



















































































The Lec

He’s coming and will give no advance warning

but kick the door down at four in the morning

or whenever it suits him - it’s his country -

and be halfway up the stairs before you see him there.
He’ll hit you with a killer smile

and a million grudges bound together in one big fist.
His name will not be Haider (or anything like that)

but something with an altogether more familiar ring to it.
He’s the sort of man who hasn’t read

Mein Kampf just yet. But he’ll be here,

like the old man buying The Racing Post

who growls about ‘invaders’ or the skinhead

with the petrol bomb whose hour is striking now.

Kevin Higgins
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Found poem
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from a headline in The Sun, 18.4.03

| sat the kids down and said, look, | could lose my job

over this. | want you to understand, it's serious.

No, don't try to stop me. I've taken this decision

because, well, | think it's the right thing to do. I've thought
a lot. | am prepared to make the sacrifice.

As you know, | don't talk very much about my religion.
It's always been there and, well, it goes deep, but |

don't force it, | hope, down others’ throats. It's just that
when a man - or, indeed, a woman - is at a crossroads

in life, you fall back on first principles, and if

the whole world is against you, but you know,

in your heart, you're doing the right thing, that gives you
the courage to keep on.

| am prepared
to go so far as to say that those who are
opposed to me (as you know, there are quite a lot of them!)
are, in some sense, sincere in their beliefs.
It's just that they're, well, wrong. And all those who
aren't with me, are against me. | hope that's
quite clear. So, hey, let's go. Let's start a war.

Merryn Williams




Aftermath

Corus, 8 November 2001

There is a place on the skyline
soon to be filled.

A steel statue, strong and tall

has been erected

in the middle of the town

for all to see.

Collecting boxes are filled

again and again.

Regeneration schemes are funded,
jobs are created,

World Cup to be played.

While a mother weeps for her son,
a child cries for her daddy,

and a wife feels for her husband’s
arms around her -

but only in memory.

Mary Thomas
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Mixed classes

Stacking the text books at the lesson’s end.
Parrying the questions | couldn’t answer,
trying to be that impossible teacher

man and friend.

When the leaves of the last book sprang apart
revealing alongside the printed jargon

on transitive verbs and proper nouns and
laboured in a childish hand, a message

from one to another which said:

‘I love you with all my heart.’

And that scrawled cliché, professing a care
made my day for as a child | would never dare
to write in the sacred text book!

Viv Griffiths
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The good book

Not in the window, not on the shelves:
no ache, no struggle, no hell

for the icepick still sticks

in Trotsky's skull.

There are no verses
for straw heads babble:

Pockets and purses!
Sex me, keep me
away from the curses!

Barbarism's blade sounds dull:

a head, a cog, a milled wheel holds us all,
is gold, Chernobyl, bugger all,

Pall Mall, seals’ cull, fume’s pall.

Booksellers sell
anatomies of nations
if not ourselves

and in the hot-putty faces of finance
the mad hatter’s dance

runs obscene over maps - to make maps
of land, of sea, of lives and minds.

Stalin erased - we are penned in:
footnotes melting

to oil religion's rusty hinge

and ease guilt from its bingeing.

The shelves empty

but the windows fill

with a million reflections

of books out walking

on the sunlit side of the glass.

Rupert Mallin
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The real crown jewels

My Ma ricochetted through clichés
like an erratic bowling ball
but in there
among the toppling pins
was some sort of strike.
She could have headed for a Queen’s telegram
but might have told her to stuff it
where they hid the real crown jewels -
any royal arse would do.

| wished Ma had

because the whole country

or a majority

or - alright - a minority

(as Palace sources would have it)

but a biggish one

think all old people, unless they’re monarchs
or just stinking rich

surplus for the lengthening

violent journey they call life.

Squirm in your seats, go on -

you know you'll live longer

become one in a junket of cheap tiaras
telegrams and all the bollocks

that goes with them,

even appear on telly for a few

nodding seconds until there

are too many of us

and they start to salt us away.

Peter Gruffydd
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Disability Living Allowance Appeal

"Hello, Mrs Davies. Welcome.

In this appeal hearing we are going to
decide whether you were entitled

to the allowance in February this year,
when it was refused by the Benefits Agency.

The help we shall give you,

in the form of money,

is entirely within our power,

so we are going to ask you

a lot of very personal questions.

This means we are going to ask

if you were so weak,

so disoriented and pathetic

that you need help to carry out basic tasks
that we take for granted.

How do you feel about this?
Sufficiently humiliated?
Well, that's the price

of state benefits, Mrs Davies.
We don't give them away.

We need a convincing performance,
a mixture of grovel and evidence,
to make you feel grateful

so that we can feel good

about handing over public money."

| watched and talked
as the script was played out.
| played my part and,
well, we won the appeal,
. but we didn't celebrate.

Tim Richards




New Man is essentially
a colourful bag of wind
who talks the talk,
dresses like a peacock,
boasts like a jackal,
tweets like a budgie
and never delivers.

New Man moves on

with haste before

anyone can discover

the emptiness within him and
his promises trail,

like dying fireworks,

]

behind his triumphant progress.

New Man promotes himself,
writes the script

so that he talks himself,
without effort, into the role
he has created.

He's a chameleon who knows
how to network and flourish.

New Man is an illusion,
a great conjuring trick
who succeeds

because he knows how
to charm and schmooze
those who choose

who to promote.

New Man does not listen
because that would mean

he would have to understand
other people who are
beyond him and his world -
ordinary, lower people,

who are alien to him.

New Man is sound

without substance
whistling in the wind,

full of virtual reality,

but lacking understanding
of how things get done,
because he never finishes.

New Man is a Christian.

He's a man of the future,
and it isn't looking good,

as he lacks a few megabytes
in his virtual environment.
In reality, he is just a
Nowhere Man.

Tim Richards




Unleashed

Through the early morning mist
the greyhound loped

beside the man.

Outside our green prefab factory
we watched on a fag break

as the early sun shone

on the frosty ground.

The greyhound’s silent shadow
lengthened across the field.
The only barking came

from our line manager:

“Back inside.”

Unleashed, the dog darted elegantly
at some imagined prey;

every sinew straining

beneath the glistening coat.

We huddled together in the cold air,
cowed and sullen,

and wondered when
we'd be unleashed.

Marc Jones
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Contributors

Herbert Williams - poet, story-writer, journalist, novelist and broadcaster. Lives in Cardiff, but
Aberystwyth born and bred.

Alun Rees - former award-winning sports journalist at the Western Mail. Next book out from
Red Poets Press later this year.

Clare Potter - native of Blackwood who recently moved back to Wales from New Orleans.
Features on our 'Live at Blackwood' CD.

Phil Knight - SWP activist from Neath. Poems appear in recent anthology of prose and poetry
from the Vale of Neath 'Voices in the Vale'.

John D. Davies - the Bard of Maesycwmmer. Runs workshops, organises readings for charity and
sings, occasionally. Also on ‘Live at Blackwood'.

Jackie Jones (aka DJ ammon) - lives in Porth and is working on a long track called 'Hwylescent’
celebrating spoken words to music.

Alun Hughes - born in Pontlottyn. Lifelong republican, socialist and trade union activist.
Nicolas Guillen Batista (1902-89) - Cuban poet and lawyer. Leading poet of the Afro-Cuban
movement of the 1920s and 30s. Today accclaimed as 'the national poet of Cuba'.

Alan Perry - poet, painter and short-story writer from Swansea. His website is at
alanperry.1hwy.com.

Emily Hinshelwood - winner of John Tripp Prize. Lives in the Amman Valley and is currently
putting together a collection of poetry. A

Phil Carradice - one of the editors of Roundyhouse magazine. Writes stories and also many
books for children including The Pirates of Thorne Island (Pont). )

Brian Smith - another editor of Roundyhouse. Teacher who lives in Pontardawe.

Chris Lambert - lives in Cardiff. Runner-up in John Tripp Prize.

Helen Potter - has read with the Red Poets for many years, after attending workshops run by
John Davies.

Mike Jenkins - the Bald Bluebird. Most recent book is poetry for 10-14 year-olds, Poemns for
Underage Thinkers (Pont). A

Raymond Humphreys - Bridgend-based writer,reviewer and translator. Website is www. beny-
bont.com.

Mags Storey - poet and artist who says -“l have no time for rules and accepted standards. |
inject adrenaline into poetry’s vein so it can leap from the shadows where it has withered too
long.”

JR Griffiths - steelworker from Ebbw Vale, now lives in Swansea.

Selwyn Pritchard - Prolific poet. Welsh exile who lives in Australia.

Penny Anne Windsor - now lives in Somerset,where's she's Writer in Residence for the Take Art!

Sensing the Land project.
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Contributors

David Greenslade - writes in English and Welsh. His two most recent books are a novel Celtic
Hot Tub (Carreg Gwalch) and the excellent Weak Eros (Parthian).

Chris Williams - was born and ‘rared’ (as his mam put it) in the Rhondda. Librarian working in
Bridgend. A superb performer of his work.

Phillip Dobbs - former steelworker from Ebbw Vale. Runs a regular writers’ group in Tredegar.
Irene Thomas - another native of Ebbw Vale. Local historian as well as poet.

Kevin Higgins - lives in Galway, Eire. Won the Poetry Grand Slam at the Cuirt International
Festival of Literature. Website is www. kevinhiggins.net.

Merryn Williams - edits The Interpreter's House’, a fine magazine of poetry and stories.
Arnold Rattenbury - lives in Llan Ffestiniog. A former CP fulltime organiser. A new volume of
poetry Mr Dick’s Kite due out in 2005.

Mary Thomas - former teacher who lives in the Afan Valley .

Viv Griffiths - scourge of the Literary Establishment from Swansea.

Rupert Mallin - playwright,artist and poet. Works in further and adult education. Lives in the
land of The Darkness!

Peter Gruffydd - Welsh poet now living in Bristol. Shamefully neglected and, like Alun Rees,
has been published since the 60s.

Tim Richards - featured on ‘Live at Blackwood'. Law lecturer, trade union activist and all-round
troublemaker.

Marc Jones - Campaigner for fag breaks for non-smokers. Blame him for all the typos!





