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			about spectrum

			In February 2021 Renard put out a call for submissions for the New Beginnings poetry project, a competition open to all those who ‘felt their voice was silenced in 2020’. We were absolutely overwhelmed by the response to the project, and it became clear how important such projects are in raising the voices of those who feel shut out of the mainstream. 

			With 2022 has come, for many, a gradual easing of restrictions and an improvement to life – but, of course, for others it has also brought war and oppression, and myriad old prejudices have yet to be banished. How important, then, to celebrate the rich tapestry of the human race, to talk about our differences, to explore others’ experiences – and that’s exactly what Spectrum is: a celebration of identity.

			As with any project, there were several vital people working away behind the scenes. Miriam Halahmy, Tom Denbigh, Hannah Fields and Will Dady, the judges, had quite a task whittling down the vast pile of submissions to the shortlist you see here today, and it is testament to their hard work that the list is so varied and rich in talent. 

			The project was supported by a crowdfunding campaign – thanks in abundance go to all those kind souls who supported the project; their names can be found on p. 161. And finally, our thanks to you, reader, for picking up this book, for supporting this project and, above all, for helping us to celebrate the great spectrum of identity.
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			about the judges

			miriam halahmy 

			Miriam was a teacher for twenty-five years, and, having worked with refugees and asylum seekers in schools, her writing engages with historical and contemporary issues that affect children across time – most notably the plight of refugees. Her young-adult novel, Hidden, was a Sunday Times Children’s Book of the Week, was nominated for the Carnegie Medal and has been adapted for the stage. Saving Hanno, Miriam’s latest book, is about a boy who comes on the Kindertransport and reflects on the grief and loss experienced by refugee children.

			tom denbigh 

			Tom Denbigh lives in Bristol with an obscene number of books. He is the first Bristol Pride Poet Laureate and a BBC 1Extra Emerging Artist Talent Search winner. He has performed at the Royal Albert Hall and festivals around the UK, and has brought poetry to Brighton and London Prides. He is a producer at Milk Poetry and has facilitated writing workshops for groups of students from the UK and abroad (he is particularly proud of his work with queer young people). His debut collection …and then she ate him is out now with Burning Eye Books.

			hannah fields

			Hannah Fields is a writer, editor and publisher from Texas. She founded the independent publishing company, Folkways Press, in 2020, and launched the company with an anthology, We Are Not Shadows, as its inaugural publication. The anthology selected writing from women of all ages and backgrounds and covers a wide range of topics – including issues of race, gender, sexuality, trauma, adversity, disability and more. She has worked on various publications, from children’s books to award-winning magazines, along with various publishers in the US and UK.

			will dady

			Will Dady grew up in the wonderfully named Great Snoring in North Norfolk, and now lives in London. He is the Publisher at Renard Press, which he founded in 2020. A publisher of classic and contemporary fiction, non-fiction, theatre and poetry, part of Renard’s raison d’être is to empower and provide a platform to marginalised voices. The New Beginnings project was set up in 2021 as an antidote to the less pleasant aspects of the pandemic, and its huge success in attracting stirring entries has made these projects a firm fixture in Renard’s publishing programme.
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			god is a trini 

			Rayne Affonso

			sweating bullets in the embassy line, while the older woman in front of him

			sings praise for her daughter’s marriage to a man in Houston

			who has one of those computer jobs, she could never remember the name,

			but their child is bright bright and can’t get the valleys out of his Yankee trill and

			God wishes he didn’t wear black when it’s so blasted hot,

			idly scrolls through Facebook, thumb brushing over the latest kidnapping and

			the video of that vagrant scratching his balls in the middle of Independence Square

			and today’s Parliament dispute, and God scoffs

			at the comments by the party supporters who lie and the party supporters

			who can stand being lied to, but God himself didn’t vote,

			because no man with one foot out the door will cut the next one off

			if he plans on running and God plans on running, has planned on running,

			has dreamt of running to a place where sugar doesn’t still grow in the streets,

			bloodied at the root, a place where you can have a girl child

			

			without shittin’ bricks, but God still averts his eyes when

			his bredrin cuffs down his child mother so hard she has three chipped teeth

			and God clinked beers with him that day, the dread in his belly not unfixable

			with some hard local… besides, God is only leaving

			to take up temporary residence in his auntie’s basement, not really his auntie

			but the fat sister of his mother’s seamstress, whose son he pitched marbles with

			and God will be back in time for Carnival, to kick his feet up on Wednesday

			with a buzz from the nostalgia of the present moment’s ocean: blue,

			as yesterday’s devil with her round painted breasts,

			as the barrels he will send for his children.

		

	
		
			when i balanced who i am 
upon the turning of a book

			after Tuesday by David Wiesner, 
as used in my adult autism assessment

			Jane Burn

			on this page there are frogs—frogs—frogs

			these have been the long waiting years—courage—have courage

			you have been learning—who you are—you show the person

			—your string—your soft blue handkerchief—your small spoon

			so I had to look at all the pages from this book

			—Tuesday—the book was called—Tuesday—and I said

			clock—there’s a clock—brightly lit up and the time says—almost nine

			there are houses—seen from the roof—another doorway (also lit up)

			trees—and on the next page—(said the person doing the assessment)

			what is happening—I said my head is very tired—I’m not a baby

			—this seems more like a book for babies—I see grass

			water—sky—trees with no leaves on them probably—winter or at least

			cold—lily pads with frogs—a big moon—a turtle—night-time

			lily pads with frogs on them and they are flying—silhouettes of birds

			roosting on wires—I do my best to count the frogs—three frogs—four

			frogs—and what looks like three crows flying

			five frogs—frogs upside down—a tower with two bright dials

			

			ten frogs flying on lily pads—white painted houses—the frogs

			have big plain eyes—man at the table eating bread—milk—white

			cupboards—table blender toaster yellow curtains—wall

			clock says eleven twenty-one—at the window flying on lily pads—frogs

			fourteen frogs and bedsheets—windows houses trees grass clothes line

			I’m tired—let’s keep going (said the person doing the assessment) frogs

			frogs frogs (I think to myself—all fucking frogs)—in a fireplace—old lady

			television seen from the back—wires lamp pictures wallpaper armchair

			antimacassar glasses hair—what are the frogs doing (said the person

			doing the assessment)—(heaven’s sake) they are floating on (fucking)

			lily pads same as all the other pictures—open doorway—cat—yellow dog

			pink tongue frogs red brick chimney—frogs falling off hopping down

			a country road going back in the water—three dogs police truck ambulance

			blue sky—clouds man squatting—not long now (said the person doing

			the assessment)—red barn wall—the shadow of a floating pig

			weathercock—a wooden fence—(I’ll be thinking frogs for the rest

			of my life)—a big dark roof—a heap of straw

			well done (said the person doing the assessment)—I never thought

			—————that this is how

			—————————I’d be defined
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