SPRING 2020

Welcome to ourifth issue of Printed Words. We have a variety of poetryfiction for you
to read and (hopefully) enjoy

First, | 6d | i ke t oCasCGoywaywantbndagQuiontomsgaingtheu | at i on's
quaterly prizein issued. The quality was so gogdur judge was torn between poetry and

fiction, so it seemed only fair to split the @iZ harksto Steve Smythe for reading the

published pieces and picking a winner.

| Galdolike to thankAndy N, PennySharman, Anthony Briscoe and Roz Wedweerall their
fantasticwork; readingandprovidingfeedback on the submiss®n

Ités had to kelieveovera year has passsihce | started Printed Wids. It wouldnd be
possible without all the talented vars who send in their wrk. So please keep iséing your
writing to us.

Amanda Steel (Editor)



(Penny, Anthony, Andy, Amanda)

Amanda Steel(Editor)

Amanda Steel is the author @host of Meandseveral ther novels.

Amanda alsavorks as a copyriter, co-hosts the podca&eading in Be@nd has written two
books under the pen narA&esha Black

Her website isvww.amandasteelriter.com

Andy N (SubmissiorReader)

Andy N is the author diour poety collections, the most recent beihbeStreets Were all we

Could SeeHe also caunsSpeakEasy St r et fordds | eadi ngungpoetry
variouspodcast seriemcluding Spoken LabedndReadng in Bed in addition toregularly
creatinganmbient music under the nan@xean in a Bottle.

Andy has just released his-agitten book,Run Away With me in Seven Words
https://onewriterandhispc.blogspot.com/

Anthony Briscoe (Guest Sbmission Reader)

Anthony Briscoe is a performance poet and freelance artist from Blackpoelnttytiving

in ManchesterHe gainechis BA Honsin Contemporaryl heatre from LancastetJniversily.

His Poetry ranges from politicabcial commentary, space, advertisements replacing love and
even clowns. Anthony likes to mix the serioush the silly to discuss meamgful issues

through arabairdistlens, using his backgrodnn theatricsd add an energetic, engaging and
entertaining performance to all his material.

You can find him on Facebook.

www.facebook.om/anthony.briscoe.58



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

Penny Shaman

(Guest Sbmission Reader)

Penny is aqualified Complimentary Therapist with over 20 years of experience. She is also a
counselor, a healand an awesome cook! Penny is passionate about photography and is an
artist, bu her focus for over 15 years hasen writing poetry.

Pennyhas a Creativ@Vriting MA from Edge Hill University. She has had over 60 poems
published in magazines suchd®int er pr e t,©bséssed Wth Bigewqrtrixand
Beautiful DragonAnthologes. Her pamphldtair Ground 2019s published byy affle

Press Her firstcollectionSwim With Me In Deep Water 20iE%published byCerasus

poetry.

www.pennysharman.co.uk

Roz Weaver

(Submission Reade

Roz is a spoken word performer anternationally published poet. She has bpahlished

in a number of journals, zines and anthologies, including most recentlhy&litdw Arrow
Publishing, Poetica RevieandWaterhare Press

In 2018, her work was dplayed at the annual Rape Crislenfaerce, as well as being
displayed and perfored at two further exhibitions in LonddnThe Sunlight Projecnd
Testimonythe latter as part of a conference hosted by UN Goodwill Ambassador Emma
Watson. More recent] her work has been on exhibit witbndonDesign Festivahnd
performed at.eeds Iternational FestivabndEdinburgh Fringe Festival

Steve Smythe

(Judge)

Steve Smythe juggles his job as a car park specialist with his creative writing:rtigsco
SpealkEasywith Andy N.

Steve writes poetrymal flash ficton and enjoys lettophis realife influence his fiction, so
that you never can tell where the lines blur.

You can find him on Twitter.

https://twitter.comgmooth2go



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

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 calmatmosphers

Craving someonelge just to be here

to hear us shatter

and uneérstand our cracks in the pavement,
how we fdl through the gaps out of fear

of losing something worth saving for later.
Clinging onto the bruises that might matter
as if they arelues mappd out on skin.
Weaing ouselves thin,

instinct starving by theesond,

till we can't tell where the road ends

and the souls of our feet begin.



Vote of No Confidence
by Roz Weaver

| am lost amongst the words

as the blurred images

rush to thesurface

andl replay them in fill colour

whilst this page lies in black amnchite.
These tears are seismic,

measure theran the Richter scale,
ask scientists to analyse the data
and report back on their lack of statistical significance,
their minor impact,

the frackng continues.

Today,news broke of a police officer
who raped dhirteenryearold girl,

but all | hear on Rad 4

is Brexit, Brexit, Brexit.

Deal or no deal

will make no difference

to a country most in need

of an exit from ourselves.



The Land of Never
by Pete Slater

| sighed and the mist parted

| listened and tb music started
Playing our song

How I longto danceagain

Laughing, mked in the rain

| rubbed my eyes and stared

| looked and you were there
Smiling with your eyes
Buttheycoul dndét di sgui se
They ¢ 0 u | hide yudrpain

As your facebegan tdade

| caught a hint of your perfuen

| imagined you were in the room
Laughing as you always did

| closed my eyes and tried to kid myself
| could rewind the past

Capture time. Mke it last

And we coutl live forever

Live outour lives in thdand of never
Flying free and contentethst

But with the firy tale comes a cost.

your

sadness



At this time of year, irquietreflection

| remember you with lowandaffection

The bond we had can never be broken
The wordowvefiyouo can
But theyare whispered with evetyreath | take
| toast your memory anahy heart aches

For times gone by

And then | cry

Merry Christmas

About the Author

never be spoken

Pete Slater describes himself as an accidental poet who has gertusmwork at open mic
events around thNorth West ath beyond. Addicted to the spoken word from tingt f

time he attended an open mic event at the tender ageyehiife.

He has ao had several poerascepted for various anthologies dra$performed ateveral
local festivals. You can find sweof his offeings on You tube Pete Slater Poeir on

Facebook, under the samame



KamikazeCoffeeFly
by Chris Neilson

| visited my local garden centre
into the cake filled cafe | popped
bought a coffee anahuffin

both hands full they nearly drped

The server asked if | wanted a tray
told her | had enagh to carry

the drink spilled a wee bit

| wasrit as happy as Larry

Never know who that Larry is

but he must be bloody annoying
he makes a joke out of evémng
bound to become soul destroying

Anyway, | wander from my anecdote
from the tangent | will reeirn

to me sitting in the cafe garden
shelteringirom fair skin sunburn

| photographed my drink and treat
and posted it oinstagram



you see my life is bormpnand ad
| watch paint dry on a webcam

10 seconds later a fly diveombed
into my coffee, drownd and sank
clearly a winged hater of social madi
it went too far if it was a prank

| ate the muffin but ditched the drink
kamikaze coffee fly gave me thaubbk
to turn this mundane non event

to become a rhyming muse

About the Author

After dropping out bcollege, Chris Neilson embarked upon a working life of toil in a variety
of mostly spirit crushing employment, then accepted voluntary redundancy in 2012.

The Engish language has alwapsen hisacadent strong pint, but writing had been an
unexploredvell, so with his newound freedom he made the radical decision to evolve into a
part time postal worker and part time poet.

Chris states that he has nelaad anyformal creative writingraining His manly rhythmic,

lyrical material is organic and cexs 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

| never imagined my own deatWhy
would I? | was thirtysix years old. | had Imagine trying to solve

your own murder

years left, or so | thought. | changed my

Amanda Steel

mind about thatvhen | woke up in the

mogue. The dead bod body
laid out in front of me, mvided a good
indicationthat | no longeneeded to draw Cl hOSt

breath.My eyes were operand | could Of

almost imagine | was staring at myself. Ye M e
| struggled tdook away from the shell |
used to inhabit. My eyes wandered from my bruised face to the red mark neck, asf |
was punched and straedgl.

| closed my eyes. Mdbe his would be gonewhenlopahe t hem agalaugh |1 6d h
at the weird dream | hadbaut being beside myself in the morgue. A bmefmorypopped
into my head, handsigping my armsthenthe image faded opened my eye® ffind my
cor ps e genatlsongh.titseemed to buntng me forthinking | could make it nateal.

ADi d sy me&d otdh i asked noy deae s2If) only to receive no response. She just
laid still. Iwondered f al | dead peopledheyhadb&ea scarddicthe é we | |
| suppose.

| watched enougbrime shows to recognise the sigrisa murder| recaledthosesame
crime showsCopying what they did seemed like my best optidre first step was to
examinethe victim | took a deep breathjthough no air went ior aut of my body, but the
actionremainedhe samel twistedmy head from side to sidestretched my arms like
someongreparing foraboxing match or an intense workout sessiroght da It helped to
imagine | was looking foclues about what happehto afictitious character. If stopped to
dwell on the reality of my death, | might hgwaricked. It also helped to have recollection

of the circumstances leading up to asath. | remebered myfamily and Paul.
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i P a wHeaddnyself say. | felt avarmand familiar smile appearn ny face, the same
smilethat formed on my lips whewer | thought of him. faded a second latéNould | ever
see him again? Howauld he learnwvhere | waor whathappened to meé®&ould he be
upsé? Okay, that last quasin sesemed likea stupid one. He vgabound to b upset. |
i magi ned t héthesstiattuea tlioodn bwea si nr ever sed. Devast .
A small rumbling sound jolteche out of my thaghts.t ¢ o u | d notnéch. kleostany st
dondt get kedathegvallyas a slliver llifodar materialised out of the brickwork. |
took another glareeatmy body, only then did | become awaretlod slaskstarting at my
right breast and ending |ty stomach. Someone had cw; Ireallywas mureéred. | knew
wa s suictdald but even if | hadeend | ruled out the chancef being able ta@ut myself
open that muckvithout passing out before | finistie
The lift pinged and the doapened! walked ro more than ten steps, ordiopping to
glance back at my remamwhen | was standing next to thepen lift. My corpse looked much
further away than it should have been.
| dondt remember st ggelpinthedift. Some pedpke mightveat | f oL
chosen to stepackout, but the butins caught my attentiomstead of the usuaground
floor, first floor etc;one arrow pointed up and another pointed down. d them bothbut
nothing happened. Then | spotted a circle. It was langb| hesiteed before pressinig
| closed my eyess light flaoded the smll space. The doors clicked shtenjerked
forward, instead of moving up or down
Whenl looked againl wasstoodat the gates of my old primary school. | always believed
the gates oHeasen would resemble those gates. Theyenmg and golden lmostshinng in
the sunlightl was $orter. | could tell had shrunk in heighty how mueh closer to the
ground | was
i Ou cllelpéd in a much younger voice as someone pulled my hair amdfréan
realised | was around the agesefren again. | reembeedttes cene as | yel |l ed,
Chasing aftethe boy brought back memorieshaiw this endedl tried to get my legs to
stop running, but | had no control over my younger body while | chigesevetyearold
version of Paul atnd the playgroundMy mum arived to collect me, like #first time this
happened.
AWhy does Paul always dul my lhaagkeéd, despite rememberin
AMaybe he sheisuggestedy ou, 0
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i B o yes waerianndynaed.

fiSarahy o u 0 sneart. # ok me tweptfivey ear s t o f mgmumeked.hat out

Without warning my suroundings disitegratedthen reformed around mietemembered
thenewscene. It was the following dalyran up to Paubefore school starteahd handed
over hdf of my chocolate bar.

iAMymums ays you | bokaymé. | That d@s hleamforwardand i ke vy
kissed his cheek.

AUr gh, hagexctaisned! robbing at his entiseé as though it would sprediti. do n 6
like you,0 he yelled, then scried away A teacher fand me sobbing on the plyground
tarmac when | was suppostxdbe in class.

The pgayground evaporatednd | was in the lift again, moving backwards this time. The
door opened. | found myseltitside a morgue and at the right heigbain. The lift vanista
but the people walkingand diivng past di dndét react as though
unusualT h at 0 3 spettedehimheading towards me. If my heattll worked it would
have sped up.

A P goudried outasbwalkedawayrm t he molgue. HAPaul

This was the Paul of the praegeday. As | caught up with him in the nearby carpark,
noticed he lookedred and his eyes were rébdm crying | found myself hopinghose tears
were over me

APl eas e, ooulhavbte ip@ktasee nieratleastsasethat | 6 m here. 0 A
yeas tgether shouldhean we sharea connectionwhichwould tell him | was still around.
How could he not sense me? | reached out to touch his arm, my hand gasgigbwithout
somuchasshuddersrm hi m. Ifviispeeh s e, 0

A H ihe gaid, although sounded more lika sigh and he didn't sound happy or surprised.

AOh, t h dgakpedGrotdcaring about ek of enthusiasm. 6d s nap at him
For the moment,tiwas enougtior me thatherealised was stillwith him. | knew we had a
strong wnnection. There was noreasonheshl d ndt pi c kstilllhgngingn my spir
around.

Al s s hel ihnesa rdde ?myicemom behiedrme.s

It struck me Paul wadalking to heynot me. | wated to cry, except iurnedout |

couldn't do that aymore either.
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Walkabout
by Howard Brown

The cat stands pawing at the back door,
ready for his morning walkabou&oing on
fifteen, his body in retreat, yet hisown
mind still very much a kitte. And, at length,
| succunb to his plea.

Greeneyes 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 drivewa

Slowly, he makes his way down ttave,
seemingly unaware dfis own decrepitude
before tuning and abruptly vanishing into
a bed of Lantana and Asters.

Eventually he emerges on the far side of this
profusion ofcolour, moving across theua, then
pausing, sniffing, tail shakingildly as he covers
the mesage of somaight-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, btuafter an initial burst of entlsiasm, lies
down, in no app&nt discomfort, butdoking up

coylyasiftosaygi ve me a minut e,

br o,

be

f

ne.



