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The Death of Archimedes
By Matthew Wilson

I have killed Archimedes
This saviour of the city
Who drew his battle plans
Without pause or pity.

I don’t see them as calculations 
Plotted out on the sand
For two years we have sieged
And now claimed this land.

We have sacked the city
Now this great scientist is dead
I found him drawing circles
And I have cut off his head.

Never grateful is a conqueror
Now the king wants my soul
Because I killed his teacher
Whose circles brought a heavy toll.

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

Love
By Marc Carver

I want to write poems in the sky
so everyone can see them
they could only be about love
there is nothing else worth saying.

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

Send us your letters of comment!

Words from Covid-19
By Arthur C. Ford, Sr.

I speak all languages
Arabic, English and Chinese,
I go wherever I want,
I do as I please.

Throwing money at me
Only, makes me boast,
I need only atmosphere
And an unsuspecting host.

I could be surreptitiously
Hiding, in a blitz,
Or inside a secret lover
Waiting, in a tryst.

You can hide in any house
Of any colour, creed, or klan,
Socializing with discipline,
“Might be” a starting plan.

Sent by the “King of Kings?”
Don’t abuse His given truth,
If that’s your “state of mind,”
Stay in your confession booth!!

But, our true “Invictus” spirit
Lies in life’s melody
Never forsaking or bowing
As said by Henley!!!!!

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

From this side of truth
By Colin Ian Jeffery

From this side of truth
Lies fall twisted at the gate
Sweet cradle songs
Wayward mothers sang to soothe
Now blistered upon their tongues.

Four square and high
All sides come tumbling down
Truth is but a broken ship
Floundering upon some distant shore.

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

Flower Power
By Ed Blundell

My train slides slowly to a stop.
Euston station. Termination.
Blooms around the railway sidings,
Flagrant intruding buddleia,
Wild bows of fragrant, purple flowers
Trespass between the iron tracks.
In my head a half- formed poem
Escapes with them along the lines.



The Happy Hermits 
By Diane Duff

“I’m sorry,”  I  told the  boss  over  the  telephone,  “but  I’m
finding it hard to get used to working at home, I miss seeing
my colleagues for one thing.”

Since  this  awful  virus  had  forced  the  country  into
isolation,  the  managers  at  my  firm  had  asked  their
employees  to  work  from  home  if  possible,  to  avoid
spreading germs. As my job entailed processing customers’
orders and dealing with accounts and as I had an efficient
laptop, I was able to comply with their request.

Unfortunately,  it  wasn’t  as  easy  as  I  thought.  Not
only  was  it  lonely  not  having  someone  to  talk  to  and
sometimes a laugh and joke, but there was no-one to ask if
there  was  a  query.  Some  days,  it  was  difficult  to  get
motivated to work, especially on a nice day when it seemed
the garden was beckoning me to go outside, not to mention
the household chores that needed to be done. Though there
was  no travel  involved or  being stuck in  a  traffic  jam, it
wasn’t  the same. The only communication with the office
was by phone or e-mail.

“Well,” sighed the boss, “we’re all in the same boat,
but there’s not a lot we can do, though I think one or two
people are beginning to like staying at home and may not
want to come back to the office.”

“Yes, it’s good if you like it.” Then I realised, some
people  had  partners  so  they  would  have  company  in  the
house, but  I’d lived alone since the divorce.  My daughter
lives  in  Spain  but  we don’t  have  much contact  except  at
Christmas and birthdays.

Then she said: “I was talking to a manager at Head
Office and he said that a couple of clerks from there have
gone to live and work at Russell House. They’ve no family
ties  and  they  find  it  easier  to  work  there  without  the
distractions  you get  at  home.  Is  that  something  you’d  be
interested in? The firm would pay for your accommodation.”

“I’ve heard of Russell House, but didn’t  know you
could live there.”

“It’s in the country, but we’d arrange transport. You’d
have company, but as it’s a mansion, there’s plenty of space
to adhere to the social  distancing policy. You would have
your own suite of rooms and it’s self-catering, but the food
is delivered every week, so you don’t have to worry about
shopping.  There’s  a  caretaker  who  has  a  cottage  in  the
grounds, so the place is well-maintained. Have a think about
it, Jane and if you do decide you’d like to go there, we can
put the necessary arrangements in hand. I’d be interested in
going myself if I didn’t have family commitments.”

I sat and thought, then had a look on the Internet with
the details I’d been given. The building looked nice and in
lovely surroundings. It had belonged to the Russell Family
till  the youngest  daughter  died,  leaving no heir.  Then my
present firm had bought it. It could be like living in an hotel,
I  thought.  Then  I  rang  the  manager  to  let  her  know my
decision.

I lived in a rented house, so didn’t have the hassle of
trying to sell it, but a friend had said I could stay with her if
things didn’t work out, whilst looking for another place.

***

Another clerk took me there in his car and I sat in the back
amidst the luggage.

On arrival,  we were  greeted  by  a  blond,  middle-
aged lady who said she was Wendy the Caretaker. “Your
rooms are on the first floor, Mrs Swindells. I’ll walk up the
stairs and meet you there. You may use the lift, but you’ll
have to go in separately.”

“You go first, Jane,” said my colleague. “I’ll wait
for you.”

“Thanks.” I was grateful to him for helping to carry
my belongings.

Before going inside, I saw a face appear at a ground
floor window and guessed she was a co-worker. We smiled
and waved to each other.

The key was already in the lock: “I’ll ring you later
and we can have a chat,” said Wendy, before she hurried
away down the stairs.

“Good luck, Jane!” said the gentleman as he put my
suitcase down,  before pressing the lift  button. I  thanked
him before going into my apartment,  but  it  was sad we
couldn’t  have  a  proper  conversation  without  having  to
stand a few feet apart. And that all communication must be
done by correspondence, but at least there were other folk
in the building.

The rooms were comfortably furnished. There was
a  small  kitchen,  bathroom,  bedroom,  an  office  with  a
telephone  and  room  for  the  laptop  and  a  sitting-room
which included a television. The walls were painted white
and looked cheerful, but I would have preferred a lighter
colour for the carpets, which were dark green.

When Wendy rang, she told me about herself and
the other two residents. She was a widow with a grown-up
daughter who lived down South. “I don’t see a lot of her,
but  we  keep  in  touch  and  she  sends  pictures  of  the
grandchildren.”

I  told  her  about  my  daughter.  “Do  you  have  a
computer?” I asked.

“No, I’m not into all this technology. Barry Hunt,
who I’ll  tell  you about in a minute,  has tried to get  me
interested, but without success. Fortunately, I don’t need it
in my job. If you want any shopping and don’t fancy a long
walk to the village, you can order from the store, which
also has a Post Office.”

“That’s handy.”
“They deliver every Saturday morning and you can

phone your order to me or put a note through my door and
I’ll  ring  the  shop  beforehand.  We  can’t  have  personal
contact as yet, so the driver leaves the box at the entrance
and you pick it up yourself. I pay for everybody’s order,
then you put your money in an envelope through my letter
box.”

Then she told me about my new colleagues: “Barry
lives on the top floor. He’s a widower and keeps to himself,
but he insists he was a recluse before this present crisis.
He’s very helpful, so if you have a query to do with the
job, you can ring him. The floor below him is empty at the
moment.  Clara lives on the ground floor and she’s  very
nice.”

“That  would  have  been  the  lady  I  saw  at  the
window.”

“Yes.  She’s  single  and  she  has  a  little  black  dog
Rex, but he’s no trouble.”

“I  thought  I  heard  a  dog  barking.  So  they  don’t
mind you keeping pets here?”

“Not as long as they behave and they’re only small
pets. Clara takes him round the grounds twice a day, so
you’ll  probably  see  them if  you’re  looking  out.  There’s



some pleasant walks round here but you’ll have to go alone.
Now, I’d better let you get settled. I hope you’ll like it here.
As Clara says, we’re a band of Happy Hermits, so welcome
to the club!”

I heard footsteps on the stairs,  then a knock at  the
door, but when I opened it, there was no-one there. Then I
saw a note on the floor and picked it up. It was a welcoming
message from Clara and she asked me to e-mail her, as she’d
prefer  to  communicate  that  way  instead  of  the  telephone
“Rex  sometimes  barks  when  I’m  talking,”  she’d  written
“and it can be difficult to hear. So we’ll have to have our
“chats” by mail till things get back to normal”

I couldn’t help smiling to myself, it seemed so silly
having to write to someone on the floor below instead of
talking in person, but that’s the way things were. I switched
on the computer and sent a reply message.

In  her  next  memo,  she  told me that  every  Sunday
afternoon, they had a little ‘shared’ tea. She made some fairy
cakes (from an old recipe of her mother’s) and she put them
in  small  containers  and  left  them  outside  her  door  at  4
o’clock. Everyone would collect a box, then leave it at her
door the following morning.

I don’t handle the cakes after they’ve come out of the
oven, she wrote.  I use a special knife to pack them, so it’s
safe.  Would  you  be  interested  in  joining  us?  There’s  no
charge, I just like doing it. I’m no Mary Berry, but the other
two enjoy my wares and I hope you will.

I  told  her  I’d  look  forward  to  next  Sunday  and
thanked her for her kindness.

When I spoke to Barry, he said he preferred to use the
telephone for our chats.

The following morning, I rang the boss and told her
I’d  arrived  safely  and  then  had  my  Induction  to  Russell
House over the “phone.

I soon settled into the routine and found it was easier
than it had been at home. After a quick tidy-up of my rooms
each morning, I went into the office and started work..

We had to pay for the electricity we used, like TV
and showers, but the firm gave us an allowance for using the
computer  for  business  purposes.  It  was  good  to  see  my
colleagues in the grounds when we took our daily walks, but
we could only have a quick chat, calling to each other across
the grass. I longed for the day when we could get together
and talk face to face.

Rex was friendly but I didn’t stroke him.
“He likes you,” Clara assured me. “I can always tell

by the way he wags his tail.“
One day, I decided to “explore” more of the Manor,

so went up to the second floor.  There was a portrait of a
young lady on the stairs and later I  asked Barry who she
was.

“That’s  Miss  Russell,”  he  replied.  “This  house  is
named after  her  family.  She  was the  last  member  to  live
here. Clara reckons she haunts the place, but I think she’s
joking.”

“Maybe she is,” I laughed. “But she looks a lovely
person.“

Wendy cleaned the rooms on the second floor,  and
one day, after I  returned from a short walk, she rang and
said:  “I  was  sweeping  the  stairs  when  an  apparition
appeared.”

“Would that have been Miss Russell, whose portrait
hangs there?”

“I think so. I only had a glimpse of a figure in white,
but I’d never believed Clara about the house being haunted.

As  she  started  to  glide  up  the  stairs,  I  called  to  her::
“Madam, are you aware of the safe distancing rule? You
can’t pass unless we’re two metres apart.”

I  couldn’t  help  laughing:  “Oh  Wendy,  that’s  so
funny! Did she go away?”

“Yes. I think she was as surprised as I was and she
vanished into thin air.  But the good thing was,  I  wasn’t
afraid.”

I told Clara and in her reply, she said: “I’ve never
seen  her  myself,  but  have  sometimes  felt  her  presence.
Fancy a ghost making us laugh! We’ve not had much fun
lately, so am glad she’s cheered us up.”

***

A few weeks went by, but there was still no sign of things
easing. I was pleased when I heard that a married couple
were coming the following week. Barry said he’d worked
with them at Head Office and they were very nice.

“They’ll occupy the second floor and they’ll have a
computer each.“

I  smiled  to  myself:  so  Miss  Russell  should  have
some company soon!

When  the  Manager  rang  and  asked  how  I  was
settling in, I told her that apart from the present worrying
situation, I was beginning to enjoy life at Russell House.

“It seems your colleagues are happy, too,” she said.
“They wish to stay there permanently, even when things
are back to normal, and Head Office approve. Would you
be interested in staying, Jane?”

“I’ll think about it and let you know.”
“That’s  good!”  said  Barry,  after  I’d  made  my

decision. “So you’ll continue to be a Lady of the Manor.”
“I  never  thought  I’d  get  to  live  and  work  in  a

mansion,” I laughed.
Clara was also pleased: “Let’s hope it won’t be long

before we can have our Sunday tea parties together in my
flat.“

“Yes, it will be great to talk to everyone in person.“
“I’m glad you’re staying with us,” said Wendy. “It

seems you’re now part of Russell House and – the happy
group of hermits.”

Ends

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

Kitsune, my dear
By Bruce-Grove

The risen sun returned, so golden, like a homecoming queen.
In the Tuscan hillside town we both knew we drank to Oestre – 
Kitsune, my dear.

As the moon began to wane the sabbath ended late
and you were the toast of the town –
Kitsune, my dear. 

Tart but not bitter, and a little viscous,
our flutes were musical and free – 
Kitsune, my dear.

I call upon you, hallowed priestess,
to make this real again –
Kitsune, my dear.



River of Snow
By Howard F. Stein and Seth Allcorn 

A hot, dry day – Missouri summer,
Time to try tubing on the Lamine River, tributary to the Missouri;
I have missed it for years.
Buy the tubes, inflate them, and into the trunk they go.
I look forward to a fun-shared and intimate time for the two of us.
A little used boat ramp, almost forgotten to time, shows the way.
Park the car, tubes in the water, let’s go.
Start to paddle upstream in a usually slow, flowing river;
Then float back down, effortlessly and with glee – what tubing is all about.
The river is now covered with white snow from cottonwoods that line the bank;
A beautiful scene on a hot day, but we are cool in the water, as water bugs jump about.
Here, lazy, languid passage of time, Nature in no race to reach some finishing line.
After an hour paddling upstream, time to enjoy coasting downstream;
But wait! – the Lamine, now motionless in this direction, unable to carry us downstream.
With a start, we realize our tubes are moving ever-so-slowly upstream;
Far downstream, the Missouri floods, forcing the giant river to back up into tributaries.
An eerie sight, a disconcerting sensation – 
We are left to paddle up the downstream, our vision still filled with a river of snow, while life turns upside down.
Home again, tubes deflated, showered, now time to cook out; 
Tasty hamburgers and hot dogs, scrumptious baked beans,
But a sense that something has gone awry dogs us;
Fond memories of an imaginary river trip, punctured by reality,
Which feels no obligation to fulfil our dreams,
But instead, deflates our expectation that a river always flows in a single direction – 
Sometimes it flows both ways,
Knows where it needs to go without our assistance or will.

My Other Teacher
By Ed Blundell

You taught me so much more than school,
Things people really need to know,
How to tie knots and how to cook, 
First Aid and how to light a fire,
How to recognise birds and trees,
To read a map and know the stars.
At school they taught me to decline,
Parse sentences, chant Latin verbs,
The history of wars and strife.
You taught me all the rules of life,
How to make friends, work in a team,
That some things are not what they seem.
School taught, success is “pass the test”
You taught me “always try your best.”

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

Surreal
By Marc Carver

I see you there
eyes shining
pretty round face.
You are looking at me but your looking says nothing.
I see you are under a bed or couch.
You have no body just the head that props up the bed or 
couch.
You don't speak neither do I.
I guess there is nothing to say

The Western Woods
By Matthew Wilson

At night I handcuff myself to the bed
The last thing I do before sleep
Before I sleepwalk to that garden
In the evil woodlands black and deep.

In that perfumed place of dead flowers
I have seen the cackling witches dance
Throwing lovers onto roaring fires
And would have my heart with half a chance.

Monsters I cannot dream wander there
In those woods where werewolves sing
Laughing flowers wearing mother’s face
Platforms for hungry bats of broken wing.

By dawn I have collapsed back in bed
My bedroom rug marked with mud
Footprints proving my handcuffs failed
And I danced with witches in that wood.

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

Racism
By Arthur C. Ford, Sr.

Whether white as light
Black, or still another,

Only painters have the right
To be biased toward colour.



A Day
By Marc Carver

1

I walk along the path by the river
Two small girls on bikes come up to me.
I hear them say
"They were on the wrong path,"
"I have been on the wrong path my whole life," I say.
But they don't hear me.
I carry on walking down that path.

2

I walk through the field
blackbirds everywhere.
Looking for something in the grass.
But the weather is hot
all the worms hiding and waiting.
As I get closer I push my arms out from me
to form a cross and up they all go into the air.
Springing up then landing again.
Others squawk he is still coming.
Again I do the same thing and the same thing happens.
People look at me so I stop
and so do the birds and everything goes back to normal as I leave.

3

I go to the park
the sun shines in the pond
the swans look at me suspiciously
people are happy
and it almost makes me cry how beautiful it all is

4

I sometimes think life is playing with me
like a zoo keeper giving a tiger a hamster every half an hour.
It gives me just enough to keep going.
Like the cat who plays with the mouse.
They both know he will die
but it is about how much pain he will suffer before he does.

All The Ugly Bugs
By DJ Tyrer

When you hear them talk about flowers
It's always the beautiful ones
Sometimes a bit of exotic foliage
Never any love for the humble plants
That have a beauty less ostentatious
The beauty of nature embraced
Only the beautiful creatures get the love
Sharks get the hatred
And nobody seems to care a whit
For all the ugly bugs - 
Yet what would the world be without them?

Facing Future
By Aeronwy Dafies

I turn away from my obsession with the past
Every day wondering how much longer it might last
Look to the future and what it might hold
Joy and love or emotions ice cold
Sealing soul-wound like a suture
A bandage of hope with mind facing future
……………………………………………………………...

Sitting here, a view
Pier stretching far away
Ships, grey Thames water

By DJ Tyrer



Dawn of the Terran Empire
By David C Kopaska-Merkel

Live streaming,
continuous transmissions from the colony ship Enterprise,
highest rated show ever,
for a week or so,
but then there was nothing to see:
outside, distant unwinking stars;
inside, the same people,
none as pretty as video stars,
doing the same things every day,
things we’d watched a thousand times
from the ISS, and GSS.
Then, frequency stretching as the ramscoop
boosted the ship’s velocity
made even steamy affairs 
and fistfights excruciating.
When oral sex takes weeks,
the climax, when it comes, isn’t interesting,
even to 12-year-old boys.

So no one was paying attention
when the mantises boarded;
budget cuts had pulled the last AI
off to more-important projects,
and it was many years before avian historians,
studying the short-lived colonial era,
watched the aliens figure out 
where the new food creatures came from
in their laughably primitive ship,
and then turn off
the automated video system.

“Those monsters are probably on the way now,” Sibila hissed,
clattering her beak,
“thinking there’re still humans,
“living here on Earth.”

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

Give Me
By Marc Carver

give me your love
give me a word
give me a smile
give me anything to keep me alive for another day
so that I
give me your love
give me a kind thought
give me a wink
and a cheeky smile
so that I can
give me a greeting
give me a show of your leg
give me a wave of your hair
give me the sun
so that I can carry
give me a wiggle of those hips
give me a look
a pursing of the lips
give me it all
so I can carry on for another day

Thinking of you
By Colin Ian Jeffery

Thinking of you
Makes time stand magically still
Love overwhelms me
I see your face
And know you are my life’s reason.

Thinking of you
Makes purple raging storms abate
And again I walk in sunlight
Soul free of chains of despair
Thanking God for knowing you.

Thinking of you
 Knowing you are the sun in my heaven
 Moon in the night sky
 Light keeping away the darkness
 Allowing my Muse to flourish.

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

Spring, 2020
By Diane R. Duff

There’s very few cars
And empty streets:
Shops boarded-up
Like walking in a dream.

Folk staying at home, taking solo walks
They can do most things online:
Seems like being on a desert island
At this time of isolation.

They can talk to someone they meet
While standing well apart:
And they do help each other
With a kindness of heart.

Yet the sun still shines
And the birds do sing:
Flowers are in bloom,
In these anxious days of Spring.

It all seems unreal
And there’s not much fun:
But all we can do is try
To keep calm and carry on.

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

Washed Out
By Ed Blundell

The washing line looks empty now.
My shirts hang limp, there is no breeze.
The colours that once rainbowed there
And shone flamboyant in the sun,
The frills and lace and satin sheen,
Delicate dancers of delight,
Are gone. My damp, grey y-fronts hang
Despondent markers of despair.
I pegged my hopes on you and then
You left and hung me out to dry.

Awen will return in November


	Sweet cradle songs

