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Preface 
 

I have loved poetry for as long as I can remember, and have written it intermittently over 
the years – from the age of seven to describe the world around me, during my teenage 
years to express the powerful emotions of desire and confusion running through me, and 
as an adult to explore death, love and pain. The act of writing is for me a powerful 
processing tool, which is separate from though entirely interlinked with the experience of 
sharing such writing. 
 
This anthology comes from this desire to share – not only my own writing, but the work of 
others that I admire and enjoy. It is a selection without a theme or homogenous style, 
bringing together an eclectic mix of creative energy from across the globe, and it includes 
not only poetry but photographs, a few pieces of prose, and what has been described as 
‘prosetry’.  I hope you derive much pleasure from exploring it, and find something here that 
touches your own heart. 
 
All of the pieces in this collection were created by myself, close friends, or people I have 
been lucky to connect with via my online blog, and are shared here with their kind consent.  
None of them may be reproduced in any form without the prior permission of their authors. 
Please note that if an image appears alongside or directly following a piece of writing, it 
was created by the same author unless otherwise referenced. 
 

Laurel Oettlé, February 2012 
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A Valentine: Chasing the Butterfly (D. M. Denton) 
 
Love 
like a butterfly 
trusts 
the heart in 
her wings, 
  
only the clover 
and 
the sky 
- not an end - 
in sight. 
 
 



 

 
As if (A. Carder) 
 
William Blake adds, in his own hand, an inscription to his 'figure in flames' illustration from 
the First Book of Urizen: 
 
I sought pleasure and found pain unutterable. 
 
Unutterable: an adjective meaning 'too great or awful to describe'. 
 
A word meaning there are no words. 
 
How can that be? Like a wine without grapes, or geometry without lines; an unsplit atom: 
mute and unknowable. 
 
So if you ask me to explain, I can be profligate and spread words like kind anaesthetic 
across the page. 
 
Or I could be frugal: lapidary. As if I were schooled in the arts of distillation and heir to a 
secret formula listing exact measurements and ingredients, some rare and precious. 
 
As if. 
 
As if this were a normal day, with normal air to breathe. 
 
As if the words I have will somehow do. 
 



 

 
The Paper Cutters (Eve Redwater) 
 
We had a penchant for trees, 

the two of us, in younger days. 

Filling paper cups with muddy 

water, two vestal home-makers 

 

Listening to the sky. Crushing 

berries and leaves between 

two rocks that likened marbled 

floors, ones I saw and tripped upon 

 

Long ago, when my feet were still 

unsteady. I made our nest from 

dented newspaper. Ones that told of 

oncoming boons. Wars. Insecticide. 

 

Making myself comfortable 

in the crook of your arm. My dearest 

sister. A partner in crime, if that were 

even possible. 

 

That tree was a hollowed brothel. 

Where birds found mates in all their 

numerousness. Where we found tiny 

skeletal feet: two squirrels in their last 

 

embrace. 'Such beauty in the throws of 

death', you said, and cried for those 

departed souls; while I mixed flowers, 

grass and stones in the corner, 

 

And blocked your wailing 

 with the collar of my shirt.



 

 
Captured by Joy (Laurel Oettlé) 
 
Life seems so fleetingly ephemeral; 

Needlessly cruel and full of things broken and defaced: 

Small disappointments  

And thoughtlessly discarded waste. 

 

Yet what joy to let a moment capture me completely: 

A snowdrop peeping from the winter gloom; 

A stranger’s smile, a setting sun, 

Or a rising moon. 

 

Clichés because of timeless appeal, and knowing not  

That they should have lost their power through repetition 

They disregard this prejudice and hold me smiling  

In an enchantment beyond definition. 

 

Content if cliché means that countless others 

Have shared this unimportant joy 

I embrace each small moment 

That makes meaningless life 

Delightful nonetheless. 
 

 
 



 

 
(Laura Smith) 
 
I will not write, or weep, or live a cliché. 

Mine is the portrait of the cracked earth, 

Mine the shifting sigh of leaf fall. 

There is an art in the abandonment of the broken, 

And I am as empty as the rain. 

 

The stars do not need to sail the sheer for me. 

Sunrises whisper and the moonshine grows shy, 

Shadows melt into the bright glaze of memory, 

And darkness ebbs to a shiver, 

But I hold the colour of the universe. 

 

Nothing can shade me out, 

When each grey day as such splendour. 

I'll rock my soul through stormy seas, 

Weary joy wild with questionings, 

But still I come, moving ever closer, 

To the clearer within, 

To the beginning. 
 

Photograph: John Versfeld



 

 
Immaculate Iris (Fergiemoto) 

 

 
 

>>:::<< 
Soft appliqués grace 

Luminous sheets of white silk 
A blooming snowfall 

>>:::<< 



 

 
the resolution (Catherine Stabik) 
 
the dwelling on losing the love that was well 

was well on its way to dissolving that love 

in solving it we don't need to resolve 

to be involved in love is just to be 

we didn't solve it the first time 

that's why there's a re 

holding onto solve 

kind of like you and me 

but it back where it belongs 

on the end of imagine 

and imagine resolution 

an imaginary solution 

 



 

 
Mum (Christine Moran) 

  
She was like a velvet blanket 
with a gift to turn 
childhood ailment to fun; 
magazine “specials”, 
puzzle books, 
favourite food. 
  
She was the one to run to 
when life dealt a losing hand, 
or when a plaster was 
needed as she helped heal 
the pain beneath. 
  
And she was the one whose 
tears meant most when 
the firstborn emerged, 
stains of birth wiped clean, 
a gift of innocence. 
  
Then one day she 
forgot my name, 
like her brain 
skipped a beat. 
She looked at me, 
a gaze more 
eloquent than words. 
  
Are you my sister? 
she asked, quizzical, 
childlike, as she 
sipped her tea.



 

 
Element (David F. Barker) 
 
I’m down to elements of what is me, 
never in silence, 
mere acceptance of being 
 
There’s no name, no place, 
soft breaths of far off traffic 
sole reminders of worlds which can’t stop, 
 
unable to disguise surges of spring, 
the birds elaboration of tunes; 
never laments for wizened snowdrops 
 
nor in praise for when daffodils unfold. 
They live in a moment and move on, 
which, in all my vain humanity 
 
I have seldom seen 
 



 

 
A Poem For A Lost Father (Onke Mazibuko) 
 

Colourless threads dangle in the blustery winds of time, dancing with no rhythm, 

Foolishly like the blind mimicking those with a simple wisdom, reflected, 

They shimmer with a boldness or shiver from the coldness, connected, 

They cast no shadows in my mind, 

But hide what I cannot find, 

I’ve cried. 

巿 

 

Watching falling crystal rivers from mountains climbed, like romantics unforgiven, 

Following their ways I’ve bathed fully naked in love pools of crimson, infected, 

A boy learning about the world made coy by all the girls, rejected, 

Nothing ever died, 

Not even pride, 

Inside. 

庆 

 

Lost in a blaze of stars at times a gift at times a crime, tortured by indecision, 

Dreaming philosophy until reality tends towards the whimsical, dejected, 

A father taken by death but he didn’t bother to try his best, tempted, 

A blaming son felt he lived a lie, 

From here I’ve criticized, 

Safely on the living side. 

彡 

 

Crumbling abstractions and hollow hopes give way to the sublime, self is forgiven, 

Age cradles the heart and gives a sword to the victim, repented, 

Holding on to faith and soldiering on like a sage, majestic, 

I see what life means through his eyes, 

Our fates still finely tied, 

He makes me wise. 

忽 



 

 
 (Elin Lorimer) 
 
Undeserved, bitter tears 
Overflow from a heart struggling 
With love and pain 
In hurting you. 
 
So small and immaterial an act 
When standing alone 
Yet carries now the burden  
Of love and trust questioned 
And a piece of joyous life 
Turned to bitter pain. 
 
Perhaps I doubted 
That such perfection could exist 
I acted stupidly and without thought 
Regret changes nought 
But buries one in sorrow 
 
Live the pain – NOW! 
Let it be in all intensity 
And let it stay in that now 
Not in this. 
 
This opens my eyes anew 
Each teardrop 
Magnifying 
One pure, illuminated memory. 
 
In one rash act 
I would deny the opportunity 
For sacred images 
To fill a thousand teardrops more. 
 
My hands now are cold 
My heart – heavy, tangled 
Searing 
But burning for you 
With a flame brighter  
Than I knew it could hold. 
 
 



 

 
A Friend Indeed (D. M. Denton) 
 
O, the wild constancy 
of the brave chickadee 
simply changing his tune 
like the man in the moon 
for the tilt of the sky 
as the seasons pass by. 
 
Fitting a snug black cap 
feathers all in a flap 
it would seem for bad news 
like everything to lose 
with a cat prowling low 
and the winds biting so. 
 
But let’s have no real grief 
bother this welcome thief 
who’s scolding and chuckling 
while squirrels are ducking 
aerobatics for need 
not insatiable greed. 
 
Taking one sweet kernel 
to task with a gurgle 
pounding out on a limb 
for cracking it open 
and easy digestion 
enjoyed without question. 
 
I hold out my warm hand 
in wonder not command 
indeed only hoping 
my offer he’s scoping 
instead berries so bright 
seeming more a delight. 
 
Ah, then he’s looking back 
at what I do not lack 
listening for his voice 
and smiling for his choice 
so the touch of his trust 
makes our friendship a must. 



 

 
Maybe there's a man (Tessa Cousins)  

 
Maybe there's a man 

Who can feel his feelings 

Who can speak them 

Who can see me and feel with me 

Maybe not. 

It should be okay. But it's not, right now. 

 

Maybe there's a man 

Who can search, search for meanings 

In his feelings 

And in mine 

Maybe not. 

It should be okay. But it's not, right now. 

 

Maybe this man of mine wants to get there 

To his meanings  

Through his feelings and through mine 

Maybe not. 

It should be okay. But it's not, right now. 

 

Maybe this man who I thought was with me 

Is moving away with another 

To him self with her. 

Not with me. 

It should be okay. But it's not, right now. 
 



 

 

Goblin Valley Hoodoo (Fergiemoto) 
 

 
 
 

 

>>:::<< 
Earth songs and whispers 
sculpting exquisite figures 

Endless refinement 
>>:::<<



 

 
(Catherine Stabik) 
 
i wish you were celebrity 

so the world could see 

the famous you are to me 
  
 
 



 

 

Blind I cannot claim I see the sun (Helena Jennings) 
 

There was a moment, 
of a far-away cry; 
when I did but wonder, 
was it an echo that did paint red the sky? 
 
For as the past caught me up, 
faster than a falling star; 
I shuddered when it touched me, 
direct impact, I can no longer look from afar. 
 
It is plain to see, 
how my privilege thus far has been of the earth; white skin does not determine superiority, 
judgement, or a higher sense of self-worth. 
 
I often wake and search 
my soul for the arrogance that has been so long; an heirloom of generations, an evil 
handed down until forgotten it was wrong. 
 
I am not blind so I can see 
all around me it is written in blood; 
treasures from our glorious past, bricks, castle and harbour built from the human flood. 
 
I wonder what is the weakness 
that sees nations so civilised ignore the oldest terrorism of slavery and call it trivialised? 
 
Is it that we cannot be humbled 
by admitting our age-old crime? 
We do not ask but simply take, 
and our arrogance has not lessened with time. 
 
I see man by character, 
though my lesson learned is always near; until we all admit the past, the present will hold 
injustice, prejudice and fear. 



 

 
Surrender (Christine Moran) 
 
Written on the 10th anniversary in my recovery from alcoholism 
 
I became a street actor 
on stilts, to see over 
walls erected by 
years of despair. 
 
I would strut clumsily, 
attempting to dance to 
whoever played the 
loudest tune, 
juggle frantically 
with balls of denial, 
resentment,  guilt 
and fear, until 
 
quite unexpectedly 
the stilts cracked, 
broke and forced me 
to the ground, 
avalanche of 
bittersweet pain, 
post-war grit 
lining my mouth. 
 
Tentative clusters of 
hope shining through, 
unyielding walls now 
crumbling painfully 
around me, I knew 
the journey had begun; 
I thank God 
the performance is over. 



 

 
We (Eve Redwater) 
 
  We, 
creatures of mimicry – 
the gatherers of forked leaves, cherry blossoms 
 stowed warm in your purse; 
the rain bicycle – not cycle – but bicycle: 
one we ride home, all “gung-ho”, better 
 in a thunderstorm 
 
  So, 
instead of talking to we, 
we, talk mostly, to the trees. 
Or, 
 the blush-hop of a robin 
(splinters for tea) and, sometimes, 
the rat-tat-tat of light as 
  it flashes through iron 
    fences 
On Sundays, 
 as the crowds line up, we, 
well-wishers, used lovers of 
  Yggdrasil; 
ticket buyers 
terracotta sticking-plaster hoarders 
newspaper wrapping 
plastic perfume bottle top burning 
   “We” 
 

bury thumbs in jam pots 
 honey bee hotels 
  swallow-throats, 
and 
 sometimes 
 the odd cactus flower 
 



 

   Followers of 
anything called 
  house 
  home 
 

Until we, replace "I" 
 with 
coat-tails 
 rock-graves, 
the crawling on all fours until we find 
 something 
 
 “finer”. 
 
 



 

 
Anonymous Lines (David F. Barker) 
 

Downstairs any morning; 
sunlight and smoke 
in slow swirling clouds. 
The cat wanders in, 
cries and wanders out, 
flopping down the step 
toward shrill sparrow sounds. 
 
An open passage door 
through which I follow 
into a past, or no time at all. 
Gooseberries hairy in the mouth, 
that sour shock at the crunch. 
Raspberries sweet on the tongue; 
peas plucked from the pod, 
 
sitting between rows of green. 
His shadow blots out the sun, 
a tall silhouette, cap pushed back 
as a match is struck. 
I follow to runner beans 
and strawberry rows, 
where the cat rolls over and over. 
 
He is distant now, never hurried, 
where it all opens up, 
when I cling to his leg 
looking down on the dyke 
where the moorhen struts. 
Out onto prairie fields, 
anonymous lines of roads 
 
and pylons. A relentless horizon. 



 



 

 
Because (A. Carder) 
 
It won’t matter and will be bearable, you said, because the air I breathe in is the air you 
breathe out. The breeze passes over your face before touching mine. The warmth of the 
sun finds you and then me. 
 
Because the cool of the evening runs first over your skin, and this rain, returned to the sky, 
and falling now on me, fell first on you. 
 

Because I run through your veins as you run through mine, and you wake to me as I wake 
to you. 
 

Because the incoming tide recedes into your distance before reaching me. 
 
And your words, washed up in sealed glass. Hermetic. Glittering. 
 

I saw you looking for me on the platform. And it was true: all that you had said. Because I 
wasn’t seeing you again, just seeing you. 
 

The intimacy of distance. 
 
The words reversed are as polite as a vicar; a rainbow as white as his collar. 
 

Sonnet 44 (excerpt) 
 

If the dull substance of my flesh were thought, 
Injurious distance should not stop my way; 
For then, despite of space, I would be brought, 
From limits far remote, where thou dost stay. 
 
Shakespeare 



 

 
Autumn Leaves (Onke Mazibuko) 
 
Falling 
  
Hoping 

Lonely I fly. 
Twisting  
Backwards 

If only I could cry. 
 
The skies can feel it adamantly grey,  
Gloomy, lifeless, like an eternal season of decay, 

The wind with a scratchy voice sings a song for the soul 
And as it blows, it rattles my bones, making me feel old. 

Cold 
 
Friendless 

A vagabond’s tale 
Told 
Aimless 

My skin has gone pale. 
 
The ground is prepared, so the cycle goes, 
The watchers are ready, how long it will take, nobody knows, 

I am of this world, earthy and pasty, with no secrets to share 
Coddled by despair, hope is rare, I bare my veins trying to share. 
Care 
 
Moments 

The tree breathes without me. 
Shared 
Omens 

I never knew she’d doubt me. 
 
We were of the same branch in the greater scheme of things, 
Nestled in the high-reaches, aloof, beyond what disharmony brings, 

Our philosophy simple, lived, exacted beyond the principles we 
felt 

Everything fate dealt simply laid to rest by psychic cries for 
help. 

Melting 
 
Hearts 

Wood is always combustible. 
Breaking 
Fast 

My loyalty is undeniable. 
 
 

 
When green fades to brown, promises are kept, 
Leaves with an iron will rust, even if they have settled their 
debt, 
For nothing makes sense when you gauge life through a biased lense 
Hoping one special friend will remain, only without any pretence. 



 

Defence 
 
Blaming 

Tears nourish roots. 
Intense 
Flaming 

Memories are abused. 
 
What was is no longer, change is growth, 
We gave in time, took what we could, there was plenty for both, 

 
With a new season coming, our moribund remains will be scattered 

Jagged and tattered, where nobody will ever know that they 
mattered. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Photograph by Catherine Stabik 



 

 
Tears and Sun (D. M. Denton) 
 

Find me a yellow rose 
In bud and blossom 
and withering too; 
Give me its thorny prose 
needing tears and sun 
with nothing to do. 
 
Leave me its secret blush 
hiding love and loss 
and dried up hope; 
Compare me to its hush 
speaking true and false 
with a heart to cope. 
 
There in the garden 
to live without picking; 
red rose to pardon 
that drinks without sipping. 
 



 

 
Rhythms of Love (Elin Lorimer) 
 
As the morn of love dawns 
The light gleams in their eyes 
And as the sunlight strikes 
The coin shines gold 
With an unblemished brilliance. 
 
The noonday ticks by its hour 
And the light is mellowed to maturity 
The sunlight gleams still readily 
But the coin glows bronze –  
Perfection is not reality. 
 
Dusk falls and leads to night 
All is dark and undecided 
The moonlight reigns this world 
And the coin is but dull. 
The day is ended and forgotten. 
 
Another day will dawn 
And another coin shine its colours forth.  
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Signs of Springs (Christine Moran) 
 
The sun is caressingly warm, 
causes the garden to creak and stir; 
dry rotted stems form soft bed for 
feline friends, places firmly reserved, 
day long booking. 
 
In a corner innocent clumps of daffodils 
dare to raise coy heads to the world 
and candy floss pink blossom 
flirts with the sun; 
just a sneak preview, 
it teases. 
 
Birds, feverish with excitement, 
constantly interrupt each other 
in first rehearsals,  eager to be the best. 
I close my eyes to the sun 
and let their jumbled songs 
fill me with rose-coloured promises. 
 



 

 
Harmony (Fergiemoto) 
 

 
 
 
 
 

>>:::<< 
Soaring ecstasy 

Paints visual harmony. 
Infinite canvas 

>>:::<< 



 

 
Unwelcome (Eve Redwater) 
 

We are unwelcome in the back-water of daguerreotypes 
where the foxes hold their own 
            (as we must do) 
peated under thick mud burrows 
the raven-song of May and June, 
but autumn holds with no alterations 
the brushwoods bend with gold and beechwood 
            – the plated faces of tawny owls 
under a moon I inhumed long ago 
            in a cup under the stairs, mostly 
unwelcome: same as loves’ soft laughter 
were we spout ourselves wholly selfless in the spring, 
where the white foals in 
            their clumsy baying match the burr of blueish water, 
and not unlike our hexed state of mind, 
            a for-get-me-not moment in the corner 
when thoughts astound our pin-prick heads 
            and in baldness flows the light of questions. 
 



 

 
Abrasions of the heart (Ryk Liebenberg) 

 
liquid hate, 

poison virtue, 
wombsilence of lonely frontiers  

wondering aimlessly into hollow crevasses. 
 

Stark-raving, mad in sanity, 
embraced, bewildered by solitary confinement amongst familiar faces,  

we're all alone. 
 

Mere existence of true-lovers, one-end-onlys, 
buried in the likeness that is betrayal and  

scornful deceit. 
 

Words become letters, meshed in a tangled web, 
pointless with meaning, 

stuttering sound and the words cut deep, 
abrasions in time, hate-liquid , falling tears 

the cursed lonely. 



 

Caught in a Summer Downpour (Laurel Oettlé) 
 
Arms outstretched in delight 
Smile stretching wide 
Laughter bubbling - 
Drenched in joy. 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 

 
Footless Boot (Onke Mazibuko) 

 
Legless footless boot discarded, without a care, 

Like a bad memory from yesterday, just there, disregarded, 
Forgotten by those who move on, unnoticed, not a blink, not a glare. 

Who else would see you looking purposeless, what fool? 
That would really try to understand your predicament, what simpleton? 
Not even the one who wore you could be as silly as a mule, is it a rule? 

That boots should have feet in them? is it for the barefoot to contemplate? 
For the meaning is taken in steps, endless steps that have to concentrate, 

Break the straps of boots, boots with feet that travel, 
Maddening, as the tale of the feet in them unravel, 

Heels crack, ankles snap, toes moan as steps cover the map, 
None of it is exact, neither lie nor fact, just truth that admits it lacks, 

The ability, the simplicity to explain why a boot must have a foot, why truth must be 
exact… 

 
 



 

 
 
(Katie Sweeting) 
 
The massacred view of virgin land  
A subtle age, untouched by man  
Forever to walk a lonely soul  
To ponder on what was never told  
 
The simple time that we've forgot  
The blissfulness of all has stopped  
In the quiet the light subsides  
Til life crawls away, rots and dies  
 
The bitterness is no more sweet  
Than scorned angels in depths so deep  
Cradle in your arms your open wounds  
For out in the darkness something looms  
 
A twisted tale of passion lost  
What stories told, what wires have crossed  
The troubled mind of madness tamed  
The broken glass its victim maimed  
 
For what can come from your demise  
The light and hope gone from your eyes  
Sparkled dreams are lest a nightmare  
A trail that ends all in despair  
 
The grasp of hated, raw and red  
Will play with your mind and cause such dread  
The pain is endless, sharp and vexed  
Who knows how near, could you be next? 



 

 
Cameo (David F. Barker) 
 

The morning is like copper, 
a veiled threat in the sky. 
We find ourselves among 
patches of green poking through 
a dusting of snow, scents of 
woodsmoke hanging in the air. 
 

I watch your smile break as 
a blackbird alights on a bare branch, 
a morsel of bread in his beak. 
I shiver, adjust my coat 
to find the ruff strangely 
around my neck. You turn 
 

round to see what troubles me, 
your dark mantle twirling behind, 
the lightness of your collar setting off 
that burning gleam in your eyes, 
windows on some other world. 
We saunter through a sleeping garden, 
 

hints of the dead season clinging 
to brittle bushes like a bitter denial. 
Standing in front of me, your soft 
words are scarcely understood, 
yet inwardly known. Your laugh 
sends out clouds which resolve 
 

to a gentle cough, gloved fingers 
touching your chest. Without a word, 
I usher you inside towards the fire 
which greets us with soothing heat. 
We shall warm our toes together 
in its fading glow 



 

 
Between dusk and darkness (A. Carder) 
 
Your palms were always warm and dry: smooth. Not woman-smooth, but smooth like fresh 
parchment; beech-bark smooth; hard-smooth like lapis lazuli.  
 
Come here, you would say. 
 
When I was already as close as a pickpocket; as close as dusk to darkness; already closer 
than that. 
 
And if no one looks at me again, I will have been looked at by you. As if I were riches 
beyond reason. As if your eyes, unable to see me, would be blind. 
 
Come here. 
 
And you would will me into you: an osmotic intoxication. 
 
If, eventually, I have the leisure of dying gently with a clear mind I will rifle through my 
store. I will choose to hold a piece of lapis lazuli (known in ancient times as sapphire); I will 
choose the taste of bark in my mouth; I will choose the scent of newly milled paper; I will 
choose to meet again the intensity of your gaze.  
 
And I will choose to hear the unassailable beauty of your impossible imperative and 
wonder if there, in that moment between dusk and darkness, lay my failure. 
 



 

 
Peaceful (Fergiemoto) 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

>>:::<< 
Absorbing stillness 

Inviting nature’s gold 
Molding thoughts to calm 

>>:::<< 
 



 

 
A man, the past and his conscience (Helena Jennings) 

 

'Don't be a fool!' 
said the scribe to a ghoul, 
as he penned down his-story. 
‘This is how you keep power, 
it's not a story of a maid in a tower, 
but the re-writing of his-story. 
What is my excuse, 
I will be poor if I desire truce, 
so I simple change his-story. 
I cannot allow my war to end, 
with gold in plenty I now too can lend, 
and with profit I scoff at his-story’. 
What the scribe didn't know, 
while he sat by the lamp's glow, 
was that the ghoul was no fool behind the door. 
Suddenly he wondered, was it just his imagination or were ghouls really part of creation? 
As he now searched under the table, bed and floor  
He shouted, 'be gone for this is plain nonsense, a long time ago I left my conscience',  
as the ghoul chuckled even more. 
And the truth of the matter was this: 
he wrote everything but gave redemption a miss  
as he couldn't admit to his-story. 



 

 
Autumn (Laurel Oettlé) 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 
English Blue (David F. Barker) 
 
Walk with me 
into the grey breaking dawn 
 
where that sticking ridge of blue – 
an English blue 
 
rolls on into soft distances 
and strange dancing names 
 
Stand with me 
by those set whispering stones 
 
in a steadfast line – 
a sore English line 
 
of rasping pipes and howling socks 
mouthing our memory 
 
like a warning to tomorrow 
a land forlorn to all but itself 
 
Then help me to bury him 
not on some crying strand – 
 
in firm English land 
where hallows’ calls are grounded 
 
our grief laid open 
in the whitening bones of heroes 
 
on this high scoured hill 
 



 

 
Taphephobia (Eve Redwater) 
 
We are waiting, selfishly, 
For time to come and muffle us; 
Our lips, our eyes, we are the dark, 
Listening for the sound of earth 
To crumble us, to fill our mouths. 
 
  Everything is quiet. We take a seat 
In case of fire. It licks our graped old thighs, 
But we like it, we so do like it, 
When darkness does its knocking. 
A huge long sound that shakes the leaves 
Of trees outside- we are their basket 
 
Because they fall, and we so do like to catch them; 
As birds defy their father's snoring, away from 
Tables as they roost. Clucking tongues 
On yellow beaks. They are the crows, the gawping 
Birds. They see us through our petty blinds. 
You cannot breathe without us 
 
  Darling loves, but our time has come to 
Sleep a little. Don't get too fat, or you might burst. 
A Jack O' Box of black and red. On our roof, all over us– that 
We might enjoy, when we're asleep, two old sleeping fowls like 
Us. Until then, hush, we need our rest. 
The sky above is inches thick: 
 
When we are gone. 
 
  When we are   . 
 



 

 
Chiaroscuro (A. Carder) 
 
Perfection is unsure. Gesso-blank and moon-deaf it seeks itself. 
 
Imperfection, an understudy of sorts, waits in the wings. 
 
Imperfection is grammatical and whispers that perfection is written in the past (imperfect) 
tense. 
 
Imperfection is scientific and mathematical; it clearly sees that Schrödinger's cat is both 
alive and dead, and it multiplies negatives. It is subtle and poetic, but neither palliative nor 
medicinal. 
 
Imperfection weeps and bleeds and rages and chafes. It moves in penumbra and umbra 
and works its chiaroscuro in acid and salt. It trades in unknowingness and endless 
possibility. It glints in the dirt. 
 
Perfection is idle and need make nothing. Imperfection fashions pearls: it transforms.  
 
And imperfection is its own chronologist.  
 
So it is easy for me, in the quiet of these mornings, to sit with you again. I look up to find 
your eyes upon me, peaceful and slow, as I read. How pared down those hours were. How 
still and absolute. 
 
This is perfection's trump card: we covet it.  
 
 
Tao Te Ching 
 
Chapter 27 (excerpt) 
 
Perfect activity leaves no track behind it; 
Perfect speech is like a jade-worker whose tool leaves no mark. 
The perfect reckoner needs no counting-slips. 
The perfect door has neither bolt nor bar, 
Yet cannot be opened. 
The perfect knot needs neither rope nor twine, 
Yet cannot be untied. 
 
Lao Tzu 
 



 

 
Dissolving (Laurel Oettlé) 
 
I cried myself to sleep last night 
 - A childish thing to do. 
Time, loss, pain, and even words  
Lost their meaning in the darkness 
Sobs echoing ‘round my head 
Locked inside – by me 
No one to blame except myself 
If even that is left; 
Maybe I slipped quietly away 
Into the pillow… 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

Photograph: Catherine Stabik 
 



 

 
Suffocating (Christine Moran) 

 

A demon of MS has come to visit, 

. 

relentless fatigue wrapping its 

ugly tendrils around my body 

like bindweed, strangling, suffocating. 

. 

It appears to have brought its suitcase along; 

I guess it will be sharing my room. 

Perhaps if I refuse to feed it 

it will go away. 

 



 

 
Ghosts in the rain (Onke Mazibuko) 
 

I sit behind my perfect window and watch them, through the ghostly mist and leaking rain, 
Trudging along as if to some silent drum, an empty symphony, they trudge along with no time 

to play, 
Silhouetted caricatures against the endless grey of the horizon’s ceiling, 

Some hold umbrellas some let the truth soak them to the bone in their search for meaning, 
It is early morning, they are on their way to school, this is rural country, 

How far must they walk, do they have any choices and who will teach them bluntly? 
Bright lights of the future, weapons of silent destruction, 

They march in unison oblivious to their parent’s assumptions, 
About their role, about the goal, 

About life. 
To my right, 

Through another less perfect window, 
I see a flock of elderly people huddled together like lame pigeons in the cold, 

Far from lame they chat away blithely in voices I cannot hear and will never understand 
completely, 

They wait for services, services that should give them just a few more seconds, discretely, 
They know something that not even the meddling rain can fathom, something about the ghosts 

of each of us, 
In passing we pass through things that seem out of reach until we realise that they have 

strangled us, 
Those things that distinguish raindrops from teardrops, those things that confuse the mind and 

heart, 
They need healing from the children that take hastened steps sloshing through the mud, 

With nothing but their monster satchels full of books, empty lunch tins and un-fearful love, 
Taught to them by those same elders wrapped in wet blankets, sitting, 

While the children march onwards with the rain hissing, 
Insistent to the last dripping drop, 

It cannot stop, 
They cannot stop… 



 

 
Playing with Ambition (D. M. Denton) 

 
He makes a grab for my pen, puffing his cheeks, twinkling his eyes, smiling if he could. It’s 
not that he wants me to stop writing, at least not in the long term, for it keeps me 
captivated and close to him. He likes to interrupt my ambition, a playful swipe over the 
page I stare at for a thought too good to miss if only it would come. 

 
He came, small enough to fit 
in the palm of my hand, with 
topaz eyes and quick sharp 
teeth, infecting my hand and 
heart with feisty vulnerability. 
Then he was gone, taken as 
I allowed, others to care for 
him better. Except I wasn’t 
convinced, traveling far and 
near to find the dirt road and 
unclear path to making him 
mine. 
 
No one wanted him like I 
did. Certainly not those 
who had more than they 
could handle, separating 

themselves from his beauty as I thought impossible. In my arms he pretended he didn’t 
know me, hadn’t tempted and tasted me, too young a fellow to know he shouldn’t cry. 
I assured him that a love like mine, patient and doting, was all he needed. Slowly he 
believed, fed on fairy tales and fancy feasts. 
 
And now he’s only for losing if eternity fails us. At times he prefers his own space and I’m 
more distracted than when he steals my pen and chance for inspiration. Somehow I 
always convince him to lie again at my feet—on my feet, warming them, massaging them, 
numbing them, until he notices my papers set aside. He moves up the bed for undivided 
attention, licking my cheek, nuzzling my ear before smothering me with his love, his 
gingery mane blinding me as his unexplained pleasure eases my doubts.   
 
Then it’s all too serious for him. He makes a grab for what is still in my hand, holding it in 
his teeth, his head and shoulders performing a tango. I laugh though not too loud for it is 
the middle of the night. We dance for a few moments longer, light on our feet with no need 
to exercise more than our imaginations. 
 
 “The cat is the animal to whom the Creator gave the biggest eye, the softest fur, the most 
supremely delicate nostrils, a mobile ear, an unrivaled paw and a curved claw borrowed 
from the rose-tree.” – Colette (French Novelist, 1873 – 1954) 
 



 

 
Between Lives (David F. Barker) 
 

“We are the sun,” you said, 
that his light arose with us 
playing on rainbows, 
his myriad smiles the spangled waves. 
In those days thoughts were endless, 
vibrant pages which turned by themselves. 
There were no limits to how far we’d run 
or dream out onto the sea, 
our hearts living free in a peerless sky. 
But thoughts like books do have an end 
and I have died a billion times, 
holding on to every word you said, 
like a child might ask a question 
between the pages of his lives 
 



 

 
I Walk With A Face (Onke Mazibuko) 
 

I walk with a face, 
I face with a look 

I see with a mind 
divided by perspectives, 
There is beauty of a kind, 
 that makes me kind for a while 
  

always reminding me that all is connected, 
I am chosen by each moment, 
 for a moment you’ll understand 

 For now is forever more glorious than promise itself, 
All feelings are sound, 
like the sound of nothingness 
  
giving the impression that infinite possibilities could be felt, 

The colours are amazing, 
 a maze is a strange thing 

I lose myself during the day in absolute awe, 
Basking in the munificent light, 

 light as an atom 

I am the creation with a name you cannot call, 
In an African night, 
an African knight 

dreams of his fairytale lover with the permission of Ururu, 
Believing in what he has not seen, 

in scenes too surreal 

 

knowing that it will all come together 
 

like the threads of ubuntu, 

For his love will never cease, 
 like the seas overly keen 

Strong with emotion 

 that makes the world 
 go on and on and on, 

Life plays out on a reel, 
 no less real 

than a picture 

And I feel myself floating along, 
like a song finding everywhere to belong. 



 

 
Comfort (Fergiemoto) 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 

>>:::<< 
Cascading whispers 

Compassionate embraces 
A comforting hand 

>>:::<< 



 

 
The way of tea (A. Carder) 
 
Someone convalescing should sit here. The glass-filtered sun is warm, the garden 
autumnal. Perhaps I have been ill. 
 
Behind me, a Japanese woman performs the tea ceremony: The Way of Tea. 
 
I sip tea. 
 
This house. 
 
Do these calm morning voices negate what has gone before? I could, then, as part of this 
ossuary ritual, succumb to this antiseptic murmur; resume the old habits of each minute: 
the opening of the fridge door; the postman thanked; the scribbled note to self to 
remember. 
 
Students learning how to perform The Way of Tea are often discouraged from taking 
notes; the intricate complexities must be absorbed into the blood, small step by small step: 
the purifying of utensils in strict order; the laying of the charcoal fire; the sweeping of the 
tea room; the opening of the shutters. 
 
Sometimes, as I write, my words dissolve. Those who teach The Way of Tea know that a 
blank page contains a thousand instructions. 
 
I sip tea. I read. 
 
 
 
The Cha-do (jap.茶道) — The Way of Tea — evokes the Tao concept of 'path'.  
The ideogram for ‘tea house’ came from China and translates as ‘sukiya’. One of the 
metaphysical meanings of ‘sukiya’ is ‘Abode of the Asymmetrical’. In the tea room or the 
Japanese house the decorations are always off-centre, the balance occult; sets come in 
threes and fives. 
 
Symmetry suggests completeness and the 'aping of an abstract and artificial perfection'. In 
contrast, 'Abode of the Asymmetrical' suggests the Zen philosophy of becoming – a 
dynamic, endless process. 
 
As explained by Julia V. Nakamura in The Japanese Tea Ceremony. 
 
 



 

 
My Mother’s Hands (Laurel Oettlé) 
 
For Tessa Cousins, 1955 – 2011 
 
Her hands, strong and articulate,  
Drawing air-pictures 
Whilst describing new perspectives. 
  
Digging earth to bring its bounty forth, 
Or climbing rock - 
She touched the world, and so it touched her back. 
  
Her hands that bathed my newborn flesh; 
They wiped my tears, 
And across distance wrote to soothe my fears. 
 
Those hands turned cold, then turned to flame, then dust. 
Yet in my heart, her hands will always be: 
Memories wrapped forever around me. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Photograph: Tessa in Glen Etive, 
Scotland, 25th May 2011 

 (Dirk Versfeld) 



 

 
 
The Sight of the Trees (Eve Redwater) 
 
What sight of the trees makes 
me dream? The bare bones of winter: 
their coppice leaves are dead and buried; 
shoelaces thick with the grime and the 
spittle of mulchen earth. Molten. Catching 
strands of my hair in a belittling tug. 
Twin white gloves stuck to the tips of 
branches, where do you hail? I can but 
whisper through now berry-reddened teeth. 
You’ve made me more than oxblood, 
more than the water – the sweat and the 
sweetness. Trees of beauty, my comrades; 
what hearts are stolen into pine-cones, 
into bracken? The ferns are your fingers now 
and they waft at my ankles, the cuffs of my jeans; 
the blue, blue, blue of my exposed feet. 
 



 

 
Waiting for Ipomoea (D. M. Denton) 
 
Hiding in the dusk, in the dark, in the dawn, I turned around and there it was. After a 
summer of waiting, unexpected under cloudy skies, boldly blue and momentary, I saw the 
morning in all its glory. 
 
 



 

 
A few words from some of the authors 
 
A. Carder 
 
I tentatively began to publish short posts on my Wordpress blog, Becoming herself, in 
June 2011. I remain indebted and deeply grateful to everyone who responded to them so 
generously and in such a moving and heartfelt fashion. I was truly touched. 
  
Readers often referred to these short prose pieces as ‘poetry’. The description intrigued 
(and greatly flattered!) me as I had not set out to write poetry. I still think of them as 
fragments, or ‘prosetry’ perhaps.  
  
If they speak to you in some way, I will be happy. 
 
You can buy my e-book for Kindle, entitled ‘Between Dusk and Darkness’, on Amazon. It is 
a collection of 30 poetic fragments that explore loss and grief, joy and rediscovery, 
friendship and love. 
 
You can find my blog online at http://becomingherself.wordpress.com/ 
 
 

§ 
 
 
Christine Moran 
 
In March 2011, I was diagnosed with MS, and I am now embarking on a process of 
recovery both physically and emotionally.  Recovery is a long, slow and sometimes difficult 
path, but can also be life changing, as I have already discovered in my recovery from 
alcoholism.  My first task has been acceptance, which some days can be a little shaky as 
far as the MS goes, but I am getting there.  Embracing my condition rather than wrestling 
with it has been important, but equally I will not allow it to define who I am. I am hoping the 
poetry will help with this. 
 
I know very little about poetry and its various forms, but I have been reading and learning. I 
write my poems as therapy for the MS and also because sometimes it is simply fun to do, 
especially as I now spend more time at home. 
 
Letting others read my poems has been a big step for me, and I hope you have enjoyed 
them. 
 
You can find more of my poetry online at http://journeyintopoetry.wordpress.com



 

David F. Barker 
 
I am an independent writer and artist. 
 
I paint mainly in oil, but also occasionally use acrylics and watercolour. I often experiment 
with digital art. You can see some of my other work at 
 http://www.saatchionline.com/buy-art?query=david+francis+barker   and 
 http://www.oneoffthewall.com/artists/artist/114 
 
I write articles, usually about artistic, local, political or timely themes, as well as short 
stories and longer fiction. 
 
I am a published poet and my collection ‘Anonymous Lines’ is available at amazon.co.uk. 
 
I have had a life-long love of history and have a large collection of books spanning various 
epochs, but my consuming passion is English history. 
 
I make music, too. It relaxes me. Guitars and sounds of all sorts have been my friends, my 
solace for years. 
 
At some point, I feel that all creativity is the same; it springs from the same source of 
mystery. I have no idea where it is, I only know I must answer the call. 
 
You can find my writing, poetry, photography and artwork online at 
http://francisbarkerart.com/ 
 
 

§ 
 
 
D. M. Denton 
 
I grew up in Western New York State, often a million miles away in my imagination though 
never far from pen and paper. My determination to travel to England resulted in my 
spending a college semester and sixteen years in a quaint Oxfordshire village. On my 
return to the USA I settled into a country refuge near my home town where I have lived 
since with my mother and cats, letting go of some dreams but holding onto others, most 
devotedly to writing for the poetry of words and stories I would otherwise never tell. My 
writing has always been the voice of my existence; music's oldest melodies, history's 
mysteries, nature’s insights, the heart's perplexities and soul's insistence encouraging it to 
step to the stage and sing. 
 
You can find more of my poetry and artwork online at: 
http://bardessdmdenton.wordpress.com/  
 
My upcoming novel 'A House Near Luccoli'—which imagines an intimacy with the 17th 
Century Italian composer, violinist and singer Alessandro Stradella—is to be published by 
All Things That Matter Press. You can find more information at http://www.dmdenton-
author-artist.com/ 



 

Eve Redwater 
 
“Borders and boundaries are imaginary. Where my arm may stretch over this imaginary 
fence, and my hand may float in this imaginary air, the border I reach into can be seen 
only by me. This border alone was created by me; and through it, all I see is a fantasy.”— 
Eve Redwater 
 
My name is Stacey, but I use the handle Eve Redwater for all my writing endeavours. 

With a pen in one hand, and a cup of coffee in the other, I constantly strive to unearth the 
less obvious. 

I write in a mixture of themes and styles, to the macabre to the pleasant, and enjoy nothing 
more than drawing influence from the little details that other people may never see. 

My passions include: writing poetry, reading, photography and art. 

You can find more of my writing and photography online at 
http://everedwater.wordpress.com/ 
 

§ 
 
Fergiemoto 
 
I like to take photographs, mostly of nature, and I also like to manipulate photos to see 
what kind of art I can create with them. Haiku is something I had not attempted before 
starting my ‘Creatively Aroused’ blog, which you can find at 
http://creativityaroused.wordpress.com, and I find it quite enjoyable. 
  
This blog is a place where I post my photos, art, photomanipulations, haiku and any other 
creativity attempts. I call it my “album of creativity.” I created this blog as an offshoot to my 
main blog named ‘Ichigo Ichie’ (“one chance, one meeting”) which you can find at 
http://fergiemoto.wordpress.com.  ‘Ichigo Ichie’ was created as a result of personal 
experiences.  Its primary focus is to help raise more awareness about something that I feel 
is extremely important, which is integrating alternative medicine with conventional 
medicine, wherever it can help the patient (“integrative medicine”).  Integration has been a 
necessary part of my healing. 
  
Exploring creativity is part of my healing process.  I have found it a refreshing and 
important therapeutic outlet.  ‘Creativity Aroused’ is a separate place where I store those 
creativity attempts, whatever comes to mind, and for whatever reason. 
  
Painters must want to paint above all else. If the artist in front of the canvas begins to 
wonder how much he will sell it for, or what the critics will think of it, he won’t be able to 
pursue original avenues. Creative achievements depend on single-minded immersion. 
– Mihaly Csikszentmihalyi 



 

 
Onke Mazibuko 
 
I am fascinated with the human condition; how people think, feel and behave and how they 
gain meaning from that and how they ultimately relate to other people. We live in a world 
of strangers and yet we share so much and become from being in contact with others. We 
also find ourselves feeling like complete strangers to ourselves through some of the things 
we do not understand about ourselves, our experiences and the life lessons that shape our 
realities. This truly captivates me making what to learn more and understand, and yet the 
more I try the more I seem to be exposed to how little I understand. I am never deterred 
though, for that is my mission – to follow, learn about and understand the human condition. 
 
You can find more of my writing, poetry and photography online at: 
http://thespiderfarmmanager.wordpress.com/ 
 
 

§ 
 
 
Laurel Oettlé 
 
I am a soul-searcher who doesn’t believe in souls; 
A wanderer who wonders at the journey. 
  
I am flesh and bone, 
And grew and birthed two little miracles: 
Flesh of my flesh, yet bones all their own. 
  
I am a lover who wears a beautiful ring, 
A worker who is finding my path back to meaning, 
And I fight against the ease of defining myself merely by my roles. 
  
I am a thinker needing to channel my thoughts, 
A dreamer needing to remember my dreams, 
And an artist trying to find my art. 
  
A South African far from my home land 
Yet for now, quite at home – for I am my home. 
 
You can find more of my writing about losing my mother, general pondering on life, and 
some poetry and photography online at: http://laurelsreflections.wordpress.com/ 
 
 


