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We enter the new year of 2010, with Carol Ann Duffy reigning as Poet Laureate, a new 
Storytelling Laureate appointed (as well as it being a new position), and the performance 
poetry scene growing at a great rate – the literary world is booming and at the same time 
changing its shape. I’ve also seen people using E-readers on the underground alongside 
their paged ancestors. In the same way, Enigma Magazine is beginning to embrace 
technology as well, with the third issue now being available to be ordered online. Issues 
1 and 2 are being prepared for their debut for purchase in print, all very exciting news!

I’d like to thank Linda Ravenswood again with her lovely photographic skills of a 
beautiful shop front for our New Year’s Issue, and we have another fine showcase of the 
written word, from different ages, different backgrounds and different places in the world 
– from topical subjects ranging from war heroes, the ubiquitous love/hate relationship 
with the weather to strong political arguments and tempestuous relationships. We also 
have a creative response for the New Years Resolution feature, as well as another What’s 
Your Story feature?

One of my New Years resolutions was to try out performing poetry and spoken word, 
and as promised, I’ve had the whole looped rollercoaster ride of converting page to the 
stage and have discovered so much! I’ve also become part of the Roundhouse Poetry 
Collective and have met so many talented people that I’ve included in an article of mine 
– From Page to Stage.

Literature is becoming more accessible in so many different ways, to methods of 
delivery and use of forms, technological advances and community initiatives that makes 
it accessible inside and outside the classroom. I’m finding out more and more about the 
literary world every day, and it’s been a great journey so far!

Susan Gray
Editor of Enigma Magazine

EDITOR’S NOTE

Please send submissions, suggestions and/or questions to editor@enigmacw.co.uk. 
Information is also available on the website at www.enigmacw.co.uk.

    Enigma
MagazineWelcome to Engima Magazine
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A delicate dusting
To deep and even,
White out; 
Blanc.
A silent stillness,
Sound absorbing, 
Covering the land;
Unmarked by man,
Not even a footprint;
This blanket of beauty,
Masking his hand.

JR/S/01

SNOW

CANDLEMAS BELLS

The crisp snow carpets the frozen earth,
Where snowdrops hide from winter’s chill,
As the green speared “Snow Piercer” given birth,
The “Death’s Flower”, harbinger of ill;
Heralding the end of winter cold,
Welcoming the sun’s pale spring gold,
The unseasonal, delicate blooms unfold,
Alone in the garden, fragile but bold,
The first messengers of Spring.

JR/CB/02



Enigma Magazine Issue 4 - Spring 2010 5

You and I:
Two cubes of ice
Tumbled together
In a soft 
Coverlet of water.     

We clink together, 
Then whisper away,
Make the glass chink.
Too angled as yet. 
Too hard
Of our origins, 
Our separate beds.

This close covering
Thumbs off our sharp edges.
Now we stroke and slide;
Now curls of cold
Slither from us
With the twist and shine
Of slipped-off silk.

Modest, we draw
Our own screen:
Mist clings on the glass
As we melt and fuse.

Our touch
Is quick, is hungry – 
And tepid water
Learns from us,
Our edge and bite.

MELT
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MELT

Bubbles of held breath
Trickle up in gasps.

Pure, we shrink 
Into water
And uncloud
Our core –

Our afterlife
A coolness in the throat
Of one who drinks 
To our memory. 

BEJ/M/01
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Never ever lie at all
Don’t lie big and don’t lie small
Don’t lie medium don’t lie white 
Eggshell, charcoal, anthracite

Russet, khaki, tangerine 
Don’t lie British racing green
Don’t lie fire engine red
Always tell the truth instead

Don’t lie auburn don’t lie beige
About your height, about your age
About your occupation and weight 
Never ever fabricate

Never perjure, never spin
Pumpkin, garnet, alzarin
Cyan, denim, shocking pink
Even if you’ve had a drink

Don’t lie russet, cinnabar
On a bus or in a car
On a skateboard in a tree
Obviate mendacity
 
Terracotta, mustard, flax
Never swerve objective facts
Salmon, saffron, safety orange - 
You get the point.

BH/NL/01 

NEVER EVER LIE AT ALL
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RACES

But we don’t need races any more
What do we need competitions for?
Anybody so obsessed
To call himself the something-est
Put him in a cell and lock the door

He can be the famous person whom
We shut away the longest in a room
Gone are the unpleasant years
Of chasing pigs around with spears
And wasting half the bloody afternoon

Admit that no one any longer has to 
Be bigger, better, stronger, fitter, faster
Rub the numbers off the track
The dinosaurs aren’t coming back
Humans are the imminent disaster.

BH/R/02 
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THE BUTTERFLY

At the edge of the lawn was a large magnolia tree. Kelly was sitting in a fork 
in its lower branches when the butterfly appeared. It fluttered momentarily in 
front of her, long enough for her to see the black outer edges of its wings: the 
remainder of which were yellow, like her dress. She leaned forward to look at it 
more closely, but it moved away from her and began to drift towards the bottom 
of the garden. She jumped down from the tree and followed.

The butterfly floated over the ground. It went past the greenhouse, and past 
the pond. Kelly followed. It went past the vegetable patch, then over the fence 
and into the garden of the man who lived on the other side. Climbing onto 
the compost bunker, swinging her legs over the top of the fence and dropping 
down gently, Kelly followed.

The man was lying on his back on the scorched grass, his hands behind his head. 
His gaunt face was warm in the afternoon sun. Kelly stood awkwardly, searching 
for the creature that had drawn her there. But the butterfly was gone.

The man lifted his head slowly and peered up at her. 

Kelly watched him as he pulled himself up into a sitting position. His eyes were 
sunken and dark. There were beer cans lying around him, like her Daddy had at 
Christmas, although her Daddy would have tidied them up. “Aren’t you being a 
bit brave?” he said, “inviting yourself into my garden?”

She bit her lip, and cast her glance sideways. “I was looking for a butterfly. It 
was yellow.”

“That doesn’t answer my question.” He paused, observing her. He saw the 
hair falling about her face in blonde curls. He saw the cotton dress, pale arms, 
hands clasped loosely: fragile legs and short white socks neatly parcelled in 
blue leather shoes. He put his hand up to his chin and scratched at three days” 
growth. “My name is Frank.”

“I’m Kelly.”

“I know you are. Isn’t that a funny thing, Kelly? I knew your name already.”
 
“Yes. I’ve got to go now.”

She turned to leave, and was walking back to the fence when he said, “It was a 
Clouded Yellow, the butterfly you saw.”

She stopped, and turned.
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THE BUTTERFLY

“Have you not seen one before?” 
She shook her head.

“They’re migrants,” said Frank. “They come here from France and Spain, they 
fly all the way over the sea. Isn’t that something?”

She smiled shyly. “Yes.” She was silent for a moment, then she said, “Why do 
they come here?”

“Because they like it here,” said Frank.

“Do you know a lot about butterflies?”

“A little. Where are your parents?”

Kelly gazed at him. “My Daddy’s at work. My Mummy’s gone to bed. She’s got 
a headache.”

“Has she?”

“Yes. She told me not to go outside.”

“But you didn’t listen.”

“No. I wanted to sit in the tree. Then I saw the butterfly.”

“The Clouded Yellow.”

She smiled again. “Yes.”
 
“Well,” he murmured, “I wonder where that beautiful thing has gone?”

“I don’t know.”

His eyes were still on her. He said, “I’ve got a book about butterflies in my 
house. Would you like to see it?”

She shifted uneasily. “My Daddy says I shouldn’t talk to you.”

“Why is that, Kelly?”

“He says you’re drunk all the time.”

“Really? Is that what he says?”
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THE BUTTERFLY

Kelly looked awkwardly at her shoes. “I’d better go.”

“OK, Kelly,” said Frank. He lay back down on the grass and closed his eyes.

Kelly hovered uncertainly. “Mummy says it’s like a disease.”

“What is?”

“Being drunk all the time.”

Frank’s eyes remained closed. “Your Mummy’s a nice person, Kelly, but she isn’t 
very clever.”

“She is so,” said Kelly, indignant.

“Then you’re a lucky girl, aren’t you?” His voice had become harder. “You’ve 
got a Daddy who gives you very good advice and a Mummy who’s nice and 
clever. Maybe that’ll save you. Go home.”

Still Kelly hovered. “Are you drunk now?”

Frank sighed heavily. “I have no idea.”

“How can you not know? Is that part of the disease?”

He sighed again; propping himself up on his elbows, and squinting at her. 
“Drink isn’t a disease, it’s a cure,” he said. “It’s like being on holiday. Haven’t 
you ever been on holiday?”

“Yes. I’ve been to Wales. There were big hills there. We lived in a wooden 
house.”

“And did you enjoy it?”

“Yes.”

“And did you think about school while you were there?”

“No.”

“Well that’s what being drunk does for me, Kelly. It lets me go away and not 
have to think about things I don’t like thinking about. Do you see?”

Kelly considered this carefully. “Yes, I think so.”
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THE BUTTERFLY

“Good, I am glad. Now how about you go away and leave me alone?”

Kelly was defiant. “Mummy says it will kill you.”

He lay down his head again, and closed his eyes once more, as if already dead. 

“Do you want to die?”

He did not reply.

“When you go on holiday you come back again, but when you die you have to 
go and live in Heaven. Do you want to live in Heaven?”

Frank remained mute, but Kelly persisted. “Do you?”

He was absolutely still.

“Do you want to live in Heaven?” 

There was silence for a moment, until Frank began to cry. Kelly had never seen 
a man crying before. It was a very strange thing to watch. He didn’t make a 
proper crying noise, it was more like a funny sort of breathing, but there were 
a lot of tears, squeezed out between the scrunched up eyelids. Eventually he 
rolled over onto his front so she couldn’t see him anymore.

She crouched down behind him and put her hand on his shuddering shoulder. 
“I’ll come back another day,” she said, softly. “You can show me that book.”

GH/B/01
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This is where the Downs outrun themselves, 
Sliced by time and ocean. Sea 
Has long since swallowed their higher halves 
And left bright chalk: billions of lives
Crushed out of colour, studded levelly
With flint. Here rabbits in their cliff holes
Huddle from the sea’s bite on the hills,
Then nose into a tunnel burrowed
Freshly out by sky. They know all land is borrowed. 

Which sometimes a dog finds too, tailing
Sly gulls, world under their wings,
That jink and leave their chaser 
Thrashing into three hundred feet of air.
Out of its element, no pressure
Answering its hunt, too late
The dog smells only salt, sees italic light
Slant from behind the clouds and scrawl
This moment’s epitaph on a sea of granite. 

BEJ/CE/02

THE CLIFFS AT EASTBOURNE



Enigma Magazine Issue 4 - Spring 201014

SOLA

Like many lone fishermen, he stays awake because he fears dreams. He fears 
dreams because he believes in them.  Dreaming has become an aching liability 
as it always hurts coming back to life.  And if someone is to interview his 
soul, investigate it and present questions to it, they will surely describe it as 
melancholy. They will tell you that it finds some dark pleasure in leaving it 
unsatisfied. As recently as three days ago he was a passive vessel waiting to be 
filled. And if a passing fisherman looks at him the wrong way, he automatically 
concludes that fisherman is right in his assumption, and feels worthless.

He is incapable of practising anything beyond fishing, going to bed and 
perhaps putting something in his mouth. Otherwise, how could he rush into 
so a complicated venture without adequate planning, without considering the 
semantics involved and how it will affect him? But today he believes in instinct 
over intellect. Instinct is what he’s always known, intellect is what he concludes. 
What he thinks. And the worst sin on earth is the failure to think. If he will 
only think, he will know that the task is beyond him. Being relatively young, 
he needs much more maturity to experience the likes of her. The kind of fish he 
should fundamentally distrust.

Because amongst the sardines and macrel, the stingray appears. But this is no 
ordinary stingray. The half fish, half human who waits patiently and graciously 
amongst these sardines, macrel, and any other heathen of the sea unfortunate 
enough to be fighting for their final breath in the fishnet. He knows of this 
stingray. She was fabled. The inconsistent porcelain lover who enriches the 
lucky and unlucky fishermen she takes aim at. The one who oscillates between 
two universes because the worlds below and above sea level just do not impress 
her as they are. The sea creature that destroys fishermen. Because even the ones 
that survive her venomous strike are dead spiritually. Fishermen need energy. 

This breed of stingray kills this energy, and therefore kills fishermen. She moves 
from one destructive engagement to the next. What passes for love-giving to 
her, any fishermen who lived to tell their story would classify as slow death.   
He releases her from the fishnet, and with that action, he is hers. She becomes 
a myth alive. She takes him to the very depths of the sea into her realm. Where 
there is oxygen and new breathing.  And there is a liberty underneath these 
waves. Weightlessness. Seconds of pleasure. He experiences her liquid kiss, 
which sets his heart ablaze while still submerged.  And there is variety, both 
dynamic and static activity. 

But then he dives in to her underbelly, her most secret and deepest chamber and 
savours her flowing minerals, drawing a sensual reflex from her tender fins. The 
texture of the water alters and the seabed changes shape. Fish and fisherman- 
opposites but not opponents.



Enigma Magazine Issue 4 - Spring 2010 15

SOLA

He sees her for who she really is, the her that no fisherman has experienced, 
the parts of her that she has never dared to show anyone, a glimpse into her 
true being, the parts of her that ask him if he still desires her as he did moments 
before. But he can’t even give an answer. Because like all stingray she attacks 
only when she feels threatened by something. The prospect of a love that is out 
of desire and not mythology. Becuase she has never expected anything more.
She withdraws her favours as quickly as she bestowed them. She sends a 
venomous tail to his heart, to the soul of a man, that’s so cardiac that it suffocates 
the humanity out of him. His lungs, so tense, surrender. He can no longer feel 
his legs as the poison proteins circulate through him, rendering his limbs 
useless. This is what scares fishermen about her particular form of heartbreak. 
The lack of information. Of detail. You do not know how to prepare for it or 
how to appeal for clemency. She disappears as unannounced as she arrived as 
he ascends from her abyss, banished to the land of maybe.

He wakes from dream on the shore of a beach, only known as Sola, more 
destitute than he was before he knew her. And there is a void. He had once 
been a man but was now a condition. Small waves arrive at the shore; cold 
saltwater to extinguish his burning love, small sea rocks join forces to stone 
his sophistication, his dignity. There is no moment that feels more filled with 
loneliness than the seconds after intimacies with the stingray who comes and 
goes, who dispatches you back to the world symmetry, who may care nothing 
for you.

Calm gradually returns to the sea. A gentle breeze caresses his face. His body 
feels different somehow, laden with occult qualities. A mystical courage. A 
desire that comes from wanting what is his, even when it’s elusive.
He looks out to the sea that resembles a clear, defining and distinctive line 
between the past and the present. But this sea is a barricade, not a wall. It can be 
broken down and if it becomes a wall then there will surely be doors.  If the ocean 
is Babel’s Tower rebuilt then it can be struck down, by God, his ambassadors, his 
imposters or this fisherman’s mortal hands. It could be a trapdoor to somewhere 
very predictable. There are warning signs in this ocean. This sea could be the 
unofficial cemetery of the earth, where naive and homespun fishermen are 
buried dead or alive for want of love.  Floating fishermen, poisoned victims 
who never knew who they really were apart from the roles they fulfilled, turned 
into posthumous testimonies by an apparently dangerous, omnipotent, strange 
and beautiful stingray that can potentially tear into his soul. 

But she could be waiting for the fisherman who was different from the rest. 
Who is willing to try again. Who knows emotionally how much is owed. The 
arrears. Who believes what was given can be redeemed. He knows this because 
instinct is what he’s always known.  And his instinct will travel further than his 
intellect. He needs to see this stingray again, backstroking into his direction in 
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SOLA

living colour to know that she is as real and as certain as the planet Venus on a 
clear night.

Becuase his love is the ocean. Just when you think it’s gone and you’ve seen 
it all something rolls up and surprises you. His steps sure, he forgets his own 
mortality and floats at the mercy of circumstance as he allows his body to be 
ushered into the water by empathising waves, retreating sluggishly back to the 
ocean. Not to live in the same aqua province as a painful memory. But to dream 
again. To dream anew. To live in the fullness of life and masculinity, and love 
and fail and wander and return and swim and arrive and battle and risk and win 
and loose and persevere and dance and sing. Because not everyone encounters 
her. No. Meeting this stingray was a decision of fate, of luck, of risk.

CJN/S/01
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LONE SOLDIER

In the shattered bones and lovers playthings, a soldier walks. He thinks of what 
it was, what it was to see you open your eyes. To hear you gargle and sigh, to 
watch you go pink and red when you rolled. You are a soldier’s only thought 
when he looks out onto the battlefield. He fights for you, to come home. He lives 
for you amongst the dead.

He is our chosen one to walk without a limp or one eye, to be complete for you. 
He will march lone, across the hills and the fields until he reaches you, his baby 
Lou. Maybe you will grow to march beside him, to carry the weight of the flags 
and the guns and the coffins. Or maybe you will grow old to tell the story of 
your soldier marching back to you.

He will gather and he will bring the unstained uniforms and the beautiful views. 
He will shed and drop the bullets and the sorrow. You will hear him, before he 
is in sight, the clanking of his boots and the drum beat of him. He walks and he 
plays, you very own one man band all for you. He will sing and make noise so 
beautiful to your baby ear, a lullaby. So you will fall asleep, watching him come 
over the hill.

Now you are old and your hair grey, you look out of the window. Through its 
pane and past seat, your window pictures your father walking over the hill. His 
golden medals gleaming like cigarette boxes hung on mama’s ribbon. It frames 
him and plays him out, a British flag, a drum and a look.

A look of release, of breath too. When you were young you did not understand 
that look he always kept in the days to come. He must have been able to see the 
house, his home with his good eyes. He walked alone down the hill, drifting 
and tapping along with the drum. The window blocking out his singing voice, 
but as you drifts off you understand it was lovely. You let your eyes settle so you 
could picture him opening the door, unloading his treasures and kissing you 
on the brow.

Suddenly you’re awoken by a noise. Something sharp and stirring. Open your 
eyes and focus now, focus. The window hasn’t moved, but where is he? Your 
soldier? Your father, where did he go? Back to battle? Perhaps he was shot in 
the back?

Bur he saw you. He watched you as he marched and sung and played. You 
drifted off to the sound of his image. So now you put on your uniform, your 
tight jacket meant for when you were a boy and your cap with the red feather. 
With his medals and flags on the wall, you lay your head on the window seat 
and wait to see him march down the hill.

SJ/LS/01
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CAPITAL CITY

If this thumping is its heartbeat, then the building has a slow metabolism.  But 
the rooms are warm, and the breakfast is reputed to be the most generous in 
the city.

The onion-domed church has a clock that does not move, but validates every 
hour with a chime as charmless as a crow’s cough.

The coffee in the railway station is supposed to be as good as in the more 
expensive places, but the station is cold.  Better to pay for the heat, the windows 
in the konditorei steam like bathhouses.

During the war, armies struggled for eight months for possession of the city.  
More soldiers died than the city’s entire population.  After liberation by the Red 
Army, the citizens died of starvation.

The fountains were the glory of the city, having been restored after the war, but 
now they only work on weekends and never in the winter.

The large hotels are lit like Christmas trees; every door is guarded by large men 
who once worked for the regime.  Their records have been expunged and now 
they are approved to work for capitalists.

The covered market is busy, twenty stall-holders for every product!  Beetroot is 
popular, but the tourists crowd around the dealers in military paraphernalia: 
genuine fascist emblems are worth more than bicycles.

One can walk for hours and see nothing less than what could be seen in any 
town, only here the suburbs are not so prosperous.  The neighbourhood cats 
seem less well fed than the residents.

A park on the outskirts contains a collection of monuments from the regime, a 
ghetto for statues, quarantined to reduce their influence on the living.

It’s hard to understand why the tourists come, perhaps because the rooms are 
cheap, the flights are frequent, drinking costs little and in smoky bars, skinny 
girls remove their tops for free.  Here, smoking is allowed indoors.

With the new money they have replaced the roof of the museum, but have not 
fixed the clock.  Nor have they repaired the wall in the main square that is 
pocked with bullet holes.

PR/CC/01
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FOLLOWING NOTHING

I felt hot mercury

Inside

My

Feet

As the thaw of the freeze on my soul

She leaked

And seeped through my soles

Onto the rain-beaten street

Pulsing

Beneath.

Irreconcilable differences

Between the real

And where we waltzed

In

Dreams

Led a quiet man to

Bite a scream

Whilst etiquette turned sighs

To

Steam.

To

Ache

Is just to know

Routine

Your sunken drawl

A masquerade ball

To parade the obscene

And accuse I

Of
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FOLLOWING NOTHING

Baring

All

Time again

Streets we traipsed saw scenes escape

Though the deepest wounds

Remain

Unseen.

RF/FN/01
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OUTSTANDING

Who says that your
Internal conflict about
The on goings of your
Surroundings will impact
When you coffin your ideas in that safe box!

To speak; there you speak
By that bar stool when your
Veins stream with nicotine
Then; you speak your mind
That’s your way of opening that safe box

The dawn sees your head
Bent down as you by pass
Those whose ‘nguli’ you 
Haven’t paid on your way
To discuss the state matters

Why do you have to gallop
That which has made you
An enemy: to your mind?
To your people?

We need to stand out, minds fresh 
Sting those whose arms are tucked into
With our payer’s money.

GA/O/01
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ACT NATURAL

The traffic light is red
 You drive
The poster reads
Don’t drink and drive
 I drive

Conserving is a language 
Many don’t understand
Yet those who remember 
To pray at bed time sing forgiveness

Forgive your self for
Destroying the innocent;
 The next generation will
Blame you like you do that neighbor!

Is bending a disease?
Then don’t litter that kavera!
Why pay that man to encroach 
The natural breeds for you when 
You can’t let him near your wife?

Man! To live in judgment;
Is the hell we create with every breathe
As we chant while burning,
Cutting down forests.
Let’s conserve nature as we conserve
Our lives!

Don’t drive at the red light
Don’t drink and drive; let’s act!

GA/AN/02
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AND HEART HOLDS NO SECRETS

    Age, that’s right I think: my most interesting, when I deign to tell - 
      Grip my bones, 
                          I’ll trade you smiles
      From the mouth of hell.

It’s hot. I lie here: small square of South London carrying me. Sun roasts, draws 
the last of the juice. I’m nut brown, face and legs. White haired. Am I beautiful? 
My hair shorn, the raddled face? I wear a shocked expression. It looks back at 
me from glass: shock or fright. Hard blue eyes. Legs and hands all mottled, all 
rope work of purple and green under the skin. Beautiful? To the Sun perhaps, 
as it devours. I lie in its particular beneficence. I’m practicing oblivion. Quiet 
spectacle: ancient sun seeker, flat out on the grass. Old bird in a tweed skirt. Ankle 
boots, fur-trimmed: found object let’s say. Sometimes I read the newspaper.

Rude health my lot. I drift. Sometimes they wake me. It is night. Around the 
square the houses are lit. They want to lock the gates. I must go. Confused I 
reach for my skirts. Standing over me, two men, the watchmen; wardens. Come 
on now lovely, wakey, wakey. The houses all lit. I’m sent out. At night they come 
into their own, occupied and lit, lamp lit the drawing rooms. I leave for my own 
place that is not like this at all.

I’ve no children.
  
The earth smells sweet today. The Sun drawing perfumes, slight breeze 
surprising every so often. Ground is my gondola, I drift. No children – I am 
child only. My mother wore dresses razor-like. They all did then, as though 
they were cut-outs. She was my child, I think. My father had no hope. It wasn’t 
the war, although that was bad enough. Pleats he was up against, pencil skirts, 
glimpses of nylon, lace; he was only a man. My mother, my child, born in a wool 
crepe fitted dress, heels, stockings, garters, small brassière sanctuary for small 
breasts. Small breasts filling my mouth. 

I wake in the unfamiliar. It is dark, stuffy. Heavy curtains are drawn. Alert then, 
held under a hot blanket, fathoming estrangement. 
  
Bright road I’ve come from in dreaming. It is still there, straight road through 
my mind, a child kicking stones. Moving forwards at ease.
   
Waking then in a dim disorient. She, missing, and all permission rescinded. I 
lie between two territories waiting. My eyes at least can look, plot movement, 
enliven the murk and surface the child of that dream in objects drawn to 
familiarity: that wooden chair back, its graspable staves and other hide and 
seek furniture brought to safety, fitfully, and held in the lap of a linoleum floor, 
all held in the provisional of a closed room. And eyes batten down the terrors. 
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Ears meanwhile detect: Her whereabouts – proximate of possibility – her voice: 
harbour song of breast, skin, smell; fabric of mainstay.
  
There are voices. Low soundings, secrets confided behind the closed double-
doors, pale sentinels guarding far across the separating blur; two women beyond 
them and she is there in light, in presence. While here a different dimension 
holds me. The child has no defence against such a strange hinterland and so it 
must escape. I follow that imperative. 
  
Laughter too, I can hear it. Women’s lowered voices, bright giggles flaring, 
more fiery for being forbidden. She is laughing in another room. What age? I’m 
seventy nine now. She? Twenty seven. A compact, fine beauty in every feature, 
my child. And she’s been dead for seventy years.

It could be any of these houses. Rooms of women, their concealments. Hidden 
ground of children who will never be, and me, who will carry the secret for 
seven decades before she tells it, even to herself. How funny. Age is a vast 
humour. You have only to see it right. 

Back to that: my most interesting. Relic, c’est moi. History consigned, shocked 
glance of it there as I take my place on the blasted heath, minute the gates are 
opened. 

Hag in residence, conventional at first – sits on bench, nothing off colour there. 
Notes her boots as though they had just occurred. In time crosses bare leg 
under pleated tweed. Re-crosses. Notes something notable, middle distant. All 
normative, pass on. 

Quiet moment, turn your back: she’s down. Flat out behind a rose bed thinking 
of wallpaper. Roses squadroned up and down the bedroom walls, up and down. 
Mad repetition, whoever thought of it? Coldest pink lining her domain. Satin 
and thorns: bloodless consolation against the turbid day to day.

I sip you know. Private libations in the gin palace of the soul. Then run the reels. 
Roses, roses everywhere; mother rose open-blooming, daughter closed butt, 
close by. Over and over, straight-lined rosy regulation. 

The child searched for some trick, chink, wink of divergence hiding in a leaf, 
a bud, hint of a joke or any possibility. No chance. Identical roses, infinite 
convergence: florality, pink incomprehension! History: do you understand? Are 
you getting this? Dolts. Daily grind, here, here. I’m at it. Read my face, white 
hair standing on end - voltage – I’ve taken it. I am back like Lazarus. You cannot 
understand my tale? Hah.
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But enough of me. She, not me. She in chiffon. Moss-green evening dress, white 
neck, shoulders against the dark lacquered hair. My father a sand boy. That look 
she entailed in him: involuntary half smile, rueful but also crucial to his own 
solace.

                                          On seeing my father
                                          Seeing my mother
                                          In a moss-green
                                          Chiffon dress.

What more to say? Tripartite syllogism: subject (moi) – particular (parents) – 
Universal (fill in yourselves).
   
I used to teach, you might at least have gathered that much. Before insanity 
reached out one day, took hold of me from the mirror I was contemplating; 
grabbed hold, most forcefully, in fact. I was in the Ladies lavatory actually, quite 
funny, between a lecture and the hard place of a tutorial. Attending to my face, 
daubing to no avail. Madness reached out. Powerful strong hands, arms, coming 
at me, gripping me by the neck, tried to ring it. Found quivering under my desk, 
gabbling, so they say, therefore, taken away. 
  
No more philosophy then. 
  
My father alone visiting. Frail old man. Till they put a stop to it.     

Subject, particular, universal. Moss on stone, crumpled on the bedroom carpet, 
her dress a sea cloud then. Behind the roses I listened, hearing her moaning, 
hearing his young man’s head-bursting outcry.

                                       O that clay-soft darkness:
                                                                      Beneath her clothing
                                       Malevolence lurks.
                                       Darkness her sisterhood
                                       She left me there –
                                       Deep lake – fathomless
                                       There I floundered.

In the dark, behind the roses, there I floundered, hearing their together motion. 
Did they think of me then? ME?   The child’s imperative: I went to them, my 
rutting parents. Went right in as was my prerogative, found them naked in the 
wreckage.

Withdrew in a hurry - to the bathroom with him. She lay sourly prone. I tried 
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to climb onto her myself. All I wanted: to lie my length on hers. In the lamp-lit 
bedroom, gloomy bars of roses, mother and child, mother and child. 

                         Rain outside, wet streets banana black under the street lamps.
                         My father removed from the scene of the crime. 
                         Her warmth beneath mine. 

Lying on her, stretched out and not reaching any limit, border, cease.
  She said, ‘Get off.’

At the quayside, my father, far below, pulled out his white, white handkerchief, 
wrapped something up in it, and threw it into the damp night air. On deck she 
opened the love knot, found a shiny florin, and gave it to me. 

‘Reciprocity: The child coerces the source towards not conditionality, backwards 
motion.’ Who wrote that? Don’t know? Look it up. 

Symmetry there: child is sole issue after all, from their conjugations: sole survivor 
at any rate. Intimates we three – unholy ménage in the Absolute. Banana light 
had shone just the same on motions conjuring ME, after all.

                           Out of a rainy night’s bedroom-sacred rumping:
                                     extending the jiggedy jig. 
                                              Segue to the leery couplet, 
                                     mediatory- 
                                                      ME.
                                     that she just would not see.

In the morning, after he had gone, I’d crawl in to her and if I lay still and she 
didn’t notice I could stay. I’d watch her smoking or just her aimless pondering 
of the empty window, a steel sky, seagull turning there perhaps, vanishing into 
its grey. Her hand across her lap. Yawn occasionally, following yawn-tear wiped 
away.

At night they put me out, locking the gates. I wander counting lampposts, 
return. There’s a root of Blackthorn assists me. I climb up, over the railings. It 
takes some time, I’m seventy-nine. But I always return. Small square of night: 
this is my domicile – this square of night, no other. 
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Shopping List

2 yards apple green satin
1 cake black eyeliner
1 small round mirror
Sanitary towels
Gin
Safety pins
nothing else.

Here lies her archetype; you have her now; you find her in a shopping list. She 
is all that is missing. 
  
Lying low my highest aspiration since I got out. Demobbed, as I can fondly term 
it, being now reconfigured, with probity or some such. Moon slips up, sheer 
peppermint, cool radiance. I can’t lie any lower than I am.
  
She, I see, austere at her morning cold table, thimble glass of gin, cigarette clock 
in ashtray smouldering minutes in smoke, small mirror half-cracked propped. 
She, lining her eyes, not seeing their cracked glint.

             Moon here                          Rise to                                Slow rise 
             you find                              slow grin                            terror 
             me                                        you                                     your
             lying low                            steady glow                       trajectory

After she was gone I somehow moved into her place. How to put it? One has 
to be careful of delicate sensibilities. As Freud noted, sometimes we know not 
what we know.
  
Screaming starts and when it does it won’t stop, no. You can try as you might, 
you might try bleach. In the bath, your skin already pale as moonlight. Hamartia, 
your name. Tip in a bottle or two. Sit down in cold water, Daffy Duck marooned 
on a reef, scream; you can’t hear yourself.

This penny dreadful at the very least must offer up a secret, eh? Yards of apple 
satin? Moon mirrors? Seventy years of moon-wrapped secrecy, safety pinned? 
What was it now? Sanitary towels and Gin? Ships in the night? Locked doors, 
voices, the loony bin? You’ve come this far after all. Surely the moment for 
dénouement approaches?
  
I found her hanging by the neck. Will that do you? Our neighbour broke the 
kitchen window. He’d always had a fondness for her incidentally. Undid the 
catch. I being small enough climbed in: footprints all over the pristine Formica. 
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I’d been at the door an hour or two knocking. Not unusual. Through the 
letterbox, Mama, Mama. Heard the drop, the chair fall. Thought nothing much. 
Drunken Mama always stumbles always falls. Mamaaah.
   
Found her feet first, stockings shrivelled round her ankles. She’d never have 
wanted that. Looked up, Mama.

                                            The pale moon was rising.

If I say grief that just consigns it to a word. I might say the word killed her: 
demiurge of signs. She who searched for signs in everything. Numbers: 
warnings, portents. If you see a seven come home straight away, she’d said. 
I told them I did not. They said it didn’t matter. The lunatics have taken the 
asylum – diagnosis: It Did Not Matter. But I saw seven’s everywhere. 

                                          Seven swans coming down river
                                          Seven pence in a fat man’s purse
                                          I sat with seven monks on a number seven bus
                                          Walked for seven hours
                                          Took seven million breaths
                                          Heartbeats, steps
                                          Across all the oceans – seven.

And did not come back. They said that didn’t matter so I moved
                                          into 
                                                her
                                                     bed.
                         
                                          My father let me
                                          To stop the screams
                                          He said.

In night I found him wanting her. Will this do you?

The moon is a pebble thrown out in the Universe, sucked small by day, 
replenished in night’s cloak. Heigh ho, up she rises, like laughter rising, ease 
and release, upwards she floats, floats upwards.

                                         Safety pins to hold her down.  

 FC/HNS/01
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A love must end when all its possibilities are exhausted, because love refuses 
to tolerate repetition or recycled emotions.  He stands leaned against two walls 
joined in a corner, all eyes focused on her as she lies spiritless on the bed. They 
have fought wars.  But as specimens, as lovers, both of them are now spent 
forces. Her, with her insides hollow, painful and tender. Him, no longer willing 
to engage in warfare with the ones whose judgement his love depends on. The 
ones who feed her placebos, place her beside imposters, and sell her the gold 
of fools.

She watches him as he walks across the room to the soundtrack of an acoustic 
melody, before undressing and entering the bed. They come close. But love can 
never feel new again. There are no words, this being a situation where dialogue 
is unnecessary. Because the truth cannot be improved. This evening they cry 
together, loud and relentless like the newborn that was meant to scream without 
season. Here lay two blinds dancing, who have once again been pulled together, 
this time by the gravity of a new grave. As an open window lets the sleepy 
breeze in, they finally let all weapons of defence fall to the ground. And in the 
same sigh they both strive to preserve the chemistry of their union, and curse 
the biology of their lives.

Without the strength to reach for the treasures in the top draw of her mahogany 
desk, he comes close to her once again and tastes the tear on a trembling top lip, 
unable to transcend the acute pain of a human condition. Without the ability 
to simulate the things of love, sleeps decree commands them both into another 
realm, one reserved for them only. 

Without warning the configurations of the evening change. Now begins the 
craft of the dream’s sky. A midnight flyover from Bolton to nowhere. Seagulls 
arrive; quiet and confessional. They bypass the people who will never know the 
true meaning of the word desire. Past the Christian intellectuals who will only 
half listen. Past the upper class committee and their possession based identity, 
poring scorn on the products of their world. They slide on and off the faded 
rainbows that could never decipher the true colours of their being.

A dream child with New Year’s Day’s completion appears, becoming the 
witnessing priest to their union, delivering them from the parallel where 
nothing works as their hearts become the same size as the world below but 
with fewer walls and more doors. The fragrance of their dreams become crisp 
and enamouring. They move through the forgiving waterfalls, guided by a 
foundation of doves, each one hymning reconciliation, all voices vital because 
their plans involve them. By grace rather than human effort, they kick down 
the door to opportunity that swings on the hinges of opposition, passing the 
devils henchmen with the energy of a thousand suns as she leads this rejected 
cleaners son through the strawberry fields of Sola, where precious seeds can be 
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sown, where the earth becomes fertile wherever their footsteps tread, where 
every fruit tasted is a stepping stone to greatness, where his flexes are no longer 
considered medicine for melancholy. 

They press on until they reach a cliffside, where they know it’s over. Where men 
of the North once set sail, where disquiet can still be heard from Northumbria. 
The moment lingers, delaying reality and holding on like the season that refuses 
to change. He summons the courage to smile; strength always equals life, even 
at the weakest stage, although only for a short while. And then he is gone, 
dispatching himself into the sea’s mouth, hoping that some occult force may 
condition his fall. His iron lungs rust as he faces the sky under water screaming 
for carbon dioxide in the name of his father. The eternal letters of a reluctant 
Scandinavian are engraved somewhere in his semi- consciousness. She remains 
fixed on his faltering image, addicted throughout.

In the waking dream, her wounds remain uncovered. The chambers of her heart 
are left open and exposed against a rock. Every waking moment seems to grow 
harder; her tears that were once disposable are another’s life blood. Her hands 
both scarred by the sands of time, by the memory of her dream child who was 
born but never breathed, who will now become the halo above her every tear. 
And what of the lover? What is he still to her? A lonely planet in her orbit? An 
infected tissue whose diseases were clearly and perfectly revealed? Or maybe 
he was someone who took the strangest paths to reach her. Commanded her 
every though. That was unbelieving of his entitlements. That let her go so 
reluctantly. That drowned simply just to stop burning. Whose skin was so hard 
to find. Whose presence was as uncertain as the direction of the tears of a citrus 
fruit. That stood smiling in the very crucible of conflict promising that not till he 
can live by her moon, is he going anywhere. Whose destiny was surely sealed 
by this defeat. Whose legacy will loiter in her soul looking for clues with the 
loneliness of a single passenger motorcycle that seldom reaches its destination.
Through her left eye, fire and ice play out their foolish games, gambling with the 
destiny of others, contaminating the past and jeopardising the stars and dreams. 
Through the other eye awaits the open arms of progression’s supporter’s club¸ 
who could never know the true price of love, whose composition of freedom is 
the same as another’s captivity.

Before Thursday’s dissolution turns into Friday’s, before the endless breakings 
of the heart, before one pain ends and another begins, she wills herself back 
to semi consciousness. Only elusive when she’s awake, she falls deep again, 
picking through the deserted gardens of the soul screaming for cultivation and 
happiness until she finds herself on the purple beach, where there is serenity, 
grace, new breathing and everything else between sunset and sunrise. A street 
parade of wild cats who have also left their homes to find a place where they can 
think, flock to her like she’s the ambrosia, chasing away the love scavengers, the 
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chameleons and charlatans with their scriptures and their whispered words and 
their pigmentation, picking parts of her they can recycle and exhibit to prove 
that he was a falsification, as undelivered as the dream child, as impossible as 
forbidden love, as unreal as the beach she lays so softly against. They waive the 
white flag and retreat. 

As grateful as revelations given to a mortal lover, she offers asylum to them all. 
They come close, because just like her they now only sleep to dream. She covers 
them with a duvet embroidered with dawn, suggesting that sunrise may still 
surprise her. Because it is only when she closes her eyes that he can still see him 
dancing, waltzing to her bedside bearing love undiminished.

CJN/FS/02

FROM SUNSET TO SUNRISE

It’s the opposite of dead air, cracking dark chocolate
Between your teeth, discovering a berry there,  
The feathery skin of a baby’s neck,

A secret voice, rising out of nowhere, 
Breaking up into glittering tones,  
Giddy rhythms. It’s lemons and butter 

Slowly simmered over boiling water, 
Apples and cinnamon, new laid eggs, bacon 
First thing. And this sudden word on a stone 

As I walk through the glen, 
Carved into the rose –indigo lines of the sky .

CB/H/01

HOPE
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He was born somewhere in the heart of a mist filled forest, ghostly tendrils 
licking a large wooden shed, encircled by broken slate tiles that had lost their 
tenuous grip on the roof and shattered all around. Rust had also staked a claim 
on this would-be house, clinging proudly to the cracked hinges, who had long 
relinquished their hold on the door, which now lay encased in pale greens. No 
breeze disturbed the army rising from the earth, who sought to reclaim their 
domain, and rebel from the perverse happenings, in the midst of their land. 
Nothing moved, nothing disturbed the frozen state of the forest, not animals, 
not birds, save a lone woman, moaning. Her sickly hands grasped her rounded 
stomach, and she screamed. 

She lay on a large table, sheltered inside her sanctuary, the dark wood stained 
with sweat.  No maids accompanied her, as if in exile. Her back arched as another 
wave of pain engulfed her, and she gripped her unborn baby with ever more 
intensity. Writhing and wailing, her baby scratched at her insides, alluding to 
more limbs that it should have. But it was her baby. Her beautiful baby would 
be born soon, and she could return, triumphant, to her family to prove that 
what she carried was indeed a baby, not an abomination. Never an abomination, 
always her darling little child, and soon she would give him life. She was sure it 
would be a boy. She smiled through the pain and the slick sweat that coated her 
shivering body, and thought of the joy her tiny little boy would bring. He would 
be perfect. She would return.

It was time. She felt the shuddering contractions constrict, till they were no 
longer waves but an almost solid agony, and she endured. Pushing, as if to push 
life itself out of her, she willed her unborn love into the living world. Torture 
trembled through her limbs as she pushed, like claws digging their way out of 
her. But behind the pain and hardship, she could tell it was almost over. Her 
first child: her first love. With one last excruciating push, she let life loose on the 
world. She moaned again, but it was moan of relief, happiness and expectation. 
Immediately she lent forward to cut the umbilical cord and hold her marvellous 
creation, but stopped half way, as she saw what now shared the table with her.

Her baby convulsed, rolling itself onto its stomach. Wings unfolded slowly, 
their thin membrane a sickly, seedy yellow, with the mucus of birth hiding the 
scabbed skin that covered its hole body. The new mother, paralysed with fear 
and exhaustion, could only stare, her eyes wide with horror, as her baby rose to 
its feet. Not feet – hooves. 
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Screeching an unearthly sound, and testing the air with its forked tongue, the 
little baby stretched, revealing the claws she’d felt, the bones and edges and 
flicking tail that made up her precious child’s body. It flapped its bat-like ears 
slightly, almost innocent, with rows of daggers lining its elongated face, just 
below its huge, staring spheres. Her baby blinked. A vicious, menacing grin 
stretched its grotesque face, as its eyes bore into hers… she passed out before 
she felt its teeth sink into her flesh. She would ensure her baby lived, her very 
body would be its first sustenance. 

DMA/D/01

Aircraft fly 
In and out of the branches
 Of my little tree. 
It was planted 
To replace an ancient ornamental crab 
That experienced a fall from grace.
 
It was planted 
With the intention of marking 
The passing of the planets
And the phases of the moon,
But in my desire 
To make something of myself 
I have neglected these 
Sacred duties.

Yet, I have become aware 
In its recurring production 
Of blossoms and leaves
Of longer cycles of birth and rebirth, 
And of the tree’s seeming ability 
To shrink time as well. 

PR/I/01

ILLUSION
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Peek out from me cardboard box. Freezing even with me sleeping bag. Take a 
peek at meself in me mirror. Gotta look your best, kna whata mean? Plus, might 
be wivout an ’ome but still have ya pride, don’t ya. Lookin a bit grey, not had a 
fix for days. Whiskers sprouting. Not had a shave for days either. 

Unzip me bag and crawl out. Freezing pavement almost burns me hands. Sniff 
afore steppin out. Neva know whos out there. But all I can smell is me own 
stink. Not washed for a while either. Slink along, keeping me head down, close 
to the walls for cover, beady eyes always on the look out. Never know whos out 
there. Tossers. 

When get to the usual, Dougie the loser is already there, sitting on the wall, 
swigging from a can. 

‘Got any, Dougie?’ I whine. Know it’s Dougie even though all I can see is his 
dirty white hoodie.

His hoodie shakes from side to side. 

‘Bad way, need a fix, man,’ I say. ‘Where’s Bon Jovie?’ 

‘Got any money?’ asks Dougie’s hoodie.

‘Nahn. Hoping he’ll give me some on cred.’

‘You mad?’

‘What’ll we do then?’

‘Have to do a job, init?’

‘But just got outa the youth offenders, man.’

Dougie’s shoulders shrug.

‘Got a place staked out? Just make sure he aint some big tosser.’

Passing a bin, scavenge around to see if someone’s left something. Wouldn’t 
believe what tossers throw away. Find nuthin. 

‘Ow’s your bird?’

‘Useless. Doesn’t do what I tell her. Wouldn’t have it, would she. What’s the 
point of a bird, if she can’t ‘elp you out?’
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‘I kna, mate.’

‘There’s a poss,’ says Dougie. 

Look over to where Dougie is nodding. Good poss. Little runt. Can handle him. 
Wait for him to come close. 

‘Oi!’ 

The runt stops. Tosser doesn’t look scared.

‘Spare some change?’

Tosser shakes his head. ‘I’m terribly sorry. I’m afraid I haven’t.’ All posh like, 
must think he’s bloody Obama. 

‘Not asking.’  ‘ ‘And it over.’

Next minute, Dougie’s on the floor, clutching his belly. Turn to run. Bloody 
tosser grabs me. Let out a squeak. Trust Dougie to pick on Bruce Bloody Lee. 
Meanwhile, Dougie’s crawling away. Gets to his feet. Legs it.

‘Didn’t mean nuttin, guv. Aint eaten for days.’

Tosser pauses. ‘Is that the truth?’

‘Honest, guv, woudn’t lie.’

Looks at me. ‘Okay, fine, come with me.’

Ace geezer, only takes me down the old macd. Plastic seat feels like an 
armchair. 

‘So, why don’t you work?’

Have to stop meself laughin. 

‘Hard to find, init.’

‘What is?’

‘Job, like.’

‘What sort of things can you do?’
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Can’t think of an answer. ‘What d’ya mean, like?’

‘Surely, there must be something you can do?’

Make no reply. Concentrate on me big mac. Wonder if I can get him for an apple 
pie, saw his wallet at the counter, stuffed with notes.

Tosser sits back, looks at me. I let him look. Hope he aint looking for someone to 
rent. Mind you, maybe my dream’s come true. 
‘Where do you live?’

‘ ‘omeless, like.’

‘What about your family?’

‘Step-dad threw me out, init.’

‘Why?’

Shrug.

‘What about your mum?’

‘Hag.’

Tosser gives up. Loosens his tie. Looks around. Quite busy, like. 

‘Can I have an apple pie?’

‘Excuse me?’ It’s a bit noisy, like. He leans forward, wrinkles his nose, leans back 
again. I catch a whiff of his after-shave. 

‘Apple pie?’
 
Tosser laughs and goes over to the counter. There’s a few people in the queue. 
See Dougie’s hoodie looking through the window, hiding behind a pillar. Give 
him a grin. Move me right fist up and down, nodding towards the counter. 

Tosser comes back with the apple pie. Doesn’t sit down, leans against the chair. 
Waits for me to start eating it. Smell of it coulda knocked me out. Almost burnt 
me bloody tongue. Hot tot with a mini-skirt walks past, swingin like. Must be 
ice-cold from outside. Catch the tosser getting a good eye-full. Sees that I’ve 
noticed and goes red. Even his dark skin can’t hide it. At least I’m safe. Don’t 
know if I should be relieved or depressed. 
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‘Okay, then, I’ll leave you to it,’ he says. 

Look down at the table, don’t reply. Soon as he’s gone, Dougie bolts in. 

‘What the hell’s goin on, man?’

‘Tosser only sprang me for a slap-up meal and an apple pie, didn’t he.’

Glance over to the fluff. Give her me best Clooney look. Fancy some? Looks 
back at me like I’m some kinda vermin.

‘Bloody wallet fulla notes.’

Dougie’s hoodie lifts for once. I’d almost forgotten what he looks like. White 
stuff oozes from one of his pimples. His shifty eyes have widened.

‘Yeah?’

Nod. Finish me apple pie. 

‘Let’s go, then,’ says Dougie.

‘I’ve eaten ‘ere. Can stay for a while, can’t I. Can’t chuck me out just yet. Bloody 
freezin out there.’

Dougie opens his mouth to say somink, closes it again. ‘Suit yourself. I’m off.’
Don’t reply. Cleaning girl comes over, gives me a dirty look. Outside. See 
Dougie in the distance. Run to catch up with him. Aint gone ten bloody paces, 
start to wheeze. Luckily Dougie’s going slow. Catch up with him. He’s turned 
into a side road. No one about. Suddenly, notice that the tosser’s in front of him, 
strolling like. Dougie has his hand in his jacket. 

‘No Dougie!’

The tosser hears me, turns around. Dougie scrams and I run after him.

‘What the hell d’ya warn him for? My belly’s still aching. And you said, he had 
a wada notes.’

‘Couldn’t let you do it, mate,’ I gasp. ‘Bloody tosser bought me an apple pie!’

RA/A/01
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We are the same.
A train of morning light glows
New painted, new enamelled, 
And the autumn bride’s white sun
Sharpens veil and stern alike.
With both our summers gone, 
Our feet are yet to touch
Feathered earth, frothing tide.
This one day, where all our work
Till now belongs, opens a new door, 
Untested, unexplored.
And yet, we linger at its porch 
For deeper breath, caught in 
A camera’s trembled pause.
But time restarts and so we move, 
Slow from our tilted heel but sure, 
Our hearts made strong by love’s iron core.

AA/EHD/01
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I was 22 years old and my girlfriend had just left me for a barista. A very good 
barista, by all accounts, but I don’t drink coffee so what do I know. I don’t think 
she was with him just because of the coffee. He’s not a barista anymore, and 
they’re married. I was invited to the wedding, but I didn’t go. I wonder if they 
served coffee cake.

I’m fixating on the coffee because it’s all I really know about him, even though I 
saw him almost every day for a year. Kirsty took a sudden liking to lattes, and 
we started going to the coffee shop a lot. Not every day, just the days when 
Andy was working. I just thought he might have worked there a lot, but with 
hindsight I suppose he didn’t. Towards the end, I didn’t see Kirsty on the days 
when Andy wasn’t working. It’s obvious to me now that they spent those days 
together. I didn’t work that out until after she left, because I was an idiot then. 
People used to tell me that in the street, so it must have been true.

Three days after my 22nd birthday, Kirsty came to my house, took me upstairs, 
sat me down on the bed she knew she’d never be sleeping in again, and told 
me what a great barista Andy was. And also she was leaving me for him. “It’s 
not you,” she said, “it’s him.” By this she meant that there wasn’t necessarily 
anything wrong with me, but Andy was better, which was probably true.

Kirsty used to tell the same stories over and over. She’d start by saying, 
“Remember when…” and then tell me a story I remembered very clearly, 
usually because she’d told me it several times before. When she broke up with 
me, she started by saying, “Remember when…”

Then she said, “we went into that coffee shop the first time?” I said yes, because 
I remembered, because she was always going on about it. “I was getting my 
latte,” she said, “and you decided to try a cappuccino. That barista who’s always 
in there, Andy, asked if you wanted chocolate sprinkles. And you were like, 
‘Oooh yes,’ in this camp voice. And he got out one of those template things for 
making shapes on the foam, but it was a Christmas one and it was a fairy!” She 
burst out laughing. “It was so funny!”

I hadn’t thought it was that funny, and it got less funny every time I heard it. 
This was the last time I heard it. I was still too in love to tell her to shut up about 
it. She was still laughing about it when I tried to kiss her. She went with it a bit, 
but I could tell something was wrong. I asked what it was, and she told me she 
was leaving me for the barista - the hilarious barista.

I cried and begged and got my snot on her shoulder, but for some reason this 
behaviour didn’t make me any more desirable, so she still left me. I saw her out 
and watched her walk down the street, and then I slammed the door really hard 
and hurt my hand.
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The following morning I woke up on the sofa and discovered that my wrist had 
gone purple and swollen. It hurt. So does my heart, I thought, melodramatically. 
Then I watched TV and cried at everything on there, even an advert for toilet 
paper with an old lady break dancing on an open-top bus. She turned to the 
camera and said, “Fresh and soft!” and then she backflipped off the bus into a 
portable toilet. I cried at that one because I knew I’d never in a million years be 
as happy as the dancing old lady.
 
Late that afternoon, I turned the television off and went to the kitchen to have 
some breakfast. Somebody had eaten all my Sugar Puffs, so I cried about that 
for a while. Then I put some clothes on over my pyjamas and walked to the 
corner shop. They didn’t have any Sugar Puffs there either, but I didn’t want 
to make a scene so I just got some Frosties. I got back to the house and found 
somebody had finished off my milk, so I cried for a bit and ate the Frosties dry 
out of the box with my one good hand.

Once, before people forgot about me, a man marched up to me in the street and 
told me that his daughter was dead. Then he said, “How’s your wrist? How’s 
your wrist?” and he grabbed my hand and twisted it.

“It was the other wrist,” I told him.

He screamed at me until somebody came and tried to calm him down. “My 
daughter’s dead!” he repeated. “How’s your wrist?”

“What’s going on?” asked the man who had come to help.

I told him I had no idea and that the man was clearly insane, but then he 
recognised me and worked out what was wrong. He didn’t say this, but I could 
tell.
 
“It wasn’t my fault, you know,” I said. “What about the bus driver?”
 
“My daughter’s dead!”
 
“Shut up,” I told the screaming man.
 
“Leave him alone,” said the other man. “His daughter’s dead.”

Two days after she left me, it was Kirsty’s birthday. That means her birthday was 
five days after mine. We were born in the same hospital too. It could have been 
a more amazing coincidence, but she was a year older than me so let’s not read 
anything into it.
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Two days after Kirsty left me, I went to her house with the present I had bought 
a month before. It was a coffee machine, a really good one. An expensive one, at 
least. In fact it was one of those presents you want to leave the price on, because 
it was even more expensive than it looked. And it looked very expensive. I had 
also wrapped it very nicely, with ribbon and shiny paper.
 
When she opened her door and saw me standing there, holding a big heavy 
present, she didn’t look as happy to see me as I had expected. She still invited 
me in though. Now I suspect she let me in because I had the big present with 
me, but at the time I thought it was a good sign.
 
She asked me how I’d been, and what I’d done to my hand, but I was trying to 
act like I was coping well so I didn’t give her proper answers. She didn’t seem to 
believe that I really was doing okay, so I went on and on about how I was fine, 
which only made it seem more like I wasn’t. Then I shouted Happy Birthday 
and held out the present and gave her a really big cheesy smile.
 
She opened it and made a face as if there had been a dead old dog in there.
 
“Do you like it?” I asked.
 
She said that she did, and that it was very nice, and thank you. It wasn’t a very 
convincing performance. She put the coffee machine down and I hugged her. 
After a few seconds, she asked me to let go. I did, but then I tried to kiss her. She 
stepped back and told me it was inappropriate. I said she was right and I was 
sorry and I put my arms out for another hug. She picked up my present and 
took it into the kitchen.

As she went through the door I saw into the room on the other side and noticed 
a coffee machine, exactly the same as the one I had just given her, sitting on the 
counter. It had definitely never been there before. Next to it was a little round 
metal disc with a Christmas fairy shape cut out of the middle. When Kirsty got 
back from the kitchen, I had left the house.
 
I got halfway home before I realised I should have taken my coffee machine 
back. It was a nice thing to have, even though I don’t drink coffee. I wonder 
what she did with it. Maybe she sold it. I would have liked to see some of the 
money from that, although I know that’s not how presents work.

MS/CM/01
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The green pram rolled smoothly over black asphalt towards the playground. 
She could see Lil in her old coat waving, by her feet, her little girl on a red 
plastic train; they were the only ones there. The wind was blowing Lil’s newly 
dyed hair, opening up seams of white scalp against the raven gloss of black. 
The infant watched her approach with that long pensive expression she always 
had.
   
She waved to them but she was not particularly pleased to have been summoned 
here on this blustery cold day.
   
“You found us.” Lil was all exuberance. Big lit-up glamour girl smiles sparked 
from her face denying the slightest possibility of dissent.
  
“You look well.”
   
“Oh, thanks, so do you.”
   
Lil’s make-up was just a touch desperate, she thought.

“Your hair is lovely.”
   
“Washed it this morning.”
   
“But it’s been cut recently hasn’t it?”
   
“No, just washed.”
   
“Ah, well anyway, you look great.”
   
“And you. You’ve lost weight, haven’t you?”
   
“D’you think?”

“Definitely.”

Smiling, standing to the side of the playground with the wind whipping up 
their hair they could do nothing but survey the scene whilst weighing up the 
situation, evaluating each other’s position and the tone that was being set on 
their engagement.
    
“He fell asleep.” She nodded towards the pram.
   
Both peered through the transparent plastic covering to discern the baby as he 
slept in the dark warmth of his pram.



Enigma Magazine Issue 4 - Spring 2010 43

ONE O’CLOCK CLUB

 “Ah, the pet,” Lil said.
   
Lil’s child kept close to them, listening and watching. She stood in a desultory 
way over the plastic train whose jaunty red and yellow made the windswept 
playground appear even more forlorn. Neither woman felt able to suggest 
moving on just yet: that would be to recognise defeat.

Embarrassment lurked behind their chatter; for all the gestures of closeness 
between them they had in fact only recently met, when she had wandered into 
the gallery where Lil worked on Saturdays. The hushed sanctity of the light-
filled space conferred a suspension of the day to day; the women had looked at 
each other and recognised themselves.
   
They could have been sisters with their dark hair, the strong bones of their faces, 
their big hands. Lil wore flaming red lipstick and was dressed in black; the other 
was more muted but the scarf round her neck and the silver rings on her fingers 
reflected Lil’s tastes too.
   
“I like your top,” Lil had said.
   
“Charity shop, 50p,” the other had said proudly.
   
“Snap,” Lil had pulled out the fabric of her trousers. “Oxfam.” 
   
Their histories had followed the same trajectories – escape from Ireland, art 
colleges and drugs and sex and abortions, and love affairs abandoned by men 
while still in the roiling turgid heat of attachment. 
   
There was an element of the confessional in their relationship: they met and 
offered up their sins, vying to paint the pictures of their decline - of their falls 
from the grace of youth and beauty - with a stoic hangman’s humour. But it 
happened too soon. In the rush to better each other’s tragedy they became 
vulnerable to the power each held to simply disengage; they were strangers 
carrying the secrets of sisters; at the centre of their intimacy was a void because 
they were really not sure whether they liked each other.
  
Now they stood in the playground, waiting even as the first drizzle started 
and the whole landscape darkened further, deepened into the weather. A word 
could do it: the right phrase would open up the afternoon for them, take them 
to safety, to the shared responsibility of their separate catastrophes.
   
“Your teeth are lovely and white.”
   
Lil’s smile widened. She shook her head slightly so that her hair flicked from 
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side to side, then found its styled disarray. “All the better to eat you, my dear,” 
she said.
They laughed, the little girl looking up at them, her face a smooth mask, eyes 
serious and wary. And she’d tiny exquisite hands, like a little monkey – clever, 
innocent hands. Something poignant about them too, how they intimated the 
person she would grow up to conceal.
   
A boy suddenly appeared from the prefab hut on the other side of the 
playground. He walked straight up to the child and put his hands on the train 
handles, staring at her without expression. Silently she relinquished the toy. The 
boy got on and peddled away.
   
A woman in an apron then appeared at the door of the hut and called to them, 
“Tea or coffee, loves?”
   
“And they do teas and coffees,” Lil announced, “would you believe it.”
   
They looked towards the hut.
   
“Tea, please, Lil shouted back.
   
“Coffee for me, thanks.”
   
“Sugar, loves?” the woman asked.
   
The boy rode his train into a wooden horse, backed up, rammed it again. They 
walked past the empty swings into the hut. She was surprised to find it peopled, 
busy with children playing, their mothers sitting in groups chatting and 
drinking from Styrofoam cups. There was a smell of damp, of instant coffee and 
the cigarette smoke that lingered on the air over the women’s heads. Wire mesh 
grills up against the windows obscured the view but the door was left open and 
they could see the drizzle onto the shiny black outside. Sepia strip-lights made 
the features of the women and children look washed out. Around the walls the 
finger paintings of children were murky spirals, splashes, incoherent clashes of 
shape.
   
They perched themselves uncomfortably on child seats, a distance apart from 
the other women who were much younger than them anyway, young girls 
really. Tilda, the little girl, began playing with a plastic phone.
   
“Ere y’are, love,” the woman handed them their cups. “That’s 50p please,” she 
said in a singsong voice.
   
“I’ll get this,” Lil said.
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 “No, no, I have it here,” said the other, handing over the money.
   
“Thanks,” said Lil. “I’ll get it the next time.”
   
The other knew there would be no next time. She hated all of this. She saw 
herself washed up on this island of tar and obsolescence. Life was taking place 
elsewhere and she was nothing else but a mum at a one o’clock club. At the age 
of forty-five – old enough to be a grandmother these days, by the looks of those 
around her. Lil had dragged her here, was trying to inculcate her to her own 
brand of passive misery.
   
In the lull as they sipped their tepid drinks the other women’s voices came 
through.
   
“E never!” A blonde woman in the corner sounded incredulity.
   
“E bloody did,” another responded, stubbing her cigarette under her heel then 
picking up the remains.
   
“Bastard.”
   
“Always look on the bright side,” another voice said.
   
“Guess what?” Lil said, cradling her tea in her big hands.
   
“What?” She noticed for the first time the fine red veins on Lil’s cheeks, spreading 
out like tendrils underneath the heavy rouge. Blood pressure, she thought.
“I had a proposition last night.” Lil allowed her smile full rein. “Unbelievable. 
At my age. And he was gorgeous. And young. Can you believe it?”
   
“Why not?” she answered. “You’re a looker, Lil, you know that. Go for it, girl.”
   
“I’m considering it, I really am. Tilda, stop pet.” The little girl was banging the 
telephone receiver on the table, her face focussed and intense as she banged 
away diligently.
   
“And what did he have to say about your proposition?” She wanted to bring a 
bit of reality into the confessional.
   
“Oh, doesn’t know. Tilda, you’ll break it.” The child halted for a few seconds, 
then resumed her efforts. “Anyway, he’s over at her place these days. As far as 
I know.”
   
“Again?”
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 “Oh yes. My own fault. I’m afraid I asked him to give the key back. They don’t 
like being told to go, you know. It hurts them. So…”
   
“Yes, but why did you have to throw him out…?” She realised that she wanted 
him out. She who hadn’t even met him, wanted him out, and wanted to know 
that he’d suffered and was out. “Because he wouldn’t…”
   
“Oh, I know. Useless. He pulled the phone out of the wall. Thrashed the place. 
Thumped me, of course.” She sipped her tea, hunched over in the kiddies chair. 
“Tilda, stop it.” Tilda ignored her, banged with added vehemence.
   
The baby woke up. She took him out of the pram, sat him in her lap. He looked 
around him blinking and wobbly headed and yawning hugely, then snuggling 
his face into her bosom. Tilda watched him, the receiver held in mid-air.
“Then he threw the phone out the window. Oh, that’s just great, I said, at least 
you could have opened it first. Tilda was screaming. So…he had to go.”
   
The baby was nuzzling for milk. She undid her shirt and put him to her breast.
   
“Dum dums,” Tilda said to her mother, holding up her arms. It was the first 
time she’d spoken since they’d been together.
   
“And so, where did he go? Straight to her of course. Where else would he go?”
   
“Dum dums, dum dums,” she whined more insistently.
   
“Come up then, Tilda.” Lil pulled her child onto her lap, lifted her jumper. The 
child found the nipple for herself and latched on, watching the baby opposite.
   
“She’s getting too big for this,” Lil said ruefully, “but we both like it. God knows 
what we’ll do when she goes to school.”
   
They sat nursing and sipping their drinks. The steady drizzle beyond the open 
door looked like static on the television, grey and lively. Other women noticed 
the two breast feeders amongst them. After some nudging and head twitching 
those with their backs to them began turning at intervals to have a look.
   
“And you?”
   
“Me?”
   
“Yes.” Lil knew she was understood.
   
“Oh, more of the same.” She did not feel like joining in, confessing her own mess 
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so that they might balance themselves out on the martyrdom scales. Suddenly 
she craved formality, distance, convention. Back in Ireland their mothers had 
kept their secrets. That was stoicism. Keeping up appearances, not letting 
yourself down.
   
Lil waited. She changed Tilda onto the other nipple. She’d very little milk these 
days. Soon it would all be in the past – her child-rearing days, her fertility. She 
eyed the other’s swollen breast and the baby drawing from it greedily.
  
“So?”
   
“So…?”
   
“He’s back then?” Lil prompted, looking at her quizzically. This reticence went 
against the very foundations of their relationship, based as it was on confession 
– on the unspoken promise of equal exposure in the cause of their separate 
fictions, protecting them from humiliation always lurking close by. Especially 
these days when they no longer turned heads or could lure sly-eyed men with a 
look or some provocative movement.
   
She looked up. She’d been lost in the baby’s blue eyes staring at her, holding her 
afloat in their calm constancy. “Mmmm,” she lied. “Back a week now.”
   
“And things are…better?” Lil smiling at her, drawing it from her.
  
 She nodded her head. “Much better.”
   
Lil carried on smiling. “Oh, good!” The falsity rang out in her voice. Tilda looked 
up at her, a slight frown on her little forehead.
   
“Which I suppose, at my age, is something of a relief.”
    
Standing at the traffic lights later, she remembered saying it and was sorry. She 
had looked carefully at Lil’s face, following every line and shadow. She had 
negotiated its disintegration, seeing Lil at her kitchen table stroking on her anti-
aging moisturiser, pulling up her hair to check her roots, tweezing her whiskers, 
so following her own daily rituals.
   
“You choose, you know,” Lil had said.
   
“Choose what?”
   
“How you take things.”
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“Right.” But she had not been sure how she was meant to take this.
  
Before leaving they had taken a last turn around the playground. The rain had 
halted. There was even a hint of the clouds lightening, sunlight held not too far 
behind.
   
“Not many here today,” Lil said as an apology for the afternoon.
   
“The weather,” she replied, faintly pleased at the gesture she was making.
   
“See-saw, see-saw,” Tilda whined, tugging at Lil”s old coat.
   
There was an ancient iron seesaw on the other side of the playground. One end 
of it tilted skywards like a telescope. They followed the child. Her walk was 
measured and solemn on the tiny legs. She did not scramble onto the lower seat, 
but waited for the two women to arrive with the pram and the now sleeping 
baby.
   
“Come on, Tilda, hop on,” Lil said, holding the seesaw for her.
   
“Mama see-saw,” Tilda said, her face grave and purposeful.
  
“Okaaay, Mama seesaw. But Tilda climb on first,” Lil encouraged. 
   
Lil was tired of it all now. She stood in her faded coat looking vaguely over the 
head of her daughter out at the flat green. She was not quite sure what had gone 
wrong. She wanted to be at home with the fire on and a glass of wine in her 
hand. So engaged in her thoughts, she straddled the end of the seesaw.
   
“Mama see-saw.” Tilda did not budge but looked towards the other who was 
standing with one hand on the green pram and watching Lil’s sharply focussed 
reflection in a black puddle at her feet. Like a witch on a broomstick, she was 
thinking.
   
“She means you,” Lil said absently.
   
“Me?” Tilda’s perfect hands were clasped together. She looked down at the 
child, standing firmly on her tiny legs, the tights wrinkled around her stick-like 
ankles.
   
“Seesaw,” Tilda said quietly, nodding her head, looking up into her eyes with 
huge intensity.
   
“Oh, come on. How long is it since you had a seesaw?” Lil asked, her attention 
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broken away from the horizon.
   
She left the pram reluctantly and climbed on. The two women looked at each 
other and laughed at the sight they knew they made – two large bottomed ladies 
perched uncertainly. Lil slowly lowered herself first, the other tilted upwards. 
The park seemed to encircle them in a green and sky-grey perfect hemisphere. 
Up and down they went, pushing gently on their big legs, holding each other’s 
eyes, smiling both at the tortured squeak the seesaw emitted with every change 
of weight.
   
“Top of the world, Ma,” Lil shouted when the other was up.
   
She laughed at this. Then Lil bounced her – a sharp, jerking bounce that caught 
her by surprise. She squealed, nearly losing her balance.
   
Lil held her there, and jerked her again. She rose up and fell with a grunt against 
the iron seat. Before she could straighten up Lil did it again, even harder. Her 
hands slipped from the handles and she pitched forwards, half-askew and 
having to clutch onto the beam of the seesaw.

 “Hey, hang on! I’ll fall.” Pushing herself back into the seat she noticed the glint 
in Lil”s eyes.
   
“Okay, my turn now,” she said.
   
Lil bounced her harder still. She held her balance this time. Held it as she was 
bounced and jerked repeatedly, hoisted and flipped, the iron seat slapping hard 
against her backside each time she came down so that her hips hurt.

She heard laughter. Looking across she saw Tilda bent over squealing with 
laughter, her hands stuffed into her mouth, her foot stamping the ground like 
some kind of ritual dance.
   
“Lil, stop it, I have to check the baby.”
  
“He’s fine,” Lil shouted, jerking her more. She was getting very good at it, 
though her thighs were burning with the strain. Tighten them up she thought.
   
“Let me down now!” She was ready to cry. “You idiot, let me down!”
   
“Okay.” Lil simply hopped off. The other hit the ground with a heavy mortal 
thud and groaned at the pain to her backside. She rolled on the wet tarmac 
trying not to cry although she felt this huge welling of pity for herself and the 
injustice against her.
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 She looked up at Lil who stood there calmly, not laughing, thank God, but not 
offering to help her up either, just observing calmly, with Tilda slightly behind 
her watching too, big smile lighting up her face.

“What was that for?”
   
Lil pulled up the collar of her coat. She was ready to go home. She thought she 
must put on some lipstick in a moment; she’d one in her pocket, and a little 
mirror in the shape of a fish. You’d never know when you’d meet someone.
   
“Do you know what’s wrong with you, my dear?” she asked. She’d wear 
magenta and forget the begrudgers. “You just don’t know how to play.”
   
Later, when it was turning dark and the baby was crying for milk, when she 
was nearly home, standing wet-arsed at the last traffic lights with the noise and 
smell of rush-hour obliterating her, she’d fleetingly regret it: holding off from 
the complicity Lil had begged of her.

FC/OC/02
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2010 revolution

Driven by the
Pleasures to fly
Wills I can’t control
The heart and body
With mind; I don’t understand.

 My heart holds for thee
Who takes care of thy
Who lets my body rest-
At thy whim and bade
Like a rose in the moonlight?

But my body!
My body craves for the 
Holds of the other
On thresholds like
A string sowing a cloth
Raining on the puppets 
As the guitar strings touch
In the right rhythm.

Mortal!
If you know of a surgery
That let’s living with out mind for me
To live with passion,
I will go.

Mortal! 
If you know of a surgery
That let’s living with out a heart for me
To live with grace
I will go.

I am torn to finding my 2010 resolution of
My heart.

GA/2R/03
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I’ve always had strange rituals about performing – not that I had too extensive 
an experience at the time, but when I was about to get on stage to perform music 
or dance, I always had one phrase of the routine or piece that I had to play over 
in my head first, the blank spots where they needed to be fed with repetition to 
get that momentum. If I can’t do them beforehand, I would always get nervous 
until that spot comes up.

Now, with poetry, it’s all about the first line. 

My journey with performance poetry started organically, and was all thanks 
to the publication you’re reading now. I wanted to create and promote a 
fundraising event with Enigma, something that brought literature to life, and 
started looking into poetry reading. I started with Apples and Snakes and 
seeing the work they did with communities and schools. This seemed much 
more effective than reading anthology poems silently in class. This was about 
performances of their own work, something that they had lovingly or otherwise 
had created for performance, and the styles were endless.

All this research led me to attending my first live literature event, which was last 
January - Paper cuts by the online poetry magazine Poetry Mosaic at the Cross 
Kings. Short stories and poems were read out by a mixture of people, with all 
different backgrounds and subject matters but made for great listening. I was 
pleasantly surprised to see how well attended literary events like these were 
– people taking time after work and school and so on to come and listen. This 
inspired me to start my first ever open mic – mixing the element of performance 
with the ethos of Enigma Magazine – to showcase all backgrounds of talent. 
People would sign up for their slots with some time in-between for people to 
jump in when they felt like it. It was a lovely intimate space in the Jester Bar and 
was something I definitely wanted to pursue again. 

I remember one of the slots in my line up telling me that I should read something 
next time, and it struck a chord in me – could I try doing it myself? I had always 
written poetry to be read, not spoken. How different would it be? Would I write 
in the same way? How could I perform such things?

All signs pointed to the Roundhouse. After seeing the burlesque/circus show 
La Clique, I found some leaflets advertising the media collective, promoting 
all sorts of talent from performing to new media. The poetry collective seemed 
intriguing because it was developing written work for performance – the poetry 
lessons I’ve had previously is to be set a line and to write it in silence, for that 
piece to be quietly buried in a pile of other school exercises. This was intriguing 
to me, so signed up very quickly after that, and that’s where it all began.

It’s amazing when you find a new world that’s been under your nose the 
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whole time – Alice in Wonderland did, so did Dorothy and… well you get the 
picture. I’ve never seen so much talent under one roof – such a mixture of ages, 
backgrounds and performing styles – all had so much soul and energy to bring 
too. It was hard initially taking the words from a page to sound out – both were 
so different and can be dressed up or down accordingly. It was a great and 
relaxed atmosphere for this discovery as well, under the celebrated beat poet 
Polarbear’s mentoring. I definitely give props to them all for all their amazing 
skills and talents.

This whole poetry journey has been amazing – still taking small steps into it all, 
but it’s definitely something I’m glad to have experienced. Public speaking as 
a teenager had been quite an issue (not so much when I was younger than that 
though), and to have the courage to recite something you have written yourself 
– something that will have a personal meaning to someone else in a different 
way to your own – it’s just mad, but in a good way. The way art should be. 

A special thank you to Polar Bear, the Roundhouse Collective, the Poetry Society, 
the performers at Spoken from the Art and all the other poets along the way.

Susan Gray
Editor of Enigma Magazine
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I was born and raised in North West London in the borough of Brent. My father, 
called Godpower, migrated from an impoverished village in the Niger Delta, in 
the Rivers State area of Port Harcourt to London in 1979 with my mother, also of 
Ikwere origin, to study. As a young graduate my father had worked in Nigerian 
Television as a production assistant on the show Basil and Company.

My family lived in several areas around North West London, including Dollis 
Hill and Harlesden, before settling on the St Raphael’s Estate in the Neasden/
Stonebridge area when I was about 6, after my father returned to Nigeria. My 
mother, a devout Christian, took up various domestic cleaning jobs to support 
me and my brother and two sisters while volunteering at her Pentecostal Church 
as an evangelist.  A lower working class area, the estate was home to a largely 
Afro-Caribbean, Irish Catholic and Southern Asian community. The estate had 
a high crime rate – I remember within 6 months of living there an elderly man 
was shot dead on his doorstep, just minutes from our flat. We remained there 
until 2007 and much of my screenwriting is influenced by events and people 
from this environment. 

Upon leaving school, I attended West Herts School of Art and design where he 
studied Graphic design and Art and Craft and English.  It was here he began to 
develop his writing.  I also had a lack of focus that bordered on unruliness - I 
walked out in the middle of my A-level Art exam. I then studied Graphic Design 
and Visual Art at Bolton University. I was so disappointed about my dissertation 
project that I did not even attend my own degree show or graduation ceremony. 
I also cancelled an exhibition of my art and film work at the Octagon theatre in 
Bolton in the summer of 2005.

During my years at Art School and University, I continued to write short stories 
and articles for the student newspaper and short film scripts. I got into Frank 
McCout, Jorge Lois Borges and John Donne.

On my return to London I spent 3 weeks on a placement with the sports desk 
at the Observer. It was during this time I signed a two year option with a 
film company to produce his feature screenplay Stamina, after speculatively 
submitting a script he had developed from a short story written when I was 16, 
although at the end of the two hear development programme the film did not 
go into production. I’m currently in the final months of a Creative Writing MA 
at Brunel University.

Writing short stories, in a metaphorical style really helps me and my collaborators 
to fully understand the essence of the story. I’m very methodical in my approach, 
and every screenplay begins with a 1000 word short story. I then expand the 
narrative and create these wonderful spaces in between that prose.  It is also 
important for me as a director, in terms of characterisation and telegraphing the 
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characters motivations to the actor/actress. I think actors need much more in a 
screenplay than nondescript dialogue and subtext. Through metaphorical short 
stories, I can give each page of a script fragrance. It becomes pyrotechnic. Many 
old school screenwriters would disagree with this method. But it’s an art form. 
Just because my method is different, it does not make it less valid.

Right now I’m in pre production for a short film to be shot this summer, and I’m 
near completing a feature script that investigates love. It’s my strongest piece of 
writing to date. I’m putting together a team of creatives to try and get it made. 
Things can happen. It has its origins in Sola, which I rank this as one of my 
finest short stories.  In effect, it’s a long conceit which is extended throughout 
the narrative: Stingray/Mermaid equals a female lover in a brief relationship, 
the fisherman the male, while the sea is medium of the love and the shore a 
place of isolation and loneliness after a relationship has broken up. A series of 
allegorical narratives such as the ones constructed in the story might suggest a 
very abstract reading experience, but I feel I ground the story in all the specifics 
of sea and land.  Granted, the lyrical, impressionistic style asks a lot from the 
reader, who has to keep two levels of interpretation – the symbolic and the 
real – in operation in their minds simultaneously.  Hopefully there are enough 
signposts for the reader to do this effectively.

Clive James Nwonka
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SUBMISSION GUIDELINES

Enigma aims to make the creative writing world accessible to all as part of the 
arts programme for the charity CAARE (The Council for the Advancement of 
Arts and Recreation in Education). Its ethos is for all people of all ages and 
backgrounds to have the opportunity to have their work published and shared 
with others.

Enigma reflects the wide variety of today’s creative writing, from works by 
published authors to poetry from school children. We want to show that anyone 
with a pen and paper can write and improve by seeing their work alongside 
others.

Why “Enigma”?

All work is identified by a code, rather than a name. The code can be referenced 
simply with the alphabet, but our aim is that all work should be read without 
prejudice on its first read, and can be traced now to the back of the publication 
to find out more about the writer.

Submission guidelines

Up to three poems/short stories/short scripts (up to 3,000 words max) per person 
are accepted.

NB: Also please include a short paragraph about what made you interested 
in writing as reference to the code if you get selected. Examples of this can be 
seen at the back of this issue.

Features

What’s your story?

No matter what background, aspirations or goals in the literary world, Enigma
Magazine would be delighted to hear your story for this quarterly feature. The
limit is 300 to 500 words.

Submissions should be sent to editor@enigmacw.co.uk or by post to Enigma
Magazine, 41 Floral Street, Covent Garden, London WC2E 9DG entitled “What’s 
your story?”

Enigma is published by CAARE (The Council for the Advancement of Arts,
Recreation and Education), a registered charity that promotes the benefits of
participation in the arts and physical activity.

We are always accepting throughout the year and even if your work is not
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immediately published, there is always the option of keeping your work on
record for any future issue.

Online Submissions 

We may choose to have some of the work you submitted online instead of 
in the magazine, but we will always ask you first. Feel free to submit work 
purely for online, but please make sure you mark it so! We are now accepting 
poetry recordings as well to put on the site. MP3 recordings or WAV files are 
accepted.

SUBMISSION GUIDELINES
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Enigma Creative Writing magazine is currently being published by the London 
charity CAARE (The Council for the Advancement of Arts, Recreation and 
Education), who have now acted as a guardian for arts and sports in Britain for 
over 10 years. Protecting Britain’s cultural interest, they often undergo political 
campaigns, archive and research information regarding the mental and physical 
wellbeing of the nation.

The founder, operatic conductor Denis Vaughan, the initial driving force and 
founding father of the National Lottery in Britain, set up to provide a funding 
foundation for Arts and Sports. He has also been mentioned as ‘the man who 
brought more money to sport than anyone else in the 20th Century.’ CAARE 
is the only charity to fully monitor Lottery spending on good causes, and over 
time the priorities over the use of Lottery funds have changed and used for 
other purposes. CAARE’s main ethos is to widen access and participation in 
arts and sports to the Lottery’s full potential, and must be protected to serve its 
paying public personally.

In the past year, articles about CAARE and Denis Vaughan has had quite a wide 
range of media coverage including, The Times, The Daily Mail, The Scotsman and 
Time Out magazine. 

Enigma Creative Writing Magazine is only one of their projects to spread 
awareness of arts and sports for the public, and all proceeds from purchasing 
this magazine in print in the future will go towards this cause. To find out more 
about current and past projects, visit www.caare.co.uk.

THE CHARITY BEHIND THE MAGAZINE
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JR/S/01 and JR/CB/02
Snow/Candelmas Bells – Jennifer Rossington
The purchase of a laptop three years ago, gave me access to the internet, where 
I came across the blog of a practising American poet. He would put a poem on 
his blog to which I would attempt to write about the same topic. The views were 
very different as were the styles, - A difference of sex across the pond. We are 
still practising.

BEJ/M/01 and BEJJ/CE/02
Melt/The Cliffs at Eastbourne – Brian Evans Jones
Brian Evans-Jones lives in Hampshire and teaches Creative Writing and English 
to teenagers and adults. He wrote his first poems 20 years ago, in response to 
reading Wilfred Owen for GCSE English, and hasn’t stopped since. He studied 
Creative Writing at Warwick University from 2002 to 2005, loved it, and would 
thoroughly recommend it. This is the second time his poems have appeared in 
print. The only thing he enjoys more than getting a poem to ‘click’ is seeing one 
of his students have their own ‘click’ moment!

BH/NL/01 and BEJ/R/02
Never Ever Lie at all/Races – Benjamin Heathcote
My name is Benjamin Heathcote, I am a poet and artist based in Hackney, 
London. I graduated from the Royal College of Art in 2006 and have since 
been writing poetry and creating art based around it, exhibiting in shows and 
creating books. I write poems as a form of self medication.

GH/B/01
The Butterfly – Gregory Heath
Gregory Heath is widely published as a poet and short story writer (Staple 
featured him in their 2005 Alt-gen collection, showcasing the best small press 
writers of the previous decade). His literary novel The Entire Animal was 
published by The Waywiser Press in July 2006 and his collection of poetry The 
boy and his animals is available via his website at www.gregoryheath.co.uk.

CJN/S/01 and CJN/STS/02
Sola/ From Sunrise to Sunset - Clive James Nwonka
Clive James Nwonka was born in 1982 in the North - West London borough of 
Brent. His parents migrated from a village in the Rivers State area of Nigeria to 
London in 1979 to study Graphic Design and Visual Art at Bolton University. 
During his years there, he continued to write short stories and articles for the 
student newspaper and short film scripts. On his return to London he spent 
4 weeks on a placement at the Observer. It was during this time he signed a 
two year option with a film company to produce his screenplay Stamina, after 
speculatively submitting a film script he had developed from a short story. 
Nwonka is now studying a Creative Writing MA at Brunel University.

BEHIND THE DOOR
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A socialist, Nwonka has stated that he is influenced by the 1960’s films of Ken 
Loach and social realist writer – director Claire Denis. He is also inspired by 
Frank McCourt, Argentinean writer Jorge Luis Borges and Ken Saro Wira.

SJ/LS/01
Lone Soldier – Samantha Jeffrey
I am seventeen years old, studying English Literature and Drama & Theatre 
studies at Totton College. I think maybe it was injected into me as a baby; the need 
to write. It has been there as long as I can remember, longer than remembering 
my first kiss or my first toffee apple. I recall my Dad sitting me down with a 
piece of paper and a pen to shut me up whilst he played snooker, but instead of 
drawing houses and dogs and cats, I started to write about my day.  

Going to remembrance Sunday as a child with my Nan and hearing war poetry 
such as ‘In Flanders Fields’ influenced my writing heavily, as illustrated in Lone 
Solider. I became fascinated with life and death, a strange topic for a twelve year 
old writer. Now I know that thinking careful about these natural transitions so 
early gave me an understanding of what I wanted to write about. 

As I have grown, my writing has too. I am now interested in the stories of people 
behind the life and death, behind the headlines or the worn door handle.   

PR/CC/01 and PR/IS/02
Capital City 2/ Illusion 7 – Paul Roden
Paul Roden is a poet, psychologist and a Buddhist, whose day job is a lecturer 
in occupational therapy at Brunel University. An American by birth, he came to 
Britain in 1978 in order to dance at the Edinburgh Fringe and, some would say, to 
improve his English. These days, his interest in dance is sustained by flamenco 
classes where his status as a novice is reinforced weekly. His musical tastes 
include any music that expresses the spiritual nature of humans. The work of 
William Wordsworth, Wallace Stevens and the Swedish poet Tomas Tranströmer 
are influential and sometimes have a salutary effect on Paul’s poetry.  He feels 
that the activity of the poet includes “the need to express the inexpressible” and 
finds inspiration in the beauty of the everyday and the ordinary.

RF/FN/01
Following Nothing – Ryan Finnigan
Ryan Finnigan, 25 year old labourer from Sheffield. I write if and when I feel like 
it. I like to be contacted by strangers at finniganryan@hotmail.com

GA/OS/01, GA/AN/02 and GA/2R/03
Out Standing/Act Natural/2010 Revolution – Grace Atuhaire
I am Grace Atuhaire, 21, female poet from Uganda. I am a member of Uganda 
women writers association and a volunteer teacher of poetry in Bavubuka 
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foundation/ member of Bavubuka Girl Project. I write poetry for all genres and 
age groups.

My poems have been published in different poetry anthologies both locally 
and internationally. The poems; Eureka, Out Standing, Human way of life, Act 
Natural, Bondage, I know why! are my current unpublished poems written in 
2010.

I believe that this is the way to curb corruption among other human vices, 
which have impacts like climate change and heartbreak.  HOPE can be affected 
through the power of poetry.

FC/HNS/01 and FC/OC/02 
And Heart Holds No Secrets/ One’o clock club - Fiona O’Connor
Fiona O’Connor is an Irish writer now based in London. Formally a performer, 
dancing with The Dance Theatre of Harlem, New York, and the Covent Garden 
Opera Ballet, she has also directed theatre including productions for St. John’s 
Mill Theatre in Kerry, Ireland. She was awarded the prestigious Hennessy 
Award for Short Stories in 2000 and has been included in anthologies both in 
Ireland and America. She is completing a novel to be published in 2012.

CB/H/01 
Hope - Christine Bousfield
Christine Bousfield returned to writing poetry in her forties when she became 
a lecturer in literature and psychoanalysis, although writing has always 
been essential to her well-being. She developed creative writing workshops 
on masters’ courses and beyond the university. She is interested, too, in the 
connections between poetry and music and founded a poetry jazz quartet 
Nightdiver. She is now retired and concentrating on her creative work. 

(For more information, visit www.christine-bousfield.com and www.nightdiver.
org) 

DMA/D/01
Dream – Devon Marie Allen

RA/A/01
Animal – Rohail Ahmad
I have always loved reading and writing since I was child. This culminated in 
me doing an MA in Creative Writing at Brunel University. This story was written 
for one of the course exercises where we had to imagine a character as an animal 
but not specify what the animal was.

I am interested in contemporary culture, issues of identity and globalisation. 
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I believe that literature plays a huge part in fashioning consciousness and 
providing a framework for discussion. Ultimately, literature binds us together 
as human beings, showing that all people, no matter what their backgrounds, 
essentially want the same things: safety, security, love.

AA/ED/01
Epithalamion for HMS Dragon – Amy Anderson
Amy Anderson is 35 and has been writing poetry for the last four years.  She 
was brought up in Wales worked for 12 years in Cambridge, where she met 
her “fabulous” husband Nick.  She first visited Glasgow in 2002 and was 
strongly drawn to the City and she and Nick came to live in here in 2007.  Amy 
is fascinated the textures and geology of Glasgow, and how nature, light and 
language interact with the urban environment. She is frequently moved at how 
Glasgow’s undoubted hardness frequently gives way to softer, gentler moments, 
to a sense of radiance and congruence. These three poems represent some of her 
Glasgow inspired work. 

MS/CM/01
Coffee Machine -Matt Sharp
Hi, I’m a writer and occasional lazybones. I’ve been writing for almost as long 
as I can remember, but I know a lot more words now. I’m from Plymouth and 
am currently writing things which may or may not make me rich, but which are 
definitely fun for me. I’ll write until I stop enjoying it, and I feel confident that 
I’ll die before that happens.




