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(UOzOWHEWH w( zY!l WET 1 QOWEODOEWPOE ®DWEOE wd Y Otix ®1 EU
that over the 18 issues ofAntiphonp 1 z Y1 wx UEODPUT I EwOYI Uwt A YWEDI 11
out of over 4500 submissions.During that t ime Noel and | have added nearly 4000

notes to those submissions as we discuss their various attribute®® WE OE wUOT EUWE O1 U0z
include our real -life discussionsd w8 OUwWOEa wETl wbOUI Ul UUT EwlOwoOOOP
sal Uz wOOwhht wdi wUUE Ob U Ut Ondtthat Eviery poehi vttt w( wO OO a wl
EOQwbOPUPEOuws al Uz wE E 0 UE O0umapthitk that theddadsBrd U Qw01 1 wok
ET EPOUCwWaOUOWEUUwW( zO0wl OEEwUOwWO @Gunbendfi EVWEOUT OUI
x Ol OUwP1 zY1l wxUEOBPUIT 1 EwET | OUDQ W bdveigiEWyO wb OEOUET
(UzUwOOUWEWE]T OPET UEUIT wx OSeidfs rénilyRydbdipoems,0 wb QU OU wo
and we put them in the magazine.

As well as our usual quota of interesting and intriguing poems, | was particularly

happy to see that Noel has includl EwE wUl YD1 bwOi Howi(Not) oEat- | OUOOz Uu
Your Poetry Published. Helena has for many years run HappenStance one of the

4* ZUwOOUUWUUEET UUI UOWEOGEWT PTT OawUI TEUET EwWUOEOC
generously of her time reviewing poetry submissi ons and contributing to the whole

merry -go-round. | suggest anyone interested in being published takes a look and

considersbuying UT 1T WwEOOOB w6l WwEOUOwWI EYI wEwUT YD PpwOIi w1l UE
collection, Every Little Sound z which has just been shortlisted for the best first

EOOOI EUPOOWEEUI T OUawbOwlUT 1 wnOUPEUEW/ UPal UOwOOI
1UEAa wDUWEwWOOEEQuwm2i 111 Bl OEOQw4* Awx Ol UwEOEwbPI z UI
very moving collection is achieving such recognition.

Rosemary Badcoe
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Ode to my Weight Loss

I hesitate to tell you that these days, my hand
is not a butterfly flit across a wide meadow hip
but hard flesh gripping harder flesh

This brings to mind dark and sweating haunches
at full gallop | you would not know, with your lashes
toward me, how little | disturb the long and wheaty grasses

but not for lack of trying. Why else would | leave
sugar in the bowl, shave inches from myself? | am less
now, and watch my thinning with shame

and ecstasy, anticipation of ecstasy.Empowerment
is in the becominwhispers the weighted side

of the scale. What am | becoming? Does my desire

whittle me into curly willow

or do | indent myself tab after tab to make room in the margins

where you can scribble? Oh, unnamed you

or named and prodigal you, do you want me
to hold these shavings in my hands, wait for you
to blow them into a south -leading wind?

You see how | try to mark a line between us
like your hand is not my hand and only one

of us guides the knife, collectU wb T EUz Uwi EOODPOI

I am shrinking, and for all my talk,
I hope to draw eyes like a naked mudflap princess
or to make myself a harder target.

Krista Cox

(0]
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Vigilant Poem

( Uz UwUT-entvatehOP E a U

that keeps me from knowing

how to come home,

though | can navigate

my way. | look lower b

OT EOQw( z Yl wi YItOWOOOOT EwET | OUT w| =

| think | can see

the fish-belly undersides of

my feet from here.

| cower beneath my cover story;

| couch my words so often,

in so many ways,

they are indolent as from

throwing their backs, but

can something spineless hurt so?

(zYl wi OOUWYOEEOWEOUEUWUT EU

EEOz OwUI 1 OwUOwi POEwWUT 1 PUWPEa

to an outside voice.

(Sometimes the inside one

PUOZ UwUOW@UPEOWUOWUT OpwhbUOUI O wi PUTIT UB A
OCEw( wEOGOz UwoOOOPwWPT aw( WEOGOZz Owi 60

except that | do.

Know, that is. But no also.

Same days, the ocean opens up

onto the lost city of

How -Things-Used-To-Be.

Yet it takes nearly nothing ¢

sometimes simply nothing ¢

to spur the sea

to seal the city back up

and leave no seam to say

it was ever there at all.

Samantha Madway
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Atheism

| have lost faith in atheism, that desiccated world with gone gods,
missing gods, no gods, not really
Not even an emaciated one stranded on a cliff in Croatia
stunted and silenced by
howling winds of logic
Not even a god born when a star rises in the east
wise men riding refractory camels
shepherds waiting in the wings
I have lost faith in atheism, leaving me stranded
desert worn, desert wasted
No Bach with stained glass windows
wafts of incense stirring my soul.
Twenty one grams of stardust slowly
wither in my breast
No bowing five times a day to Mecca or touching a mezuzah
as | leave each morning
| have lost faith in atheism, but my soul is stained with
skepticism, shaken with disbelief
I will fly to Croatia to find the last shriveled god
in the corner of a dim cave
We will sing and pray and weep the world
back into being
Then the gods, the gods will return
wending their way
through rents in time
Gods of wisdom, of water, of wine.

Claire Scott
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The Passenger

s ( OQwUT 1T wcnéBundmi) tek dritets ih the coastal town of
Ishinomaki reported picking up ghost passengers who asked to be broug
U1 PUWET UUPOEUDOOWEOEWUT I OWEDUE x
Inquisitor, 4 February 2016

This, then, is the afterlife. A bend, a
st OUUOwWEwWEUI EUT woOi wEPI Ul 6owuUQ(G

bleaching the kerb a shade of persimmons.
A solitary confinement. No -one

else in line, birds passing like vehicles
OEwUT PUwbPEawi UOOw21 OEEPOwW" T EUOOzZUwYI UUI OQww

an old Corolla pulling up close. In
our stories, the dead follow the whirlwind

of WEWUDPYI Uz UwEOUUUI wUOGET UT UOUBGEOwWUBUDPOww
it comes up for air. The earth is a bell

ti EQwUDPOT UwdOO0awhbOwUT T whEUI Uz Uwi POTT UU W
or when struck with an unnatural force,

as when lzanami drew a fire from
his whalebone comb, and saw in the loam

his beloved, I1zanagi, asleep
at the foot of the well. How the god wept,

afraid! Then turned, and, bashful of his fear,
st EOl EwET EUT zUwUT UOEUwWPPUT WEWUUOOT dw20wi 1 Ul wkl

without refuge. Out from the silent town
tothel T 1 b Eaz UwUiights) Gésouddd wi O

of brakes, front tyres catching earth, chassis,
an open window. Lock, both doors. Release.

Theophilus Kwek
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Mass Spectrometry

The path varies,

but the principle's the same:

the vacuum draws the sample, light as air,
through the ionising chamber.

An electron collision leaves it radical,
charged, and ringing from the force

it shakes itself to pieces.

The readout plots the abundance

of a given size of fragment.

It tends to break the samec

again and again, run through alone,

a heart in an alembic, struck and set

to come apart.

This peak ¢ the biggest one¢ is from

the molecule's ion: unbroken, but abstracted,
left not quite the same.

It gives the mass when it was simple, full,

but it's by the fr agment peaks
that you infer the structure ¢
the way that it was vulnerable,
like a fault that casts

the way you'd facet

a soft, peculiar jewel.

You can train your eye.

Tune your mind to myriads

sent through the beam,

tried and cast by fire

as manytimes as needed,

until intimate with breaking

you come to grasp the wholeness.

Hannah Hackney
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Maybe It Was Something about Trolls

Having spilled coffee on the first few lines of a nascent
poem, | am attempting to re -create what | can.

There was an excellent first line, as | recall, full of surprise,
making promises | would try to make good on.

The sort of line you write on the back of a pharmacy
receipt and carry around for a week, letting it work,

letting yeast bubbles form around the edges, the words
just beginning to sugar and fust. | can make out three
words ¢ two-and-a-half ¢ like hillocks of high ground

inadark-roastOOOUOOO08 w31 1 Ul zUw?x1 OUPET OUO? wEwPOUEW
| have vowed never to use in a poem, so | can only assume

| meant it ironical ly. | mean, think about the sort of person

who would use that word in conversation. And | thought

I was donewithti T wP QOUEw? &0 0as@gamE U0 wUT 1 Ul wbUwb

the nickname | used for my ex-wife, Virginia, because

the full name carries with it no warmth at al |, especially

when you know sh e was named for Virginia Woolf, and when,

toward the end of our time together, | really could picture her

walking in to a river with her pockets full of rocks.

What had | meant to say, though, what illuminating thread
had | found between the two words? Beyond that, only

UT T wx EUUDE QurP OWIEDkaveigdielibniio be
2UDYUOI Uhitwkkhope é nothing to do with tears,
though perhaps with the steady work of rain on sandstone,
how it carves around harder rock, leaving, after millennia,
a stand of resilient hoodoos, like surprised trolls who once,
only once, saw the sunlight. | can work with that.

C Wade Bentley
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Nervous for Cigarettes

If we hold hands we still have free hands with which to smoke

w hich is soothing but unhealthy or eat avocados which are
delicious and healthy and filling which now we prefer

because we want to live longer than we would were we

OOwOoOil I xwUOOODPOT whpPUT wOUU wI Ul 1
either we could do nothing with those two hands although

Pl WEOUOEwWPOUUI EEwi OOEwWUT OUT wod
hungry for avocado or nervous for cigarettes or worried

about losing our balance which we might if we do hold

so many hands all our hands, because of love.

Ricky Garni
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My Xylophone

November 22, 2013

You know what makes me think

of the xylophone of my youth?

Mallets mostly, and melancholy,

CawdodUT T Uz UwbUOODPOT WEDOEUEW

in a back room, and for sure
UO0w+bHOOOI UUWhere Uw' OUUI w/ EVUUa

that famous xylophonist played,

bonk-bonk-bonk, between

the dog act and the ventriloquist

with talking hand, a babushka.

How we laughed at our enemies

when we were young! How our dogs

loved us, day by doggy day!

So now let us celebrate

OT 1 wR a 006 x-find-fa-tankupai) O O O 6

somewhere, my mother in tears

PUOOPOT wOawi EVUIT Uz UwOOEwWUT PUUO
somewhere, a man kissing a hand

on the mouth. Somewhere,

mallets in a box on a shelf in a closet.

Clark Holtzman
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Net Operating L oss

If | have to die, must | come here first?

It was a mistake back then,

OO0l w(zOwOOPwWUI xI EUPOT OwuUPUUDOT
in a meeting with tax accountants making

the most of a net operating loss.

The deckchair stripes on my Texan boss

strobe with spirits | drank last night.

Buckingham Palace is across the vay.

Tourists glut around the gilt.

If | have to die, must | take my lunch break?

That strait between necessity and escape,

a stale baguette and the National Gallery,

UOUEDPODPOT wOOwWUUT xwbOUOwW" EUEYET T POzUwUT EEOPUO
PT T Ul wOT T wi OUWEOOOE Wi OOPUWEOEwWPUzUwWEOUDT T U
OOwUTl ObpwadUz Ul weil 6ODPOT 6

If | must die, can | not first go back

to the green stone blast of Penmon,

fresh from the snow breath of Snowdonia?

Or the slick sweat dawns of Tallebudgera,

where the sea points glitter fingers at mangroves
and the kayakers make salt water chandeliers,
arcing oars plunging into the cool beneath

to rise again?

If | have to die, must | first go to Tesco

and sniff green mangoes, wishing

they were a pallet bought bare foot

from the fruit and petrol shack, eaten
sweet-wet-chinned on the peeling steps

out back? Must | go? God, no,

to the bladder wrack of a packed tube in summer,
the thick-fumed plea for delivery from the strike,
suicide or misery that sticks us here,

carcasses slung in a switched off fridge.
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If I am to die, must I first relive my shiver -dreams

as a Wimbledon boarder under three duvets
POWYEPOOWUT OUTT w( wEOUOEO7z UWEOQ(G
6 PUT wOl wPbOwUT I WEUUDBDEwWPI Ul wuobU
to rescue Polish Jews, and usher

them over the Alpine border. In the summer

( 7 E wb E @&blocksidvér to watch

with the twist nec k look of the paid up observer.

If | must die, need | stand in line,
lose my change, fall pregnant, abort,

U1 OOwOa wdOUT T Uw( zY!l well OwEEUT 1
that boy Hildebrand?
If | must die, must 1?

Are these the highlights | can muster?

Losing an earring clinching a cad in a cab,

weeping tears of cold on the Charing Cross Road,
coaxing wan poem moods in a class of surfer dudes?
If I have to die, must | come here first?

At least, God, allow me the sweet

epidural blan k of mercy.

Kathryn Pallant

UWUDUUDUT W
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Current Account

s (whpbHOOWO OP U wamdndulEeufor n®ddndy to®d w

E O O (Uaderuvlilk Wood)
Still half -asleep at six,
but fingers tap

through memorable words
and find their way

to where it smiles and breathes,
my suckling dream ¢

swaddled in sweetness, shame.

Through tingled grey,
| note each dip and rise,

count out the days still left,
accrue, adjust,

gulp down the coffee,
reconcile myself.

Annette Volfing
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The Decision

I donz U us@® &xit, it blocks me:
a line of orange-and-white -striped cones
where the slip road ought to be.

2 U b O @« to (be féced to drive on,
nine miles of midnight and spray,
my lit house like salt thrown

over my left shoulder, three carriageways
almosttoma Ul O1 d w317 1 Ul zUwi Ul OwbOwUi 1 wOEOO
andl EET wE O Edydtiafeg Uz U

as my tyres hiss past.Only a fool breaks
the twosecond rulgbut when mist,
dark and rain drown the windscreen in murk

who can tell what a safe distance is?
So | reach the next junction ¢
twenty -eight ¢ Local Services

whose Shell filling station,
stark gold en-and-bright,
appearslike a moment of realisation 4

and swing back on myself, turning right,

south throug h the whole obscure stormscape,

past twenty -nine, closed for the night,

back to thirty, where 17 EWNODP Ol EwUT T wOOUOUPEAO
where | now yank the steerin g wheel to turn

via Sowton Industrial Estate

for home. The Astra burns

to follow M5 North and not return.

Helen Evans
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The Ball

We are playing ball ¥ as we always have.

But now the ball is big and black, a cold
shadow-thing that cuts out sunlight. My brother
and | have grown bowed from our long -playing.

We hang on tight each time we catch the ball,
stagger about, our arms stretched wide. Hold it
for longer and lon ger, then let it loose

to bound ¢ lugubriously, almost in

slow motion, almost comicallyt across

the ground between us. The beach has shrunk, though
gained some sparkle. But, no, the ball has grown.
When it bounces my way now, it fills the sky.

Challotte Gann
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Suicides

On Tuesdays, we meet in the basement
beneath 4th floor murmurs. Fluorescent hums.
N. thinks God ¢ only her God ¢

whispers a window open, and her son

directs air traffic from the parking lot.

) 8 WEOI UOz UwWET OPI Noutudh &moépbdrel U U wU
Says she'll never get an hour of sleep in here. s
211 woOPOIl UWwOUOWUEOOWEEOU Wi | VwEH 4
balloons, blown past Andromeda. Nothing burned

ever really disappears. So say the ashes

of stars still hungering for eyes.

PUUT EI

Both know nigh ts feel deeper than days.

Both know we meet because that blue bruise
remains. Still, thunder reverberates

in the building, still, L. brings up his dead dog

for a fourth time, hands hung beneath the table,
shackled to their latency. That dog was like a child to L.
If only his hands on the chain. If only the train.
who never buried his livestock. He's said twice

so far: there was just a body or two

strewn over the thirsty field, and no one

ever came. The rain drowned them just the same.

Bayleigh Fraser
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Tumbleweed

Child of driving wind and beaten bush,

tall and wide as a car, this dried up

tightly woven globe, rolling, bouncing
down my street, this giant tumbleweed,
blocked now by a telegraph pole, rocking
and straining, nudged by wind ¢ it must not stop! 4
till rain unfurls the naked, coiled seeds,
rolling, bouncing, even when all the seeds
have dropped on streets, thorny,

pallid, skeletal: to go on, with seeming
gravitas, though dead, a kind of hell.

Charlottelnnes
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Suburban Mid -Life Crisis

The time, the piping of the icing,

the towel's crease through the loop.

Damn the ficus for dropping leaves.

%ODI UwOUUUWET wOEaHOT wi TT UwbOw
The bland caddy starest

Clicking heels up the stairs ¢

| am a set ofrickety stairs leading down

There is a sickness in this cellar, a black rot

upon the root. It has a bad smell and it clutches

like a cicada at the heel of my foot. | sweart

Time is more cruel than silence:

the arch of my foot teeters on a slippery ridge;

tomorrow, | will toothbrush the fridge.

Tongues no longer drool when | slip off my shoes

Details! Details! When | burn up there won't be any clues.

Tiffany Krupa
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Lullaby

And when, on the third night, we woke again
to the irregular fricative refrain

of leathery wings careening into walls,
lampshades, bedheads, wardrobes

(the hapless determination of pipistrelles
circling inches above the bed,

over our pillowed heads

in the pitch black ¢

black dreams

crawled from nests in our heads
to unfurl their suggestions

as they fledged into the room
seeking the mosquito-thick
skies of their nighthunting)

we understood the cost
of the sleep that eluded us.

Leave every door, every window, open.
1 DUOwWUIT 1 mabtéeth at§Yquitheodt.

David Briggs
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( OUI ulYIEYORU P U
Helena Nelson, How (Not) To Ge t Your Poetry Published,
Happen Stance, 138pp, £10

Essential. Invaluable. Indispensable. These are the words reviewers are going to use for
this book. Expert. Experienced. Insightful. Probably these too. Beyond them, what else is
there to say? This is not a book of poems but a book about getting poems published. We
don't usually review such works, but | felt this one was so apt for many of the readers of
Antiphon I'd little choice.

Happen Stances one of the more successful small presses, focused primarily on pamphlets

and, occasionally, quality books. | am a great admirer of Happen Stance Even when the

poems are not quite to my taste, you can see why their € DU O U wep' 1 O OEw?-1 002 u
them. And the physical quality of each book is consistently beautiful. As well as running

the press (probably for more years than she'd dare to confess), Nell is a practising and

practiced poet herself, so anything she sas is likely to be worth listening to, as followers

of the Happen Stanceblog know. This volume seems to be a distillation of much of that

hard-won experience.

The book is not one of those about writing poetry ¢ except incidentally ¢ but rather the

business of getting those writings published. And, in particular the business of getting a
full collection published. It has 24 short chapters, with topics as diverse as blogging and
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putting a collection together, interspersed with 22 writing exercises to stimula te the
imagination.

I'm not entirely sure about the inclusion of these exercises. Most are unfamiliar to me, and
some most definitely took me to places | wouldn't otherwise have found, which is surely
the measure of a good writing exercise. And, | suppose, a book which serves two purposes
might sell better, as well as providing added value for readers who find the publication
advice too depressing (I'll come back to this). But you can also see the exercises as
interruptions to the main purpose of the book or as surplus material you don't really want
to pay for but find stuck in the book you actually wanted. Arguably, in a book such as this,
more useful exercises would focus on the tasks involved in getting poems out into the
world, rather than getting more poems written. For myself, | skipped most of the exercises
on first read, being so anxious to penetrate the mystery of how to guarantee I'd get my
second collection into print (one of Nell's messages is that there is no guarantee, of course,
so be preparedfor a heavy dose of realism here). It may be, however, that the exercises
become a revisited resource for future occasions, long after the key lessons of
(non)publication have dribbled into my bloodstream.

Overall, | think the book a clever construct. As well as the interludinal exercises, it's

broken up with case studies of typical submissions glossed with Nell's responses. These

are all handled with gentle tolerance, even though it's clear that the submissions she has
received (probably pretty often, it would seem) include the rude, the careless, the lazy, the
ignorant and the arrogant. (A word of advice: it's very clear from these cases that the most
important criterion in Nell's judgement is that the poet should follow the submission guidelines
Here at Antiphon we'd say exactly the same. The guidelines are there to make the editor's

life easier. Failure to follow them necessarily means that the poet does not care about the
editor or their press and that's not the best way to get a sympathetic reading).

If you've followed Nell's blog, or been on the receiving end of her generous analyses, or
perhaps corresponded with her, you'll know she offers lightly seasoned realism scattered
with witty understanding, an empathic recognition of the poet's hazards and fears, and a
wickedly honed critical intelligence which always feels as if it's barely resting in its sheath.
I guess the appropriate metaphorical blade would be a dirk rather than a claymore, and
the sheath looking something like cashmere but you rather suspect might be golden
retriever.

Consequently the books is a witty, easy, read, continually provoking smiles that mitigate
the many realisations of problems to solve. In keeping with her realism, she presents the
core needs as businesdike activity dem anding business-like attitude. She (barely)
apologises for this approach, and she's careful to separate that necessary, practical
discipline from the open, rewarding playfulness of actually creating poems. They're
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separate activities. One makes artefacts a close to perfect as possible. The other arranges
them in the best light on the market stall.

Her message, then, is that the poet who succeeds in publication is the poet who creates
opportunities for herself. Networking, self -promotion, making connection s, blogging,
giving feedback in workshops, reviewing, performing ¢ all these activities put the poet in a
place to be noticed and taken seriously and, whilst they'll rarely lead to publication, they
have manifold impacts which all increase the chances.

This means, naturally enough, that to succeed a poet must commit to a fair amount of
work which is not actually the writing of poems. Hence the likelihood that most readers,
searching for a way to achieve that instant success they believe their work deserves will
read with overtones of disappointment. |, for example, am pretty well read, reasonably
networked and so on, but | recognised in her account at least two areas of my ignorance
which could potentially make a big difference to my future chances. Poets starting out may
find the long list of things she feels desirable represents a very steep challenge.

Yet there's not a sentence in this book I'd disagree with. Essentially, it summarises all we

have to think about (well, most of it) if we're to operate as ? x UOT 1 UUDOOEO~» wx Ol UL
such thing, of course. We're all amateurs). But she knows the force of these demands, so

she tempers her realism in several ways. Her lightness of tone, her wit, her anecdotes, the

overall sense of a concerned mentorwanting us to succeed: all act in the manner of an

experienced tutor (which Nell is) to encourage us to do better. We might even, in reading

her, feel a veritable desire to pleaseher, to make the grade in her eyes. (I'm sure she's not

aiming for that, but | be t it happens). For every hurdle, she hast if not a springboard for

clearing it, then at least a way of clearing the track which will give us a more confident

run-up.

Above all, we trust what she says. Of course, the book exists to make money for her pres

so she can continue to publish more poems. But Nell offers us a sense that she actually

wants us to succeed, that she needs to get her message out to help and develop us, that she

i 11T O0wO0T 1T Ul AUwUT PUwT OO6UPOUUWUT b Gdeanotg bfitaux O1 O~ wl
support and succour, and to enable us to deliver to her door. (And, of course, if the book

helps reduce the number of crass, arrogant and lazy submissions she receives, then so

much the better).

Is there nothing | dislike about this book, then?
I'd like it to be longer. I'd like her to go deeper into some of the more complex

considerations when choosing editors, magazines or presses to submit to. | don't believe
there are answershere, which would ensure success every time, but | think there are things
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which many editors consistently look for which could be more fully dealt with. For

example, many editors have a sense of the kinds of things which make for better, or more
exciting, interesting, poems. | certainly do. What are hers? Do other editors agree with her?
What are the weaknesses which most typically lead to reluctant rejection?

So some chapters felt a little short to me. | guess in the world of blog-posts and flash in the

pan attention spans, a world which makes this review too lon g for most people to read to

the end, that might be a wise decision. But its brevity made me feel on occasion that she'd
UEPEwWUOwWI HUOUEONWuOOPBH T wOOwWUT EVwUOXxDPE? WUEUT 1 UL
UUIT 1T U00awET wUEDE wWE E O W litle Buspicious W 1Bde ehapte(s Af@anE O b E a |
similar length that a book is written to a structured plan based on size rather than ensuring

that it's the exact length its topics demand. | like the inclusion of workbook pages at the

end, which | will prob ably make use of, but a little more guidance on how they might be

used and how they might relate to specific sections of the book would probably be helpful,

especially as some chapters offer implicit checklists which could become explicit

guidelines for using these pages.

There's no index and, whilst it's a short book and many of the topics are explicit in the
chapter titles, equally the wit which drives some of those titles obscures the actual subject,
making an index a useful alternative way in.

But, given the lack of books of this kind, the brilliance and experience of the author, and
her dedication to the verbal art, you'll find this book essential. Invaluable. Indispensable.

Ruby Robinson, Every Little Sound, Pavilion Press, Liverpool
University Pr ess, 50pp, £9.99

3T T U ZUWEOGwWHOUIT Ul U (EveryDittié SdUmMdlite iwerl®, the bodythe Grai O w
The meaning of 'Internal Gain', given in the epigraph, is 'an internal volume control which
helps us amplify and focus upon quiet sounds in times of threat, danger or intense
concentration':

My room was vibrating with electricity sockets
and light beams

and | could hear every little sound

my mouth made.

Outside my window
a butterfly, miniscule on a roof tile

Page | 26



Antiphon ¢ Issue 18

rubbed its wings together
excruciatingly.

('Internal Gain')

OEwpkPT POT w(zY!l wEl 1 OwlOUabOT wlOOwUT POOwWOT whEa UwU(
E1 i POl Uwl1UEawl1OEPOUOOZ UWET EVUUDWEOOOI EUPOOOW( wuI
pin down, but how it achieves such vulnerability even in poems where the attention to
detail, to systems and processes, seems to create a coolness, a hardness of language. What
(wU0T DOOwW(zYl WUOETI UUUOOEwWPUWUT EUwD UgdityikguE OOED O
understand life through its me chanismst EOE wUT I wUx1 EOl Uz Uwi UOE Quwl R x
that creates something simultaneously direct, distant, intimate and tender. In the title
poem, you can see how precise the description of the room is (not electricity but the
sockets, not light but its beams), the distance invoked by the phrase 'my mouth made'. Yet
in the image of the butterfly, the poem rises into something emotionally stunning.

The collection reminds me of ideas around attachment, the precariousness of personhood.
The way these poems story-tell psychological experience through the physical sometimes
suggests ambivalence towards the other: a careful, protective selfreliance, but also a desire
to trust, to let go, as though the speaker is both running towards connection, affection,
(security?), O E wOl I x DOT wb U Bé&rhaps Br@ spsake tri€sitolnake sense of
the world, and her place in it, she is repairing the shattered self evident in poems such as
'‘Unlocatable’, where a head is placed on a shelf, and the dissembled wcabulary 'and
constellations / of thoughts' work to undo our most basic sense of agency:

And what use am I,

half-witted, unpicked, flaked

out, half a leg, a spewing mouth, brittle hair,
scoopedOU 0wl 1 EU0WEZ6 ¢ Aww

Or in 'Listen": 'Thus, | unscrew my head, / the lid of a pickle jar'.

What it is to listen, to tell, what being heard might mean, is fundam ental to that sense of
agency.Many of the poems explore, undercut, destabilise the speaker/listener relationship,

sometimes through a narrative th at refuses the speaker an audience, or through the craft of

the poem, disrupting syntax, abandoning sentences, leavingtheUl EEIl Uz Uwl BxI1 EUEU
hanging. The opening poem seems to assert that relatiorship with authority, certainty.

'Reader, listener', is an open-armed gesture of welcome: '‘come in.( 7 Qw O x 1 @A@bd woa
Aa0lwgogw3i T Ul zUwUOUx3 w! Ul EE wb Gway. There @r¥ ¢h@irai U O wb E |
for 'interrogating guests'; the speaker seems to know a lot about you, reader: that you

'‘wish someone would think of you, spontaneously', that 'your own feet / offend you'. But
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what we might learn about each other is thrown up in the air through the Platonic last line,

where 'shadows of stags are cast like stalkhg giants' onto the dumb walls. Are the walls of

the room barriers, do they imitate or corrupt something like truth? Or in the 'dumb’

absence of language, are shadow puppets a fair means of communication? Such vital lines

TPDYl waOUwi EPUT wbOwUT T wUx1 EOT Uz UwYODPET Owl YI QwWE L

That vital ity is what sustains the longer poems.'Apology' is complex, imageful, powerful,

creating a quask-narrative, expositional, rational and furious. It is the voice of a daughter

addressing her mother and it feels very raw. And in its tremendous drive, you sen se the

speaker is purging herself of what needs to be said, what has been held back andE E Oz UwE | w
held back any longer:

(zOwUOUUawi OUwUI Ul OEOPOT wadUUwUI OEUDPYI UWEOE WE
Pil OQwxi Ol OUEUI EwaObUOwpkT OzUwUUDBOOwWUT I Ul OWEOOOU
VIEwDOUI UUIT EUPOOUWOI wOUT 1 UUz w0T OUTT OwbPEYIT UwWwEO!
blatant into the long nights, haunting,

for my inferiority in the face of nuclear family culture,
feeding on detritus of white goods, leisure sports, laminate floors,
a real home and fake recycling,

for creeping by night into a tight void, blinds down, brain blown
glass-thin, electric impulses and bloated thoughts bolted in.
For this life being the only one my quiet mind knows,

PUUwWOEOCawYi UUPOOUWEOEwWxT EUI UOw( zOwubUuUasd

Not confessional, but there is something honest in the urgency of the rhythms that
communicates a depth and frankness of feeling. Rosemary Tonks said telling the truth
about feeling takes integrity, that a state of mind resists description, and perhaps
resistance isentrE Ow U Qwp 1 E Uz U Tihe §peaker resid® sehtiméhtaldy (even as
she says she is 'sentimentally sorry / despite a genuine fear of sentimentality'), in language
that ranges between uncomfortably intimate detail, anecdote, dialogue, and another
register, a professional lexicon of psychological and philosophical jargon (‘Consensus

Ul EOPUa wd Gk Bk ¥BOI UUwo wE Thisfaddesthe gazdd tdeFpoemh dut
into another world without losing its interiority ¢ a layering of types of information th at
Tony Hoagland mi ght describe as poetic vertigo. The complexity of holding different
registers and proximities in your mind creates a self less unified 'but more trustworthy

than the average confessional poem'3 1T 1 wUIl x1 UPUPOOU wWOI auntifez OwUOU U a
circling of what is known and what is not, of dispossession and memory, creates a struggle
with and for the reader that makes reductive readings impossible, conclusions irrelevant:
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We learn to accept the clouds for what they are
and wait, patiently.

To read 'Apology' in full is to be within the experience of the speaker.In part because of
the hardness of language, clinical at times, the poem, and the collection, is irreparably
moving.

Angelina d'Roza

(An abbreviated version of this revie w first appeared in Orbis#175).

Stephen Payne, Pattern beyond Chance, Happen Stance, 80pp, £12

Another beautiful hardback from Happenstance, although this departs from the
established appearance to have a patterned, rather than a plain, cover, the desigmreflecting
the book's concept. This is quite a subtle realisation of the content, for the whole of the first
section of the book (there are four sections) concerns notions of design, the facets of that
word's meaning, the relationship between intent and ac tivity.

If this sounds a little academic, that's because it is. The academic preoccupations of this
poet are the immediate subjects of many of these poems and, where that's not the case,
nevertheless frequently they offer flavours, images, metaphors or reflections which tilt the
poem in an abstract or ideational direction. But the consequent work is not dry or dull.
Pretty much every poem is driven by an idea, but the approach is almost unique t a poetry
which is, almost literally, a poetry of ideas. Sometimes this leads to approaches which are
almost Metaphysical as well as metaphysical, where the idea demands an elision of
metaphors whose slickness might make it a little hard to grasp, as in 'Fractal Library'
where cliff -climbing, exploring a library, fra ctal modelling and the relationship between
knowledge and curiosity are fused in one convincing idea.

This makes for exciting reading. Rarely in this volume do you know what you're going to
get. Only one poem seemed to me somewhat out of place, as beingimply a descriptive
observation and nothing more. Frequently the poems offer insight (e.g. in 'Insight’) or a sly
wit readily appreciated, and they are rich with intelligent humanity, an empathy beyond
mere intellectual appreciation of people's complexity .

Perhaps some of the humour may be missed if a reader lacks the requisite background in

psychology, linguistics or philosophy. For example, the line 'Buffalo buffalo Buffalo
buffalo buffalo buffalo Buffalo buffalo’ (‘Mimesis') may strike the uninitiated as merely
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weird nonsense. It's actually a classic linguistic example of correct grammar, providing

you can figure out which of the 'buffalo’s is noun, which verb and which adjective, and,
once you get that, you've the understanding what is necessary to getthe rest of the poem, |
think. But such knowledge is rarely needed, as long as the reader is prepared to deploy
their own intelligence to appreciate how Payne is using his.

Payne's is not merely a poetry of ideas, however. It's rich in thought-games, butthere are
other rewards, too. At times masterfully elegant, at times judiciously shifting style
according to subject or intent, he's more than capable of turning a delicate line, or finding
appealing rhythms and some unexpected rhymes:

Beside the boat, your blade cuts through the sky
uncovering the stars the clouds imply.
(‘Canoeist’)

and the ideational approach often leads to refreshingly unexpected imagery:

When oxygen is compromised

and idea can expire,

like a canary in a mine.
('Infarct’)

wi th some brilliant moments, such as the apostrophe in:

Some propositions
can't be proved: the better truths
are intuition's.
(‘Translating the Proverb’)

where we simultaneously read the last word as both with and without its apostrophe.

Perhaps not for everyone ¢ the incidental lyricism is heavily restrained, for example, and
there's sometimes a deliberately prosaic observational stylet my own view is that this
book is refreshingly different, entirely stimulating, and deserves a wide readership fori ts
deeply perceptive slant on original but core subjects. As long as you approach it with an
open sense of what poetry might be, you'll find much to enjoy here, and perhaps some
things to step back and admire.

NW
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Changes

A walk along the creek.
Turquoise water, the rarity

of a sky reflected over it. Earlier,
we asked if summer had arrived.

Boats head out from the hard.

The red sails, with their precise reflections,
slide along like axe heads

this glimmer so sharp, it hurts the eyes.

| cross the road by the quay

and these familiar routes

are given a stuttering strangeness
outside of established routine:

as though | had tried

to plane rosewood against the grain.
Music somewhere. A passing car.
Pollard trees bristle like fists.

Further along, a cricket match takes place
on the green: men, young and old,

barely distinguishable in their whites
preparing as the batsman strikes

and for a second | see

the ball seeking me out. Here | am,
taking a catch at the boundary
uninvolved but suddenly essential

everyone cheering. But it's only a trick
of the eye, a bird leaping from a branch,
a door closing on a nearby house

the receptionist waving as | approach

Page | 32



Antiphon { Issue 18

at the hotel checkin.

I'm like a wrongheaded spy: tentative
hopeless, wising my real name

when it's my life that's assumed.

Daniel Bennet
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Coltsfoot

Humble, ordinary as a sock,
ragged, toothy, easily mistook
for sidewalk dandelion.

Every year we seek them out
PT 1T Owbl zUIT wEORDPOUUwWI OUw2xUDPOT (
and Spring has not quite come.

We walk the road peering down,

poking at the icy leaf-litter,
looking for coltsfoof but really

wanting the pretty ones
coltsfoot says are next: Trout lily,
Canada mayflower, Trillium in waves.

As if it is what we call it ¢
a barnyard thing, an amputated
castoff talisman, and not

a dozen sprouts newborn
on the rocky hill, suddenly standing
straight out of muck and gravel,

spiny legs stiff against March wind.
A small herd of them, equine indeed
as they now roam, now cluster,

then gather more, another here,
another there, collecting themselves,
raising each shaggy yellow shock

UOwUT EOT woOi i whPOUI UZUWOEUUWEOEWEDOT awulOOPO
to draw and greet the sun, to say

(now that | hear it), Call me
what you will, | am here, and whole.

Hilde Weisert
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Puffins

The big-top cliffs of North -Utsire,
Staffa, Treshnish, Farne and Hoy
roll with clowns

barrel-bodied paddles

swimming through the air;

diving cannonballs of white
guy-wire straight

in hoops of water;

high-wire surfers

drum -roll tumblers

silver blade-swallowers;
roustabouts with candy floss,
sad-eyed jugglers of magic tricks
burrowing bottom up

tongue fat on sprats.

What shall become of them?

Perhaps they'll oil their backs withsea-E1 Ez UwUPI1 EU
and hide their bills in nylon net.

David Seddon
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Sinkhole

It knows what you wish you knew about failure
and has only one instinct, which is to reverse,
as antonyms like window and spotlight
reverberate in the lost signal of its emptiness.

Way down there a road-sign and some bollards marinate,
test subjects of its one and only swallow
that attracted a few devoted followers

who gather now on the central reservation

to observe it and hypothesise

about depth, if what it really wants is largesse.

To devour all this concrete, plastic and metal must

have entailed invocations for rain to slake its thirst.

It enjoys being a problem, a blind spot, algebraic,
like the background stolen from a map of constellations.

Simon Haworth
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Passed |
for SECH

You call it the equivalent of th e Enclosures that maddened &hn Clare.
I listen as we walk the path across midsummer fields
from the White Horse to Brickyard Cottage. | had resolved

OO0wUOwWEUDOT wUxwUT 1 wOUUEDOI wlhi EO| R wOOwUH

as damaging as elm disease to the landscape, you say, as we pause
beneath a mature ash. | think of, but dare not mention, dieback.

61 WOOOOWEUWUT T wOOT wsT1 Ol UEUOUWOOWEwWxDHx1 zwUT 1 UI
a small thing, like a hovering predator, not like this one

raised before the authorities, where you had your three minutes,
but time ran out before the poetry could get up steam ¢

how to convey how vulnerable the dream that needs no permission,
to those who want to keep on sharing this infected needle?

Now the signals have changed. The goahead. Your disused line,

where enemies of the farmer (bullfinch, fox, mink, badger)

have gathered, conferred, but failed as they failed when the railway came,
is tapping out invitations to the wind. And soon, they will appear:

like statues from Easter Island that marked the destruction of the island,
or cowboy dancers at a Northamptonshire village fete, lining up ¢
Chelveston, Lyveden New Bield t slow-taxiing, emitting

a poisonous beauty where they have mustered out in the Fen,

in March, to advance on us, as if to the music of Bliss

from Thingsto Comé w+ 1 Uz UWUEOOWEEOUUwWUOOI U1 POT wl OUIT 6 w3l
Going, going. How both wells dried, how even

x Ol OUwpOOUT wxOPl UwlOOws/ T PODxw2x1 OET Uz AwOUUUWEI
Who notices pylons any more? For all the heated discussions,

Pi Oz EwUDOU WE U dite sub 686 gopedT wlUOPIT Uy w

and here comes the breeze. Through the gloaming, the last trees

are like an ancient committee that waves the motion through.

John Greening
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Looking for a Northern Light

5o

(wpOOEI Ul Ewbi w(zEwOOOPwWDOwWi OF %%
or if, in England, it woul d be bloodless, A

bland, too far away from its own territory.
If I saw it would | somehow be changed?

The dark was raw as though it were alive
and breathing: constellations were rippling
like salmon after midges in a still lake

on which the earth was being reflected.

In the north, belugas of clouds were shining
but still. Should I have stayed indoors?

All that night my mind was as watchful

as a seal at a breathing hole.

Rebecca Gethin
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Laika

The stars carved by the ship.
The air carved by the dog's swim.

Once | saw a friend pull a trout from the water,
a thin ribbon of muscle that lashed

against and against the inevitable. Until

it stilled. Looked death in the eye.

That's how | imagine Laika

looked at the last. Out of her element,
eyes travelling like old light

back to the past.

Cheryl Pearson
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