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Editors’ Welcome

Hello and welcome to issue 17!

We have another jam-packed issue for you to enjoy.
In addition to wonderful poetry, flash fiction, artwork and photography by our contributors, we
are delighted to showcase artwork by Bangor artist Linda Murray, ‘The Three Penny Hare’
featuring on the cover. There are interviews with our three featured poets: Helen Hastings, Iain
Campbell and Karen Mooney, and you can read some of the poems included in their gorgeous
new poetry pamphlets.
Angela Graham comments on her new collection ‘Sanctuary: There Must Be Somewhere’,
which also includes contributions from three other poets.
And don’t forget, there’s not long left to enter this year’s 40 WORDS Competition, which has a
poetry and prose section. We cannot wait to read your little gems- the key being: EDIT, EDIT,
EDIT… every word counts!
Submissions for issue 18 and the 10th Annual Bangor Poetry Competition open soon too—we
like to keep you busy!
We’ll leave you now to enjoy another fabulous issue.

Amy and Paul

Photograph taken by photographer Clarke Chambers at the Blackberry Path Art Studios.
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Photography

Paul Daniel Rafferty

The Fiddle Head
Paul Daniel Rafferty is a photographer and poet from Bangor, Co. Down. Paul took this
photograph while walking in the Secret Wood. A lot of his work is connected to nature and
the local landscape, where he finds solace.
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Poetry

Wilma Kenny

Wilma Kenny graduated from Queen’s University Belfast, in 1978 with a degree in English
and Psychology. Her poetry and short stories have been published widely. In 2014 she was
joint runner up in the Trocaire and Poetry Ireland poetry competition and was 2nd in Carers
UK creative writing competition (poetry section) 2014. She was published in the recent
anthology Washing Windows published by Arlen House and in 2016 had a short story
published in the London Journal of Fiction. More recently in 2018 she has been published in
Open Ear and had a short story published in Answer the Call (Whiskey and Words). She was
the winner of the Waterford Writers Poetry Competition 2018. In 2019 she was the winner
of the Dalkey Poetry Prize. In 2022 her poem was included in the Arlen House Anthology
Washing Windows Too.
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Night Times
The river flows under the city while the snowdrops sleep
in these times
Storm felled trees in the night are a dark kiss
sleep does not visit
The magpies dance on the red copper pipe; steal the cat’s food
in these hard times
Calm night; I see a figure in the garden; it is the pampas grasses swaying
hours pass silently
This night has lasted eleven months
small birds sit on the ledge
We stay at home and drink blood orange gin in the early hours
throats swollen with song
The scarlet poppy will arrive in summer among the wildflowers
robin, thrush and little chaffinch
The quince will blossom; bitter fruit; coral flower
announcing the end of the night
Soon I will open my door to you and we will drink from the wedding crystal
I will sleep a little
We’ll pack our cases and cross borders to another door in the land of light
in these strange times

By Wilma Kenny
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Flash Fiction

Bríd McGinley

Bríd McGinley writes short fiction and creative non-fiction. Her work has appeared in The
Bangor Literary Journal, Sonder Magazine, The Honest Ulsterman, The Bramley,
FlashFlood, and Splonk among others. She lives by the sea in Co Donegal. @BridMcG
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White Noise, Blue Soul
The check-in queue stalls yet again, another multi-pocket search, another passport held aloft
behind a slack-mouthed smile.
‘Business travel hell,’ he thinks, irritation winning the battle against his deliberate
slow breaths.
The woman ahead jostles the squealing baby on her hip, tugs the strap that tethers a
straining toddler, all the time fighting her stubborn trolley. Flight 199 now boarding; the high
decibel static startles the baby and her screams erupt afresh, a saliva-and-snot-curtain
drapes across her mouth; even the toddler pauses in deference.
He jumps as his phone thrums against his chest. A name hurtles from the screen, out
from the blue, into the white noise; her name, and in its wake the memories, of moonlit
walks, of toe-tickling waves, her hair breeze-feathered across his cheek, sea-salted lips, the
first kiss.
He replaces the phone against his heart, gestures to the woman who nods in
distracted relief. She gathers her children close, and while he wrestles her wilful trolley he
sings to the sobbing baby;
We have all the time in the world.

By Bríd McGinley
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FEATURED ARTIST
LINDA MURRAY

After graduating in Textile Design from the University of Ulster, Linda lectured for many years at
SERC. Linda’s roots in textile design provide her work with elements of decorative form and rich
colouring, while her use of impasto is reminiscent of luxurious woven fabrics which often incorporate
metallic glints. The overall effect of Linda’s work is of movement and change, with fleeting glimpses
of wild creatures as they roam the Irish landscape, as day to turns to night and the seasons change.
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Linda, what are your first memories of doing art?
I constantly drew imaginary horses and invented stories about them.

You have a real connection with
nature and myth that permeates
your work, can you tell us about
that?
I was told stories of ancient Irish,
classical and Viking mythology by
my father at an early age and
when we visited ancient
monuments, I became aware of
the wild creatures who lived
there and their place in folk
memory.
I try to convey the sense of
mystery and exuberance of
joyous hares and sighthounds
bounding over the Irish
‘Moon Dancer’
landscape. These creatures,
seen in profile, take on the mythic
quality of ancient art and suggest to the continuing presence of old beliefs.

What five words would you use
to describe your art?
Tactile
Colourful
Exuberant
Mysterious
Decorative

‘Stone Shadow’
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What processes do you use to create your artwork and why?
I am interested in the play of light and shade on textured surfaces which are often
embedded with seeds, dried plants or gemstones. I use acrylic paint in rich jewel-like colours
on canvas or wooden panels.

‘Morning Mist’

You taught art for many years, what
advice would you give to anyone who
would love to be creative, but doesn’t
know where to start?
For many years I taught Art at all levels
at SERC and I have come to believe that
anyone can become an artist with
encouragement and self-motivation.
Start by attending a class that covers a wide
range of media and styles to help you find
the best one for you.

‘Finnbhennagh, The White Bull Of Connacht’
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Finally Linda, what are you
working on at the minute?
I have been motivated by the
stylised White Horse of Uffington to
create two paintings of a hare and a
sighthound that are the guardians
of the Irish countryside they
inhabit.

‘Running Wild’
Comment by Jilly Beattie, Journalist
Ethereal, sacred, perineal, spiritual and incorporeal. So
many words come to mind when I think about Linda’s
work, and some are contradictory—mixing the real,
the earth-bound with the dreamlike and imaginative.

Linda’s Facebook Page: Linda Murray | Facebook

‘Mammy’s Boy’
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Flash Fiction

Emma E. Kane

Emma E. Kane resides in the seaside town of Portrush in Northern Ireland. Her short story
The Memory Tree was published in 2016 by Guildhall Press in On the Grass When I Arrive, an
anthology for Irish Writers. She is a grateful bursary recipient of the John Hewitt
International Summer School and the Irish Writers Centre.
She is affiliated with the North Coast Writers.
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The Shift

I meet you at the edge, dragging my heavy heart behind me. My toes prickle at your touch. I
tremble at your caress, grit my teeth. The hairs on my arms stand to attention. You tug at my
ankles, threatening to sweep me off my feet. Fighting your undertow, my lower regions
numb. Life-weary I half dare you to take me. At the break, I fall into your arms. You steal my
breath. My heckling heart races. Panic takes hold. You bite me with your glacial
temperature. You have me in your iron grip. Cocooning me. Steel on skin. An icy penance.

The shift occurs instantaneously.

A defibrillation. Heart restarts. Dysrhythmia dissipates. I stabilise. Rehydrate. An electrolyte
balance. Answering an urge for more I lean back, submerging my head to your
electroconvulsive shock. Brain freeze. My mind empties. Catatonia dilutes. Maudlin
disappears. Worries watered down. You carry me. I am lighter. Weightless even. Body and
brain resuscitated. I feel bold. Brave. Friskily you spray me with your spindrift. All at once, I
see what you see. Above us a beautiful cascade of blue with no beginning and no end. The
ochre sun warms us and my whole self smiles.

By Emma E. Kane
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Poetry

Gordon Gibson

Gordon Gibson is a Scottish writer, living in Ayrshire. Forced by disability to cease lecturing in
higher education, he now writes full-time. His poems and stories have appeared in
numerous print and online magazines, e-zines, journals, and anthologies.
He blogs at https://ragmansbugle.wordpress.com/
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Hospital Appointment

They say the transport will arrive by eight.
I'll rise at six, and wait impatiently.
At ten the van will draw up at my gate,
faces at windows. The driver and his mate
will jostle me aboard and bolt me in,
muttering to each other as the radio plays.
My fellow passengers, in silence, watching gardens.
Others will be picked up on the way:
some, ambulant, will lurch towards the van,
the powered chairs will treat it as a race.
The everyday now distant, all we'll share
will be our placid otherness. When we get there,
it is another country, none will stare.
Expected, we are their business of the day,
parked in the foyer, no longer set apart.
Newly united, finding fresh things to say.
Chatter, a sound like migrant geese, will start.

By Gordon Gibson
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Paintings

Catherine McGagh

‘Not without my Mother’
Oils on canvas. This piece was Inspired by a healing journey of connecting with your own
intuition/knowing and following that guidance.
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Paintings

Catherine McGagh

‘Home’
Oils on canvas. This painting is inspired by a sunset in Bundoran.

Catherine is a visual artist & yoga teacher from the North West of Ireland. She paints
and draws using mainly oils on canvas and charcoal on Paper. She is inspired by
consciousness, nature & spiritual themes.

18

Poetry

Meg McCleery

Meg studied at QUB and UUJ and is a former College lecturer in English Literature and
Media. She also ran Creative Writing classes in Belfast Community and Women’s Centres.
She was awarded third place in the seventh Bangor Poetry competition 2019 and has had
poetry published in Poetry Now, Poetry Anthology, The Bangor Literary Journal, CAP
Anthology, North Star, and other various anthologies. Originally from Belfast, Meg now lives
in North Down and is working on her first novel.
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Songs
She liked to sing when she was baking.
Songs from her youth resonated in the warm kitchen.
The music evoked thoughts of times long past, of
places, people, feelings long forgotten.
All revived by a single tune.
As the music rang out, floured to her elbows, she pounded
and kneaded the bread, her frustrations going with each
new shaping.
The magic happened in the proving.
Her mother’s old well used pitted rolling pin would
shape and smooth the bread.
Soon the kitchen would be filled with the smell of freshly
baked bread evoking times of years ago in a tiny kitchen
where loving hands would mix and knead, prove and roll and bake.
She thought of those she was close to and days and people
long since gone.
She wiped the old floured rolling pin and put it back on the shelf.
She felt lucky to be baking in the warmth of her kitchen.
Soon she would stop the music and the smell of newly baked bread
would fill the air and the present would invade the past.

By Meg McCleery
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Poetry

Margaret Galvin

Margaret Galvin lives in Wexford. She has published five collections of poetry , including The
Waiting Room, The Scattering Lawns and The Finer Points. She has edited two collections of
writing for the Arts Office , Tipperary County Council. She received the Michael Mullan Prize
for poetry in 2021 and came second in the Francis Ledwidge Awards. Her
memoir essays have been broadcast on Sunday Miscellany, RTE radio 1. Her poetry has
featured in a previous issue of the Bangor Literary Journal.
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The Boxer’s Send Off

The morning men shape up for the day
in ill-fitting funeral suits and package-creased white shirts.
Suck close-shaven cheeks around early cigarettes,
nod to neighbours who shuffle
to the terrace where a hearse waits
at the top of the road.

The old boxers assemble for the Guard of Honour,
stretch club colours over slack shoulders,
help discreetly with a ruck of fabric under a jammed zip.
They were the lads who threw the punches,
landed the haymakers and uppercuts,
learned how to parry and block.

They’ll flank this old comrade’s hearse
down familiar streets,
all the punches in his arsenal used up.
Memory is twisty as his footwork:
Stories of his bobbing and weaving
liven up their old-men’s talk.

Mag from the flower shop delivers
wreaths to the church.
The sacristan readies a table for the offerings,
the vests and shorts and target mitts
brought up by the grandchildren,
lads who show great promise in the ring.

By Margaret Galvin
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Flash Fiction

Peter Deans

Peter Deans lives in Newcastle upon Tyne. He is distracted from writing by the family’s new border
collie puppy, Meg.
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The Outsider
Every so often I reread L’Etranger. See if it’s still in my top five. Am I Meursault? Or everything he’s
not? And in each age, something new.
In French, ‘Albert Camus’ sounds like ‘Al’ bear’, sounds like ‘cam ooh’. As youths we proclaimed his
name with a thick Yorkshire accent, ‘Albert Camus’, rhymes with ‘hurt’, rhymes with ‘famous’.
What would he advise, now? Now that she’s got the job. Must move there. I picture him, outside a
pub in Pontefract. Nursing a pint in the sunshine. Tab on. Watching. Quietly I ask, ‘Is this seat taken?’

By Peter Deans
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Poetry

Ger Duffy

Ger Duffy’s poems have been published by Slow Dancer Press, The Waxed Lemon, Drawn to
the Light Press, Local Wonders Anthology, Voices from the Land Anthology and Vox Galvia.
She received a Mentoring Award in Poetry in 2021 from the Munster Literature Centre. She
is selected for the Prebooked Poetry Introductions at Cork Poetry Festival 2022.
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Bank Holiday in Dublin
(after Frank O’Hara)
From the Hotel window we could see
the Aviva Stadium lit like a lemon lozenge,
the Embassy back garden next door
and a row of bijou cottages.
Sunlight made it look so pretty, for a while
it felt like we could be part of it.
In Merrion Park a man and a woman balanced
on a rope strung between trees, she kept falling.
We got Eggs Benedict at Pog in Tara Street
and we were just in time to see the Jack Yeats
all those blues made me feel sad somehow.
On the way, we sat in Stephens’ Green
and watched the trees, all yellow gold copper.
Steve arrived in a taxi and we decided not to go
to the Moli after all. He said he knew a rooftop café
we should try. I wanted to go to the Shelbourne
but they were only serving residents. A loft
of pigeons swooped their figures of 8 and my feet
began to hurt. The café was indoors so I didn’t consider
it rooftop, the girl there didn’t know what a small
americano was, so Steve had to have a regular.
Buskers were singing in Grafton Street,
their voices drifted up. Dan told Steve of his diagnosis
and smiled. Steve stopped talking about his poetry
and we watched the crowds of shoppers with bags
and flowers. People stood in pub doorways to see
Liverpool go 5 – 0 against Man U, Dan said the 97 th
had died in July. The further I looked down
that street the happier I became, I turned to both
and said, “Isn’t this wonderful?”

By Ger Duffy
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Photography

‘Lotus Pond’

27

K.J. Hannah Greenberg

Photography

K.J. Hannah Greenberg

‘Blue Door’

These two photographs by K.J. Hannah Greenberg ‘Lotus Pond’ and ‘Blue Door’ show
different aspects of the landscape—connected through the colour blue.
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Poetry

Brian Kirk

Brian Kirk is a poet and writer from Dublin. He has published a poetry collection After The
Fall (Salmon Poetry, 2017) and a short fiction chapbook It’s Not Me, It’s You (Southword
Editions, 2019). His poem “Birthday” won Poem of the Year at the Irish Book Awards 2018.
He blogs at www.briankirkwriter.com.
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My First Infatuation
Her uncle drove a red sports car with the top down,
wind plucking stray locks from his combover. The engine idled
as I watched, crouched over my old bike with the leaky
valve. She was his favourite, but my sixteen-year-old self read
something more in it; the copy of Lolita that I thumbed but never
borrowed from the library. Imagination flamed: the older man,
the younger girl, a gash of lipstick on her smiling mouth,
his gloved hand brushing against bare thigh as he went down
a gear at the bottom of Ballustree. Her wild hair dancing
in the wind; a tightness in my chest, them sitting two abreast,
smiling, growling engine spitting smoke, tyres dusting me
with sand blown in from the strand onto Main Street. I wheeled
my bike back home but couldn’t find the wherewithal
to catalogue the squalid contents of my teenage mind.

By Brian Kirk
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FEATURE
POETS WITH
PAMPHLETS

Helen Hastings, Iain Campbell and Karen Mooney
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IAIN CAMPBELL

Iain’s poetry is inspired by his love of the landscape and the sea, often intertwined with a tale of
someone he has met, or of a journey undertaken. He is regular entrant to the Bangor Poetry
Competition, runner up in 2014 and commended in 2018. He has had work published in the Blue
Nib, The Honest Ulsterman, Lagan Online, Dreich Poetry, Hedgehog Press and the Bangor Literary
Journal. He is a 2020 SIAP award recipient from the Arts Council NI, for work on his first anthology
and had his chapbook, Tidelines, published in 2021.
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Iain, tell us about your writing journey? What inspired you to start writing poetry?
Poetry? My least favourite subject at school. I did however spend a fair amount of my
teenage years listening to Radio Luxemburg and Radio Caroline, in the days before
commercial radio. Often on a small transistor radio under the pillow, late at night, as the
music faded into static and back again. I realise now it was through this medium that I grew
to love song lyrics – still do.
I still recall the first time I
heard ‘The Sound of
Silence’ by Simon and
Garfunkle, and the
memorable line, ‘and the
words of the prophets are
written on the subway
walls’. Later with friends,
we would often try to
transcribe song lyrics, or
better, follow them on the
LP inserts, as we shared
and listened on the record
Iain reading at The Blackberry Path Art Studios. Photo by Trish Bennett
deck.
Ages later, when sailing the west coast of Scotland, I resorted to scribbling poetic lines to
describe/remember the people and places
we chanced upon. This formed the basis
of my early work.
In 2014 I was introduced to the Curious
Cat, a unique café on Abbey Street,
Bangor, which also catered for poets and
artists. So, it’s all really down to Amy and
Paul; they provided the nudge, I entered
their Poetry Competition, I saw my work
on the café wall, came second and that
was it.
What it is the most important aspect of
poetry for you?
The place, the people, the mood, often the
melancholy. I try to tell a story, paint a
picture in words. I have been fortunate to
travel extensively over the years and this
has provided the material for much of my
early work. The sea, the song and the
weather.
33 Ian with his Runner Up certificate outside The Curious Cat Café.

You recently published a new
pamphlet ‘Tides Lines’. How did
this come about, and how did you
find the process?
In early 2000 I was encouraged to
apply for an Arts Council Bursary,
by my friend and patient mentor,
Gaynor Kane. I sometimes do as
I’m told, so sent off my application,
and to my great surprise I was
accepted. That was the easy bit –
now I had to honour my
commitment. Over that year I put
together a series of pamphlets,
some new work, some older. These
were then reviewed by Gaynor and
Lynda Tavakoli – two local poets
whose work I much admire – and
who kindly agreed to critique my
work.
Tidelines came out of this process.
The really difficult part is finding
someone to publish. I submitted to
a number of publishers, including
Jack Caradoc at Dreich Poetry in Dunfermline. One day last summer, while sitting in the
departure lounge at Belfast City Airport, Gaynor texted to say – congratulations on getting
Tidelines accepted. She had read the news on Dreich’s Face Book page. So, a huge thank
you also to Jack.
Finally Iain, what are you working on now- and even better- what do you have in the
pipeline?
Right now, I am revisiting a series of poems that reflect upon the impact of war on the lives
of ordinary people, from ancient days through to Afghanistan and Ukraine. The inspiration
for these often comes from a news report or photograph. It would be my hope that this
becomes my second pamphlet – only time will tell.

You can purchase a copy of Tidelines directly from Iain.
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Lists over Leith
Today, after five hours reflection
of a summer afternoon,
thundering north on an east coast express,
you finally hailed a taxi
down to Western Harbour.
Today the cabbie tried to chat
but you fretted,
paid him a tip,
grabbed your bag,
smiled goodbye.
Today you took the lift to the fourth floor,
unlocked the door to dusty sunshine,
and paused…
to drop your bag and toss your coat,
to kick off your high shoes,
to run a glass of ice cold water,
to rescue the dry geraniums and petunias,
to Spotify the Lumineers,
to inspect the fridge for inspiration and for dinner,
to straighten the throw and plump the cushions;
to pause;
to catch the glint of the Forth,
creased into a thousand sunlit glances,
as your amber sun sank slow
behind the constant hills of Fife.

By Iain Campbell
First published in ‘Tide Lines’
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The Dreaming
There is a bay in Trowunna
where the ghosts of gum trees
still break the morning mist
to paint the sky with streaks of dawn;
where a cacophony of currawong
and brooding butcher birds
would crowd at sundown
to scatter silhouettes of dusk.
Trees; once greater than the tall ships
with their outspread topsails,
spars, halyards, rat lines, shrouds,
and salt caked main chains.
Forty thousand years I've wandered
here across the dreaming;
for almost a thousand lifetimes
Trowunna was my home.
There is a bay near Hobart,
where the gum trees once stretched
to catch the southern ocean's winds;
before the white man came.

By Iain Campbell
First published in ‘Tide Lines’
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HELEN HASTINGS

Helen Hastings has performed publicly at numerous literary events and festivals and has
work published on various platforms including the Bangor Literary journal and the
Community Arts Partnership Anthology. Helen took first place in this year's Belfast Book
Festival Poetry Slam along with David Braziel. Helen is stationed in the wilds of County Down
where she drinks wine and talks to plants.
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What made you realise you wanted to write poetry?
This is going to sound so clichéd, but it was during a relationship breakup when I was thirty. I
always knew that I wanted to write but I had never given my desire to do so any proper
definition or form. I suddenly found myself in this very precarious place emotionally where
my heart and mind were very overcrowded places and I just started to 'write it out'. I was so
desperate to exorcise the feelings of
anger and sadness before they took
over completely. So I think it's fair to say
that my foray into writing started as
therapy and everything else just rolled
from there. Maybe I should have sent
the bastard a thank you card or
something?

Helen at an International Women’s Day
event at The Blackberry Path Art Studios

Your work appears to inseparable from nature can you tell us about this?
It's really interesting that you should use the word inseparable because sadly separating
from nature is what a lot of us do. I think the human race has gradually been taken over by a
collective ignorance and inflated sense of importance and the tragedy is that we have lost a
lot of our primal instincts along the way compromising our relationship with nature as a
result. You only have to look at a blade of grass puncturing through thousands of pounds
worth of concrete to know that nature is a
hugely underestimated power. Nature is its
own government, its own church, it never
stops to ask questions and it does just fine.
In so many ways it makes fools out of us.
Also I can't stand the fact that we assume
that the human voice is the only voice. I
have always believed strongly that some of
the biggest lessons and most profound
messages are silent and we find a lot of
them in nature. All it takes is for us to
unplug from the insanity of modern living
but sadly a lot of people don't want to do
this. It's something I think about a lot and
that's why it finds its way into my writing so
much.

Helen reading at Open House Festival
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You recently released
your debut pamphlet.
How did this come
about and how did you
find the process?
It's all in the hands of
Colin Dardis. Colin was
starting up a new digital
publishing platform
called Rancid Idols and
he had the idea of
creating a series of
online collections by
poets that were
previously unpublished.
Colin and his wife
Geraldine have always
pushed the idea that
poetry should be a
community that's open
to everyone regardless
of cultural background
and educational history
and they have
demonstrated it
beautifully through the
work they do with
Poetry NI. I was
honoured to be a part of
it of course but also
quite intimidated by the idea, however Colin was incredibly sensitive and consistent with his
advice and guidance. Making the final selection was a much easier process thanks to him and
it got to number one in the Amazon charts so we must have done something right!

What have been your biggest achievements so far and what other projects are you
working on?
In many ways I'm just glad that I've moved on from my early days of feeling insecure and out
of place as a poet. I'm proud that I never gave up on myself as a creative. I won the Belfast
Book Festival poetry slam this year which just completely floored me! I took joint first with
David Braziel who I have admired from when I first started going to live poetry events here.
Accepting the Brian Bailey cup was both amazing and surreal. Having the collection released
last year was also a real turning point for me and gave me a sense of creative purpose and
achievement. I would love to have a hard collection published and I'm already thinking about
39

how I'm going to approach it.
But my main goal is to perform
more and as much as I can as I
love it so much. There's nothing
like transferring energy from
the page and out to a live
audience. It's both terrifying
and embracing. So far my
poetry journey has seen me
doing live performances in
theatres, yurts, tropical ravines
and even on a moving train! So
who knows what could be next?

Helen performing at The Belfast
Book Festival Poetry Slam
which she won jointly with
David Braziel. Photo by
Veronica Casement.

You can purchase a copy of Helen’s e-pamphlet here:
Calling Card #2: Helen Hastings (Calling Cards) eBook : Hastings, Helen: Amazon.co.uk: Kindle
Store

40

Green
Green: soft beating under skin,
history that burns beneath searching fingers,
declaration from a barren land.
Green: brutality,
tiny yelps becoming screams,
seasons that explode from hard Earth
reminding the broken of time.
Green: a type of prayer,
an amnesty of blame
amid my sense of loss
as I sit in my father’s chair.
Green: extraction
as we unravel an existence
from one place to another
until, fully covered,
we leave our once-occupied pasts
shining with absence.
Green: an unobtainable truth,
the map between you and I
that cannot be followed.

By Helen Hastings
First published in ‘Calling Card #2’
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Friars Bush

My mother tries to remove
My yellow coat
There is a liberation
Of my Fathers hand
As I tear to a window
There is nothing like this
Nothing like the ivy
Hanging in ropes
Across the names of those
Who succumbed
To illness I can’t understand
I am ushered away to a table
I crane my neck
My eyes chasing the dead
a drink is placed in front of me
Obnoxious in colour
Against the window
And the ever-present murk
I imagine people
Whose voices once
Called a name just like mine
Who loved little girls
who looked like me
Becoming the prisoners
Of time washed stone
And now, backlit by modernity
A child in a little yellow coat
With lemonade on tongue
Is the latest generation
To see you

By Helen Hastings
First published in ‘Calling Card #2’
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KAREN MOONEY

Karen’s work has been published in the UK, USA and Ireland and is included in several
anthologies. She co-wrote ‘Penned In’ with Gaynor Kane, published by The Hedgehog
Poetry Press in 2020, publisher of her recent debut pamphlet ‘Missing Pieces’.
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Karen, how did your love of writing poetry develop?
It had taken a while to feel comfortable with it, possibly because it started when my dad
passed away in January 2016. He had taken a deep stroke on New Year's Eve, and I sensed
we were in a short final chapter. There was a reluctance to discuss that within the family, so
I started scribbling memories of growing up with him. Unfortunately, he died within a month
of the stroke, and my writing turned dark. I was angry about many things; I suppose I was
trying to process everything, and you can't fall out with a page!
Most of my early poems were in simple
rhymes; I found it comforting, and
having no background in creative
writing, it was all I knew. I hadn't a clue,
but I didn't care as I was writing for
myself. I used some of my early writing
to support local charities, and whilst
they're never going to win any poetry
prizes, I'm proud that they raised over
£2,500 for various charities.
I first dipped my toe into the publishing
scene in 2017 and had a couple of
poems published in the USA (Society of
Classical Poetry & Vox Poetica), which
gave me some heart to continue. Since
then, I've had several poems published
in UK, Ireland & USA and co-written a
pamphlet during the pandemic with
Gaynor Kane entitled 'Penned In',
published by The Hedgehog Poetry Press.

Karen signing copies of ‘Penned In’

What would you say is the most recognisable feature of your work? And why do you think
your work connects with people on such a personal level?
My poems are rooted in life experiences and observations on life; as I reached sixty this year,
I've had quite a few! For example, when I started to write about my father, I journeyed back
to the loss of my mother, for whom I had never grieved. She passed away when I was
sixteen, so I sometimes cast my mind back to earlier, happier times, but the themes of love,
loss and relationships connect most of them.
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Karen reading at Mount Stewart

I suppose I'm writing to make
sense of it all and to perhaps
honour some of the people I've
met along the way, and I think
that's what many of us do when
faced with a loss, even if we don't
write it down. How many of us
attend a funeral and end up
dreadfully upset, and how often
is it for a previous loss we had
just pushed down? I was raised in
the 'stiff upper lip days', so like
many others, experiences bubble
up to the surface, often when we
least expect them. I think many
can relate to that.

You recently published your
pamphlet' Missing Pieces'. How did
this come about, and how did you
find the process?
Mark Davidson, Editor of The
Hedgehog Poetry Press, offered me
the opportunity to have a mini
pamphlet a few years ago when I
was successful in one of his
competitions. But, to be honest, I
dragged my feet due to a lack of
confidence, and if Gaynor Kane
hadn't encouraged me, it would
never have happened. So I sent
Mark a few poems plus extras if he
thought they would be better. But
instead, he very generously offered
me the opportunity to add some
more for a full pamphlet, and of
course, I again dragged my feet!
During the process, I was fortunate
to be awarded a mentoring bursary,
with Moyra Donaldson, through the
Irish Writer's Centre, and that, together with Lynda Tavakoli's writing class, helped me
enormously. Of course, I wouldn't be the most confident in joining workshops, but Lynda's
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class is a safe space for me and she has helped me develop my editing skills and branch out
to other forms of writing.
Picking poems for the pamphlet wasn't an easy task, so I decided to take a chronological
walk through my life. The poems are like stepping stones to me, it starts with my earliest
childhood memory of loss, which honours my baby sister and includes the loss of a
childhood friend, the desire to start a family, miscarriage, divorce, the loss of my parents: my
missing pieces. It acknowledges that with endings, there are beginnings and concludes with
a poem for my husband to whom the pamphlet is dedicated.
What I hadn't anticipated was the impact of them being read together, and that only really
hit home when a review by the renowned Poet, Podcaster and Editor of The Storms, Damien
B Donnelly, left me feeling exposed but so heartened that I had been seen and heard. I was
an emotional wreck after reading it but in a good way.
Finally, Karen, what are
your poetry plans? Are
there any special
projects that you are
working on?
I'm fortunate to be a cowinner of a joint poetry
conversation competition
with Caroline Johnston
due to be published by
The Hedgehog Poetry
Press next year, so we
will be working together
to finalise edits,
proofreading and
organising a cover. In the
meantime, I'll continue to
write about places,
people, memories or
situations that spark my
interest.
Karen reading at the launch of ‘Missing Pieces’ with Gaynor Kane
and Lynda Tavakoli.

You can follow Karen:
Karen on Facebook
Karen on Twitter
You can purchase copies of Missing Pieces and Penned In via these links.
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Beginnings
so it ends
yet what follows
has not begun
possibility exists
in the spaces
between
as life stirs
in the belly
of winter

By Karen Mooney
First published in ‘Missing Pieces’
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Last rites
The world would come crashing in around us
in as many days as it took to make
when you return to the care home, conscious
of our presence, attending your own wake.
You perform a rehearsal one evening;
we gasp at what we think is your last breath
then you rally to sit up, eyes gleaming,
ordering breakfast - your last before death.
One by one, folk call in to pay respects,
sit in silence or give a knowing nod.
You aren't fit to speak, yet touch does affect,
as one lady proved and how I applaud
her cradling your face in pillow-soft breasts;
prompting memories, you smile, feeling blessed.

By Karen Mooney
First published in ‘Missing Pieces’
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Photography

John Winder

‘The Ebb’

“The Ebb” explores the movement of water around the sand and rock pools found at the
edge of the sea, using a long exposure technique.
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Photography

John Winder

‘The Saltee Shoreline’

“The Saltee Shoreline” softens the movement of waves around the rocks on the shore of
Greater Saltee Island, County Wexford, Ireland.

John Winder is a creative photographer working in both colour and black and white. He
began photography 40 years ago and enjoys trudging around outdoors, hauling camera gear,
and spending time behind the tripod. He has art work previously published in The Bangor
Literary Journal, The Fly on the Wall Press and Fevers of the Mind. He enjoys walking, the
cinema and sailing.
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Poetry

Mary E. Ringland

Mary E. Ringland lives on the Antrim Coast with her partner and two furry friends. Mary
writes poetry (page and performance), as well as prose. She has performed her poetry at
many online spoken word events, and her work has been published in various publications.
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The Neighbour
That’s him, disturbing the peace, with
the buzz of his chainsaw
and the rattle of his digger,
slicing through greenery
with fervour and vigour,
creating a mosaic of
cracked shell on barren soil.
That’s him, with his shiny bald head,
guile glinting,
beneath the guise
of a smile,
making a fuss about the hedge,
putting my nerves on
edge.
I call him Cue Ball,
and fantasise,
about knocking him for six,
up the green baize of the lawn, but
I am not a violent person.
So, instead, I dream
that
he cowers under a Weeping Willow,
then morphs into a crazy Cossack, flinging
Babushka dolls out of a pram, before
galloping across the Steppe, in his search
for lost Minarets.
Peace returns, and the honking of wild Snow Geese,
fills the air.
I awake,
refreshed and calm…until
I hear the ignition of the JCB

By Mary E. Ringland
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Poetry

Bernie Crawford

Bernie Crawford’s poetry has been published in Irish and international journals. Her first full
collection Living Water was published by Chaffinch Press in 2021. She was awarded an arts
bursary by Galway County Council in 2019. She is one of the three co-editors of the popular
poetry magazine Skylight 47.
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My Clothes Are Like Old Lovers
That green-blue luminescent silk
I found in Beijing, peacocks flying all over it
I get to wear it once, maybe twice a year, brings out
the devil in me, a late-night-call,
a just-in-town, meet-you-in-Berlin
When I don my docs, leather jacket,
slick of scarlet across my lips, motherhood
slides off my shoulders and I’m riding pillion
on silver-snaking open roads, hold tight
leaning into every kink and curve.
A vintage LBD bought that summer in Amsterdam,
slinky crepe de chine pools so easily onto floors,
it grazes my arms, backs of legs enough to let me know
it has me covered, a high slit flashes
crimson lining, a warning signal from my thighs
My favourite, a calf-length cashmere, warm rose,
pearl buttons spooned in buttonholes, we go way back,
knows much more than my body shape, hugs me close
on those days I’m all bone, no flesh,
might otherwise go undressed

By Bernie Crawford
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Poetry

Gifford Savage

Gifford Savage is from Bangor, Northern Ireland. His poetry has appeared in a number of
journals including Poetry NI, Lagan Online, Poetry 24, The Bangor Literary Journal, The New
Verse News and Agape Review. He has performed his poetry on local television station
‘Northern Visions TV.’
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Easter Tuesday 1941
i.
The monotonous thrum overhead
lured him to the attic skylight.
Eyes scanning for ripples of movement
against a black-on-black canvass, until
his anxious father urged him down.
They didn’t sleep that night.
Just before dawn they stood together
shoulder to shoulder father and son.
Twelve miles distant, an orange-red sky
that was not painted by sunrise.
ii.
The train journey passed in silence.
Woodbines offered and received
in a shared communion of solace.
A flock of bobbing dunchers alighting,
fanning out across Queens Island.
It took a time to find
the ashes of his workbench.
Metal tools laid to rest
amongst still smoking embers,
walnut shafts burnt away.
By Gifford Savage
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Poetry

Carole Farnan

Carole Farnan’s work has been published in various anthologies and literary journals
including A New Ulster, Corncrake and The Honest Ulsterman. Her poem Stephen Hawking’s
Party featured on Belfast’s Poetry Jukebox (2021) and her House of the Spirits won the An
Culturlann Poetry Prize (English Section) last year. A poem of hers features in Washing
Windows Too (Arlen Press, 2022)).
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The Old Dam
It’s small but perfectly-formed big enough to encompass a haiku
or short haibunthe neat configuration of
pink-footed geese
drifting swans
teal-feathered ducks.
A patch of blue
punctuated by cirrus over Divis,
discreetly backgrounded;
green and blue and white.
Rooks’ gunshot chatter,
occasional yapping dog,
main road traffic tree-muted
the day falling into the dam’s emptiness.

By Carole Farnan
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Flash Fiction

Pamela Gay

Pamela Gay is the recipient of a New York Foundation for the Arts (NYFA) award in creative
nonfiction and an Independent e-Book Award for her memoir Homecoming, which
combined text, image, and sound. Her writing has been published in Brevity, Iowa Review,
Midway Journal, Southeast Review, Monkeybicycle, Grey Sparrow, Vestal Review, Iron Horse
Literary Review and other literary magazines. I’m So Glad You’re Here (She Writes Press) was
featured in PARADE magazine as one of the best memoirs in 2020 and also received both
Independent Press and Best Book awards. Gay is professor emerita at Binghamton
University, State University of New York, where she taught courses in flash memoir and flash
fiction. https://pamela-gay.com
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Going to Die

He called to tell her he was going to die--from AIDS. He's tested positive. Jim whom she met
at 16, who introduced her as his girlfriend way back then when he passed himself off as bi-.
She fumbled words so Death wouldn't be true until he yelled, I'm dying. DYING! Silence,
when he put it like that. At lunch some company men had talked about retirement plans, he
said. How that felt. Being in a world where he didn't belong, wouldn't be long. A few years.
You have a few years, his doctor said. He could stop contributing to his pension plan, cash in
now, take early retirement, build that roof garden, finish decorating his Back Bay apartment
in Boston, spend April in Paris, ride up Rt. 1 on the California coast. "While I still can," he
said.

By Pamela Gay
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Poetry

Moyra Donaldson

Moyra Donaldson is a poet and creative writing facilitator from Co Down. She has published
nine collections of poetry, most recently Bone House, Doire Press, 2021, and is a recipient of
a Major Individual Artist award from Arts Council Northern Ireland.
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Removing the Hex
Sucker punched
in the heart chakra
I staggered.
Could not lift my head.
Low and lower
I sank, my breath
stopped
in my throat.
Bless the friend
who brings me oils
and crystals, and splinters
from a sacred tree.
I dream of bluebells,
great stands of oaks compassion - my heart
unhurt, unstruck, unbeaten.

By Moyra Donaldson
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Flash Fiction

A. Joseph Black

A. Joseph Black was runner up in the Colm Tóibín International Short Story Award in 2018 &
2021. His stories By the Lake and Nora are published as chapbooks in Australia and his story
A Little Cloud was The Irish Times New Irish Writing in January 2020. www.ajosephblack.com
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A Fine Line
Glen flicks his wrist and casts the line low and far, almost to the opposite riverbank, where it
slices the midnight water with a thin slap. He secures the rod in its bracket and checks it
carefully, twice. When he turns off the lamp a confused moth vibrates across his cheek and
lips before vanishing into the blackness. He sits down in his folding chair and the metal legs
sink slowly, satisfyingly, into the soft damp earth.
He mutes his phone and drops it softly on the ground at his feet. His eyes adapt to the darkness
and the sounds of the riverbank rise in his ears: the murmur of the reeds as the soft breeze
nudges through them, the occasional tiny splash when a leaf or twig falls from an overhanging
tree onto the sloe-coloured water.
Down by his feet the air flares with an incoming call on the phone. It’s Katarina’s name on the
screen. When he lifts it to his ear the screen cuts out. Dazzled now by the light of the phone,
his eyes need to readjust, and everything looks black again.
“Hello?” he says to the dark.

By A. Joseph Black
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Painting

Terry Brinkman

‘Sebastian sleeps as Eagle flies past his Window’
This painting is created in acrylic on recycled board.
Terry has been painting for over forty five years. Has Five Amazon E- Books. Poems in Rue Scribe,
Tiny Seed. Winamop, Snapdragon Journal, Poets Choice, Adelaide Magazine, Variant, the Writing
Disorder, Ink Pantry, In Parentheses, Ariel Chat, New Ulster, Glove, and in Pamp-le-mousse, North
Dakota Quarterly, Barzakh, Urban Arts, Wingless Dreamer, LKMNDS and Elavation.
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Sanctuary: There Must
Be Somewhere
66

A note on the collection by Angela Graham
‘Sanctuary: There Must Be Somewhere’ is a poetry collection on the rich theme of sanctuary.
A major aspect of sanctuary is openness and hosting, so alongside my own poetry, I invited
four other poets, two from Wales and two from Northern Ireland (since I live in both places)
to write a poem collaboratively with me. In Northern Ireland I found Csilla Toldy whose
poem sequence is about her experience of escaping communist-era Hungary, and also
Viviana Fiorentino, who is an economic migrant from Italy, a novelist and poet, and a social
activist campaigning for migrants and prisoners of conscience. Hers is an ecological slant. In
Wales there is Phil Cope, a photographer and writer who is an expert on holy wells and
shrines of the British Isles. He writes a poem sequence about how one small place connects
us across geography and beyond time. Mahyar, an Iranian who has made Wales his home
writes about a relationship. A fifth poet, Glen Wilson from Portadown, acted as mentor to
my work and contributed a poem on migration into the USA. The collaboration enriches the
collection.

Five themes emerge around sanctuary:
in another person or persons
in the divine or numinous
in the planet, as a sanctuary for humanity
as the goal of major population shifts and in the hosting by receiving populations
as the hosting of the self within the body

The very first poem I had commended when I started to seriously concentrate on writing
poetry was for an early 40 Words Competition for this journal.
Moyra Donaldson on ‘Sanctuary: There Must Be Somewhere: “In this wonderful
collaborative collection there is work that variously provokes, soothes, challenges and
affirms. Together, the poems provide a meditation on the meaning of ‘sanctuary’ at a time
when the word’s relevance to our lives feels increasingly urgent. A vital and illuminating
publication.”

The book can be purchased from the publisher, Seren
Books: https://www.serenbooks.com/productdisplay/sanctuary
Or from No Alibis Books in Belfast or other bookshops.
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The Forty Words Competition 2022 is now open for submissions. The deadline for
submissions is midnight 8th August 2022.
For this competition there are two categories:

A MINI-FICTION CATEGORY:

ENTER A

PIECE OF PROSE ON ANY TOPIC, IN ANY STYLE, AS LONG AS
IT IS 40 WORDS OR LESS. (TITLE AND WHITE SPACES NOT
INCLUDED IN WORD COUNT)

A MINI-POETRY CATEGORY:

ENTER A

POEM ON ANY TOPIC, ANY STYLE AND ANY AMOUNT OF
LINES OR STANZAS, AS LONG AS IT IS 40 WORDS OR LESS.
(TITLE AND WHITE SPACES NOT INCLUDED IN WORD
COUNT)
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Please email your entries to thebangorliteraryjournal@hotmail.com with the heading
‘FORTY WORDS SUBMISSION- Name’. In the Body of the email, please include a short
note, brief biography, author image, contact details and your PayPal transaction code. Your
submissions should be attached in a separate Word document, with no trace of your name, as
they are read anonymously. Each entry should be put into a separate Word document- so if
you are putting forward four pieces, then four separate documents should be attached. You
can enter both categories as may times as you wish- but please state at the top of each word
document if the piece is POETRY or PROSE. There is no theme!
Your entries should not have been previously published online or in print and must be your
own original work.
We do not accept simultaneous submissions- so if you are sending us the piece to
consider, please don’t send it elsewhere as well.
You can enter from anywhere in the world. Open to both established and emerging writers.
Deadline for submissions: Midnight, 8th August 2022. A shortlist shall be published here and
on social media mid-August
Prizes:
First prize for each category: The winning pieces of poetry and prose shall be featured in
The Bangor Literary Journal. The winners shall have the opportunity to read their winning
pieces at an upcoming event and be presented with their certificates and a piece of original
artwork.
Second prize for each category: Your piece will feature in The Bangor Literary Journal and
you will receive a certificate.
There will be a commended writer and highly commended writer for each category.
All shortlisted pieces will be featured in The Bangor Literary Journal and those on the list will
be invited to read at the event.
It is £3.50 to enter a piece of poetry or prose or enter two pieces for £6, or four pieces for
£10. This is a fundraising event to help us cover the costs of our website; our launch events
and if there’s anything left over, it will go straight into promoting the journal.
Paypal links are on the website. Copy the PayPal transaction number and paste it onto the
body of the email with your submission. Thank you for your donation and good luck!
You can enter as many times as you wish!
Forty Words Competition 2022 – The Bangor Literary Journal
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