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Starchild
For Astra

By Bruce-Grove

At first I glimpsed you
Waiting patiently for life to arrive.
I passed you
And with a sideways glance
Admired your soul.

Now the light is brighter,
Clear as morning,
Ital pure.

We journey together
Within our Diamond ship,
Past galaxies unimagined.
We will count the wonders of infinity 
And steal the dreams of gods.

We are the chosen four.
The tribe swells
With unanimous ecstasy.
Within the house of love
We grew a chemical family,
They are our children
We must feed them.

The pairs form the foundation,
Bruce Grove holds us steady.
From there communal unity
Festive bliss and journeys to the sun
Form the framework for our summer,
And the journey of our lives.

You are the long awaited
The flower in the circle,
A lotus 
Beginning to unfold.

Your smiling eyes
Outshine the twinklings of stars.

The Compromise
By Diane R. Duff

“We are going, where?” he asked,
“Did I hear you right?”
“Yes,” she replied, “I want to see Swan Lake
Next Friday night.”

“You know I hate dancing
And it’s not only me:
I don’t think many men are keen
To go and watch ballet.”

“You expect me to watch football
On a cold Saturday afternoon:”
“But you never come with me
You always have some excuse.”

“This is in the evening
And I’d need a lift home:”
She tried to appeal to his good nature,
As he started to groan.

“Parking could be difficult,” he said,
“Not if we allow plenty of time:”
Then she thought the only way
Would be to reach a compromise.

So he agreed to take her to the show
And hoped he wouldn’t be bored:
Then the following day
She’d go with him to watch football.

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

Scrub Oak Branches in Winter’s Night
By Howard F. Stein

Scrub oak branches bereft of leaves,
Naked bark, their protective skin,
Survival is a dare against
Invasion by wind, ice, and snow.
Their hope is to wait and outlast.

Absence is where all winters lead.

Amid this remorseless danger,
A tiny reprieve from peril:
Through these branches I see the sky.

…………………………………………………………..

Love’s Blowback
By Donna McCabe

Shot through the heart by the bullet of rejection
No time to notice, to stop its deflection
Now feeling mortally wounded
Bleeding out real bad
My heart is in pieces
I'm on the floor and so sad
So many questions run through my head
Why did this happen?
Was it something I said?
Breakup is harsh no matter how it happens
The only thing now is to heal this gaping hole.



Cliffhanger
By Howard F. Stein

To the memory of Dmitri Shostakovich 

A nominally successful
Murder mystery writer
Of short stories and an occasional novel,
Read from his work at public literary events,
Signed copies of his novels here and there.
During interviews at public libraries,
And on radio talk shows,
He kept coming back to the term,
“Cliffhanger” to describe his style
Of writing plots – 
He liked to keep people “on the edge,”
He said, in suspense,
And in a sense of imminent danger
To the very last moment,
So near the cliff’s edge,
They could easily
Lose their balance and slip off –
But at the last moment
Were miraculously rescued
By an unexpected turn in
the story’s plot.

A curious TV interviewer
Recently pointed out to him
That he frequently spoke of his
Murder mystery writing style
In images of cliffs and cliffhangers
And precipitous edges.
He acknowledged these
Were also conventional terms,
But wondered whether they
Had any special significance for him.
Had his guest ever given thought 
To this recurrent choice of words?
No – the writer said, first slowly, then puzzled,
At least not until this moment
When he had been asked.

Silence. 
Suddenly, he was ambushed
By an imminent sense of danger,
Then a vague memory of
His grandmother’s account of
Long ago when the Nazi army
Invaded Kiev, Ukraine, in 1941.
Soldiers murdered tens of thousands 
of Jews systematically, 
Lined them up in wave after wave
At the edge of a steep cliff,
Then machine-gunned them down,
Their dead or half-dead bodies
Falling backward into a deep ravine –
An assembly line,
Its only product, death.

Both writer and interviewer,
Stunned by the story
They had just stumbled upon,
Sat choked up and silent.
The camera crew sensed
This to be a profound moment,
And continued taping the two men 
who remained speechless in their grief.
Eventually, they spoke about
This miracle of realization
That had just occurred,
And concluded the interview.

Uncut, it would
Later be shown on TV.

The place of the massacre
Is called Babi Yar,
A huge and deep ravine outside Kiev. 
That is where the first
Cliffhanger had taken place,
And where there was no return
From edge of the cliff.

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

Untitled
By Alan Lacock

One hundred dancing eyes
peer through the forest green,
where the hungry tiger lies
in wait and unseen.

Fifty noses held up on high
to catch the first scent that comes by.
Two hundred twitching legs
stand erect and astride
to be the first into action
with no time to abide.

Forty nine hearts that were beating fast
can now be still and rest at last,
for the tiger who had laid unseen,
had taken lunch from the forest green.

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

A Nice Poem For A Change
By Marc Carver

The sea air passes through my fingers as I lift my hands 
into the air
the waves orchestrate the wind
and I push them apart
there is nothing but this moment to conquer
no future
no past
nothing.
All desires are taken away by the sea and the air.

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

Song my mother sang
By Colin Ian Jeffery

When babe in arms
My mother sang to me
Soft and lilting 
Voice precious to my heart.

Long since gone
Beyond sight and touch
Grave deep, never woken by tears.
With wind’s whispering tones
Again I hear her song 
Touching my soul with a mother’s love.



Waiting to Be Saved
By Harris Coverley

The mother sits at the kitchen table smoking. The table is cheap
and  composed  of  multiple  shades  of  green  plastic,  with  a
pseudo-marble top, and is the place where the mother and her
boy have had most of their meals for the past two years.

The  boy  himself,  not  yet  three  years  old,  has  long
since grown used to the smoke, and busies himself nearby on
the  thin  but  rough  brown  carpet  in  the  fantasy  world  of  a
toddlers’ imagination, incomprehensible to the adult mind, so
vital to an infant’s.

The mother  has been  upset  all  day,  upset  for  many
weeks  in  fact,  over  issues  which  she,  and  indeed  the  vast
majority  of  the  global  population,  does  not  have  any  real
control over, so what she does instead of attempting to solve
them or act  on them is  smoke, and smoke, and smoke some
more.

The boy is not exactly the brightest possible child he
could be at his age, but he feels as much as a child can, and the
joy  and  elation  he  feels  when  he  notices  that  it  is  snowing
outside the kitchen window is insurmountable.

He leaves his  fantasy world for  the real  world,  and
runs to the backdoor to stare at the snow gleefully as it falls
upon the garden steps. It is not the white snow of the previous
year which he remembers so vividly, a snow with crunch and
strength  and  pure  of  heart  whiteness.  This  is  a  weird  snow,
hardly snow at all. It is limp and grey, and the boy can smell it
through the gaps of the door. It smells of ash, it smells warm.

The sky is dark, although it is day. The bright disc in
the sky does little to illuminate the houses below.

This does not worry the boy however. For him it is a
new experience, something to explore, something to add to his
bank of growing memories. Maybe this will prove to be one of
the  first  memories  he  will  look  kindly  on  when  reaching
maturity.

He has to get out there. He has to. Disappointment for
him is not an option.

He walks over to his mother and asks her in his little
way if he can go outside to play.

She lights another cigarette and refuses.
He asks again.
She refuses again.
He  begins  to  cry  and  weep,  and  she  begins  to  get

angry, and berate him, as his cries grow louder and louder. She
then joins him in crying and weeping, and, after stubbing out
her cigarette, she leans down and lifts him up to her knee. She
apologises  for  everything,  and  he  apologises  in  turn,  even
though he has nothing to apologise for. That’s what grown-ups
do, and so he mimics it.

After a few minutes they both calm, and she sets him
back down on the floor.

She lights another cigarette, and, the grey snow mostly
forgotten, he resumes play in his fantasy world.

And they are like that for a long time.

Ends

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

Time,
the uninterrupted flow of now...
a succession
measurable with a number
yet always unstoppable

By David Edwards   

World Epidemic
(Coronavirus)

By Colin Ian Jeffery

Unseen, passed from person to person
Virus epidemic spreads world-wide
With fierce demand for human lives.

Health workers, shop workers
Transport drivers risking themselves
Fighting to save their nation.

People kept in lock-down reducing infection
Tears and grief as battle ensues
And a light can be seen at the tunnel’s end.

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

Stopped drinking the beer
Imagines himself safe now
Not that Corona

By DS Davidson

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

  Coronavirus
By Colin Ian Jeffery

The virus started in a wet market in China, where wildlife, 
dead and alive, is on sale, in December, 2019, and believed
to have come from a person eating a bat, and has spread 
worldwide as an epidemic killing millions.

Desire to eat wildlife meat
Has created a killing virus
Spreading world-wide without restraint
Killing millions in its wake.

Countries in lock-down
People terrified 
Many wearing face masks
Told the only protection is washing hands.

Health workers trying to save lives
Doctors and nurses dying
Supermarkets trying to keep shelves stocked
Elderly at supreme risk.

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

Covidiots
By DJ Tyrer

Folk feeling healthy
Ignore lockdown for sunshine
Funeral future

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

For more coronavirus-inspired poetry, download DJ Tyrer’s 
Garbaj Presents… A Wuhan Whodunnit from the Atlantean 
Publishing website or send a long-letter or A5 SAE to the usual 
address (UK) for a print copy (£1.40/$2 overseas)
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Family Tree
By David M. Smith

She had asked me to return though I didn’t really want to. I pulled
the car into the side of the narrow lane and left it with the hazard
lights on, just in case. The verges and the churchyard were very
overgrown so that the building loomed up out of a tangle of green.
Insects swarmed everywhere on this hot summer day. As I entered
the building I was overwhelmed by light reflecting across the altar
and the intricately carved lectern and shimmering down the aisle.
Only the reredos partially obscured its way and this led to a flurry
of patterns across the floor. It seems strange that as a child I had
never noticed this wealth of colour issuing from the East window.
Back then, I always had my head down, weighed down by a sense
of guilt. I was never certain what I was guilty of, but I always knew
that I  was guilty and that He was watching me. Obliged by my
mother to attend I would sit with eyes closed, doing my tone deaf
best to hit the notes as the organ wheezed the hymn tunes.

Of course, there had been happier times as well.  We first
met here; we got married here and she had insisted on christening
the children in the old church. On each occasion I had had conflict
with the vicar but it had been worth it to please her. She was a firm
believer.

The other thing I remember from childhood was the smell.
Incense; that powerful sickly all-pervading stench. I still can't enter
a  candle  shop without  feeling queasy.  Today though the ancient
church smelled only of damp and emptiness. I much preferred it.
Not that the building was abandoned. A peripatetic curate called
here once a month to offer a service and I gather he still  had a
handful  of  takers  –  but  not  me.  I  liked  the  church  empty.  No
almighty presence observing me, judging me.

Now, as an adult, I was able to look around and appreciate
the architecture. Men had earned their living creating this edifice
and they had taken pride in their work. You could see it in the curve
of the balusters, the filigree carving, the effigies suspended from
the roof beams. An old guidebook on the table by the door - no
more than a printed sheet really – suggested names for the lords
and ladies  depicted,  but  what  of  the workmen,  I  asked?  Being
medieval, none of these men would ever have thought to sign their
names.  Yet the building was the culmination of  their skill:  their
congealed labour if you like? Beautiful! Occasionally an observant
visitor might find a tiny mouse or a frog carved into a pillar, or
perhaps a weasel face under the lectern. A tradesman's mark or a
comment on the incumbent? Who knows!

Were they labouring for the greater good of God or for their
take home pay? Probably both. The church was the major employer
for masons and they worked in teams going from church to church
in  the  season,  each  parish  recommending  them  to  the  next
according to the quality of their work. Mind you, it can’t all have
been hard work.  I  smiled as  I  imagined their  banter.  The gang,
working professionally on the stone, but also having a laugh among
themselves, flicking stone chips about and giving the apprentices
pointless  tasks.  What  was  the  medieval  equivalent  of  the  glass
hammer?

I walked outside into the sun and sat down to rest on a table
tomb clutching her urn. Albert Smithers, 1789-1849 who had been
buried, apparently, ‘in the hope of resurrection and the expectation
of eternal life.’ I wonder if he got it? He was born in the year of the
French  revolution  and  lived  to  see  the  1848  revolutions  across
Europe, though I doubt if any of them registered on him in this
village backwater. Still, not a bad innings for those days – 60 years.
Like most of the graves Albert’s was unkempt but I was pleased to
see that neither the itinerant curate nor the parochial church council
had flattened the grave markers for tidiness’s sake ‘to reduce the
cost  of  grass  cutting’.  This  felt  like  a  proper  graveyard  –
headstones  at  wild  angles  and  curbs  sinking  into  the  grass.
Wonderful.

This is where she had said she wanted her ashes scattering.
It was her childhood home as well as mine and her memories of the
church had been better than mine. It is just a pity that the cemetery
is full. Closed to both new interments and the scattering of ashes.
How would they know? Don’t worry Albert, I won’t scatter her on

you. She’s special to me. I’ll scatter her under the oak tree. We
first  kissed  under  that  oak.  And  later  when  we  returned
occasionally to the village with the children they played under it.

You  might  say  it  is  our  'family  tree'  I  told  Albert.  I
sniggered at the bad pun. It will be a fine marker. There’ll be no
headstone, of course, not even a plaque on the Church wall. But
who needs it? The medieval masons didn’t. I’ll know where she'll
be. And the church yard under an open sky is preferable to inside
the church. In Spring the green grass will be dotted with yellow
buttercups and white daisies and later in the year the wind will be
swirling fallen leaves above her  head.  I  can come whenever  I
like. The oak will easily outlast me and my children. No one need
see me. It can be our place again. I need only enter the church if I
want to enjoy the work of those anonymous masons and praise
them as well as my late love. 

Ends

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

Over the Hills
By Harris Coverley

For the victims of fanatics and violent fools the world over

Over the hills
Where your heart lies down to sleep
Through twisted metal
And fallen bricks
I can still hear it beating
And the love that feeds it
Goes against the grain
Noise and smoke may drown it out
But the nuts and bolts
That pierce your flesh
Can’t reach that heart
That lies over the hills
And far away
In some red brick hamlet
Where strangers know strangers
And where it lies down to sleep

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

Dawn-chaser
By Bruce-Grove

He is supersonic now, running the knife,
immersed in a fractal dawn. He is high overhead,
in clear cold air, with petrifying speed.
His east arrives, as all is seeming to start.

Laws are different here, though physics still apply.
"But he's so far gone already, so far south of day"...

     Metal wings
carve an arc through what remains of the night as,
miles below, sunlight breaks.
"'Cos he's supersonic now"...

       See it all from here,
world apart from the family lounge with overpriced beer
and pre-packed sandwiches. And you, exempt from all that 
sleeping,
sky citizen. Exempt from all that rhythmical inadequacy,
sonic boom ahead, petrifying speed.
…………………………………………………………………….

Crows, awkward of flight,
with anger greater than self
their incessant caws 

By David Edwards



The Song of my Heart
By SchiZ

Take the song out of my heart, Leonard
And tell me where should I send it?
For my arms are empty
But my soul is full of love
And the song voices my solitude
While I listen to yr voice
I can feel my lover coming to me
But not know who he is
As the lights waltz in my dreams
Spotlighting his face
However, I don't recognize him
This beautiful unknown
He takes me in nape of his body
And we dance all night
It's you, Leonard
On the stage strumming a flamenco piece
And I am left alone
With a knife to my wrist

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

Lose
By Marc Carver

What do you do when you are alone
that is the real question.
I don't know what others do.
I can sit in silence writing and there is nothing else in the world
but more times than not I do other things.
Things so I don't have to write
but why I don't know.
Things so I don't have to be alone even though
I run from people
I walk the other way when I see them.
I avoid them
but that makes me lonelier
so lonely I can't even write.
So what do I do
stay alone
run to people
pester them into talking to me.
It is not that I am uninteresting
I can laugh and be agreeable
yeah I can be a good guy
but in the end I have to lose
I have to lose

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

Succubus
By Donna McCabe

She was a harbinger of death
A collector of souls
Tearing lives and families apart
And swallowing them whole
She relished in this glory
The other woman on the side
She had no conscience, no virtue
No morals, no pride
She used and abused for her own selfish ways
Then cast aside the left overs
For the vultures to prey
While she moved onto fresh meat
New souls whole and rich
Before long these poor souls
Would be cast in a ditch.

Six Haiku from Off the Deep End
By Harris Coverley

chlorinated air
and fresh exercise is ours
if we can wake up

get a parking space
get a stall—the lock is broke
grit upon our toes

goggles fight our skulls
elastication is stretched
water burns our eyes

the laps will punish
the old women in our way
time for a fag break

burning pain within
dragging beneath lukewarm blue
which limb is dead now?

up and out and cold
pressure rips mind from body
scrape and comb that scalp

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

DCCL
By David Edwards

Chaos in Design.
Design in Chaos.
The calm of incoherence.
Eliminate The Universe,
void through ignorance,
concentrate... one thing.

…………………………………………………………….

Empty Streets
By Aeronwy Dafies

Empty streets
So different to the usual throng
Wildlife reclaiming that which had been lost
Birds flitting down
Cats strolling without concern
No feline hurry in case of cars
No tension in hunched shoulders at a passer-by
Even flocks ignore the usual bounds
So different to the usual throng
Empty streets
……………………………………………………………

After the wind storm
a sign: in some direction
something is for sale

By David Edwards
……………………………………………………………...

Find more poetry at
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The Bully
By SchiZ

The thought of him
makes her hand clinch
The visions of him keeps her hair
Standing on end
She can't sleep without him
Appearing in a dream
Chasing her into a bookstore
Without an exit
Wanting to destroy him
As he did to her
Memory is a tricky thing
That repeats
When you try to move on
His face
His greasy body....
Only you'll find, he's moved on.

……………………………………………………………………..

Metier
By Marc Carver

I stroke the keys
wait for music to come
but I am no musician
I can't play a damn thing.
Told a woman today that I write poetry that is my job
she asked me what about.
I told her life
she said she knew I would say that.
About what life puts in front of me,
I don't know why I told her I write poetry
perhaps because I needed to tell her so I can sit here
and stroke these keys.
Who knows what makes a man?
……………………………………………………………………..

Words
By Aeronwy Dafies

Words
Fill the pages
Filled with ideas
And thoughts

Words
Flow swiftly
Flow like a river
Or flood

Words
Make me laugh
Words
Make me cry
Words
Define my life
Words

Words
Are truth
They lie to me
Deceiving

Words
Created
They Create
Gloriously

(Originally published in I Close My Eyes)

The Unmasking
By DJ Tyrer

“You, sir, should unmask,” Camilla declared.
Cordelia watched from amongst the throng as the

Stranger, who had entered the ballroom in tattered robes,
inclined his head and said, “Indeed?”

“Indeed,”  replied  Camilla,  jutting  her  chin,  “it’s
time.” Cassilda stepped up beside her as if to offer support,
and she added, “We all have laid aside disguise but you.”

The  Stranger  was  silent  for  a  moment  and  the
entire room waited in a hush for his reply. Cordelia could
feel the tension in the air.

“I wear no mask,” he said at last in a whisper that
carried clearly across the room.

There  was  a  mass  intake  of  breath  and  Camilla
turned  to  Cassilda,  her  face  a  mask  of  terror,  and
exclaimed, “No mask? No mask!”

Terror,  too,  overtook  Cordelia  and  she  found
herself  running  from  the  room,  despite  having  no
conscious recollection of turning or deciding to.

Behind her, she heard Cassilda cry, “Not upon us,
O King, not upon us!” and the collective scream of the
throng  gathered  there.  Cordelia  didn’t  pause  to  wonder
what the words might mean, just kept running.

Bursting  out  onto  a  balcony,  Cordelia  was
surprised  to  see  the  moon  hanging  large  and  pregnant
above the horizon. Then, with shock, she saw that the dark
towers  of  some  distant  city  rose  impossibly  behind  the
ivory orb. Cordelia screamed.

“It is a terrible thing,” a voice behind her said, “to
fall into the hands of the Living God,” and she knew not
which horror to look upon...

Ends

Originally published in Cyaegha magazine.

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

all that shattered glass
object of uncertainty
dimensions unknown

By David Edwards

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

Lightning Tree
By Aeronwy Dafies

Growing strong and tall and straight
The tree ruled over field and hedgerow
Until the storm clouds gathered
Until the thunder drums hammered
And lightning lanced down to shatter, burn
Leaving a blackened and tortured shell
A landmark still, but no king
A broken and ash-scarred wraith

Originally published in Tigershark ezine

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

Awen will return in August


