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Vines, in which she is the
earth

nothing keeps your
spine numb, cold
nothing dissolves you
like this dance, this
turning you to foam

to mist

to drowned roots
plant them deep and they
will grow

like
vines.

Betty Stanton
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Drowned, in which she is the

SRy

you were drowning
when the sky found you,
corrupted & hungry
& breathing you like air,

an aching moment

for starved lungs,
when you sink

the sky crushes your shadow
behind you.

Betty Stanton
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Oviparous Ominous

I gave birth
to an egg
that refused
to incubate
inside of

me,

hatching
to reveal
my mother

Colin Dardis
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hollowed-out greeting

feeding the hungry beast
that can never be
satisfied
finally
i recognise you
the empty room
a speckled ghost
in the mirror
waving back

(....) do us part

Jane Ayres
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Don't Melt

Ice shard in cardboard
Don’t melt.

Sleep, the winds hiss.
Go back to empty boxes.
There was never a baby.
Go back to sleep.

But the box is not empty.
The wind tells lies.

A.J. Van Belle
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Staircase

Ornate flooring and wooden steps
Are valued on confidence alone

And she walked with a heavy foot

Amy Gillies



