.’ 

The rubber gloves made a slapping sound as Shirl pulled them off one at a time, 

chuckling. ‘And whatcha gonna do to help her, eh?’ 

‘I was born and bred here all my life; I know this place and what it needs.’ 

 Shirl shakes her head and returns to the kitchen. I pictured myself following her 

around the high street, tryna help her sort it out. She’d wanna market but I’d tell her that we 

tried that and no one turned up, ‘cept the hoodlums who kept trying to steal my veg. I’d tell 

her about Shirl’s old caff that got shut down and how it’s what this town really needs; it’s a 

community without its heart. 

 ‘D’you reckon any of them shops are still open? You know the ones she fixes up 

before?’ 

Shir doesn’t answer but I can hear the radio increase in volume a tad. 

Mary’ll spread her lanky arms and point those bony fingers and will sell us all a 

bigger picture. None of them people who work at the council will believe her, but they’ll 

happily take the money and the publicity and let her get on with things. They’ll insist on a 

facelift, not a heart transplant. 

I know Mary’ll make it dazzle and sparkle. She’ll set up a market, even though I told 

her not to bother. The paper’ll have lots of photographs in it and they’ll say how much of a 

success it was and then everyone will go home. The council won’t bother with the upkeep 

and will leave us to it, and then blame us for not looking after it. The facelift will fix 

everything for a bit, and I’ll still see Shirl smile, even though she knows neither the caff, 

Mags, or Mary Portas are ever coming back. 
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Domenic Scopa 

 

Stain 
 

 

Let’s start with this coffee I just spilled, 

stain spread, steadfast as the walnut floorboards  

that must still swell with moisture  

in the room my family swarmed for dinner as a boy,  

window shades filter the adamant,  

decaying sun of summer evenings.  

I focus all attention on the earthy, robust smell,  

that seems darker than the coffee,  

and I refuse to recognize the way something dark,  

 and completely simple,  

like this now half-cup of coffee, trembles,  

then stills a second as I hold it,  

and stare into it a long time, 

until I am remembering that man½ 

how heavy he was the morning 

he dropped from the South Tower½ 

and that house where I watched him on the television,  

ten years old, with a certain sense, bewildering 

and paralyzing as the takeoff of a plane is to a toddler.  

And despite a looking back 

that said goodbye before I could say anything, 

and his deep breath, his wave,  

he still turned carefully away, forever,  

scrutinized the skyline, face tilted upward 

as if supported by the feeble sunrays  

girdering through the smoke,  

   and stepped off.  

Like light he desired darkness.  

Sometimes, when I try to imagine myself as that man, 

I feel released for seconds, 

and if that release persists, terrified.  

And to be honest, as a child, I was terrified of everything: 

clowns, report cards, the filthy fingers of a family friend all over me. 

But that other fear is different.  

Even so, I thought I could forget that man  

cascading through the chaos½determined, free½ 

and whether or not his fall was soothing. 

Bathed in the television’s tide of light, I sat,   

a moth fixed to the flame of what it wanted,  

and watched as the camera trembled,  

 going out of focus… 

Then came a reporter, sweat glistening her forehead 

as she talked, calm as habit,  

the microphone shaking in her hands.  
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And all the youth I felt,  

whatever left me in my nervous laugh, 

did not return in the deep breath I drew in,  

 slowly, a second later,  

the first breath of a young man.  

And who knows where that boy went,  

too numb to speak about what he thought 

was only someone’s cowardly surrender. 

But maybe, after all, he’s here,  

in this coffee stain on the carpet½ 

its shape not a body flattened on concrete,  

but only the random result of gravity,  

a blind design with a silence and force 

that transforms everything.  
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Things that Tear 
 

 

A sheet of paper. Swollen eyes.  

 

Clouds pierced by sunrays  

after summer showers.  

 

A blade does something like this 

against skin. A bitter marriage.  

 

Twenty tender heartstrings wrenched  

by a lover.  

 

New asshole. Bandages.  

Achilles tendon, 

 

strained (not torn). 

 

A doctor points out tumors on a lung X-ray,  

and some section of stomach churns unfamiliar.  

 

If enough blood wanders erratically  

from a young man’s stab wound,  

 

and the mugger thwarts, and dodges cops,  

we will most likely say the mother’s heart is torn.  

 

Cushions. Worn asphalt.  

 

Morals½a child in a smoggy factory,  

standing still in an assembly line for fourteen hours.  
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Iain Britton 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

the mayorôs wife 

 

 

from mirrors | she emerges to jagged peaks  

 

on the sea’s basaltic rim | a kaleidoscopic blur  

 

dives into morning colours  

 

created for the occasion | fingernails 

 

 

cut loose on half-blooded moons | she  

 

gesticulates a competitiveness | guests  

 

are created | reinvigorated | her mirrors flash  

 

on & off a parade of iconic transparencies 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 58 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

the naked wrestler 

 

 

a flurry of wingbeats flogs his back |  

 

he feels an archangel’s vengeance 

 

the kiss of her beak hardening his veins 

 

a frenetic engagement  | her hunger | his 

 

   

muscled recalcitrance | the ground 

 

accommodates this version  

 

of a clamped-together divinity | 

 

the wrestler peels off her soft armour 
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