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FOREWORD

RACHEL FELDBERG
Director Ilkley Literature Festival 2003-2018

Ten years ago, Ilkley Young Writers was ready to start its first pilot session. 
I was nervous. We’d recruited two great tutors and found a friendly venue. 
The Arts Council was behind us and the word had gone out around local 
schools and in the Literature Festival’s publicity, but would any young people 
come?  Was my dream, to start a writing group for young people which would 
support and encourage them in the way my local youth theatre had nurtured 
me as a teenager, honed my skills and given me friends who wanted to stay up 
late talking about the things I loved, just that? Was this all a very big mistake? 
Then, the first young people appeared hesitantly in the doorway and I felt 
a bubbling sense of excitement, perhaps this could really work. Ten years 
of Monday nights in Ilkley and Wednesdays in Bradford, multiple public 
readings, performances, summer evening rehearsals on Ilkley bandstand, 
the Stanza Stones project for the Cultural Olympiad in Yorkshire, Summer 
Schools, friendships, storytelling around fires in the woods, individual 
journeys, Arts Awards,  prizes, trips to meet other young writers, workshops 
with Poet Laureates and above all, outstanding writing, later it’s clear that 
there is so much young writing talent. All it needs to flourish is opportunity 
- and the input of dedicated and fantastic workshops leaders like Becky 
Cherriman, Michelle Scally-Clarke and Sai Murray. 
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This was, and is, an extraordinary group of young people, immensely 
talented, dedicated, hardworking, fearless whatever their personal struggles, 
determined to do the things that take real courage - edit their work, read 
aloud, perform, make friends with people they don’t know and be there for 
one another. They have seen each other through GCSEs, A levels, first jobs, 
college, apprenticeships and Uni and all the while their work has grown 
and strengthened. Every month or so I would drop in on a session knowing 
I would come away energised by the quality and imaginative breadth of 
their work. Every Summer my favourite few days would be young writers’ 
Summer School. I’ve run lots of residentials for young people in my time, 
they’re  boisterous, nerve wracking, exciting and always loud. Summer 
School was different, it was the quiet concentration. Young people sprawled 
on chairs and sofas and on the floor, silently writing.  And then on the last 
evening reading their work, and when their parents and carers heard them, 
there were always tears in the audience. Because they had come so far, and 
as this anthology demonstrates, are going further still.   
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EDITORIAL NOTE 

BECKY CHERRIMAN

Editors of anthologies have different methods. Some concentrate on the 
copyedit, correcting punctuation and spellings and establishing consistency of 
style across the book e.g. use of en dashes in place of em dashes or capitalising 
titles. A few ask for drastic rewrites, suggesting major restructuring and even 
redrafting whole sections for the writer. Most of us move somewhere between 
these poles although the reader, rightly, tends to be unaware of the extent 
of their involvement. But, in our group sessions, we focus on the process as 
well as the final printed or performed piece, so we thought readers might be 
interested in learning about our editorial approach.

Those of us who work with community groups frequently talk about 
ownership and to what extent final products should be shaped by leading 
artists. The product (in this case the anthology) ‘gives a voice’ to participants 
but how much of a voice if the artists have taken a heavy-handed approach 
to the editing? In the past I have compiled anthologies in which we have 
published pieces exactly as they have been given to us, spelling mistakes and 
all. An anthology that collects the work of the Ilkey and Bradford Young 
Writers groups, who we have always encouraged to ‘own [their] work’ as 
Michelle is known for saying, could never see us rewriting chunks of text for 
its writers. Yet the degree and type of editing should depend on the purpose 
of the publication. Many of those represented here one day want to become 
professional writers – indeed some have already had work professionally-
produced. Many are being published for the first time; this book is their calling 
card. The writers agreed that they wanted their work to be represented in a 
professional manner. They wanted us to check their spelling and punctuation 
but they also wanted feedback. 
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This echoes my preferences as a practising writer. My most rewarding 
experiences of having my poetry or fiction edited have involved written or 
verbal conversations. Those editors have asked questions of the work and 
sought clarification of meaning. They have understood the overall intention 
of my piece, looked closely at how the whole and each line/stanza/paragraph 
helps to fulfil that and where it can be honed. 

Editing is not a science; it is not usually about making sure everything ties 
up neatly (although sometimes it might be). Some of the best poetry affects 
us through workings the reader cannot see. We often know intuitively when 
something jars badly, or when part of a piece is untrue to the whole. When 
rewriting, it is important to listen to that intuition as well as knowledge of 
writing techniques and feedback from others.  

The writers sent us what they felt was their best work to date and we 
wanted to honour that by showing this flamboyance of writing in its best light 
whilst retaining each unique voice. This is the line we have walked together in 
compiling this anthology. 

Initially Martha emailed every writer with my comments in the margins of 
their work and I offered optional one-to-ones to go through my feedback. My 
use of the word feedback is deliberate. Criticism can be a trigger word, used 
as it is for putting people down. Even when applied to work rather than the 
person, we can associate ‘criticism’ with wounds that people have inflicted on 
us. As facilitators of the young writers groups, we seek to feed the talent and 
enthusiasm of these writers and tend to use the more neutral word ‘feedback’ 
in sessions too. 

The uptake for the one-to-ones was impressive. These sessions were 
invigorating. We discussed the vision for each piece, looked at how each line 
supported that vision and areas where this could be developed. This wasn’t 
about me or Michelle offering suggestions of ‘better’ words – that was their 
role. It wasn’t about changing the voice but making it clearer. I pointed out 
where the words or form might be standing in the way of the vision or dulling 
the voice. I asked questions of the work, and, yes suggested punctuation 
changes. Why did you choose to end the line here? Do you need that final 
word? I think what you want to say is conjured brilliantly by that wonderful 
image, do you need to spell it out here? We helped them distil what was there 
to its essence. Often, especially with the more experienced writers, there was 
very little to change. 
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At every stage the writers knew that they had ownership of the work. 
They could reject or accept suggestions, they had time to consider where they 
would change a line end or reconfigure a stanza or find words more accurate 
or appropriate to their intentions.   

Shakespeare wrote ‘the play is the thing’. It was clear from the mature and 
considered way the writers took on board the feedback and responded (whether 
in writing or verbally), that these writers understand that the writing is ‘the 
thing’. On the rare occasions they did reject feedback, they gave valid reasons. 
I think you will agree that through this editing process the writers have each 
done justice to the quality of their pieces whilst allowing their distinct voices 
to ring out clear and true in the chorus of this anthology.

In our final workshop, Michelle delivered poetic appraisals of their work. 
The writers glowed. To know how your piece has landed emotionally and what 
a reader (who is also a professional writer) has enjoyed is a rare pleasure. It is 
also a central part of how we work in the groups where in feedback sessions we 
outline what has worked about a story or poem so that the writer and others 
in the group can learn from what they are doing well. 

Sai then put his meticulous copyediting skills to work. Once the design 
was complete, we editors met on Zoom to look over the manuscript. Finally, 
writers were asked to sign off proofs. When we sign off our work, we are both 
laying claim to it and sending it out into the world so that others can make it 
theirs through the reading process. I hope you enjoy making this book yours. 
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REFLECTIONS 

MICHELLE SCALLY CLARKE

I would like to thank the Ilkley Literature Festival for agreeing to support 
this 10-year anthology. Through this most difficult time, it was a delight to 
be reunited with the Ilkley and Bradford Young Writers, to be together again, 
despite Covid 19, and within the pages of this book.

I would like to remember and thank Jane Floweth, who supported myself 
and Becky, through many years watching the group grow from four to twenty 
four at our peak! 

I remember being told I had secured the post as creative facilitator, 
alongside Becky Cherriman, over eleven years ago. It was a huge deal for me 
and a challenge: although I was published and had toured, performed and 
facilitated across the world, I was also dyslexic and had no formal qualifications. 
I had earned my place in the literature world through performance, spoken 
word, theatre, books and albums. Having worked and performed in prisons 
and children’s homes, with Black and grassroots communities I understood the 
power within that medium. For a while I felt like an imposter, especially when 
parents of the young writers would mistake me for the support helper rather 
than the tutor and would rush to Becky with all their questions. This would 
happen every year, until the young writers went home and spoke of me. Then 
I would receive a shy hello from those parents. 

We are all introduced to the field of writing in different ways. For me, 
writing was, and is, a bridge, a dance, a song, a communication. A conversation 
between self and the world. Within my writing I could question, ponder, 
scream, dream and, most importantly, own my own voice in a world that 
seemed to gag or dismiss me. 

Becky and I are very different writers, with different strengths, and 
different ways of doing things, yet we share the same ethos, and the same 
drive. We made the perfect partnership in being able to offer a whole range of 
experience, practise, and passion. 
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I learned to move away from the identity politics, that wraps round each 
one of us, whoever we may be. This wasn’t within the circle of our team. The 
young writers felt safe to ask and safe to explore the hard questions such as race, 
war, love, and equality in the ‘Rumi’ field of witness. 

I learned that I indeed had something to teach, reaching out from my 
community to introduce the concept of identity, voice, ownership of self. 
Removing the gap, between ‘them and us!’. 

These writing groups became a place where thoughts and ideas about 
self and the world were shared with peers in a safe and brave space. Inside 
Christchurch, and its bandstand, we could step outside the box. Friendships 
were made, appreciated and kept. The smiles of satisfaction and the thanks at 
the end of sessions, and the journeys back and forth in the car, on the train with 
Becky and Martha and then Sai, often spent talking in complete awe at what 
the writers had produced. 

Taking the writers safely from their comfort zones to witness self and world, 
to ‘Clear out their Closets,’ to hug the trees, to mix and perform with very 
different writers’ groups, artists, book readings, open mics . . . to see themselves 
as writers, to come together from all over England and Europe to join summer 
school. Beginning a second writing group in Bradford, performing on many 
different stages, and being exposed to different lives of their peers. Directing 
poetry, playwriting, song writing, stories, breathing . . . 

As the groups grew, so did we. Learning together, learning from one another. 
Our love and commitment for the young writers group, was returned by the 
writers. We began to excel together. The shyest of writers now standing proudly 
to perform, to share, create and more importantly question the world around 
them. We taught humility, empathy and kindness, wrapped up in laughter. We 
taught in praise, we taught that their words are art, and all art begins with 
emotion, which holds rhythm, which is in self, and that only they own. We 
taught them to rise up and own their own signature. This anthology bears 
witness to that, as do the writers themselves as they continue their journey, 
their dance.
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I

Exasperation Breathed
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Cocooned or larvae, and a leaf hanging off a stem—
 
that is what life felt to me back then.

It was not certain—a fine line between safety and insecurity.
 
The unifying and protective force was–as usual–me.
 
I felt as though the blue of the sky was the grounding element
 
of a feeling that was at once frightened and jubilant.
 
Because you would both learn to fly away and leave me here alone,
 
I would pray that it would not be so.
 
I would cocoon you to let you grow and
 
I would shield you from things you need not know.
 
But at the end of it all—
 
I will have to let you go.
 

FRANKIE WILLS

Cocooned
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BECKY CHERRIMAN

In memory of:
dead flies seduced into the curve  
of the bandstand light; lilac and grass soft  
before the cut; a couple from Florida 
                                      who visited that summer of 63; 

empty time-soured milk bottles;
condensation and exasperation breathed onto window panes;
men who rested in these corridors  
                                       before moving on, elsewhere.

The woman lays her prayer mat to the east. 
Comes for the peace, she says, intones orisons  
in glaze-stained rivers while behind her the bound St Agnes  
                                        is burnished in glass.

In memory of: 
whatever it was that was ripped off the wall;
the one who arrives every week too early for song;
those who do not know how to pray, the curdling  
                                        of their need. 

Christchurch, Ilkley
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I am a Homo Sapien.
I am a homosexual.
I am a boyfriend,
a brother, a son.
I am transgender.
I am a teenager,
a Northerner, a Brit.

Each of these labels carries a set of stereotypes,
of discrimination and expectation.
But do they really fit?
They lock us in a box,
limit our potential,
as if these labels are our credentials,
like they’re essential.
They shouldn’t define us
nor divide, classify.
They remind us of our differences,
and not in a positive light.
The stereotypes are never quite right,
the labels disable us,
leaving us unstable
with expectations too hard to meet.

ALEX ASHER

Ignorance Lives in a Box
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So why are they here?
Imagine a world without.
Eliminate self-doubt,
leave no one shut out.
Lose discrimination,
create a safe haven,
free from racial-tension,
intimidation, oppression, alienation.
Yet why does eradication stir up so much frustration?
We can’t understand unless it’s categorized.
Everything must be defined, 
analysed, organised.
though that doesn’t equate to equalised,
more like patronised, 
because people dislike different.
Not fear, just ignorance.
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Glistening in the moonlight 
It shines down on you 
Sparkling, glittering standing-there
It should be a sign of hope
glory, strength, love
It should keep you equal
But it doesn’t 
You’re still put down for being- you
They hurt you with words 
Laugh, call you names
Do horrible things 
You can’t be you
They hate you
You feel ashamed 
For being you 
I needed the sun then 
But it had gone 
Sun where have you gone?
The sun should tackle world- issues 
Make everything seem- perfect 
I should be equal to you
But I don’t want to be you
I want to be me
And for that I will never be-
alone
This is what the son doesn’t- do

ALICE ASHLEY

The sun shines on 
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    Now would you believe me if I told you I had seen this all before, 
that I have had a chance to fight in every single war?

    Would you believe me if I said, 
I have seen the stars fall and realign around the world a million times? 

    And would you believe me if I told you 
you are a song I have already sung in a different life on another line?

    Now we are running out of time.

    Now, please believe me when I tell you, 
I can barely breathe right now because a million breaths before have already 
been spent on too little and too much in this same life. 

    Would you believe that I can change the world around me 
in a blink of my eyes, 
as I have heard all this said before by a thousand different people 
in a thousand different tongues?

    And, as history repeats itself, 
would you believe me when I say I have already seen your reaction to this 
far too many times, 
yet I still don’t know the answer, 
so I will ask you 

    Would you believe me?
    Do you believe me?

ALEX ASHMAN HOGAN

    Would you believe me?
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LIZZI HAWKINS

All this is yet to come: the birthday parties,

the cottage holidays, the fights where we will pull

each other’s hair out at the roots. You have not yet

learnt to drive, nor met your teenage second self,

nor lived in another city, that is not grey and unravelling

like the one we were born in. You are too young to remember

leaving school, spending summers on the beaches

of ragged Welsh villages, how once I came off my bike

by the post-box and you cleaned blood from my teeth.

When you are nine, driving home from Hull, we will spit

off the Humber Bridge and you will tell me that our bodies

are 99% water. In this photo I can believe it, that you are

of a different substance, the way your eyes are somewhere else

like you are trying to look past rain.

For the six-year-old in the photo
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we barely notice
plummeting drops descend, collide headfirst
with the defensive, robust glass
smothered with garish curtains
we’ve seen enough.
inside. soft murmurings, fluorescing lights, cutlery clinking. the only sounds.

apart from if we glance outside
face the deafening storm, torrential
aggravated clouds
bombarding us with bullets, darkness and desperation

they glance quickly away
hope the fabrics of falsity suppress the roar
which of course
they don’t.

It rains outside

ESME SLATER
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ANNABELLE FULLER

your ears can drown with liquid sound  
as sweet as salt-struck brine. 

the dew-smooth music-curlicues  
(cusped like a crow-caw tine) 

are come to carry you ashore.  
they sound so wonderful, 

quick-winging, feathers tapping tide,  
en route to lull your skull 

with twittered trills and chirpy chime -  
set sound of summertime. 

the tides are sheer and sharpless and
entangled - they fall through 

each other, interminglingly  
confused. just out of view, 

the pressing crests of sun-shot waves  
cascade and cave; foam-fringed, 

they like to move in slanted skews 
which swim and sink, tint-tinged 

with bruisey mildewed hues, 
like fruits dropped in the dew. 

sea-snare 
To the Sirens first shalt thou come, who beguile all men whosoever comes to them.  

- Homer’s Odyssey XII.39 
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the water falters, feints, and folds
just like the chords that sprawl  

out from her song. she can cajole 
you with that kindling call, 

inveigle you to stray and to  
forsake the course you’d stayed. 

you’re easily persuaded; all  
your bearings blurred, she’s made 

you deviate and drift. enthralled, 
you float towards your fall.
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Trapped, beautiful.
The world is transfixed on her.
Yet she is lost.
Friends with the devil.
The flower is an illusion. 
Echoes she is fine, she is fine.
Cold with confusion.
 
Socially-awkward.
Loud is quiet. 
Noise envelops her.
Every touch amplified.
She's drowning.
Drowning in her senses.

ELLA SANDERSON

Drowning 
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As I tread silent footsteps
on the stairs towards my blissful sin,
the thought of my God’s people
sets my skin peeling.
 
It is hard to reconcile passion with faith
while everybody is spitting holy water down on me.
 
I cannot do my duty while I stumble on the edges of labels and faith.
 
I have lost myself but
the search party they send out will
look for their idea of me instead.
 
Danger: deep water ahead.

FRANKIE WILLS

Danger: Deep Water Ahead
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I feel innocent as I walk through the crime ridden area.

Knowing I could get harmed at any time.

Standing out from this area are the sweet, delicate children.  

Unable to move out of this interesting yet dangerous area,

They are sitting there ready to be picked on like a bird  nibbles on seeds, 

 out of a farmer’s field.

Moulded into the background.

Stuck like chewing gum to the bottom of your shoe.

There but invisible.

Their bodies - a part of a jigsaw, 

a piece in a much bigger picture.

ELLA SANDERSON

Jigsaw
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Shawls and shrouds
bound close around
those skeletal forms
which line the streets of
war-torn
Borderlands.

Slender hands,
their skin tight.
The crop blighted
by will imposed.
A wilted rose
is racked with pain
for lack of grain.

Famine executed and planned.
Their scythe scars, upheaves the land.

MAGNUS CAMERON

              Holodomor 1

1.  Artificial “Terror famine” created in Ukraine 1933-34 
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Vigilance bathes our streets in gold brocade,
our liquid luck looping chains to blockade 
transport and traffic from traipsing tourists
and terrorists who tick off pedestrians 

in permanent strikes, the clock-hand running 
for the hour as if it were prey, plunging 
in clockwise descent, hitting ground, hiding
from the barrelled nose which seeks darting eyes

anxious twitching telling of trembling limbs 
so they might play target practice with skin 
and mark foreheads with bloody fingertips
frown-lines puckered with opening fissures. 

Dead. 

LILY COLLINSON

Run, Hide, Tell

(This poem was written whilst I was a member of the writing group and was 
commended by Ian McMillan in the Hive South Yorkshire poetry competition. 
It was inspired by the irrational fear I felt when visiting London at the height of 
the terrorist attacks in the 2010s) 



33

we linger.
floating on the surface
a thin sheet of insignificance
separates our brittle bones
from the gaping darkness
and the lily’s subtle beauty
slowly wilting. 
the sun’s spotlight burns, invisible
until the lily’s dying
exposed, raw in the day’s naked heat.
we balance, floating on the surface
a water lily delicately placed
when will we realise
it’s too late.

ESME SLATER

Equilibrium
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Curious is this creature,
for never ‘twill be found.
No matter how much you seek it,
to the shadows it is bound.

Comparable to the Haggis
of Scottish Highland fame,
this mythical, uncharted beast
is of ilk, much the same

If you search high and low,
or near and far abroad,
your efforts will be fruitless
and soon you’ll grow quite bored.

But fear not! It will come bleating
to thee unbeknownst.
Deep, disguised within a flock,
towards it, you are coaxed.

Lured in by the black-white coats,
and spots of luminescence.
It bides its time. It waits its turn.
It prepares its potent essence.

As your fingers caress the wool,
it watches you. You human fool.
the predator observes its prey.
Oh my! It has longed for this day.

MAGNUS CAMERON

Hunting the Skunksheep



35

You draw closer, you draw near.
Ignorant you. Nothing to fear!
It waits its turn. It bides its time.
It sights your face with its behind.

It presents its rear, you come in line
and then with aim so true and fine,
it sprays directly into your eyes,
from the crime scene, swiftly flies.

The scent it reeks, nausea creeps.
Onto your cheeks, tears gently weep.

At last, the hunt is finally through.

You didn’t find the Skunksheep:
the Skunksheep found you!
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She waits in the tall savannah grass, pacing lightly. Her prey shouldn't know 
she's there and has been there for hours, watching him. 

She's hungry. So hungry. But she will not act on impulse. Not after she's put 
so much effort and thought into her strategy. 

Her eyes watch as her prey moves away from his den. Further and further 
away he goes, but she doesn't strike. Not yet. She needs him as vulnerable as 
possible. She's too weak for a fight. So she waits for a bit longer. 

He doesn't know she's there, and she'll use it to her advantage. 

The distance between him and his den is getting bigger, until it's just enough. 
She begins to run towards him. 

Her muscles are screaming as her paws hit the ground harshly. The sound is 
so loud to her. It feels like the ground is shaking under her, but she can't stop. 
She will not stop. She refuses to waste this chance. 

He's seen her by now, and he begins to run too, but away from her. He doesn't 
realise this yet, but he underestimates her determination. She uses that to her 
advantage, and she runs a bit faster, using up the energy she has left. 

The distance between them is getting smaller and smaller, and she knows he's 
losing. He does too. 

The adrenaline is kicking in, and she runs slightly faster than before, until 
she's running alongside her prey. Her paws skid as she overtakes him and uses 
her body to block his route forward. 

ZAYNAB AWAN

Dinner Time
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Her front paws grab onto his sides, and he wiggles, but she's had enough of 
the chase. She's won. She can be impulsive. 

She opens her jaw wide and sees the fear in his eyes, but she doesn't care. Her 
stomach doesn't care. 

Her jaws clamp down on his neck. 

He struggles, but she clamps down harder. 

He's fighting, but she is completely calm. 

She watches as his movements slow down. 

Eventually he stops writhing. 

He hangs limply from her mouth. 

It's over. She's won. 

Time to eat.
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freely stalks his rounds,
and peers through windows in the town,
he looks straight through double glazing,
and meets the eyes that see him gazing.
Benevolent children who fawn over teddies,
and tired old ladies knitting shreddies;
he sees gardens with roses and bushes of holly,
those with sofas, wardrobes, and trolleys;
he sees new parents up at six,
and houses formed of crumbling bricks.
He sees Neighbourhood Watch who are basically spies,
with rings from binoculars all ’round their eyes;
toddlers’ hands in the biscuit tin,
and date-worn women reaching for gin.
Ex-military men obsessed with defences, 
and ladies in nighties who gossip through fences;
he sees old-boys buffing out battered hats,
and he’s stalked on his walk by a million cats;
he sees nomadic old men who always look surly,
and wheel out their bins about 7 days early.
He sees armies of cold-callers, fluent in jargon,
wielding their clipboards, just waiting to bargain;
fuming mothers screaming over broken plates,
and dogs whose jowls are squeezing through gates;
he sees thousands of signs warning him to beware,
Well wouldn’t it make you think that they’re keeping a bear?
He sees biking commuters in skin-tight shorts,
and all of these people sit in his thoughts,
because the click of his footsteps is all he is giving,
to the world you can buy for the price of living.

The Walker

SEAN HAYES
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II

Rifts in Our Hands



40
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The map promised more than this,
promised more than sepia hedgerows
where the beige squares dotted away
into an expanse of white

You told me mathematicians have calculated that the coastline is infinite
and that coelacanths have been found alive in the deep ocean.

I tell you that we have ignored the  falling leaves all summer
and now they are knee-deep.
That I have no time for cloud-watching or funny-shaped
stone-collecting along the shore, because it is high tide
and rockpools no longer stretch in front of me infinitely 
and I no longer believe the mathematicians.

As I am  let down along the contour lines,
the wind finds water in the corner of my eye
and teases it out along my cheekbone.

MAIRENN ATTWOOD

Ordinance
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i craft the shape of us
out of scraps, cast aside,
gathered with raspberry-picking hands.
i pick apart the failing stitches
of another embroidered fantasy turned cold.

i just want those kitchen-table days; 
to be split three ways — 
or more — or to just know 
that someone's there — 
that someone's yours.

and perhaps i want to have the choice 
of whose jacket to wear.
i want to know the touch of time,
and twenty fingers in my hair.

i want the choice,
i want the mess,
i want the blood on your sunday best,
i  want the second, and the third,
i want to scream, but i’m too scared to be heard.

and perhaps i want to have the choice
of whose jacket to wear.
i want to hear a choral voice
with thirty fingers in my hair.

3.14159 —
give me the misty midweek nights.
drive me to summer in a 3-door car,

SAWYER BROOK

kitchen table days
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tell me not to worry as you kiss me hard.
give me the breathless, late mornings,
the accidentally-acquired dawn chorus,
give me the imperfect thing, 
and i'll make it seem flawless.
give me the sea between our feet —
give me more than 'you and me' —
give me one, two, three - and then a beat.

and perhaps i want to have the choice
of whose jacket to wear.
i want cacophony of noise
and forty fingers in my hair,

and i want those kitchen-table days.
i want to have no need to hide. 
i want to love in myriad ways,
i want to ease my rushing mind
with my choice of sedative — 
it depends on the day,
but i want to love in more than just one way. 
because rough tyranny grates,
and soft respect breaks,
and embarrassed, longing looks 
do not make your whole life okay.

i am impatient for the kitchen-table days,

because i want 
to have
the choice
 
of whose 
jacket
to wear.
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The pasta in my pockets
Why was it not kept
In a pool of marinara
Was where I wept
But before I embark
On this tale of woe
I must tell you how this all began
But one week ago
I was asked on a date
Early this week
I said I would think on it,
On it, I’d sleep
I spent the day boiling
Pasta in water
Pasta of all kinds
Grain to the slaughter
I returned to her
Pockets brimming
And said I would love to
Sheepishly grinning
She said great
To meet her at 8 
And the date would begin

I met her at the theatre
8pm sharp
Spaghetti in my pockets
Like strings to a harp
I saw her, I waved, 
Heart in my throat
And she approached me,
Her walk as a float

BAILLIE DOBSON

Spaghetti (Recreation)
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We collected our tickets
A told to enjoy the show
I said “you too”
And walked on slow
We took our seats
And the play began
She put her arm around me
And in a panic I ran
She came after me
As soon as she was able
And soon she found me
Hiding under a table
She looked around her
Across it all
As before her
Was my spaghetti
Penne, fusilli,
I had dropped it all
I begged her to stay
To give me another chance
Promising my pasta
Would remain in my pants
But not to be, She turned on her heel
And in a split second
She slipped in the meal
She fell, she hit her head
And in that moment
The girl was dead
The cops were called
For the crimes
With the intent
To make me do the time
The cops got me
And put me in the clink
But what they did not realise
Is that I could still make pasta
In the prison sink
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AMY RICHARDSON

An Old Friends’ Reunion  

Pour us a drink. 
 ‘ So…’ 
 ‘He said’ 
   ‘Then she said…’
     ‘Really?’
Chin Chin 
 ‘To good times’ 
    ‘And bad’ 
     ‘Sometimes frequent’ 
       ‘Often yearly’  
A toast to almost a decade… 
  ‘Remember that time?’ 
     ‘When?’ 
      ‘Where?’ 
       ‘You and I’
Cheers
 ‘To us’ 
  ‘To this’ 
    ‘To good friends’ 
      ‘To old friends 
        ‘…time flies’
Drink up! 
  ‘Shall we?’ 
   ‘Should we?’ 
    ‘Someday we’ll go…
      …you’ll see’ 
Cheers my dears 
  ‘And bottoms up!’ 
     ‘I’ve got you’ 
        ‘You’ve got me’ 
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of women splayed out
across opposite sides of the room,
each pair mirroring the earnestness,
the chin-on-hand attentiveness.

Three generations of men,
together in their solitude,
reading,
texting.
And me.

Staring out of narcissism and over the rim,
of my ridiculously oversized coffee cup.

At the time I spied the irony,
the subconscious gender divide down the coffee shop,
the unintentional copying.

But gone,
the point escapes me again,
the cup is empty.
We all left it behind,
One-by-one or two-bytwo,
with the rushing shut of the heavy door,
and the welcoming of the breeze.

TADHG COLLINS

Three Generations



48

All my life, they have silenced me. 
Brought me up on knee-length skirts, 
kept me quiet under opaque shirts,
just in case
anyone saw a glimpse 
of what they think is theirs. 

On the street,
I walk.  
Head down,
face creased with that 
undesirable frown
known to ward off any wandering eyes,
the mouths that spit sweet little lies
about how their bad day warrants an invaluable prize. 

At school, 
I know my place. 
While Shakespeare writes
that there’s daggers in men’s smiles,
I tread intellectual water for miles,
exams start to feel like 
validity trials.  

ERIN JOHNSON

Something Like That
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I have always been a 
good girl:

high grades, neat hair,
low aspirations and conscious of what I wear. 
I’ve done it all right,
ticked every expectation,  
yet I am still here 
crying 
and seeking an explanation. 

Because 

what happens 
when something like that 
happens to 
someone like me? 

Am I the exception?
Or am I the trend? 
If you look away,
you’ll never see how the truth can bend,
how it twists and breaks a woman
in a way you can’t mend. 

Some days it feels impossible to wade 
through a world where it seems I am destined to fade. 

I have played by the rulebook
but the rules are man-made. 
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I never wanted it to end like this. I never expected it to.
 
People like me aren’t the type to change. We’re idiots. We smash down 
walls and ask why they’re broken, we trip and fall and wonder why we’re 
hurt, we bring a stick to a fight against gods and then wonder why we 
lose. We’re shocked by our errors, pointed like lasers at our goals. We shut 
out criticism. Because we have to win. I had to win. But now, standing 
alone in the dark holding a candle long burnt down, its wispy smoke trails 
faintly dancing through the air, I realise that winning meant losing. It 
meant losing you.
 
The mess I’ve left behind is damage I’ll never undo. You won’t forgive me. 
I doubt I’ll forgive myself. So this is what I’ll do. I’m going to set you free, 
you and all the other people who hate me. Because, if they hurt you, the 
mess they’ll leave behind will be one this world will never unsee, a bloody 
smear on our collective conscience and a crimson stain on mine. It can’t 
end like this. I won’t let it. I won’t. You’re- you’re not the enemy. You’re the 
opposite. You might just be our last hope. So I’ll set you free. I’ll be okay. 
Trust me, I will. Your books and songs and poetry never really did much 
for me. Knowing that you’re safe is all the wisdom I need.

BETHAN YEATES

The mess we leave behind 
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It’s a complicated situation -

having a complicated relationship with your body 

when you’re surrounded by other bodies that work, 

bodies that heal once they’ve been hit 

rather than simply getting over it.

We are so obsessed with skin. 

Our sociocultural mantras tell us 

that it is our fortress. 

It isn’t. 

It was so easy for him to break -

spotted purple-blue, orange-red.

Two women die every week 

at the hands of a man 

because men cannot police their imaginations. 

They take our offerings and throw them

at the wall. 

I just want to feel someone cradle my jaw

even though it’s broken. 

Is the world such an evil place 

that love is now indistinguishable 

from the purest forms of hate?

Two Women 

RACHEL HALL
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I’m meant to love you, everyone  says
you’re good for me, but

I’m scared of seeing you and of not
in case I miss your rainbows and your snowdrops

Posing as a Christmas card, you blanket your wrongs with snow
Your crimes are rarely unearthed; nobody accuses the scene

What am I meant to think of myself  
when you get all dressed up in stars and sunsets?

Our communication has broken, 
you’re trying to tell me something 
in the small  song of robin

Pretending to close your eyes each night,
your crickets stay up to criticise 
your mice peek through cracks in the walls
your bats are always listening

Your sun keeps rising
and I never do

You trick me, make me think 
I’m going mad – parrots in Bradford

Nobody Accuses the Scene

MARTHA BOYD
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People say that I get too attached, like a barnacle on a boat
and you could easily erupt at any time

You act all innocent 
but stir yourself into wine
 
with intentions to intoxicate, you whisper seductions from your beck, 
your murmurs are enticing, I get drawn in

but then you turn rough

You’ve coloured your river copper like industry 
and I don’t know what you stand for anymore 

People that have had you before me have littered your skin,
maimed your face with moraines

You’ve changed: if you love me, why do you hurricane?
You’re going to leave me:  you’re snowing in May
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Your hair is like passive embers
licking the shoulders of your shirt,
fern checks of flannel,

like a fire strokes the open green
of a pasture kissed by the breeze.

They waver in their downward trail, sear
every inch of my cracking skin, already

blistered and burned from the bitter past
and turned a toxic black. 

These are stories I told you
when your presence charred my heart

on those nights of loathing woe.

because I stood here once before,
watched those flames engulf the pasture,

ripple through my sanity.
I was crying like how an eye reacts to smoke

and my zeal dripped away
like candlewax,

incinerated, chanceless,
and left me undesirable

with scars I couldn’t hide.

I gazed into reddened skies
which curled with billowing smoke.

Orange hues formed patterns
found partners,

then danced into the clouds of ash.
My throat hurt.

When I Thought Destruction Was Beautiful

AMY BROOK
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My breath was tight,
It was beautiful.

But your fire is small,
inconspicuous,

I can hold it in my palm.
keep it like our dainty secret and

trust it never grows.
It ignites a positivity I thought I’d lost to time

or the curs who claimed it for themselves.

The tolls I took were tender
with love far different from my own.

How do you trust me
when the truth stands

that this flame will hurt us both beyond repair
one inevitable day?

What you give to me is
a warmth I never had

for the years I was told my presence
was a sin. Your ember

lulls me into fellowship
and a desire I know is flawed.

But I know to keep away from flames,
the gentle flicker of a lit wick

that swells, then silently
engulfs everything in its wake.

But how can I extinguish flames
when I think destruction is beautiful?
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RACHEL HALL

We blended bit by bit
but I look at that way of looking
and I see flaws in it.

The shots became his,
back of the net each time, 
took shots out of egg cups,
grabbed at my neck one too many times.

He laughed, his chest rising up, 
laughed like 
we were the next best thing  
as the glasses got smashed, 
after he got smashed 
and I took responsibility for everything.

Still I’d ask him
to hold my vulnerability,
to call it the most beautiful thing
he’d ever seen
but there’d be a knot conveniently
wrapped around his voice box. 

Raise The Son 
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Boys will be boys
but mums, 
raise your son like you’d raise the sun 
when it rains. 

I have happened in so many places, 
patterned the cheeks of so many faces, 
hurt people, hurt people 
but I’m told 
I must love him to death
until that last breath. 
Since when was breathing a contest?
Shortness of breath is not a made-up concept. 
Red balloons pop when kids get too obnoxious 
and try to race their lungs to the finish line.
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I miss being in love with you, miss living the memories  
Of words I was too afraid to say but swilled around  
In my cloud- stuffed brain like delicate berries  
You had handed me without the need for sound. 
 
I miss waking to see your eyes, hands, lips, 
That would twist with a soft smile as though 
Our world was following some beautiful script 
You wanted to share 
 
I miss seeing your name on my phone, 
Given a harsh halo from the dimmed light, still too bright at night, 
Wondering how a font could hold such a tender tone, 
Your words a whisper, a promise that had to be right. 
 
I miss clutching each infinity we build together close 
Afraid they will take flight without me 
If I let go for a second, the intricate ghost 
Of futures we tried to foresee. 
 
I miss the sharp curves of your voice, all smooth edges and crisp cliffs
Which drew me into the quilted atmosphere 
And left a slice of my soul in that unreachable sky of myths 
Where the echoes of you were all I would hear. 

But when I looked down, my feet were back on the ground 
And you were thousands of miles outbound. 
 

ROSA GREENHALGH

Kiki
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Love lies hunched along the ginnel
listless grey eyes hidden behind unruly hair
his thin lips starve for her sweet taste
the memory sours and blackens like
the scabs on his knees he picks
formed from the days he spent begging.
Red daisies bloom among soiled skin as
the pebble-dashed walls sink into his back
aligned with the neglected bins, litter over-
flowing with more Unloved goods 
carelessly he discards his petals of scabs 
she loves me; she loves me not
  she loves me
   she loves me not.

HENNA RAVJIBHAI

UnLoved
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Petrichors and Aguas

I used to wait for you outside the gates. We weren’t allowed in, people like me.
I’d stand on the hem of two worlds patched together, a sudden yellow dash 
interrupting my feet like an unfinished sentence. Don’t cross the line. 

But I’d forget my fear when I saw you. Your cheeks were lunchbox apples, 
full and round, flushed from all that running across tarmac, your bright, 
white grin twinkling like half a constellation, some missing milk teeth leaving 
velvety voids of black.

There were others, of course, flooding from the playground, but they dissolved, 
melted away, as you were my anchor, those pale, lifeline arms reaching for 
me. My arms were outstretched too, as if mocking the snaking, yellow border 
between us, which I knew I could not cross. How I longed to cajole that 
predator to let me in, imagined the painted band snapping open like gator 
jaws, its uniform venom leaking all over the pavement.

How was your day, honey? 

You always looked so strong in that piercing blue uniform, enveloped by razor 
sharp folds and pleats, but you were just a doll, in hindsight, bamboo-framed 
and brittle. You’d cross the line and slip a little, warm hand into mine.

I should’ve remembered how vulnerable you were.
… but that doesn’t matter now.

I remember the first time you rebelled. I remember how proud I was. And 
later, guilty. I will never forget that Winter afternoon where the sky had 
resigned into an overcast grey, and those uncompromising, corporate school 
buildings faded into mist, their dark outlines blurred and softened like eraser 
on canvas. If only the world was a sketchbook, to be fixed so easily.

HELEN CONSTANTINOU



61

I took your rucksack- it was clearly weighing you down- and wrapped you 
in a hug. Something was clenched in your fist, cold and crunched like snow. 
I shivered. I think part of me already knew what it was. You were eight years 
old now; it was only a matter of time. 

“Hey, what do you have there?” I asked, forgetting how I used to breathe. Did 
you know I was scared? Even then?

I know you didn’t want to show me, I’m sorry, I wish we could’ve kept your 
hand clasped shut like an oyster, concealed the truth at the bottom of some 
murky, blue ocean, an oasis away from reality. I’m sorry, but we had to face it. I 
opened your hand and uncrumpled the letter inside, your eyes the dark, little 
pupils on dominoes, waiting slowly, fearfully, for our world to fall down. 

It was what I expected. A so-called invitation. But then there was a moment 
when you were so brave, that I thought I was the child, and you the adult. 

You confessed, “I’m not going to the Tournament, Ivy. I don’t want to hurt 
people. The Petrichor children, they’re not any different to me. They’re not a 
lesser species like everyone says. They don’t deserve this.”

“I know.” I had never been prouder. Or more afraid, “It’s okay. We’ll find a way 
out of this.” 

I lowered my voice to a whisper. We were still by the school gates; someone 
could be listening. I grabbed your hand again, tucking the letter into my 
pocket, rushing across the road and around the corner, slipping away into 
safety. 

But there was something else, something I should’ve seen at the time. 
Something I only remembered afterwards - Mrs Hargrave enshrouded in 
mist, wearing it like a sepulchral cloak. Her crimson lips were closed brackets, 
confidential, her voice sibilant like a spilled secret, and she was staring at us.
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I Want To Do It All

I want to feel alive,
be the heart of a party

or late-night rave.
I want to camp on the beach,
 the fine sand dancing with
  equanimous waves.

I want to see the sunset
 glow with pastel hues,
  watch the sky learn to paint.
I want to know the meaning
 of boundlessness
  and unconstraint.

I want to find her again,
 somewhere unarranged,
  make amends.
I want to bid apologies,
 the ones we left unspoken
  back when we were friends.

I want the clubs to be open,
 dance until my soles bleed
  and the colors swamp my head 

AMY BROOK
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I want to know what it feels like
 to wake up with

a girl in my bed
  
I want to go abroad,
 discover new places,

embrace their thrills and appeal.
I want to get her alone,
 watch her cheeks go pink

as I tell her how I feel.

I want the pubs to open,
drink until I collapse,
 kiss the Schnapps from her lips.

I want to lie on my best friend’s floor,
 order food at 3AM:
  takeout pizza and chips.

I want to lose my mind,
 run wild on the streets,
  howl at the sky.
I want to watch stupid films,
 unleash the urge of laughter
  that real life can never satisfy.

I want my life again.
 The times I lived responsibly 
  were a mistake.
I want the life I never had.
 the life I will think about

until I break.
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A crimson ribbon hangs around your waist, some kind of
                                    blood snake 
It tightens and the room gets smaller.
I’m locked up somewhere strange, tethered to the lunch table
                                 unable to move my eyes. 
I try to reach the indigo cloaks 
              but they’re drifting ocean waves, 
                                  your scraggly green braids slip away
                                                like seaweed on the current.

I know I have powers but I don’t know why 
so I hold my breath and the table breaks in half, 
there’s a jagged Z down the middle
                                  like a broken heart.
                I hope there are no splinters.

The outline of where it used to be lingers in my eyes 
                           Did someone trace it onto my eyelids? 
They are winged,
those orbs of calligraphy, dark rimmed, heavy,

I know dream is one blink from reality, 
but I don’t want to open my-

You must be up this spiral staircase,
it’s out of place 
          against such a pale sky
like your little map hands gripping mine,
                   in translucent skin– plains
                                             and roads of veins.

HELEN CONSTANTINOU

I had a dream where you were cloaked,
a ghost in indigo 
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My fists are screwed up paper,
my elbows all 
                 angles
                   and origami folds
                                    slicing up each step, 
 and yet, 
I’ve never been so fragile, 
          So translucent.

The staircase tapers- a loose thread
unravelling.

I reach the top and see your red ribbon.
It stains the handrail as obvious as blood would your pale skin. 
I clamp it in my fist, stamp it onto me, 
       and open a door
                     that seems to be made of clouds.

Inside, is green, have I stepped into a leaf?
In the corner, I see you, 
           so small, yet eyes so wide
 your cheeks somehow absorbing sun
                        as you crane your neck like a sunflower.

I hand you the red ribbon 
            but it turns to wax 
     and melts onto my fingers.

You smile and then I know that I have found you.
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The Love I have separates 
Ingrates and Membranes stored
In memory of my own
In awareness of then vs now
In seeds sown before memory
My love is that of humanity
My love is named and shamed by those who
Care not to understand
My love is a threat to those 
Mistreated and maligned
In ways that
They may never Realise
My love will separate me
It may distance and outcast me
From those designated family
This love of humanity
For that I am sorry
I let you go
From a familial love to my own
We are apart
 

Brother

BAILLIE DOBSON
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After a year, the rifts in your hands had closed in 
With new shiny pink scar tissue bridging your skin. 
You had grown new wings. Even if you didn’t feel enough 
You were fortified with knowing you could be loved. 
 
Our nights were sweet but never more than lack of light 
As if tiptoeing around a dizzying height. 
Too scared to take the first uncharted step 
I saw you across a tangled unspoken web. 
 
There was no spark drawn in the dark, just you and me 
Lit by the warm, changing glow from the TV, 
While your tear tracks glowed like spider silk 
Your confessions took my ability to think.

Healing 

ROSA GREENHALGH
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1
once upon a time, you meet a boy, somewhere just north of brighton in the sky. 
you are fifteen years old and it is heaven, bunking off school and not listening to 
anyone, only quieting down when you are told you are too loud. the boy in the 
sky has big hands, and light hair, and he laughs like he has seen you watching. 
he laughs like he is performing, like he is sure that all of the eyes are on him and 
they are. they are. yours are. you do not know if anybody else is looking. you are 
not looking at them. you are looking at him.

2
you meet a boy and he has the whole sky in his eyes. he has every ocean in his 
eyes and the whole sky, each horizon, every continual line where water meets air 
in the whole of the world. you meet a boy in the sky and he steals you the sky. 
you meet a boy on the moon and he steals you the moon. you meet a boy and he 
steals you from your mother.

3
you are playing cards with a boy but you’re not sat at a table. you are sat at 
your desk, behind your keyboard, and you are playing cards on discord. you are 
playing cards at a table you are not sat at. you are not at a table. you are not 
playing cards. you are sat behind your keyboard with no
cards in your hand. your hand is good this turn. you think you will win. you will 
win and the boy will love you anyway. you will win and the boy will steal you 
anyway. you will win and the boy will give you the moon.

4
the boy tells you that the most important thing is music. he says that the best 
thing is music, that the only thing that will ever exist and has ever existed 
is music. you look at the boy in the sky and you tell him he is music. you are 
looking at him. consider the sky, the whole sky — in his eyes — and all the 
oceans in the world. consider the blue and the grey and the green and the 

SAWYER BROOK

pebble beach 
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patches of white. consider the pink and swirls of orange as the day bleeds out into 
night. consider the boy in the sky, but this time maybe you see him as the sky. try 
to see him as the sky. try to see him as the ocean, try to see it like the tide. try to 
focus on the ebb and flow, the back and forth. try to focus on the rhythm. it is a 
performance. you are sat behind your keyboard with no cards in your hand. you 
are looking at him.

5
if you are the sand then the boy is the ocean. if he is a carpenter then you are a 
piece of wood; if you are a tree then he’s holding an axe, and he’s going to fell 
you. if he needs to light a fire then you need to be a tree. if he is the tide he is 
going to wash over you. you meet a boy just north of brighton in the sky and he is 
everything. you are looking at him. it feels like you cannot stop looking at him.

6
your mother seems to notice you have been stolen. she wakes up and discovers 
that the house is empty. your room is empty. your bed is empty. your mother is 
empty. you are in the sky, in the ocean, chopped to pieces by an axe, burning in 
the hearth. the boy in the sky has big hands, and light hair, and he wants to pick 
you undone. his deft and stubby fingers will take you apart, pull you limb from 
limb, take all your parts and isolate them till you’re sure no more of your body 
exists. there is a fire pit in his garden; high hedges and thick verdure. you take a 
picnic blanket out to the fence and ask not to be disturbed.

7
the sheets on his bed are blue. he recently upgraded to a double. one side is still 
against the wall. his family says, we can put you on the blow up mattress. you let 
them start the pump and put the sheets on. consider the sky, the whole sky, and 
all the oceans in the world. consider the blow up mattress, the starchy sheets, 
the way you can hear him breathing when he sleeps. you know the bottom of the 
garden is just a few hundred metres away. just like always, you are the sand and 
the boy is the ocean.

8
it is the morning. high tide.
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III

 To Soar Anew
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LILY COLLINSON

The critics talk of the look in his eye,
as if he took a mouthful of dough
only to taste the flesh of his son
and the bite of that bloody vino. 

In evil hour, engorged in the red fruit,
he rolls his organs on his tongue, sweet
like ripe pomegranate seeds, before
the crunch of the pulp of white teeth.
        
Those heavy knees gouge the curve of the Earth
like the bough of an apple tree,
overladen with guilt. Saturn gazes
at the skies and pleads for mercy.

Now, in our wasteland, he hangs
in El Museo del Prado
and we stare back at him.

(Inspired by the painting ‘Saturn Devouring His Own Son’ 

by Spanish painter, Francisco Goya)

Saturn Devouring His Son 
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She settles into the black chair and hoists her heavy carpet bag onto her lap 
as I comb back her silvery locks. I hate cutting it, it’s too precious. I see her 
reflection in the mirror, eyes lingering on my hesitant hands and the scissors on 
the side.
“Am I going to get a haircut or what?”
“Never rush art, Gran.” I say.
As she smiles, wrinkles stretch along her face, creasing around the corners of 
her dark eyes and mouth, Cheshire Cat style. “Just like your mother,” she sighs. 
“Chalo! I don’t have all day.”1

I obey and proceed to reluctantly clip away her long tresses. I watch as she lets 
her eyes wander around the salon, examining the heap of scattered magazines 
three years out of date, ‘DYSFUNCTIONAL FAMILIES’ spread across the front 
cover in red font. Occasionally, she would brush away the hair on her bag, 
letting it gather beneath her feet. Her eyes finally rest on my Hollywood sign 
mural,
“Hollywood, heh?”
“Got to add a bit of glamour to grey old Bradford, Gran. We can all dream.”
“Ah yes. Your film degree at college. Don’t worry beti, your time will come.”2 She 
pauses, brows knitting together, “I always wanted to be like Merle Oberon.”
“Merle Oberon? Never heard of her.”
“Never heard! – Wants to be a ‘movie star’ and doesn’t even know the name of 
Hollywood’s greatest Indian actress! You should be ashamed, young lady. She 
made people like you possible.”
“Merle –” I scoff, “– doesn’t even sound Indian.” 
“Neither does Alex.”

1  Chalo or Challo – is a Hindi or Urdu word meaning ‘let’s go’ or ‘come on’
2  Beti or Beta – is a Hindi or Urdu affectionate term meaning daughter 
or son. In this case, Alex is a girl, so she is ‘Beti.’

HENNA RAVJIBHAI

A Chance
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Despite her old age, she knew how to shut me down with style.
“Merle was a Hollywood actress, played Cathy in Wuthering Heights. Even got 
nominated for an Oscar! Imagine. A little girl from Bombay nominated for an 
Oscar in the ’30s. She was lucky.”
“Why?”
“Because she looked pale, especially in black and white. Me? I was too dark; I 
got stuck playing the maid, or an extra walking across the set, so I gave up all 
that nonsense.”
A surge of anger and pride flows through me and I almost shout when I speak, 
“Gran! Why didn’t you tell me this before?”
“Because it didn’t matter before. Look at all these people now on your screen. 
You don’t have to hide your dark skin or make it whiter to look prettier like 
I did. You don’t have to play the maid. You don’t have to be in the background 
waiting and never getting anywhere but Bradford. I know you gave up that 
dream years ago and you have a business now. But wouldn’t we all be hiding 
away in a ‘comfortable’ career if none of us took a chance?”
I stand in a trance-like state, taking in every word she said. It still doesn’t make 
any sense. She shuffles around in her seat and opens her carpet bag which she 
hasn’t let go of since she sat down. She hands me a thick pile of paper from 
her handbag, no wonder it was heavy, I think. As I am about to turn it over, she 
places her wrinkled hand on top of mine. 
“Beti, your mum and I both sacrificed so many of our dreams so that one day 
you could have the chance. A chance we never got.” 
I turn it over, revealing a script with pink highlighter painted along the lines 
for ‘MEERA LYNN’.
“Gran? Where did you get this from?”
She taps her nose playfully, “ah just an old friend of mine was looking for 
someone to fill the shoes of his next heroine, naturally I offered myself, but he 
was looking for someone younger. Cheek of it!” She unwraps herself from her 
cape and stands up, placing a £20 note on top of the script I am still holding. 
She looks into my eyes shining with tears and smiles. 
“Alex, this is your chance.”
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ERIN JOHNSON

Origami

Sometimes I wish I could fold you up so small
that you could slip between the stitches of my pocket.
I wish I could smooth out your crumples and your creases and your
crooked edges,
create crisp creases that fold and unfold
like the wings of a bird.

So many people tell me it’s not my fault.
That it’s not my fault you have tears on your skin and rips in your heart.
I suppose I know it’s not just me,
it’s all of us, we’re responsible for every cut and slash that caused you to bleed…
If we didn’t make them ourselves, why didn’t we stop whoever did?

We could have fought off the enemy before they set light to your wings,
I could’ve realised you even had one,
before you turned to ashes on the ground.
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It’s all I could, I should,
but I didn’t.
I didn’t notice.
I didn’t question it.
I didn’t follow you.
It’s all regrets and words I realised I’d never said,
words I didn’t even know you needed to hear.

And where are you now?
I can’t find you in my pocket
or at school or at your house.
Instead you leap out at me from books,
whisper in my ear while I’m playing my favourite song,
scream at my window while I’m trying to get to sleep.

I want to find you and
I want to fix you.
But how can I?
Shredded paper can’t be taped back together.
I can’t put you back together.
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A land without green 
An animal without instinct 
A human without a soul
A city with no people 
A forest without trees 
A galaxy without planets
A world without life 
A year without anything 

DYLAN ANDERSON

Without
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The clocks go forward an hour and I know 
that means we get less sleep, 
but I’ve not gone to bed yet. 
I stand here at the window and look out into 
the dark at the garden.
The wildflowers in spring mean it’s my 
favourite season, 
and the rain that’s causing all this noise will 
mean the grass is beautiful in the morning – 
the kind of soft shine that makes you want to 
sink your bare feet in and just stand there 
rooted among the daffodils.
I can’t make out those yellow flowers, 
right now the moon is behind a cloud, but in 
the morning I’ll see them standing out 
like daytime stars against the fence.
If I were to go to the other window
I could look out onto the road where 
the cars come up the hill, 
But I know that they will make me feel so still, 
and as Time winds his watch forwards I, 
for once, don’t want to wish my life away. 
Instead, this hour will disappear as I watch 
the moon move out from behind the clouds, 
and show me the colours in the darkness.

Summer Time

ELLIE NOTT
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We  gathered at the Synagogue
Family and friends and familiar faces;
And Gran in a box,  no flowers

I can cope with the men shouting impatience 
But not the mourners 
Searching for flowers

I won’t scream as they drag her out on a cart
Like a cow gone to slaughter
Unladen with flowers

Nor protest as the box is dumped in the ground
As they claim her soul is no longer around.
But where are the flowers? 

I won’t break as they start to sprinkle the dirt
Cold rain muddying soil
No good for growing flowers

Soft voice says ‘she’s not in there’
From lips of oldest standing friendship of 7 5 years,
Doesn’t she deserve flowers? 

I won’t fight with the man who as we cleanse our soul 
Through the ritual washing of our hands says
‘I’m sorry to break up the party’
But I will cry for the flowers

AMY RICHARDSON

Funeral Flowers 
- Ghazal for someone who hated the rules
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Nor with the man who to gramps married 65 years,
Best friend for longer
Asked for the details of his account,
But there should have been flowers

And gramps in the car leaned over and whispered
She’s there,
‘A photo in the mind, a particle absorbed by the eye’
Even though there are no flowers

I apologise that I couldn’t sit the shivah, 
The mournful prayers
As I sat in a car racing back for a science A2 of 
Heart stopped
Lungs ceased
The science of flowers

Thank cousin of gramps for the Eulogy of grandma,
Of rebellious grandma, 
Who in a day on a whim would see not one play but two at the west end, 
An exhibition thrown between, 
Still have time for tea,
Before driving back to Leeds through the night
In a fluster of flowers

And thank life for Grandma, 
For free thinking Grandma
Who thought I was something
Who wished she’d come to Pride,
Who loved me despite,
Always ready to fight the injustice of life
Who bought me to write in this place we reside
Who without I wouldn’t have known any of you
Who loved flowers
Was like flowers
Does she not deserve flowers?
Do we not deserve flowers?

But there were no flowers… 
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The Wind

It feels like I’m floating, flying, limbs flailing in the air. I’m being blown around, 
tugged this way and that like a piece of tug rope. My head’s in a whirl and the 
focus isn’t there.

But the wind keeps me steady.

When I’m too exhausted to continue, they pick me up and dust me off and pat 
my head with a smile before I’m airborne again. Everything blurs together but 
the wind keeps my eyes open and my head up no matter how hard it gets.

At the end of the day, it all ends, and my worn out feet touch the ground 
again. The wind carries me to bed and tucks me in with a goodnight kiss and a 
reassurance that things will be better tomorrow. I hope they’re right.

RONA LOVE
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It was an unremarkable sunset,
but it was the first warm cool evening of the year,
so I drove up the hill,
and walked out into the green.

The clouds were splayed out,
like sprawling, scrawling cursive,
but softened by the yellow cast out by the fading sun,
I tiptoed from rock to rock,
craning my neck,
trying to decipher.

Dipping down into the woods,
I spied a frog,
a duck,
three blackbirds,
all calling in the calm.
What message?

A concert of chirps and croaks followed me on my way back,
as the sky turned hard blue,
and the clouds became angry again.
I drove away.
Dark figures were silhouetted against the horizon.

TADHG COLLINS

Writing at Sunset
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When you’ve turned the key in the lock 
and opened up the door, 
you see her far across the room, 
sitting on the floor.

She’s turned around to face the wall, 
making shadow puppets on her skin, 
painting landscapes in her mind 
of places she hasn’t been.

There’s a window just behind her head 
which shows the world outside, 
there’s a life to be had out there, 
that cannot be denied.

But all she knows is shadows, 
block colours within lines. 
A two-dimensional story, 
predictable as rhymes.

The curtains here are never drawn, 
then the light would fade, 
and darkness only serves to end 
this life that she has made.

I could show who her heart beats for, 
but only in black and white, 
someone she imagines in the day 
and dreams of in the night.

It’s a hard thing for her to pull away 
from this safety she can write. 
So, it’s up to you to take her hand 
and show her all that’s in the light.

Shadow Puppets
ELLIE NOTT
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so saturated that I cannot tell where her body ends 
and grace begins. Freedom speaks in her 
origination: a primordial claim to triumph
in the struggle, the upending of all laws
of power. Liberation rests quiescent
in every quiet oocyte, until

the all-embracing moment in her uterus kicks 
at her borders and mine: the gestation of a thousand
absolutions, a thousand foetal suns shine in a thousand nebulae,
and sons and daughters, formed in dust,
are bodied forth by our creator’s pains— 
nausea, fatigue, cramps between tectonic plates. Empires quake 
—the exodus, the great delivery!—the waters gather

and break,
the first contraction
  (a punctiliar irruption of eternity) 
provokes a long cry, 
and then there is light, and she breathes, 
and she breathes, and she breathes, seven times.

SAM FLETCHER

She is
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With headphones in I walk with a bounce that wasn’t 
there before The Cranberries started singing out in my 
ears. The guitar riffs seem to ripple off the pavements as 
I turn the volume up to deafening… I can see the camera 
angle shifting now.

Camera 1 – get the close-up on her face. 
Camera 2 – come in from the side, that’s right, catch her 
walking down the street.

Never quite as it seems.

It may only last for three minutes but for all one hundred 
and eighty seconds I am the strong female lead, the hero, 
the villain, all in one.

Three minutes are better than none. 

ABBIE NOTT

Dreams
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ABBIE NOTT

Straight black lines flicker, fold and fly
as the feathers cut through air and skin.

Sharp, salient points mark out the creation and
it soars – 

the wind oohs and aahs in awe of the strength of 
weak paper wings

which still seem able to cut through gossamer and steel alike,
a beaten path left behind.

The trail of crisp white sheets lies in wait,
ready to be moulded into majesty – 

ready to soar, anew.

Origami
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Remember we are knit from
stuttering thread, attempts to speak,
a shaking hand that held out a name and said:

here is everything,
make what you want with it.

That’s why it feels like we’re naked. 

Tell me
if there is anything left

unsaid, once you’ve
heard the ribs hum in my chest, the borders creaking.
 
I’ve read that if you fall into space, you’ve got to exhale

or else your lungs rupture. 
But we don’t live in a vacuum.
So we breathe in, like the world 

—the crowd and the pavement;
the traffic and the sleet—

depends on it (because it does).
  
Yes, I’m starting to believe that

all our air is kept alive 
by collective consensus:

you breathe in me and I breathe
in you.   (I’ve said this to poems 

and oak trees and silence too). 

Stripped, we find nothing
to be found. A trace of what you once told me,
held in tight by the pressure
  (not firm enough to suffocate)
of another’s breath.

SAM FLETCHER

Spirit
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The world was alive, 
everything on it was
Except for one thing, a rock

It sat, it waited and that got it through the days
There wasn’t a reason to move, 
they were rock

What’s the point
There’s no purpose to running around the world, 
so why take one step

But for now it sits, and waits, 
and hopes for something to happen
Even though it knows doing nothing leads to nothing

How long has it been like this, 
when did the world spin, 
they couldn’t remember

It sat, it waited and that got it through the months
Someday it will return moving with the world
But now, it and its world sit and wait and be still.

DYLAN ANDERSON

A Rock
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She'd only ever seen the night sky as a dark expanse of nothingness, but as 
she lay on the grass that night, she realised that there were more stars than 
there were blades of grass beneath her body. 

It was fascinating. The stars looked like specks of paint on a canvas. The 
kind you flick your brush to create. They lit up the sky, making it look dark 
blue, and formed clusters and shapes that she'd read about in textbooks. 
Orion's belt and the Big Dipper. There were so many stars. How many could 
there be in that small patch of sky? Hundreds? Thousands? Millions?
Big numbers always made her head hurt. 

She blinked, and focused on the sky again. This time, behind the stars, she 
saw a cloudiness, like a watermark resembling spilt milk, making the sky 
look a little like a Van Gogh painting. She could see the swirls and spirals 
he had painted in the sky, and it amazed her. She wanted to pull her camera 
out to take a picture, but she knew the lens would never be able to capture 
the night in the way she wanted. She would commit this sky to her memory 
instead. 

She blinked again and, this time, she focused on the trees in her line of 
sight. The silhouettes of the trees were a solid black, but the outlines 
glowed a lighter blue than the dark sky, as if they were breathing life into 
the air around them. It created a horizon, making the stars shine bigger and 
brighter, defying what she understood about stars. It didn't make sense to 
her brain, but her eyes didn't care. They just wanted to admire it, and for 
once, her brain stopped thinking. She couldn't remember the last time her 
mind hadn't been full of multiple thoughts racing through her head. She 
liked this new feeling. 

ZAYNAB AWAN

Sky
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So she lay there staring at the night sky for hours, until the sun peeked over 
the horizon. At that point, she knew she had to get back home and back to 
reality. 

She stood up, brushing blades of dry grass off of her, and walked towards 
her car. She climbed in, and put her key into the ignition. She was about 
to turn the key, when she looked up and saw the night sky change to a 
cerulean shade. She smiled and turned the key, turning the car's engine on. 
Clutch on, foot on the accelerator and she started to drive off, promising 
something to herself. 

She would come back again soon.
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in the new house is a string of discoveries,
mostly outdoor ones: how hot the patio gets
in the sun – learnt the hard way, from burns –
the white flowers in the wall that smell of kitchen gas.
 
I love it here, nobody is watching me, or telling me
what to want. I can lay for hours on sofa cushions
dragged out from the back door, watch the bees
pollinate the bramble in their strange dance.
 
Right now, the greater good is somewhere
unseeable past the horizon, existing like a storm
cell out at sea that no one knows is there yet –
it will come, but until then it’s just July,
 
our corner of the city, its shaking vein, and the heat
pressing down on us like so many hands.

Summer

LIZZI HAWKINS
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Sphere

The weight of pen on paper and my inadequacy 
is white guilt. These other emotions are not mine to unburden.
All I know of important   times are
when grazed elbows were overtaken by pink wafer biscuits
and  pink wafer biscuits by train tickets
and train tickets by   modulus functions
and modulus functions by 
the rhythm of a heart like a metronome wound too tightly.

MAIRENN ATTWOOD
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Fifteen,
don’t stand still, don’t yawn or sigh,
seconds always pass you by.
Fourteen,
time has made a noise for those who listen,
since first the infant sun had risen.
Thirteen,
a baton so stiff that it cuts through the air,
hangs over musicians who play without care.
Twelve,
but in the background drums the bland,
and constant second hand.
Eleven,
times cares not for your creed or your colour,
nor for your region and neither your borough.
Ten,
some have more and others have less,
time can free and time can press,
Nine,
time may drag or time may fly,
Cage you or free you, up to the sky.
Eight,
or stick us to the solid ground,
it’s any deadline’s faithful hound.

Keeping Time

SEAN HAYES
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Seven,
with fangs that bear and a jaw that snaps,
we call each bite it takes ‘a lapse’.
Six,
yet we remain the lucky few,
the ones who time’s been granted to.
Five,
to spend on laughter, mirth and good,
on what we need and what we should.
Four,
to spend searching through the skies above,
to spend with people who we love.
Three,
to keep us in each other’s arms,
and make our way through all life’s charms.
Two,
to while away on hours of thought,
to look back on lessons that life has taught.
One,
time sees all, both then and now,
it watches and waits for our final bow.
Zero,
time’s up.
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We are ten years of finding our feet and our voices, 
growing up all the better for it, grounded and brave.

We are the hum in the room which charges our pens and pushes them to the page. 
Here, they belong in our hands. Here, we know what to say.

We are a tapestry of biscuit crumbs, trodden between carpet hairs.
We are tea stains that seep and connect onto the pages 
packed with words and those yet to be filled
Untangling words in every corner

We are torn pages, scraps of paper taped together.
Scarred but no longer scared.

Wow, clearing out the closet feels good. 
No other cleaning comes close

We are gloriously unashamed, and hold all fragile truths with care

Breath, pens moving, page turning, 
breathe, 
silently sharing, 
thoughts slip past together

GROUP POEM

We Are



97

We are the history records, the stories they’ll teach in schools
We are making connections between people and landscapes, 
our blessed history and now

We are guts, bravery, overcoming fears. 
We are campfires, Monday nights. Trains. 
We are elaborate, imaginative, instinctive. Different. 
We are celebrated

Shouting out on the Bandstand
Learning to look up and slow down, 
I felt that I belonged; I knew that you would understand. 
When I was within those walls, and freewriting lines, 
I somehow found my identity too. 
I was a writer and I saw that reflected in/
On that outside air which was cool and soft... 
I felt we are full and floating through a warm, creative fuzz.

We are ten years of words still engrained in memory, 
a reflex of imagination

I hold up my head and stop shuffling my feet, 
right now (despite my height) I could reach the highest shelf. 

So I say every word, and I mean it

We are this . . .



98



99



100



101



102

TESTIMONIES

MAGNUS CAMERON 

Way back in the summer of 2015 I equipped myself with a pen, popped a terrible, 
plasticky bowler hat on my head and set off to experience my first ever Writers 
Summer School. However much I may viscerally regret my fashion choices, I can 
only look back on photos of that three-day workshop at Lineham Farm with the 
upmost joy and nostalgia. Ultimately, my aspirations to make a start on the epic 
novel I had devised in my head entitled ‘The Russian Dam’, a timeless adventure-
cum-tragedy (that was in short, a pseudo-Les Misérables rip-off), were never 
realised. However, over the course of the Summer School I was encouraged to 
consider the humble art of poetry and eagerly took to writing the most ridiculous 
twaddle I could possibly conceive. I haven’t stopped since.

I joined Ilkley Young Writers shortly afterwards where, with Becky and 
Michelle’s help, I was able to hone and craft my unintelligible nonsense into 
premium, deluxe, grade A, refined, semi-socially acceptable nonsense! I also 
managed to endeavour towards more serious pieces and satirical works, the 
latter, though certainly not the former, of which culminated in my part in the 
2018 poetry-musical ‘The Abnormal Poets of Christchurch’. From a premise by 
Holly Lauren, we built a story based around a fictional version of the Ilkley group 
which is struck with calamity when Christchurch, the place where our meetings 
are held, is purchased by two conniving capitalists intent on knocking it down 
to build a leisure centre in its place. I had the upmost honour and pleasure of 
playing one of the aforementioned evil businessmen, Mr Theodoros-Argyris, who 
alongside one Mr Lee, played by my friend Sam Clark, sang their way through 
their dastardly plans to cause upset to the poets and profit enormously from their 
development schemes. For these musical numbers we parodied fan-favourite 
ditties such as ‘The Major General’s Song’ from the Pirates of Penzance into ‘I am 
the Very Model of a Business Individual’ as well as transforming pop songs like 
Kelis’ ‘Milkshake’ into ‘My Bulldozer Rolls into the Churchyard’. 

“. .  .  the comfort and safety a place like our group can 
afford for those who are perhaps a little ‘abnormal’, 
and the inexorable and immense joy it brings. .  .”
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ELLA SANDERSON

I have been in Ilkley Young Writers for what feels forever. Which is in reality 
only about 4 years. Since being in Young Writers I have changed from a shy 
girl who will hardly talk to anyone to someone who can read and perform her 
poetry anywhere. Ilkley Young Writers is a group that is accepting of anyone. 
The writing tutors push you to challenge yourself, they get you to value your own 
work and to feel proud of it.

They have taught me so many skills: how to read out poetry, write it and 
perform and capture an audience. I have made so many friends during Young 
Writers’ Club, ones who accept and will stay with me. I have come on so far due 
to Writers in my work and performance and anyone would be able to in the 
Young Writers’ club. I have learnt many different skills, breathing techniques and 
warm up skills for when you are about to read poetry. I have truly learnt a lot of 
things and been able to experience so many different things like going on week/
weekend trips away, performing on the moor, working with dancers and more.

Looking back at age 17, nearly 18 now, being in Ilkley Young Writers has truly 
changed my life in a way that 14 year old me would never have realised. It has 
shown me I can write poetry, given me more confidence, shown me I can be brave 
and come out of my shell and perform and it has  shown me I can do things I 
never thought I would be able to do-ever!

Away from our boisterous burlesque, however, the other members of the Ilkley 
Writers delivered some truly personal and heartfelt pieces striking at the feeling 
of being non-typical within society. Speaking eloquently of the comfort and safety 
a place like our group can afford for those who are perhaps a little “abnormal”, 
and the inexorable and immense joy it brings.

From the bleary-eyed mornings at Summer School to the warm and fuzzy 
Monday evenings at the bandstand, Young Writers has been a pillar in my life 
for over 5 years now. I will carry fondly my memories of warbling like duchesses, 
hunting for curlews and skunksheep, consuming far more biscuits than any 
human being should and sticking pillows up my suit jacket to be a cigar-
smoking, child-hating musical magnate. I am so immeasurably grateful for the 
opportunities Young Writers has offered me to meet some of the most incredibly 
talented people I know, many of whom I am so proud to call my friends.
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I have met some really caring and helpful people who share a common bond 
with me – writing. It has given me some amazing friends who I will hopefully 
keep for a long time to come. If you love writing and live near Ilkley or Bradford, 
come! Give one of these groups a go and hopefully they can change your life as 
much as it has mine or at least give you some brilliant opportunities, the chance 
to try new things, get help with your writing and make friends! (who share a 
common bond with you – writing!)

I have so many memories from my time at Ilkley Young Writers, it is really 
difficult to just choose one. So I am going to be sneaky and write about more 
than one (sorry Michelle lol)!

What I remember most from writers is Michelle’s many expressions and 
things she would say. She nicknamed me Ella Rose for a start. She would  shout 
‘maximum respect’ whenever we needed to be quiet. These expressions I will 
never forget.

I also remember the long, late night chats on the residentials where we talked 
about lots of different issues and ‘young me’ would sit and listen and learn things 
from the older writers like Sam. I also vividly remember having to read out a 
super short version of my poem when I did my first ever performance as I forgot 
my words but I was totally thick-skinned and carried on. 

Ilkley Young Writers gave me so many memories with other young writers 
too. I remember going to London and being with Naomi and Sara, being 
supported like a brother by Sam, having my prom dress made by Mairenn and 
her then supporting me at my first ever literature festival event, being comforted 
and calmed down by Naomi when I was upset, Amy R helping me on a literary 
walk when I was struggling, Oliver looking after me. . . and probably more I can’t 
remember at the moment. 

Overall though I remember the fun, confidence and skills Michelle and Becky 
gave me and instigated through the writing and breathing exercises, the one on 
one support, feedback (3 starts and a wish) and the silly games like the ‘Moo off’. 
My writing journey started here and I will be always grateful for the hobby and 
talent that I now have thanks to them. It even sometimes gets me paid.

“. .  .  I remember the fun, confidence and skills Michelle 
and Becky gave me. . .  the writing and breathing 
exercises, the one on one support, feedback (3 starts 
and a wish) and the silly games like the ‘Moo off ’ .  .  .”
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Working with Bradford and  Ilkley Young Writers, I have been constantly 
energised by the young writers and the group leaders. The night before I helped 
at a podcast workshop run by Becky, I lay in bed looking up at the glow-in-the-
dark stars of my childhood bedroom feeling grateful to be given the opportunity 
to be a part of such events. It got me thinking back to when I was 17 and attended 
an Ilkley Literature Festival young people’s event, ‘WordsFest’, which inspired 
me and gave me the confidence to pursue my creative writing further and study 
it at university. I won a prize for a short story I read out at the event, but the 
reading aloud was an achievement in itself for me at the time. Usually I would 
have refused to perform in front of a crowd but there was something about the 
writers at this event – their encouragement, knowledge and warmth had a great 
impact on me. 

Reflecting on this made me feel great anticipation as I imagined how inspired 
the next day’s young writers would feel. It also made me wonder who those 
writers were that inspired me years ago. So I got out of bed and found the faded 
‘WordsFest’ ticket still blue-tacked to my wall. I Googled its name, found an old 
programme and realised the writers that had meant so much to me were the ones 
I now worked with – Becky and Michelle. It felt moving that things had come 
full circle. Becky, Michelle, more recently Sai, and the Ilkley Literature Festival 
have been a constant source of encouragement and earlier this spring the festival 
commissioned me to write a poem for their Spring Programme. 

I’d say to any young writer who’s shy like I was, if there’s one thing they 
should have confidence in it is their writing. With such a strong collection in this 
anthology, it is clear that each young writer has amazing things to say. I hope they 
never stop writing and never stop being heard.  

You might usually view writers as pale introverts hunched over typewriters 
with only spiders for company, but the thing that I love most about writing 
is its power to connect people. I’ve felt connected to Michelle and Becky ever 
since I first met them because of how much they influenced me. I have since 

MARTHA BOYD

“. .  .  to any young writer who’s shy like I was,
if there’s one thing they should have confidence in 
it is their writing. .  .  the thing that I love most about 
writing is its power to connect people . .  .”  
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built on these connections by being part of this special group. The young writers 
will go on to do amazing things but aspects of their characters will remain with 
me in their poems and stories. The group changes over time but always involves 
the growth of lovely people with a shared love of biscuits. Friendships between 
group members have felt crucial during a time when many connections have been 
breaking down because of the pandemic. Moving the group online and making 
further connections throughout the process of this project by hosting Zoom 
meetings with Young Writers old and new has been wonderful. The act of writing 
fuses people together in this group, and the subjects we cover make us talk and 
empathise. The themes in this anthology, ranging from sexism to environmental 
panic, are relatable issues that will certainly spark much needed conversations.

AMY LUXTON

 “.  .  .  a big difference not just to my writing, 
 but to me as a person . .  .”

I attended Ilkley Young Writers until I was eighteen – I am now 25 and still 
remember my time with the group fondly. I hadn’t previously attended an extra-
curricular activity that I actually looked forward to, but Mondays became the 
highlight of my week. I never thought I would understand poetry, let alone 
perform it, but Becky and Michelle were so encouraging, and the first time I 
stepped on a stage to perform something, my parents could hardly believe that 
I was the same teenager. The group influenced my decision to go on and study 
writing at university, and opened up support networks that I am still a part 
of today. My confidence improved massively, and some of the group are still in 
touch with each other ten years later. Thank you to everyone involved – you 
made a big difference not just to my writing, but to me as a person. Happy ten-
year anniversary!
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BECKY CHERRIMAN

It is a rare privilege in the arts to hold professional relationships with workshop 
participants for over a decade and watch them develop as wordsmiths, as 
performers, as people. This is particularly true when those participants are young 
people. Sam Fletcher was thirteen when he first joined us and is now an assistant 
curate. Mairenn Collins Attwood, whose writing in festival workshops when she 
was twelve left us with little choice but to revise our age of entry, is now teaching 
Zoology at Oxford. Ella Sanderson was a reticent girl who has performed on 
BBC Sounds and in the media. Through poetry, she vocalises her experiences 
of living with Asperger’s and hopes that it will echo with those of others and 
help neurotypical people develop their understanding of ASC. Alex Asher is a 
well-known voice on the local poetry performance scene. Lizzi Hawkins, who 
wasn’t very interested in writing poetry when she arrived, showed immense 
talent and has since published a pamphlet with the Poetry Business, shared a 
stage with Carol Ann Duffy and been a member of The Writing Squad. Reading 
their biographies, I am stunned at the volume of achievements, which any aging 
writer would be proud of. Yet I’m not stunned at all. Some remarkable young 
people walked through the oak doors of Christchurch or across the chessboard 
outside Bradford Central Library. Even more remarkable people walked out (and 
usually back in again).

I am grateful to everyone involved, including funding bodies and the festival 
for the opportunity to voyage alongside these writers, showing them the ropes 
and watching how they work them to their own art. Between us, we built and 
continue to build these groups. We talk, create, play games, struggle, voice, 
perform, we debate social and environmental issues and our problems. We write 
and write and write. Some of the authors in this anthology tell us they would 
have been very different people if they weren’t members. We are all changed by 
writing within a community and the landscape of our communities is changed 
too. I hope this book gives you a flavour of who these writers have been, who they 
are and might become and of what writing together can do.  We are excited to see 
what the current generation of writers will do and hope these groups and others 
like them continue to receive the valuable funding which allows this work to take 
place and these transformations to happen. 

“We are all changed by writing within 
a community and the landscape of our 
communities is changed too.”  
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BIOGRAPHIES
Abbie Nott is an English student at the University of Oxford who likes to think her 
main personality trait is loving books. Last year, she helped start a book club with 
members from over 20 countries! She loved the four years she spent as part of Ilkley 
Young Writers; they helped her find her writing voice and connect with great people.

Alex Asher is a performance poet from West Yorkshire. Performing at venues all 
across Yorkshire, he talks about topical issues such as education and politics as well 
as more personal subjects on mental health and being transgender. Check out his 
YouTube channel for more of his work: “Alex Asher”.

Alexander Ashman Hogan believes that writing helps to make the world around 
him a little more interesting. When he isn’t writing he will often be seen illustrating 
pictures based on his writing to use as covers for future books.

Alice Ashley has been coming to Ilkley Young Writers since she was 11. She enjoys 
writing poems about inequality and also enjoys photography.

Amy Brook is from West Yorkshire and attended the Ilkley Young Writers Group 
from 2018 to 2020. Her writing is character driven, focusing on deviant psychology 
and LGBT culture. She studies English Literature and Creative Writing at Lancaster 
University. You can read more of her work at www.pidgequill.co.uk

Amy Luxton attended Ilkley Young Writers until she was 18. She still remembers her 
time with the group fondly. The group influenced her decision to go on and study 
writing at university, and opened up support networks that she is still a part of today.

Amy Richardson attended six Ilkley young writers summer schools and still values 
the kind, inclusive and supportive environment they offered and the lifelong friends 
she made. She has gone on to study Veterinary Science at University, but despite 
straying to a science degree, she still writes avidly in her spare time.

Annabelle Fuller reads Classics and English at Magdalen College, Oxford. She was 
a member of Ilkley Young Writers between 2015 and 2018, and is a winner of the 
Forward Young Critics Prize and the Walter Swan Poetry Prize. Her work can be 
found in The Isis and the Oxford Review of Books.
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Baillie Dobson is an actor, writer and musician from Leeds, England. Joining Ilkley 
Young Writers in 2016, Baillie has since gone on to attend Rose Bruford College of 
Theatre and Performance, as well as work with companies such as Pilot Theatre and 
Barrel Organ to create and produce theatre. His work often revolves around surrealist 
ideas, inspired by artists such as Breton and Ernst Toller. At the time of writing, 
Baillie is preparing to move to Barcelona to attend Eòlia, Escola Superior d’Art 
Dramàtic in order to further his training as an actor.

Becky Cherriman (she/her) works with writers of all ages and teaches creative writing 
at the University of Leeds. She believes that writing and the spoken word help us 
make sense of the world, providing us with the tools to transform our lives and 
minds. Her work has been named in prizes such as the Women’s Poetry Competition 
and the Forward Prize 2017 and much published including in her poetry pamphlet 
Echolocation and collection Empires of Clay. She also performs and writes fiction and 
for theatre. Becky led the Ilkley and Bradford Young Writers alongside Michelle 
between 2011 and 2019 www.beckycherriman.com

Bethan Yeates is a writer from West Yorkshire. She began writing when she was 9 
and has loved it ever since. In 2018 she joined Ilkley Young Writers, which she really 
enjoys. In the future she hopes to be a published author and also wishes to create 
storylines for films and TV shows.

Dylan Anderson is a young writer from West Yorkshire who can’t really find himself 
now. With no literature entered to a competition of any kind and little time at Ilkley 
Literature Festival, he’s got a long way to go.

Ella Sanderson didn’t start writing poetry till she joined Ilkley Young Writers. After 
leaving the group she went on to write poems about her Asperger’s on the Write a 
Collection in a Year course. Ella has performed her poetry lots and is known locally for 
her powerful performances. She is hoping her poetry on Asperger’s will inspire other 
people with the difficulty to not give up with life, even though having Asperger’s can 
make you want to do so and to educate others who don’t have it about the condition.

Ellie Nott is currently a second-year student midwife in Leeds. Outside of her studies, 
she enjoys keeping up with writing, reading and playing musical instruments! Ellie 
attended Ilkley Young Writers for three years and loved her time there and all the 
friends she made.
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Erin Johnson hopes that in ten years time she will be fluent in at least four languages 
with her intention to study French, Spanish and German at university. Languages, 
whether it’s learning them or writing in them, are Erin’s life passion. She has been a 
member of Ilkley Young Writers since 2017 and has loved every moment with them. 
In 2020, her poem “Origami” was shortlisted in the HIVE Poetry Competition. She 
can be found @erinecrit on Instagram.

Esme Slater joined the Ilkley Young Writers group aged 13. Writing and performing 
her work within the group has always been an outlet for her thoughts and emotions 
throughout the years, having performed at the Leeds Playhouse previously. She also 
enjoys playing the piano and reading alongside studying for her A-Levels.

Frankie Wills performed at spoken word performances with the group, co-wrote and 
performed in ‘Abnormal Poets of Christchurch’ and attended the summer schools. 
The group encouraged her to enter poetry competitions, two of which she achieved 
first place in. She now takes a fiction module at the University of Nottingham.

Helen Constantinou is the kind of person who would stand at the back of the field in 
PE- pretending to be a tree- in the hope that no-one tries passing her the ball. She will 
tell you that loving chocolate is her defining personality trait. She frequently applies 
Spanish phrases like “estoy de acuerdo” to everyday conversation, and self identifies as 
“loco”. She scribbles down stories, poems into her notebook whenever she can. Both 
her hair and handwriting are intensely curly. Her doggy, Charlie, has wavy fur and is 
always on the lookout for food.

Henna Ravjibhai is a writer from Bradford who figuratively and literally has her 
fingers in too many creative pies. She is studying her undergraduate degree in History 
at the University of Leeds, a member of the Writing Squad and recently graduated 
from Screen Yorkshire’s Beyond Brontës programme.

Lily Collinson is currently in her second year at Lancaster University studying 
Spanish and Chinese. Poetry is still her forte, but since starting university she has 
also enjoyed writing essays and feature articles for the university’s film journal. Her 
future career plans are in translation and interpretation and she’d love to specialise 
in creative writing!
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Lizzi Hawkins is a poet and engineer from West Yorkshire, currently based in 
Sheffield. She was a member of Ilkley Young Writers as a teenager, and still has very 
fond memories of the group, and the support she received there. After leaving the 
group to go university, her debut pamphlet Osteology won The Poetry Business New 
Poets Prize, and was published with Smith Doorstop in 2018. Her work has been 
published in magazines including The Rialto, Ambit and The North, and she has 
performed her work across the country

Magnus Cameron isn’t sure he is a writer, but he is sure that he can write and therefore 
does so in some hideous Cartesian dilemma. He thoroughly enjoys switching violently 
between the annals of history and politics and the works of Dr Seuss and Ogden Nash 
and hopes this is reflected in his poetry.

Mairenn Attwood - After Ilkley Young Writers, Mairenn studied science at university 
and is now specialised in ecology and evolution. She currently works on parasitic 
birds and their victims (so is likely to be found climbing trees). Alongside research, 
she’s a co-director of content at ClimateScience, a charity providing education about 
climate change.

Martha Boyd loves writing and helping other people develop their passion for 
writing. She volunteered at creative writing workshops for prisoners while studying 
English Literature with Creative Writing at UEA. Since graduating, Martha became 
an assistant at Bradford and Ilkley Young Writers in 2019. Martha was commissioned 
to write a poem for the Ilkley Literature Festival’s 2021 Spring Programme; was 
Highly Commended in the 2020 Hive 20-30 category; won second prize for the 2018 
Wilko Johnson Award; and has had poems and short stories published including in 
the 2018 HG Wells anthology ‘Peace’.

Michelle Scally Clarke is a poet, author, playwright performer and creative freelance 
facilitator. She has worked alongside ‘greats’ such as Linton Kwesi Johnson, Jean Binta 
Breeze, Benjamin Zephaniah, Lemn Sissay and poet laureate Simon Armitage. Her 
books and albums include I Am, and She Is, published by Route Press. Michelle has 
also been published in several anthologies and has recently celebrated her 26th year 
as a professional artist.
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Rachel Feldberg was Director of Ilkley Literature Festival from 2003–2018, 
programming sixteen annual Festivals, establishing the Children’s Festival, Young 
Writers’ Summer School, Ilkley and Bradford Young Writers and, with Simon 
Armitage, creating the Stanzas Stones Poetry Trail. A playwright, director and curator 
she is former Artistic Director of Red Ladder Theatre Company and is currently 
doing a PhD at the University of York in eighteenth-century women’s history.

Rachel Hall was an Ilkley young writer between 2015-2018. Her poetic influences 
range from Kae Tempest to Harry Baker. She is currently studying Social Work at 
Sheffield Hallam University.

Rona Love lives in North Leeds. She began writing after joining a local writing group 
at 7 years old, and, after volunteering for an additional year, joined Ilkley Young 
Writers in 2019. She finds writing keeps her mostly sane, along with her cats.

Rosa Greenhalgh has been a member of the Ilkley Young Writers’ group for over four 
years. She has performed with them and has written group poetry and a play with 
them. She enjoys baking, reading, learning languages and skateboarding (poorly).

Sai Murray is a poet, writer, graphic and performance artist of Bajan/Afrikan/ 
English heritage. His poetry collection Ad-liberation and novella are published by 
Peepal Tree Press. He is the founder of artist/activist organisation Liquorice Fish, a 
founding Artistic Director of Shake!, member of Virtual Migrants, and trustee of the 
Racial Justice Network. @saimurai

Sam Fletcher is currently a curate in the Church of England, living in Pontefract. 
After leaving the writers group, he spent a year as a youth worker in East London, 
before completing a degree in Theology and then training for ordination. His 
favourite poets are R.S. Thomas and Gerard Manley Hopkins.

Sawyer Brook is a Bradford based poet who is trying to make sense of relationships 
and identity through his work. He likes his poetry to create big feelings, but it is 
often inspired by small issues or stimuli. When he isn’t writing you’ll likely find him 
spending time with his cat!
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Sean Hayes is a devoted, passionate writer with a particular talent for comedic 
writing and poetry about the world around him and has been a member of the Ilkley 
Young Writers group since 2016. He has been a finalist in the Leeds Peace Poetry Prize 
and has read out work at many spoken word events. In his free time, Sean loves to 
read, play piano and cook for his friends and family. In ten years time, Sean would 
like to be sailing down the Côte d’Azur in a green blazer and cravat, rattling off 
lines of poetry to his faithful scribe. He can be found @MaybeSeanHayes on Twitter 
although he can assure that all tweets come from undoubtedly Sean Hayes.

Tadhg Collins works in a bar, while also studying English Literature with the Open 
University. He reads a lot and likes listening to jazz and funk music. He also spends a 
lot of time hiking in the countryside.

Zaynab Awan - Writing has always been a tantalizing hobby of Zaynab’s. It’s been the 
best way for her to focus, clear her head, destress and create unrestricted worlds and 
images. Although she is currently studying Dentistry, writing always has been and 
will remain Zaynab’s passion.



Words Hanging Off Trees marks the blossoming of a decade of rich nurturing. 
This anthology brings together, for the first time, the writing of the Ilkley and 
Bradford Young Writers. For over ten years young writers from these locations 
have shared, practiced and polished their craft under the tutelage of Michelle 
Scally-Clarke and Becky Cherriman as well as Sai Murray and other guest 
writers. 

The vast majority of these works are published here for the first time 
yet this collection will surely serve as the first of many publications for the 
assembled talent - many of whom are already gracing stage and page across 
the land.  

Ordered over three sections (Exasperation Breathed: themes of identity, 
loss, anxiety, despair, the ‘i’ voice...; Rifts in Our Hands: relationships, love, 
unrequited love, abuse, the ‘me + you’ voice...; and To Soar Anew: peace, family, 
hope, the ‘we’ voice...) the prose and poetry speaks to many of the pressing 
concerns of youth and serves as a call for us all, as a community, as humanity, 
to move into more sustainable, harmonious and just futures; to listen to the 
trees, to the ancients, to listen to the words and voices of our young. 
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