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Huggin
Const a
Heads dow
Rai nbows,
Unaware of the rain.

Frank McMahon
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ove in your smile
Sherwood, Winter evening, weekday
How do people spLeOnVae WR&iirn tYioé s mil
| chose walk Adr ROWTF th" Y resh air
Observations for"rﬁ’oe WAf sallhPheYou
Men in 'bookies'Youpulpl e&s throeusaemd you
SI'im their wall epasi,n bellies grow
Women | earning, Ysohuarﬁﬁgeqmtaenrdey@@r
Wor kshops, textl'leencecook_'ry kno

Lovie was in “your hear
Il am intrigued, Anadsgionatieidmbs
Such apparent gelnndenvenpransom of matt
Mal es drinking, #Anedt ttihegspacheisnkinniget
Fenal es, creative forms

. . Your invite

Sewing, knittingyougl tp%é@éi anldo y B LN 9w
Bake in kitchen,vyosutri $¢8ht nandbiybagh f
Spending money, Lldorvienki ng beer
Gambl e, hoping to get rich _
Wh a't conclu3|onsAncda$/ ﬁp tatgrnqq]% smil
Eating, drinkingyourftseBed Uamd your w
You bet, might wionr (I)Eaa\blengl aherretu
I f you make di nn¥oru,r ycauehaanvde cwabern
Andrew Martin, AugL}/s 2'?)6135t and futu

Present

You are

The |l ove you put in u

Your | ove is in our s

Abdul Mal ik



Th

Co
Th
Fo
Wi
Co
A
Th
Ti
Co
Wi
dr
Th
Wh

Co
Co
Ma

e Bruising

uld you quantify the why in
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Capture the Mo
Catch the balll
throw it kick
watch it fall
I can do it, |
this ti me: ne x
-see it fly
Smiling, | augh
concentrating,
celebrating, p
Seaside inside
bunting flutte
and candy fl os
Lytisha
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Fire Pit

By the fire pit, i {rkness
Squeezing out ever unce

Of fun to be had

I Il ook around

Wide eyed, wide ey

The strange, the s

And the stranger s i de me
Telling his same st at | east
now

"Why are we here?"

A question so profound

Yet so tangible by firelig|ht

Refl ectwiddeé neyae

Of the wide eyed strange, [the strar
And yet the stranger still| beside
Telling his same story for| at | east
Why are we here?

I don't know,

l et's go back to the tent

Hazel Warren




The Woodl ands of the Word
I search for a | eaf of | ov
beneath crumpl eldo altehaivnegs, o f
for years my only clothing
hidden from the heart, but
Falling folioles, flesh wun
made vivid foliage of | ate
| elyi ned capillaries to I im
Roots buried beneath furro
l'ids wrapped tight,

canopied shields over empt
l ost to abilr cbhuts esa sl voefr i ma
Stanzas of trees, arbour |
breathe me freedoms of for
cities of chestnut, congre
asylums of oak in the wood

John Humphre
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Words Falling Grains Of Sapd
Words falling |Iike flakes opf
People living like footprint
Waiting for the inevitabil t
One of impressions to be was
I'n endings there is no place
I'n beginnings just grains of
Grains of sand to be reshape
Humility found in a candl e]f
Lit again and again

Burning brightly yet not the
Peter Houl't
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Wh a t I want
What | deserve Let me follow you,
What | d&dm capabléﬁoolfy ghost of the s
Everything | neBt hagyes stiruggle
Things | shoul d @Padiengbnyour| tinkli
Things | shoul diotnthtaveevemel.| t he se
Never |l earning foofr enye miys twahkisp er
Al'l the things yjonu tdhd m¢ gwrtqndTher e
Should | stay world far belyond mi
Stand by my manwhere | finaflly
Should it be thifsi mardhe cerftain wo
No one said it waps |lejagy Mo mobls
l'tdos getting harcdenii A § Blak& |home,
That doesndao.t feealmt|herﬁgrﬁ_qé?
Got to be true to whato insi|de
Ti me to confess, y Qre nqt he one

DO YOU WANT TO

SEND YOUR MEET OTHER POETS?
ARTWORK SHARE YOUR WORK?
OR AN IMAGE GET THE CHANCE TO
OF YOUR CHOICE || PLAN EVENTS? )
TO GO WITH PERFORM YOUR WORK?

YOUR POEM I F SO DI'Y POETS MEET ON
(not compulsory!) FI'RST WEDS OF THE|MONTH
UPSTAI RS AT BROADWAY
BROAD STREET

NOTTI NGHAM CI TY CENTRE

FROM 8 PM ONWARDS

COME AND JOIN US
FOR A RELAXED AND POETIC
EVENING
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How your laptop really feels — a pantoum

He loves you. Well, that's no surprise:

You turn him on each day and night.
You let him perch upon your thighs.
He bathes you in admiring light.

You turn him on each day and night,
And, tenderly, you tap his keys.

He bathes you in admiring light

And sings to you in binary.

And. tenderly, you tap his keys.
You let him perch upon your thighs
And sing to you in binary.

He loves you. Well, that's no surprise.

Leanne Moden
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THE ARTI STS |
Most of the poems ha\
been wonderfully il/l:1
byl ar e Stnawalrt
Hannah Whitl pow:
Hannah il lustrated t}
| owi ng poems|
Capture the Moment
Men Are From| Bars
Lap Top
Clare illustfjpated:
Capture the Moment
Fire Pit
Mobil es
Gorgon
Laptop
Falling Graipns of Sar
The Bruising




Gorgon

| donot |l i ke the

| see

in your eyes.

An ugly snakey

I di minish under
reduce under your

You are blind
Al ready made of
This Gorgon

I f had power,
I would not

I f you could see

my smiling eyes
and war m.
See?
My hair is made

Clare Stewart

Gorgon.

di sdai
regard.



