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PRINTED WORDS  
SPRING 2020  

 

ISSUE 4  

Welcome to our fifth issue of Printed Words. We have a variety of poetry and fiction for you 

to read and (hopefully) enjoy. 

 

First, Iôd like to say a big congratulations to Cat Conway and Linda Quinn for sharing the 

quarterly prize in issue 4. The quality was so good, our judge was torn between poetry and 

fiction, so it seemed only fair to split the prize. Thanks to Steve Smythe for reading the 

published pieces and picking a winner.  

 

Iôd also like to thank Andy N, Penny Sharman, Anthony Briscoe and Roz Weaver for all their 

fantastic work; reading and providing feedback on the submissions.  

 

Itôs hard to believe over a year has passed since I started Printed Words. It wouldnôt be 

possible without all the talented writers who send in their work. So please keep sending your 

writing to us. 

 

Amanda Steel (Editor) 
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MEET THE TEAM 

 
(Penny, Anthony, Andy, Amanda) 

 

Amanda Steel (Editor) 

Amanda Steel is the author of Ghost of Me and several other novels. 

Amanda also works as a copywriter, co-hosts the podcast Reading in Bed and has written two 

books under the pen name Aleesha Black. 

Her website is www.amandasteelwriter.com 

 

Andy N (Submission Reader) 

Andy N is the author of four poetry collections, the most recent being The Streets Were all we 

Could See. He also co-runs Speak Easy, Stretfordôs leading poetry open mic, and runs/co-runs 

various podcast series including Spoken Label and Reading in Bed, in addition to regularly 

creating ambient music under the name Ocean in a Bottle. 

Andy has just released his co-written book, Run Away With me in Seven Words 

https://onewriterandhispc.blogspot.com/ 

 

Anthony Briscoe (Guest Submission Reader) 

Anthony Briscoe is a performance poet and freelance artist from Blackpool, currently living 

in Manchester. He gained his BA Hons in Contemporary Theatre, from Lancaster University. 

His Poetry ranges from political-social commentary, space, advertisements replacing love and 

even clowns. Anthony likes to mix the serious with the silly to discuss meaningful issues 

through an absurdist lens, using his background in theatrics to add an energetic, engaging and 

entertaining performance to all his material. 

You can find him on Facebook. 

www.facebook.com/anthony.briscoe.58 

 

http://www.amandasteelwriter.com/
https://onewriterandhispc.blogspot.com/?fbclid=IwAR3GNxeIg8-S9NfqeVKjdQzoG6ralu4cNFv_irzNnL_0DWD4GsZOuHZobME
http://www.facebook.com/anthony.briscoe.58


3 

 

Penny Sharman 

(Guest Submission Reader) 

Penny is a qualified Complimentary Therapist with over 20 years of experience. She is also a 

counselor, a healer and an awesome cook! Penny is passionate about photography and is an 

artist, but her focus for over 15 years has been writing poetry. 

Penny has a Creative Writing MA from Edge Hill University. She has had over 60 poems 

published in magazines such as The Interpreterôs House, Obsessed with Pipework, Strix and 

Beautiful Dragons Anthologies. Her pamphlet Fair Ground 2019 is published by Yaffle 

Press. Her first collection Swim With Me In Deep Water 2019 is published by Cerasus 

poetry. 

www.pennysharman.co.uk 

 

Roz Weaver 

(Submission Reader) 

Roz is a spoken word performer and internationally published poet. She has been published 

in a number of journals, zines and anthologies, including most recently with Yellow Arrow 

Publishing, Poetica Review and Waterhare Press. 

In 2018, her work was displayed at the annual Rape Crisis Conference, as well as being 

displayed and performed at two further exhibitions in London ï The Sunlight Project and 

Testimony, the latter as part of a conference hosted by UN Goodwill Ambassador Emma 

Watson. More recently, her work has been on exhibit with London Design Festival and 

performed at Leeds International Festival and Edinburgh Fringe Festival. 

 

Steve Smythe 

(Judge) 

Steve Smythe juggles his job as a car park specialist with his creative writing. He co-runs 

Speak Easy with Andy N. 

Steve writes poetry and flash fiction and enjoys letting his real life influence his fiction, so 

that you never can tell where the lines blur. 

You can find him on Twitter. 

https://twitter.com/smooth2go 

http://www.pennysharman.co.uk/
https://twitter.com/smooth2go
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Walking the Streets of a Guided Tour 

by Roz Weaver 

 

The human heart 

in search of a hand 

that will hold it when the ache starts, 

sharp bursts that break apart 

our cold exteriors, tearing a hole 

through calm atmospheres. 

Craving someone else just to be here 

to hear us shatter 

and understand our cracks in the pavement, 

how we fall through the gaps out of fear 

of losing something worth saving for later. 

Clinging onto the bruises that might matter 

as if they are clues mapped out on skin. 

Wearing ourselves thin, 

instinct starving by the second, 

till we can't tell where the road ends 

and the souls of our feet begin. 
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Vote of No Confidence 

by Roz Weaver 

 

I am lost amongst the words 

as the blurred images 

rush to the surface 

and I replay them in full colour 

whilst this page lies in black and white. 

These tears are seismic, 

measure them on the Richter scale, 

ask scientists to analyse the data 

and report back on their lack of statistical significance, 

their minor impact, 

the fracking continues. 

Today, news broke of a police officer 

who raped a thirteen-year-old girl, 

but all I hear on Radio 4 

is Brexit, Brexit, Brexit. 

Deal or no deal 

will make no difference 

to a country most in need 

of an exit from ourselves. 
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The Land of Never 

by Pete Slater 

 

I sighed, and the mist parted 

I listened and the music started 

Playing our song 

How I long to dance again 

Laughing, naked in the rain 

I rubbed my eyes and stared 

I looked and you were there 

Smiling with your eyes 

But they couldnôt disguise your sadness 

They couldnôt hide your pain 

As your face began to fade 

I caught a hint of your perfume 

I imagined you were in the room 

Laughing as you always did 

I closed my eyes and tried to kid myself 

I could rewind the past 

Capture time. Make it last, 

And we could live forever 

Live out our lives in the land of never 

Flying free and contented, lost 

But with the fairy tale comes a cost. 
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At this time of year, in quiet reflection 

I remember you with love and affection 

The bond we had can never be broken 

The words, ñI love youò can never be spoken 

But they are whispered with every breath I take 

I toast your memory and my heart aches 

For times gone by 

And then I cry 

Merry Christmas é  

 

About the Author 

Pete Slater describes himself as an accidental poet who has performed his work at open mic 

events around the North West and beyond. Addicted to the spoken word from the first 

time he attended an open mic event at the tender age of fifty-nine. 

He has also had several poems accepted for various anthologies and has performed at several 

local festivals. You can find some of his offerings on You tube - Pete Slater Poet or on 

Facebook, under the same name. 
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Kamikaze Coffee Fly 

by Chris Neilson 

 

I visited my local garden centre 

into the cake filled cafe I popped 

bought a coffee and muffin 

both hands full they nearly dropped 

 

The server asked if I wanted a tray 

told her I had enough to carry 

the drink spilled a wee bit 

I wasn't as happy as Larry 

 

Never know who that Larry is 

but he must be bloody annoying 

he makes a joke out of everything 

bound to become soul destroying 

 

Anyway, I wander from my anecdote 

from the tangent I will return 

to me sitting in the cafe garden 

sheltering from fair skin sunburn 

 

I photographed my drink and treat 

and posted it on Instagram 
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you see my life is boring and sad 

I watch paint dry on a webcam 

 

10 seconds later a fly dive-bombed 

into my coffee, drowned and sank 

clearly a winged hater of social media 

it went too far if it was a prank 

 

I ate the muffin but ditched the drink 

kamikaze coffee fly gave me the blues 

to turn this mundane non event 

to become a rhyming muse 

 

About the Author 

After dropping out of college, Chris Neilson embarked upon a working life of toil in a variety 

of mostly spirit crushing employment, then accepted voluntary redundancy in 2012.  

The English language has always been his academic strong point, but writing had been an 

unexplored well, so with his new-found freedom he made the radical decision to evolve into a 

part time postal worker and part time poet. 

Chris states that he has never had any formal creative writing training. His mainly rhythmic, 

lyrical material is organic and covers a wide range of subjects emanating from deep within 

his soul. 

https://twitter.com/MancMinstrel 

https://twitter.com/MancMinstrel
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Extract from Ghost of Me 

by Amanda Steel 

 

I never imagined my own death. Why 

would I? I was thirty-six years old. I had 

years left, or so I thought. I changed my 

mind about that when I woke up in the 

morgue. The dead bodyémy dead body 

laid out in front of me, provided a good 

indication that I no longer needed to draw 

breath. My eyes were open, and I could 

almost imagine I was staring at myself. Yet 

I struggled to look away from the shell I 

used to inhabit. My eyes wandered from my bruised face to the red mark on my neck, as if I 

was punched and strangled. 

I closed my eyes. Maybe this would be gone when I opened them again. Iôd have a laugh 

at the weird dream I had about being beside myself in the morgue. A brief memory popped 

into my head, hands gripping my arms, then the image faded. I opened my eyes to find my 

corpse wasnôt gone though. It seemed to be taunting me for thinking I could make it not real. 

ñDid somebody do this to me?ò I asked my dead self, only to receive no response. She just 

laid still. I wondered if all dead people looked likeéwellélike they had been scared to death 

I suppose. 

I watched enough crime shows to recognise the signs of a murder. I recalled those same 

crime shows. Copying what they did seemed like my best option. The first step was to 

examine the victim. I took a deep breath, although no air went in or out of my body, but the 

action remained the same. I twisted my head from side to side. I stretched my arms like 

someone preparing for a boxing match or an intense workout session might do. It helped to 

imagine I was looking for clues about what happened to a fictitious character. If I stopped to 

dwell on the reality of my death, I might have panicked. It also helped to have no recollection 

of the circumstances leading up to my death. I remembered my family and Paul. 
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ñPaul,ò I heard myself say. I felt a warm and familiar smile appear on my face, the same 

smile that formed on my lips whenever I thought of him. It faded a second later. Would I ever 

see him again? How would he learn where I was or what happened to me? Would he be 

upset? Okay, that last question seemed like a stupid one. He was bound to be upset. I 

imagined the state Iôd be in if the situation was reversed. Devastated didnôt cover it. 

A small rumbling sound jolted me out of my thoughts. It couldnôt be my stomach. Ghosts 

donôt get hungry. I looked at the wall as a silver lift door materialised out of the brickwork. I 

took another glance at my body, only then did I become aware of the slash starting at my 

right breast and ending at my stomach. Someone had cut me; I really was murdered. I knew I 

wasnôt suicidal ð but even if I had been ð I ruled out the chance of being able to cut myself 

open that much without passing out before I finished. 

The lift pinged and the door opened. I walked no more than ten steps, only stopping to 

glance back at my remains when I was standing next to the open lift. My corpse looked much 

further away than it should have been. 

I donôt remember stepping inside, but I found myself in the lift. Some people might have 

chosen to step back out, but the buttons caught my attention. Instead of the usual ground 

floor, first floor etc; one arrow pointed up and another pointed down. I tried them both, but 

nothing happened. Then I spotted a circle. It was lit up and I hesitated before pressing it. 

I closed my eyes as light flooded the small space. The doors clicked shut, then jerked 

forward, instead of moving up or down. 

When I looked again, I was stood at the gates of my old primary school. I always believed 

the gates of Heaven would resemble those gates. They were big and golden, almost shining in 

the sunlight. I was shorter. I could tell I had shrunk in height by how much closer to the 

ground I was.  

ñOuch,ò I yelped in a much younger voice as someone pulled my hair and ran off. I 

realised I was around the age of seven again. I remembered the scene as I yelled, ñPaul.ò 

Chasing after the boy brought back memories of how this ended. I tried to get my legs to 

stop running, but I had no control over my younger body while I chased the seven-year-old 

version of Paul around the playground. My mum arrived to collect me, like the first time this 

happened. 

ñWhy does Paul always pull my hair?ò I asked, despite remembering my motherôs answer. 

ñMaybe he likes you,ò she suggested. 
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ñBoys are weird,ò I announced. 

ñSarah, youôre so smart. It took me twenty-five years to figure that out,ò my mum joked. 

Without warning, my surroundings disintegrated, then reformed around me. I remembered 

the new scene. It was the following day. I ran up to Paul before school started and handed 

over half of my chocolate bar.  

ñMy mum says you like me. Thatôs okay,ò I told him. ñI like you too.ò I leant forward and 

kissed his cheek. 

ñUrgh, gross!ò he exclaimed, rubbing at his entire face as though it would spread. ñI donôt 

like you,ò he yelled, then scurried away. A teacher found me sobbing on the playground 

tarmac when I was supposed to be in class. 

The playground evaporated, and I was in the lift again, moving backwards this time. The 

door opened. I found myself outside a morgue and at the right height again. The lift vanished, 

but the people walking and driving past didnôt react as though they had seen anything 

unusual. Thatôs when I spotted him heading towards me. If my heart still worked, it would 

have sped up. 

ñPaul,ò I cried out as he walked away from the morgue. ñPaul!ò 

This was the Paul of the present day. As I caught up with him in the nearby carpark, I 

noticed he looked tired and his eyes were red from crying, I found myself hoping those tears 

were over me. 

ñPlease,ò I begged, ñyou have to be able to see me or at least sense that Iôm here.ò All our 

years together should mean we shared a connection which would tell him I was still around. 

How could he not sense me? I reached out to touch his arm, my hand passing through without 

so much as a shudder from him. ñPlease,ò I whispered. 

ñHi,ò he said, although it sounded more like a sigh and he didn't sound happy or surprised. 

ñOh, thank God,ò I gasped, not caring about his lack of enthusiasm. Iôd snap at him later. 

For the moment, it was enough for me that he realised I was still with him. I knew we had a 

strong connection. There was no reason he shouldnôt pick up on my spirit still hanging 

around. 

ñIs she inside?ò I heard my motherôs voice from behind me. 

It struck me, Paul was talking to her, not me. I wanted to cry, except it turned out I 

couldn't do that anymore either. 
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Walkabout 

by Howard Brown 

 

The cat stands pawing at the back door, 

ready for his morning walkabout. Going on  

fifteen, his body in retreat, yet in his own  

mind still very much a kitten. And, at length,  

I succumb to his plea. 

 

Green eyes shining beneath the indelible M on  

his forehead, he steps out onto the flagstones,  

his back legs wobbling as he strolls across  

the patio toward the driveway. 

 

Slowly, he makes his way down the drive,  

seemingly unaware of his own decrepitude,  

before turning and abruptly vanishing into  

a bed of Lantana and Asters. 

 

Eventually, he emerges on the far side of this  

profusion of colour, moving across the lawn, then 

pausing, sniffing, tail shaking wildly as he covers  

the message of some night-time intruder, before 

continuing on toward the back of the yard. 

 

He pauses again in the Buddha garden to nibble at  

a clot of Catmint. Spotting a chipmunk, he gives  

chase, but after an initial burst of enthusiasm, lies  

down, in no apparent discomfort, but looking up  

coyly as if to say, give me a minute, bro, Iôll be fine.  

 


