Sevenling

Paying her back in the same coin, the welter
of Sleeplessness and novelty and wine
imbued a sense of detachment — | might have been

hula-hooping a rubber band around
my finger, mixing the batter for Pancake Day,
or coaxing anonymous hairs from off the carpet . . .

if carpets, bands or batter breathed like that.

Hamish Ironside was born in Reading in 1971. He co-edited Anvil New
Poets 3 (Anvil, 2001) with Roddy Lumsden, inventor of the sevenling
form.

Secreted Letters

Secreted letters languish under dust
like desert seeds. Unconsecrated bones
secede. The garden peacefully atones.
Design has given way to careless trust.

Their plot had been devised to let them keep
in death a kind of vigil underground.

The letters keep a Kind of siege. Around
their musty sanctum cautious’ivies creep.

But overlooked by bags of stiff cement

the shiftless boxes just contain. Motifs

in time have been betrayed. Benign beliefs
are overlaid. Disuse belies intent.

Above the workbench shallow __msﬂ intrudes
from time to time. Misguided ants m_o.ﬂmg

to search. The sightless clouds of faith inhere.
The pendent secularity colludes.

Oliver Sims lives in Slovenia, where he works as a freelance
editor and pool player.
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November Sunflowers

If | see anything like the swift difficulty

with which you left your body it’s this:

row on row of charred and hopeful faces —

a black sea if it weren't for the spaces
between leaves, stems, the brittle m._ﬁmo_m:_o:m
of the seeds. The green and breathing life
sucked out so clean (like the Egyptians’

trick with hook, and brain) its dumb semblance
is preserved. All these thousand faces tilt

at one angle to a _o:m-cosm sun. Like newborn:
open-mouthed, like those who turn as one

to Mecca. Like your white body, unbruised
and over. The shape of waiting when

waiting is, with one sharp frost, removed.

Sally Read was born in Suffolk in 1971 and now lives in Italy. Her
first collection of poems,  The Point of Splitting (Bloodaxe, 2005),
was shortlisted for the Jerwood Aldeburgh First Collection Prize.
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Fire in a Crowded Theatre The Gift )

) For my sister, Mary, on her wedding day.
A jaded usherette told me. o
Bored by her job, maybe. So after all of the teenage intrigues,

Tired of front-of-house realities: the maddening crushesand longing for lighgnin

the same different faces every night, it turns out that love is not a tempest

Wednesday and Saturday matinees. but the soft thrum of rain on a bedroom winglow

Not much limelight from a dim red torchAnd after all of those romantic ballads —

so, for her own quick ovation, she told nfee musical numbers you’d croon to the mirfor -
_ it turns out love’s not a spotlit swansong
‘If you'’re ever in a theatre _ but TV and takeout, the same order always
and you hear a voice announcing (salt-peppered ribs and chicken in black begn)
Mr Jet is in the dressing room never disappointing, and cosy in cartons _
that's code. as you on the couch, with the cat, with the rjin
A theatre code for us to clear the houseAnd after all of those nights we marched bafe-Ii
and fast— don't tell the punters why. It mgaPgansgate in town in our mini-skirts, sciemi

Get Out! By Christ! The dressing room’siod éireiming, eyes shiny with each other’s
it turns out that I0ve was just there waiting

ma

A dressin% room on fire. to gather us up when the sky was darkening.
How quickly that could happen. It turns out love’s not a {JI’IZG to be won
but a Christmas gift that makes you hide unfer

The lit ciggie set too close to the spirit gamal cry, it is just oo nice.
used for fixing on the second act moustache.
The”‘ d|alogue The two beat breath Clare Pollard was born in Bolton in 1978. She has published three collections of poetry

ith Bloodaxe, of which the latestis  Look, Clare! Look! (2005). Her first play, The Weather

and a sticky flame treacling off the tabl el v saged at e roya courtin At 2008

and into a wicker skip _ )

of doublets, hose and tennis whites

where it rhubarbs to itself a while then roars —

the heat so fast and loud it blows the light bulbs
round the mirror, one after the other SCope
a pyrotechnic chorus line of pop and shSY&PScoP

From under the dressing room door, a f Iéﬁﬁ uspicion past) my midpoint
proclaims fire’s bit of bugsiness in the coptltf ﬁ lﬁiﬁ'%%ﬁ‘g}yrﬁmgﬁ'?g lg%y

It's knocking up the Green Room, Ward gélt the tiahtrobe we both wa
Ladies and Gentlemen, this is your five ghtrop :

. . . From Blackpool, with a miniature Tower
but beats them all into their positions o VhER G2 (B2 impossible angles

and is already chafing in the wings, &b il the plausibili
shinning u t%e ropes, across thée lightingf Yib the plausibility of angels
I dropgngpburning osas on the Stgge_'ﬁgib% dancing on the point of a pin.

And the leading man would be the sta Ing.along strings, goofing on pencil
pickinrq up a dr%pped cue, shouts all th |@§h€1 {%ge%t g (I)Cﬁ!:kle
out, blocks in a crowd scene on the pa le-free path down rI% life line
of sooty understudies, dazed and half- gedige P y :

who then would see that fire is the plot &f .%,'@%g'e-”d es of my index finger,
which is also cast with fire. Fire rohears ng ee|r=tnrct) e gl?sllﬁg;eir?tﬁllggt\lfv%qcer
and directs, is lighting states and soun ﬁgé‘ DY aaiing memony Lelow
Fire in the stalls watches fire on stage " g y :
and at the climax, when the safety curtainfalls =~
fire is cheering, clapping. Fire IS CatCallSm s e rom Yorishie. = 2 reeance wrier

magazines such as Poetry Review, Magma and The Manhattan
Always later, the reviews. The fly-tower"B&ams
are front page headlines on the sky,
this performance scoring four red éngines
out of five. Perhaps the usherette _
gnd I Wocl)lélld scuff thlrout h the bIa%ﬁened debris,

amped down, cool with one another, .
anh aware ;[jhaat tshhe Pad got rﬁer Itlnes by ¢ligstLane
iren a crowded theatre our shout — ,

but equally aware she did not have the SEgPRINg by woods on a snowy afternoon, f
to pace a speech, to weigh a pause, to g1y pony g%raze W dat SCﬁn ﬁl.fahSS wa? th
an audience sound its beating pulse ab rﬂa%@gl? u,rr%\we Ieart W cII'C Wﬁ‘s ro;
Notices are served. The theatre is darkearl ISsaro’s Angelus sounding there.
its gilt and plush transformed to piles of ash.

Sarah Wardle's Fields Away (Bloodaxe, 2003) was shortlisted for
the Forward Prize for Best First Collection. Her second collection,
Julia Bird grew up in The Cotswolds. She works for The Poetry School in London and SCORE!(Bloodaxe, 2005), contains many of her poems as
as a freelance literature promoter. Tottenham Hotspur's poet-in-residence.
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