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seth	  crook	  

	  

This sentence is redundant 
 
 
makes no valuable assertion  
      implies nothing  
 
worth knowing  
 
does not add  
      to the beauty of a paragraph  
even in a quiet neighbourly way  
 
      contains no code,  
       has no double life   
is no secret messenger of glory 
 
isn't even witty when reversed  
       or sweetly expressive  
 
of a gentle  
beachcombing love of being. 
 
       Frankly, it's a narcissist,  
talks about itself, on and on and on..... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



andrea	  dickens	  

	  



nikki	  dudley	  

	  

no	  title	  	  

	  

You	  remember	  how	  
once	  i	  knew	  i	  was	  new	  but	  not	  today.	  
Now	  i'm	  a	  shield	  of	  a	  per	  se,	  per-‐son-‐al-‐ly	  
I	  think	  
nothing	  will	  be	  better	  in	  the	  mourn	  innit.	  
Don't	  tell	  lies	  to	  ease	  ease	  ease	  me	  
like	  oil,	  i	  see	  them	  on	  the	  whites	  of	  
your	  eyes	  i	  can't	  trust	  	  
enough	  things.	  Won't	  make	  this	  bet	  her	  a	  pound	  to	  see	  if	  
she	  will	  come	  back	  if	  she	  could	  
but	  nothing	  will	  be	  better.	  	  
You	  remember	  	  	   how	  i	  knew	  her	  
and	  you	  did	  too	  you	  did	  but	  now	  the	  oil	  stains	  

	  everything	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  



robin	  wyatt	  dunn	  

	  

Arrival	  in	  the	  City	  

	  

This	  door	  is	  yours,	  
I	  made	  it	  for	  you	  
Don’t	  take	  too	  long	  
It’s	  yours	  
Go	  through	  
I	  made	  it	  for	  you	  
This	  door	  is	  here	  inside,	  
Inside	  the	  city	  that	  I	  knew,	  
So	  take	  it	  through,	  
And	  take	  you	  too,	  
You’re	  never	  gonna	  go	  away.	  
	  
I	  threw	  it	  all	  away	  
Inside,	  
And	  then	  I	  made	  the	  map,	  
That	  I	  had	  forgot,	  
The	  way	  out	  and	  through,	  
But	  my	  surmise	  is	  that	  you	  knew	  that	  too,	  
And	  that	  you've	  been	  watching	  me.	  
	  
Is	  this	  mistake	  only	  mine	  to	  make?	  
I	  made	  it	  through,	  
But	  did	  you	  take	  me	  with	  you?	  
	  
It's	  gonna	  cut.	  
	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  



l	  kiew	  

	  

	  

	  

Running	  out	  
	  

of	  things	  to	  say	  	  
the	  air	  thickens	  between	  us	  
a	  sudden	  gain	  in	  pressure	  
the	  silence	  clotting	  at	  last.	  
	  
So	  look	  down	  at	  your	  clenched	  hands	  
look	  out	  of	  the	  dimmed	  window	  
give	  me	  one	  final	  smile	  
absolve	  all	  with	  “Goodbye”.	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  



felino	  a.	  soriano	  

	  

	  

	  

singular	  	  
in	  memory	  we	  	  
rew(m)ind	  	  
	  

percentages	  of	  innate	  occultation	   	   	  	   this	  	  
permanence	  permeates	  	   	   	   pulses	  in	  the	  echo	  of	  	  
reliving	  	  

age	  and	  the	  missing	  steps	  	  
recollection	  desires,	  unheard	  


