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Welcome to the October Poetry anthology.

Thank you to all the contributors and supporters of this magazine.

There are some changes coming to this publication, this will be the penultimate bimonthly issue, we are not going away but will now publish only twice a year in June and December. We will be open to submissions at any time so please keep sending in your contributions.

We now publish a picture gallery on our website of our published contributors due to changes in our publishing regime.


We are open for Christmas and New Year themed poetry and prose for the December issue, deadline 18th November.



Thank you for your continued support.

Ed.

Cover art: SGP
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AUTUMN

A sky, full bellied with cloud,

Leaned down upon the earth,

Soaking up the heat

And then the swallows went,

As if a summer dress

Was packed away for winter,

And we too put away,

Our hopes, our dream, our promises

Into the attic of our minds

To hide them from the cold.

© Helen Jones

Helen Jones is a born and bred Cestrian who was brought up on the legends of the city. She read English and University College London, became a teacher and studied for her M.Ed. Later, she worked for charities and then retrained as a solicitor. She is married with a grown-up son, has published poetry and non-fiction and is now writing a detective series set in the Dark Ages.

“GRAVESTONE”

It is a place of calm, this place where I used to live.

I go to see you on occasion, bringing ofrendas of food and drink.

It’s been years, and yet still I come. The memories play and I relive

times that were both good and bad. The grief is honest today.

This is a gravestone I helped pay for, a final courtesy.

I don’t know why I come here; I know where you are,

and it’s not beneath my feet. Still, I sing to you,

a song which you’ve never heard or will understand.

But it’s a song about saying goodbye, from my favorite anime.

How, if I am fortunate, I’ll see you again; I played it at your funeral,

as I cried, in my friend’s car, as we drove to the cemetery.

I don’t know why I keep coming; you’re not there anymore.

Somehow, I think it’s because this gravestone is proof you once existed here.

If I am good enough, perhaps I will see you again, and you can tell me why.

Ofrendas is Spanish for “offerings”

© Jeannette Zallar

“PROMISES”

How meaningless words are when spoken with attempted sincerity.

“I promise,” you say. “I promise I’ll come back.”

“I promise I’ll see you again; don’t be a stranger,” I reply.

But tomorrow never comes, for at least one of us.

Now I have to add you to my shrine of bright marigolds,

one of many important people to me now.

Now I must also offer a prayer for you, my friend,

because we both promised we’d see one another again,

but only one person showed up in the end.

At your darkest hour, you must have forgotten your promise.
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Strangers like you thinking that you know all.





		

Even traumatise you if you are a child.





		

I’m sure that by now you can guess who I am?





		

Perhaps I should tell you the name that I go by?





		

Now that you should definitely know who I am.
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