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The Romantics 

By Andy Botterill 
  
The spirit of romance lives on, 
in the words of dead poets 
who never reached middle age 
and so in books and art 
will remain forever young. 
  
Shelley, Coleridge and Byron, 
Baudelaire, Arthur Rimbaud and Verlaine, 
their words an inspiration, 
fuelled by the excesses of absinthe and laudanum, 
victims of madness, misadventure and addiction, 
worn down before their time, 
in the opium dens of Rome and Paris, 
not one to reach fifty years of age. 
  
They lived fast and died young. 
Two centuries on 
we still admire them, 
their books lining the shelves 
of libraries, bookshops 
and educational institutions. 
  
Bring back the spirit of the Romantics. 
we need it now more than ever. 
There’s too much apathy, not enough passion. 
We need to care once more, 
to be willing to literally die for our art, 
to make something that’s perfect 
and will last forever. 
  
Words mean nothing anymore. 
They’re just words, barely the sum 
of their parts, and nothing greater. 
They meant more than that 
to Rimbaud, Verlaine and Baudelaire. 
They meant the world. They meant immortality. 
They meant power. They meant salvation. 
It’s time they meant those things once more. 

Id 
By Jack Hastie 

 
In this ocean 
no one finds a friend. 
Tentative antennae futilely fluttering 
groping blindly 
where there is no light 
lips, tongue sensing, savouring abyssal ooze 
grazing on worms. 
Starfish. You. Me. 
Shark swift, exocet mean, shark sharp 
shimmering sprinter, blood seeking missile 
hotwired to detonate 
volcanoes of bones, brain cells, bankrupt businesses. 
Psychopath. Speculator. Genius. 
Flapping on an altar 
the catch 
marble eyes staring in void incomprehension 
mouth agape, gasping, praying, apologising 
serially apologising. 
The Damned. The Believer. The Redeemed. 
 
…..................................................................................................  

 

Did you see the moon tonight? 
By Ben Macnair 

 

 Did you see the moon tonight? 

 It hangs silently, 

 going through its cycles. 

 A rough draft, 

 A lump of clay, unfinished, 

 Drinking in the sunlight. 

 Did you see the moon tonight? 

 It lit your way, 

 through darkened streets, 

 bought the tides in to the shore, 

 erased the flotsam and jetsam 

 that washes in on every wave. 

 Did you see the moon tonight? 

 It hangs there, watching, 

 caring, its face as uneven and unknown 

 As any you can think of. 

 Did you see the moon tonight? 

 A creation myth, 

 Spinning in its orbit, 

 linked to ours, but unknown. 

 a rough draft, abandoned, unfinished. 

 

:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::: 

 

Thunder Road 
By Colin Ian Jeffery 

 
I stormed the thunder road from Hell 
With sword and shield 
Over bloody fields of war 
Fighting hordes of warrior demons down. 
I stand at my Lord's side 
Beneath his battle standard 
And shall never retreat a single step 
For he has restored my soul to glory. 
…........................................................................................ 
 

We want your letters of comment! 



Mother Knows Best 
By Joyce Walker 

 

Grace stood behind the counter at the chemist shop near her 

home as she had done every Saturday for the last three months. 

Everyone told her how lucky she was to be working there when 

so many students in her class found it impossible to get 

anything, but she didn’t feel lucky. The truth was that she hated 

it and would rather be doing anything but selling cough sweets 

to old ladies that smelt as ancient as their years and baby food 

to mums with children who smelt of sour milk. Surely there was 

something more interesting she could be doing with her 

weekends? 

 Of course, if she didn’t have the job, then she wouldn’t 

have any money to do anything, interesting or otherwise, so 

there she stood, every Saturday and the day dragged endlessly 

on. 

 She’d really wanted to work in the town centre, in one 

of the department stores where she could get discounts on 

fashionable clothes and where her friends might pop in to say 

hello from time to time, but her mum had told Mr Harris, the 

owner, she was looking for some weekend work and the 

vacancy had come up within days of it being mentioned. So, 

here she was, painting on a smile for customers who were 

generally grumpy because most of them were not feeling well, 

breathing in all their germs and wondering how she was ever 

going to escape without upsetting her mum and leaving herself 

without the extra funds that the job brought in. 

 Look on the bright side, girl, she thought, there are 

some perks – cheap cosmetics, sold in the shop, and perfume, 

too. Okay, so the brands weren’t the ones she’d normally have 

chosen, but most of them were passable alternatives and a 

bargain was a bargain, after all. 

 When she got home and complained to her mum about 

the boredom, she was told to remember that nothing in life was 

ever a waste of time and that what she needed to do was take 

more of an interest in things. Perhaps, then, Mr Harris would 

teach her a little about the medicines he dispensed and, in doing 

so, make her life there more interesting. 

 She knew her mum was right, but she also knew Mr 

Harris couldn’t let her dispense medicines as she wasn’t 

qualified. Still, taking more of an interest might just be a way to 

make Saturdays go a little faster, so she resolved to talk to Mr 

Harris about becoming a pharmacist. She was sure she had the 

brain and she had no idea what she was going to do with her A-

levels once she finished them. 

 Perhaps, if she found what she was told interesting, it 

might give her something to work towards and make not only 

her Saturdays more bearable, but her week at college, too. 

So, when her next working day arrived, instead of standing 

behind the counter getting bored when things were quiet, she 

began questioning Mr Harris about his job and what she would 

need in order to follow in his footsteps. 

 “First, you need to like science,” he said to her. 

“You’ve got to get good grades in Chemistry. You are taking 

chemistry, aren’t you? You also need two others, Maths and 

either Biology or Physics. Though you might get away with a 

GCSE in Maths or English, provided you have good grades; but, 

that’s only to get you into university, to take the degree.” 

 “Then, what?” 

 “Then, when, in three years time you graduate, you can 

come back here and work with me for a year, after which, you’ll 

be able to dispense medicines unsupervised.” 

 “You’re offering me a job here, even though you don’t 

know if I’m going to get my A-levels, let alone a degree?” 

 “Why not? You’ve always turned up for work on time, 

and the fact you’re asking me all these questions proves you’re 

motivated. Why don’t you bring in your college work with you 

next time you come to work? You can revise when we’re quiet 

and, if there’s anything you need help with, I’ll be happy to 

help.” 

 “Thanks, Mr Harris.” 

 “Ivan,” he said. 

 That was the day her life changed, for she looked at 

him and realised he was much younger than she’d thought and 

was also more handsome than she’d realised. Suddenly, 

Saturdays weren’t such a drag anymore. In fact, she couldn’t 

wait to get to the shop. 

 Not only was it the start of a new career, it was also the 

start of something much more precious. 

 Five years later, when she finally qualified, mainly 

thanks to Ivan Harris and his one-to-one tuition, she not only 

stood beside him in the shop, but became his partner, in both 

business and life, and, looking back, realised it was all thanks to 

her mum. 

  

Ends 

 

:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::: 

 

Lost City 
By Ed Blundell 

  
 Lost in the depths of lush jungle, 
 Where invading creepers curled, 
 Stood an ancient, sacred city, 
 Forgotten by the world. 
  
 The hand that carved its statues, 
 Long, long ago was stilled, 
 And monkeys wander the market place, 
 Where chattering crowds once milled. 
  
 For such is power and glory, 
 That now the great king's throne, 
 Is a seat for basking lizards, 
 In a palace of falling stone. 
  
 The pomp, the pride, the passion, 
 The dance, music and rhyme, 
 The reason why the people left, 
 Lost in the mists of time. 
  
 Asleep in steamy jungle heat, 
 Slowly crumbling away, 
 It stands a failing monument, 
 Of a previous, greater day. 
 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 

Politician Birds 

(Members of Parliament) 
By Colin Ian Jeffery 

 

 Politicians are unruly birds 

 Flocking on Parliament benches 

 Each one trying to chirp the loudest. 

 Cuckoos in the nest 

 Making promises to be elected 

 They will never keep. 

 The effrontery of a politician bird 

 So full of self-important 

 Squawking nonsense as they prance. 

 

 



Dewi, The Druid 
and the Dancing Girls 

By Phil Knight 
  
 
I am Dewi of Cymru 
Son of the Church, 
Called by the Saxons 
David the Welshman. 
  
I witnessed the world change. 
With the fall of night 
Upon the Empire of Rome 
Pagans invaded Britannia. 
  
I along with other monks 
Defended the Word of God 
Against all comers from 
Europe and Hibernia. 
  
There was in those days a Druid 
Who dwelt in an old fort at Boia. 
He claimed he could tempt us 
From the righteous path. 
  
He offered us wine and beer 
But I told him we drank only 
The sweet water of life. 
Then he sent in the Slave Girls. 
  
Their eyes were emeralds 
And their hair was sunset red. 
They danced around us lasciviously 
But Wales was our shield and sword. 
  
When they pushed forward their breasts 
I saw only the peaks of Snowdonia, 
Their hips were but the Vales of the South. 
The psalms were also a rod and staff. 
  
The Druid then offered us dinner saying 
In the Latin tongue of the Romans 
He could tell we were lovers of meat. 
But alas for him we were all vegetarians. 
  
The Druid’s hopes were disappointed 
And his evil schemes were askew, 
So he and his flame-haired Dancing Girls 
Went back over the shining sea. 
 
 
:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::: 
 
 
Life did not offer 

A steady tranquil ocean 

For my travelling. 

On the horizon the stars 

Illumine unchanging depths. 

 

                                         By Pamela Harvey 

 
:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::: 
 
 

Submissions of poetry and fiction are 
sought for 2017! 

what is care 

to the leaping hare? 

  

lady moon rides the cloud, 

ancient stones still stand proud, 

  

to the frost on the field 

our pawprints don’t yield 

  

and the truth which we swear 

is a dancing hare’s dare. 

  

By Anne Stephens 

 
…......................................................... 

  

 

Everyone 
By Andy Botterill 

  

Everyone thinks they’re a rock star. 

Everyone thinks they’re an artist. 

Everyone thinks they’re a poet. 

Everyone thinks they’re so talented. 

Everyone thinks they’ve got it. 

Too many end up disappointed. 

  

Everyone thinks they’re a writer. 

Everyone thinks they’re a philosopher. 

Everyone thinks they’re a film maker. 

Everyone thinks they’re a star. 

Like the night sky, 

There are just too many stars out there. 

 

 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *  

 

The sun is hiding, 

Cooling off in Space darkness, 

Relief from heatwave. 

 

By Pamela Harvey 
 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^  

 

rocky mountain moonless 

By Anna Sykora 

  

not entirely 

wave or particle 

or both 

uncertainty 

sure as a box of rocks 

as galaxies collide 

and fumble through each other 

slip out the other side 

drip drip drip 

these mountains rearrange 

all particles are strange 

Say What? 
By Neal Wilgus 

  
I don’t remember 
what I forgot – 
I don’t know much 
so it can’t be a lot. 
  
A lot of a lot 
or a lot of little – 
I read some place 
that life is a riddle. 
  
But that thing I forgot 
I still don’t remember – 
was it a spark 
or a dying ember? 
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

 

Shortage of Storage 
By Jennifer Ruth Jackson 

  
Skeletons 
Not kept in closet 
  
Pried up floorboards 
Reveal bones, aged piano keys 
Clunked and clicked 
Each step worn smooth 
  
The space houses  
One too many 
Ivory femurs 
Stained with sin 
And one too many 
Wild days  
Punctuated… by… 
Every… grinning… 
Skull 
Cheering the chill air  
Beneath 
 
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 
 

Whence? 
By Pamela Harvey 

  

Supernova, split the Universe with Power 

Eventual ripples are planets, far flung. 

What do I know of you, 

Ancestor of our Sun? 

In imagination drifting, 

Not my mind alone, but linked 

With others, here and on worlds apart. 

  

Perhaps there exist happier spheres, 

Even if strange; violet oceans, frozen, 

More lovely than the skies which look 

On human woe – but this I know – 

No lovelier planet breathes than ours; 

Its golden dawns, its rainbow flowers. 

  

And we are part of greater Life, 

Ancestor Star, whose other children feel 

The calm embrace of Paradise, 

At least of maturity, which, if we will, 

Can yet renourish planet Earth. 



Feeding Time 
By Ed Blundell 

  
She fed the birds each morning, 
She fed them in the park, 
She fed them in the evening, 
Before the day grew dark. 
  
They brought her joy and happiness, 
They satisfied a need, 
They gave her life a purpose, 
She'd no one else to feed. 
  
She came one day to find them gone, 
Killed by poisoned bait, 
A worker from the council, 
Still standing by the gate. 
  
She asked him why he killed them, 
He answered with a grin, 
"Because they're only vermin, 
I'm paid to do them in." 
  
She came again at lunchtime 
And spread a picnic there, 
And asked him if he'd join her, 
She now had food to spare. 
  
He ate her bread, he ate her cake, 
And then he ate some more 
And then he clutched his stomach 
And fell writhing on the floor. 
  
He screamed in pain, he bit his tongue, 
His mouth all froth and blood, 
She said, "I'm killing vermin, 
And as you said it's good." 
…................................................................. 

 

 

Crimes 
By Andy Botterill 

  

I find crimes against children the most  

                                                    upsetting. 

I can barely bring myself to read about them. 

They fill me with horror and disgust, 

that there are those in this world who’d inflict 

pain, misery and death on the young, 

and not see them grow up as we’ve done. 

  

It makes me want to act. 

It makes me want to do something. 

I want to cry out. I want to help. 

Even if I can play some small part 

to put it right, to protect 

just some of them, it will be worth it. 

 

 

:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::: 

 

 

Starlight twinkles down 

Space-born illumination 

A sacred shimmer 

  
                                   By DJ Tyrer 

Resistance Is Futile 
By Phil Knight 

  

The Borg Cube has landed 

It made planetfall in Neath. 

It’s an edifice so ugly 

It’s truly beyond belief. 

Is it the reprocessing plant from 

Magnitogorsk? 

Or another relic of Stalin’s terror? 

Was it designed by human hand 

Or the result of computer error? 

The Council call it a car park, 

But that don’t say it all. 

With so much steel and concrete 

It’s like part of the Berlin Wall. 

If Albert Speer was alive today 

He would give it the old “Sieg Heil!” 

But if any would-be tourist saw it 

Then they would run a mile. 

It dwarfs the town around it 

Like a beached battleship. 

In the divine name of progress 

More of our heritage got the skip. 

The contractors claim they are 

“Improving the image of Construction,” 

But we in Neath know better 

It is just more municipal destruction. 

If you wish to park your car 

You have come to the right place 

But if you love architecture 

Know Thalia’s mask hides her face. 

  

  
Note:  Thalia was the Greek Muse of 

Architecture and Comedy, because she would 

hide her tears at the follies of mankind behind 

a smiling mask. 

 

….............................................................. 

 

  

the leaf bedraggled, blushed 
with urgent decay 
  
i reach to you, attempting 
transparency, failing 
and falling like your good self... 
  
somewhere in the rootmass 
of the Great Tree 
  
there is a thread of earthy light 
ready and able 
to renew 
  

By Anne Stephens 
…............................................................... 

 

 

Tigershark ezine 
issue 11 available now – email 
tigersharkpublishing@hotmail.c
o.uk to request a copy. 
Featuring poetry and fiction 
by Aeronwy Dafies, Neil K. 
Henderson and DJ Tyrer, 
amongst many others. 

Thirst 
By Monica Kagan 

 

Merciless monster, relentless. Day. Night. 

An endless continuum... 

 A speck in the vast ocean. Barely 

visible. Melanie’s heart lurches. 

 Drops her useless mobile phone, 

the metal glinting in the sharp light. 

 Shields her eyes from the harsh 

rays of the scorching sun. Lips chapped, 

throat dry, she squints. Eyelids, blink, blink, 

blink. A shifting shape. 

 Sweat pools in the crevices of her 

body, at the base of her spine, her chest, 

soaking her cotton dress. Tempted to dive 

into the beckoning water. Although not a 

fin appears, she knows that sharp toothed 

sharks lurk beneath the surface. She trudges 

up the baking sand dune. 

 A vessel? 

 She hops from foot to foot as the 

object draws near. Waves her burning arms 

and shouts: “I’m here. I’m here! Help me. 

Please.” 

 The shape dissolves into the 

horizon. The thin thread of hope snaps. 

 The monster, forgotten for a few 

seconds: Attacks. Water… She sinks onto 

the scorching sand, lips on fire. A vortex of 

darkness overwhelms her. 

 

 *** 

 

Consciousness seeps back, synapses 

sparking. A swaying motion. A cacophony 

of sounds. The odour of fish: overpowering. 

Her cracked lips: now moist. Melanie 

opens her eyes. 

 “Where, where am I?” 

 A man clad in plastic yellow 

overalls, kneels in front of her. Hands her a 

mug. 

 The liquid soothes her parched 

throat. 

 “Miss, Miss… Slow down.” 

 She sips, relishing the cool liquid 

spilling over her blistered skin. 

 “I’m Jacob. We found you on the 

beach.” 

 Dawning comprehension. 

 “Jacob. Thank you.” 

Another mug of water. And 

another. 

 The monster, now slaked, retreats. 

 

 The End 

…................................................................. 

 

We are not alone 

Moving in many splendours 

Earth blends its pattern 

With unseen Cosmic levels 

Touched by Love, where sorrow dies. 

 

By Pamela Harvey 



 Wicked Things of Eastern Promise 
By Matthew Wilson 

  

Ray couldn’t believe his eyes 

When mom bought him Aladdin’s lamp 

It made up for 100 crappy Christmases 

But mom was guilty after the divorce. 

  

Finally he was happy with his mountain bike 

The fastest ever in the world 

Everyone suddenly seemed to like him 

They even stopped burning his books. 

  

All the girls noticed him at last 

Leaving little presents in his locker 

Letters at his desk were sealed with kisses 

Despite being dumb, the teacher gave him A. 

  

Everyone liked Ray, except the genie 

Not after Ray argued three wishes wasn’t enough 

They found him on New Year’s day, dead 
When everyone wondered what there was to like of him in the first place. 

….................................................................................... 

 

Poet 

By Colin Ian Jeffery 

  
Within the landscape of the mind 
In solitude the poet walks alone 
Composing with language of the soul 
Creating images, inspiring thoughts 
Bright and dark colours, the tapestry of human life. 
Questions on how, why and when 
Death, love, joy, misery, all senses revealed 
Searching for truth walking purple storms 
Taking the blows and turning the other cheek 
Looking at the stars and seeing God. 
Making beauty, touching other souls 
Memories sweet and bold, lovers not forgot 
Time and space no barrier to the questing mind 
Grief and loss given words letting tears flow 
And the poet fulfils his role for the brotherhood of man. 
 
:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::: 
 

 

glory of gas fires 
By Anna Sykora 

 

in fire worship's homelands 

natural gas still flares 

from the ground 

fires that have burned 

without a whisper 

blue and glimmering smokelessly 

fires our ancients worshipped 

tamed into temples of 

concentric circles 

or spiralling suns of golden wire 

worn on the body 

as amulets 

for dreams of life unending 

warmth for the wandering family 

and food abundant cooked 

 

Sound of Silence 

By DS Davidson 
 
Not too sure what was said 
But now we sit in silence 
Neither willing to take the step 
Start the peace talks 
Replace the frostiness 
With the love that went before. 
The sound of silence. 
…........................................................................................ 
 

Unfavourite Things 
By Phil Knight 

  

Atom Bombs, Smart Bombs, Nuclear Subs 

Crazy ex-students sounding off in pubs 

And those endless mobile phone ding-a-lings. 

These are a few of my unfavourite things. 

  

Racists, bigots, Fascists and Nazi thugs 

Who spread their poison like super bugs 

And mobile phones playing guitar strings. 

These are a few of my unfavourite things. 

  

Board shops in our vandalised towns 

Peopled by folks with terrible frowns 

And all mobile phones with their ping, ping, pings. 

These are a few of my unfavourite things. 

  

Lies about weapons and lies about war 

Ministers lying till their tongues are raw 

And any mobile phone with frog that sings. 

These are just a few of my unfavourite things. 

….................................................................................................. 
 

Wild Hunt 

By Aeronwy Dafies 
  
On a night both dark and stormy 
The Wild Hunt comes hunting for me 
Devil horses, hounds and riders 
Fiery eyes and eyes like spiders 
Eyes like dark pits that steal your soul 
Eyes that glow red like burning coal 
Gaze from which I cannot escape 
I seem to sense upon my nape 
I run and hide without success 
Cry to heaven, my sins confess 
Pray for escape but comes there none 
Till there is no place left to run 
Through the night the Hunt pursues me 
For my sins none shall excuse me 
Until at last I stumble, fall 
And hear the huntsman's bugle call 
The hounds dashing to where I fell 
Seize my soul, drag it off to Hell! 
 
:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::: 
 

Available Now! 
 

I Dreamt I Am A Poet 
Poetry by Stacey Law 

 
Just £3 (payable to DJ Tyrer or via 

https://www.paypal.me/DJTyrer 



Cold Kisses 
By Matthew Wilson 

 
She was glad to have her husband back. Even with small 
changes. They didn’t have his eye colour and his voice box 
lacked the stutter, just small quirks that she’d fell in love with 
but the robot knew his moves, even if his kisses were cold. 

She’d checked his manual but there was no way to 
fix the glitch. She resolved to get used to it since they were 
in the crash. She thought she’d never see him again, so she 
was glad to have something more than pictures, someone 
to hold. She cleared her mind of darkness when her son ran 
in the room. 

Thank heaven he wasn’t in the car. At least now 
they were together, still a family. She pecked his cheek and 
told him to get ready for school. 

Her son smiled, but tried to stop his shaking. He 
didn't want to hurt her feelings. Or say how cold her kisses 
were. 
 

THE END 
............................................................................................... 
 

Aintree Grand National Saturday 
By John O’Malley 

 

Sunshine allowing geezers weed – water  

Get place tidied for spring any day now  

Coming back over from meeting lads  

Head fried from going and going  

Helping out way beyond call of duty  

Sit in East Midlands Airport consider  

When will my campaign of doing good  

Keeping out in all weathers-sunshine  

The few tablets –keep the feel good factor  

To be able to live within our means-beautiful  

........................................................................................................... 

 

This Be The Chorus 

(With Apologies to Philip Larkin) 
By Ben Macnair 

 

They deafen you, your rock and roll bands, 

They always mean to. 

They give you all the notes that jazz had, 

And a bit more ego, just for you. 

 

But they were deafened by folk, 

anger louder than bombs, 

all the righteous indignation, 

of wanting to change an indifferent world. 

Acoustic guitars set to stun. 

Banjo’s more eager than paint-stripper. 

Non-singers putting their own poetry to the same three chords. 

 

Sitting in smoky pubs, 

drinking beer, smoking wood-bines, 

all the bad things, 

all of the time. 

 

Man hands on Music to Man, 

all of those smoky pubs, no good for your health. 

Start playing as soon as you can, 

and learn that sixth chord for yourself. 

Purple 
By: Arthur C. Ford, Sr. 

 
Born from the divine effects of the wedding between 
wavelengths(violet/red, reddish/blue) of the 
electromagnetic spectrum- came purple.  
 
Meanwhile down on earth - since purple is part of the 
visible spectrum for mankind - we manipulate it!  
 
We symbolically use it to relegate and aesthetically 
displayed accomplishments in life(popes, bishops, 
cardinals, royalty, etc., etc.,).  
 
Nature uses it to enhance pollination, ward-off enemies 
and combine it with other visible colors creating pleasing 
collages. Some eatable vegetables are of its hue! 
 
Then, 
in the late fifty’s/early sixties a witty songwriter wrote 
words of a song entitled ”Purple People Eater. This song 
was so absorbing and lighthearted that everyone 
memorized it(it was a one-eyed, one horn, flying purple 
people eater…..). This unidentified flying creature played 
rock and roll music through the horn on his forehead!! 
 
Then, 
a few years later a young, self-professed “voodoo child” 
of Cherokee blood from Seattle, Wa., not only played the 
guitar superbly, he was said to “utilize it” unlike all before 
him. This sound pundit died young and became a 
member of what has been dubbed “The 27 Club:. He left 
“Purple Haze” clouds that have not been penetrated by 
any other guitarist.  
 
Then, 
these impenetrable clouds lingered over the music world 
and rather than dissipating - they burst! As expected the 
rain was wet, wild, multi, multi, multi-talented; but what 
was unusual, was that for years it fell only over the state 
of Minnesota.  
 
Then, 
this rain spread all over the world, but even more 
perplexing, it was - purple!!! 
 
 
! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !  
 
 

After All Those Years 
By John O'Malley 

 

Challenging teenagers as we would  

My own flown the nest-one hour  

A week be the jolly old poet.  

Not a phoney persona this is me  

Watching Mr Mc Kenna – watchin’  

Headmaster dealing with Monday  

Kids that would prefer to be anywhere  

Else in the working place-forced to come  

To school –I persuade my pal –sing entertain  

These wonderful human beings –make  

Their years ahead exciting –could be  

They will see life begins after schooldays over. 
 

Awen will return in August 


