


Welcome to our ‘Missed Connections & Fleeting Moments’ issue of OpenDoor Poetry Magazine! If there is one 
thing that we all have in common – it’s those pieces of time. Those moments that we will always remember 
with “what if” or that we wish would last forever. Life as we know it, is a series of those moments… strung 
together into memories. In this issue – we ask people to explore those moments in prose and rhyme. We can’t 
wait for you to join us in reading the pages that follow! 

We are also thrilled to announce that we are close to putting out our first anthology! We have received so 
many requests to have a print version of our magazine, but it’s just not currently financially viable to do –while 
still maintaining our goal of keeping our magazine free for subscribers and submissions – and opening it for all. 
We still wanted to provide the option to see these amazing words in print though! So we will be releasing an 
anthology each quarter that will include articles, poems, features, etc. – from the magazine in that quarter. We 
will strive to make this as affordable as possible for you – while being able to use any proceeds to help us cover 
our ongoing operating and effort costs. Watch for our first anthology coming up for sale in February!

Thank you for continuing to share our magazine with your friends and family and allowing our audience to 
keep growing. We are now shared across 6 Continents and with almost 300 subscribers!

- Mel & Kassie

All entries to this magazine are 
owned by the individual writer 

and any requests to use outside 
of OpenDoorPoetryMagazine will 

need to be approved by the 
original poet/author
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What Is Love?
KASSIE J RUNYAN

What Is Love? A timeless question. And one with no clear answer. 
Because love is not a thing easily defined. We can argue the 
meaning of our love or what we believe falls into that category, but 
doesn’t that defeat the purpose? Love should be simple… and it 
can last a second, a week, a year, or a lifetime. 

To me, love takes many forms. Many paths. Love is the touch on 
your hand from a friend when you need comfort. It is the joy you 
feel in reading the last page of a wonderful book. Watching a child 
that you adore as they fall asleep in your arms. Cooking a meal that 
you crave. The shivers down your spine when your partner runs 
their fingers over your skin. A conversation and connection with a 
stranger who is becoming a friend. The excitement to start a zoom 
call and see the faces of those you miss. A long hug. A mother 
combing her daughter’s hair in the morning. A memory of a 
grandparent who is long gone. A lazy day laying under the hot sun. 
The smell of a gas-powered mower and fresh cut grass. The warm 
bed on a cold day. Reading poetry written by friends and strangers. 
Dancing in the living room to a worn record spinning in circles. 
Finding just the right gift for someone. A father being proud of their 
child. Seeing thanks in the eyes of a man on the street when you 
give him your gloves or umbrella. The wag of a tail when you make 
eye contact with a new dog on the street, and they can barely 
contain their excitement of just being pet. A back scratch with the 
manicured nails of a grandmother. New paint. A clean house. A 
doctor visit with only good news. A roaring fireplace. The 
excitement of a furry friend when they know that you are home for 
the day. A hot coffee on a cold day. Exploring someplace new. 
Warming your cold feet on their hot ones under the covers. 
Breathing in the scent of an old sweater bought a generation 
before you. Fresh rain in a dry season. My list of what love means to 
me could go on for pages. Love fills my life in slight and enormous 
ways. 

But there are days that feel long and worn out. The monotony of 
the pandemic we are currently in with an unknown end in sight. It 
makes it easy to forget the love that we swim in. Rather feeling like 
we are drowning in the unknown, loneliness, and congested life. 
This is a perfect time to stop. Stop reading this magazine for a 
moment. Stop being annoyed with the kids, or pets, or noise 
outside. Take a deep breath in and blow it out. And think through 
the past day… week… month… year – on what forms of love have 
you experienced. Embrace those. Look around you at what love 
surrounds you right now. Embrace it. Moving forward, take time to 
stop. Remember and feel and hold the moments close as you focus 
on what is important… what is your love?



February Theme: 
Missed Connections 
& Fleeting Moments
MULTIPLE AUTHORS 

LOST CONNECTION
R.A. Whelan
United States
https://www.facebook.com/groups/129527070387083
0

Travelers have different freedoms.
Conversations can be more truthful perhaps.
Some ones you meet may be no ones;
Or will likely never be some ones again.

Words shared are the scripts of an adventure;
Without burden, for there is no need to carry on.

It began as notable things often do
With simple serendipity.
A misread ticket held by an adamant pilgrim,
Who, by occupying your place,
Had you fill the empty space beside me.

And so we embarked…
A journey once measured in months
Today would be measured in hours.
Yet still would cover a lifetime.

Above the clouds we talked
As if we were observing angels
Considering events tethered to the earth;
The turmoil of family,

The transience of lovers,
The various expectations of men and women,
The measured treasure of attachment,
Deciding when to stay and when to go.
Devoid of pretense
Without agendas
Free of the need to gain
Or the fear of loss.

And then we touched down.

Walking down the hallway towards the exit
Your hand on my sleeve was not quite a surprise
As you pulled me closer toward you.

No one noticed
A lingering embrace,
A loving caress,
A gentle kiss

Airports are full of encounters.
They are temples to the constant emotions
Of hellos and goodbyes.

Words were no longer necessary.
You turned to reclaim your baggage
And I left to find a connection.
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TINY DANCER
Matt Cummings
United States
https://www.trappedpoet.wordpress.com
https://www.facebook.com/trappedpoet

Tiny dancer, alone in the hourglass
Dancing away in lonely eternity
The stains of time
Hungry frame, beautiful face
Tiny dancer, hear me
You are mine, you are my world
There’s nothing else like you
Tiny dancer, dancing on the sands
Until you are full of sands
Tiny dancer, hold me
I want to embrace your heart
Tiny dancer, grinding gears
In my heart
Dancing in my mind
Always will be mine
Heart of sands

ONE FLAMINGO AND TWO MONKEYS
Mike Ball
United States
https://www.facebook.com/harrumph
https://twitter.com/whirred

I do not believe in golf, slow-speed
walking polo. My fellow writers 
and sales types did—weathered folk 
in blousy kit lying and swearing.

Instead, my fans stand and squat 
on the Dorals pool apron. I am odd 
enough so early two monkeys and 
a flamingo see me as the wild one.

Something is intimate and sensual
being wet and approximately naked
in a large pool with no other human.
Wildlife mutely shared the moment.

I swam daily during our magazine’s
stay, and was sunny TV for beasts…
brown monkeys and pink waterfowl.
What will they watch after I check out?
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UNSAID WORDS FROM THE RECENTLY PASSED ON
Colin Butcher
United Kingdom

Know only this, that, though I lie in another place now, I will always be yours.
Know that I love you, you are my forever.
You were my world, I will miss your laugh, your love, your very being.
I will miss our walks , our talks, our outings, our holidays . Know only that I love you, forever.

Too late now to tell you the things you mean to me, words left unsaid, worlds left unseen.
The now is all you have, the past is all I am, but not what I crave. What would I do for just one more 
day, to say all the things I left unsaid; the things running round my head.
You were my perfection, my goddess, my love. Too late, too late for me; my love.

We had it all, we had that perfect life, that love that was more than physical, more than spiritual, the 
golden days, the olden days.
Making memories, making love, making time stand still. You will always be mine, I am always yours.

Goodbye sweet one, until we meet again in the long hereafter, souls lost and found.

But know only this: know that I always loved you…
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DON’T WANT TO GO BACK TO 
DOING THAT AGAIN
Linda Crate
United States
https://www.facebook.com/Linda-M-Crate-
129813357119547/
https://twitter.com/thysilverdoe
https://www.Instagram.com/authorlindamcrate/

used to blame all my
missed connections
on myself,
but sometimes things
just don't work out
no matter how much you
wish they did;
and sometimes people
who promise forever
are incapable of giving
you that—
but i wish people didn't
promise you forever or always
if they didn't at the very least
attempt to keep their promise,
wish people didn't say they loved me
just to keep me in places
i didn't belong;
all i know is that am uncertain
of myself sometimes
i don't need to be doubted by people
who are supposed to be there for me
but decide one way or another
they won't be—
i used to hate myself,
don't want to go back to doing that again
not when i've finally learned to love myself
sometimes.

HIS AND HERS
Lorelei Bacht
Thailand
https://www.instagram.com/the.cheated.wife.writes/
https://www.instagram.com/the.cheated.wife/

The other side of the bed is where it’s at; 
Though precisely what “it” is, 
I could not tell you now. 

Hard to believe I used to get 
Free tickets. The party would roll over to me 
and lick my hand like a puppy. 
Only in retrospect does the enormity 
Of its devotion strike me. 

There was no wrong or right or left, 
Or side to take. No argument. 
There was not even such a thing 
As a side of the bed. But then... 

The boyfriend, the new boyfriend, 
The first husband, the next husband -
One by one, they all fell back 
Into a limp sort of indifference. 

My fault, for letting you 
Convince me to give it
Another chance. 
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LIFE IN DOG YEARS
Nicoletta Soulia
United States
https://www.instagram.com/NicoletteSoulia/
https://twitter.com/NicoletteSoulia
https://www.tiktok.com/@nicolettesoulia?lang=en

Today is your birthday -
but your concept of time is so different from mine.
Clocks are not a thing of value in your life when
the way you experience time is by how long its
fragrance lingers on your nose.
You could give a fuck about birthdays.
There is no scent that throbs on the annual,
that leaves happiness engraved on your brain
the way that seeing me come out of the bedroom
wearing a pair of compression leggings and
a racerback tank top does.
I have no way to tell you why birthdays should feel different,
why you should feel special,
why the only things that you should smell in the breeze
are joy and curiosity at life’s ability to keep you alive,
pride in your beauty,
and the blanket of love that I wrap you in
just so you never feel cold.
I silently pray for you to never get old
just so I don’t have to mourn you before you die
and watch you waste away like I have done before.
Today is your birthday -
it smells no different to you,
but for me,
today is a countdown.

CIGARETTE SMOKE AND SWEET TEA
Kassie Runyan
United States
https://www.KassieJRunyan.com

He sits. 
Rocking in his chair 
as he takes a long drag 
from his unfiltered cigarette. 
His overalls worn at the knee 
and patched at least once. 
He breaths out 
and the smoke billows around him 
framing his sun kissed face. 
His long fingers tap 
the arm of the chair 
almost impatiently 
as it rocks back and forth. 
The smoke still sitting 
heavily in the air. 
He reaches for the plastic glass; 
wet and cold on the outside. 
A contradiction to the hot day. 
He lifts it, taking a long drink 
of his sweetened tea 
savoring the moment 
before looking right at me. 
Blue eyes meeting my green ones 
just as a grin breaks his face 
crinkling at the lines from the years 
and all is right in this summer day. 
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OVERLOAD
Hannah-Marie Fisher
United Kingdom
https://www.instagram.com/hann_artpoetry/
https://www.facebook.com/Hannartpoetry/

She tells me how to breathe with angelic undertones, whispers her calm like an incessant drone,
I don't want to sleep I might miss something -
What if I miss something?
Focus and reload 
refresh the page 
Adjust the lights I'm coming on stage
The applause almost deafening as I enter
Eyes squint and nothings familiar
My clothes feel heavy and I start to scratch 
Voice over- BOOM!
Pieces of me scattered
Shattered and my body battered 
People brush past and my skin is on fire 
A thousand needles stabbing
I climb higher 
Faster amd stronger
I fight harder to leave 
Furious at myself for not helping me
And furious at me for not helping myself
Hold my breath for 4 seconds
apparently it helps
I'm not sure how or why or even when but I know in 4 seconds I'll do it again-
to try to bring myself back into the room
In an attempt to float above the doom
Zoom around 
Boom!
Watch me fly
There's no stopping me now-
BOOM!
I'm locked in this room and the walls are starting to get a little closer and my heart will start to beat a little 
faster and my bed sheets start to feel a little tighter and my body will start to feel a little lighter-
I'll levitate towards the ceiling
Count to 4 to induce the dreaming 
Hold my breath to reduce the screaming 
Hold on
Always believing 
I'm a fighter and I'm still fighting. 
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MORNING
Morgan Fechter
United States
https://www.Instagram.com/lovelylonelythings

Honey, how viscous you are
Behind fluttering lids
A slow balloon brings you up to meet me
Then sinks again to ribs
You shiver, delicate in repose
A petal, a dragonfly’s wing on the breeze
Your bones heavy, breath light
Soft harbor parted, as for a kiss
Is it my lips on which you wait?
Do you suffer in dreams?
Do you blossom?
Your cheeks do not yield as you lie
And I simmer in your silence
In awe, at ease
Waiting for you to wake

TRIAL RUN
Kathy Jo Bryant
United States

I don't mean to be nosey,
But I brought you a posey,

Maybe we can get cozy,
Out here on the swing!

And then I might mention,
Just to get your attention,

It is my intention,
A love song to sing!

My heart is on fire,
And full of desire,

May the angelic choir,
My message convey!

Words are just much too feeble,
So Darling be agreeable,

In the future unforeseeable,
To LOVE me always!

https://www.instagram.com/lovelylonelythings
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HER
Gabriel Angrand
United States
https://www.instagram.com/avgpoetry/

I entered her dreams
And just as her eyelids fell
I arrested her

She did not resist though
Instead she rested her head on my chest
And I wondered if she could hear
the war within me

I wondered if she could feel the violence
Lingering on my fingertips like the lash marks
I will never truly heal from
I wished she would not mistake my grip
for the safety I desperately desire
I wondered if she falsely accused me
of falling hard for her
as if being with me would be that easy

I can’t clearly express how much I wish I was her reality
Because I am constantly torn by the beast I used to be
And so I fight

I fight my urge to turn this dream into a nightmare
I fight to put my past to death and somewhere
Deep inside
I feel she is the freedom I seek

I let the sun come up
And I leave her to her imagination
Because I would rather be the man of her dreams
Than be her living nightmare

THREAD
Kim Denning-Knapp
United States
https://www.linkedin.com/in/kim-denning-knapp-
267853bb/
https://www.instagram.com/kimbiedk/
https://twitter.com/KimDenningKnapp

Thread of silk,
filament pulled or shed
in fervor
in brush with shadowed canvas

Fluttering
across landscape of valley, hill,
microscopic softness
hovering between light
and audacity

Blending
in full composure,
an impressionist’s caress
on a picture of
luster

Gliding,
a loose dance
crossing boundaries
emulsifying
into masterpiece

I dare to reach
as do you
fingers short of touch,
while a silken thread slips between
your stillness
and what is mine

https://www.instagram.com/avgpoetry/
https://www.linkedin.com/in/kim-denning-knapp-267853bb/
https://www.instagram.com/kimbiedk/
https://twitter.com/KimDenningKnapp
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RIP BISCUIT
Pankhuri Sinha
India
https://www.facebook.com/pankhuri.sinha.56

RIP Biscuit, you will always be alive in my heart!
The first puppy I ever adopted!
Rather, the baby of the first puppy I ever adopted!
Your mother was slightly bigger than a pup
When she first came in my life!
Found her sitting on my steps and made friends!
Her brother followed and the rest is a story!
He loved bread, and I am sure
Your mum did too, and despite my assurance
N my efforts to feed the two, took her bread, beat her 
good
Drove her out, she found refuge in the neighbourhood!
Wasn’t too long after, my own mum says
She saw the cutest ever puppies around!
N one of them was you! I named you Biscuit!
My companion with tea, am almost a caffeine addict!
I tried to keep you in, more than once, but you insisted
Demanded to go out! I kept two of your seven litters
N tried my best with the others, some disappeared
One was hunted! Dear Biscuit departed, my heart breaks in 
two
At the dangers of this outside world! N this time round
With you so beautifully pregnant, so heavily pregnant
I wanted to lock you in, but please know, do understand
My limits, my love, my dear mum’s moods and whims
Her anger at so many dogs! Puppy cries! Wild shrieks!
The endless mess! You stepped out, you sneaked out
But believe me, Biscuit, my loveliest
I missed it all, the tiny borns! The first crawl
The eye opening, the velvet touch! I looked for you
Sent for you, messengers, envoys, you finally came
We followed you, you refused to share
The destination dear, of dearest kids, mine and yours!

Beloved Biscuit! You had plans! You tried!
But the second pregnancy of your adolescence
The brutal cold! Our distance! I would have fed you well
N the babies! Will get to them one day with you!
So I thought! Till the other day you walked in injured
Shaking! Leg hurting, spine broken
Took us both a while to comprehend
You howled in pain, the vet was called, all in vain!
The morning was very sad! Unbearably cruel!
What a beautiful face you had
How approaching death distorted it!
An Iota of breath remained in your bellies
And the candle was out!
Looked like you bled and you froze to death!
What a travesty! Ugly tragedy! Missed opportunity!
Missed connection between the two of us!
And the rest of this world, which can’t even drive safe!
When I had been talking of video recording your delivery
When my garden was going to come alive
With new born songs, antics, new dawn
We were assigned to bury you!
Drowning grief! Made me forget my own broken life
After two days of frantic search, nearing a fight
Found two alive, beauties made by you, some respite!
Rest at ease, my lovely Biscuit, I watch them very closely
Like comfort in pain, peace in trouble
But darling Biscuit! Why should it take
Just loners like me to wake up and cry?
When will the world around, awake already
Arise, realize, development’s needed?
N will it mean, just more human control?
Injected births? Lab lives?

https://www.facebook.com/pankhuri.sinha.56
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IN LOVING MEMORY OF MY HEART
Violetta Babirye
Uganda
https://www.instagram.com/violettaeditorial/
https://www.facebook.com/violetta.bsekulovic.3
https://twitter.com/ViolettaEditor1

My life was once a twinkle.
Once shone, but now a wrinkle.
It's all lost, gone forever; a crinkle.

Once I was surrounded by a ray.
Bright and jolly, that it made my day.
We laughed, we danced, we swayed, ay.

I now suddenly feel like trash.
Everything is history; all ended in a flash.
He left, burying a heart I once knew in fine ash.

To think that there was once a love that shined
In the crevices of this broken heart that got mined;
It's a dream. A nightmare. One that will not be 
purified.

THE SILENCE OF THE BEFORE
Genevieve Ray
United Kingdom
https://www.facebook.com/GenevieveRayPoet/

I wait;
in the empty.
The days of plenty,
before I embark,
on something new.

I wait;
anticipation growing.
From wanton shores,
of listless hoping.
Burdened by a thought.

I wait;
unaware of the pleasures.
Those stalwart treasures,
borne from seconds of leisure.
A moment in space, to breathe.

I wait;
realisation arriving.
Opportunity divided,
guided by patience,
taking time to prepare.

I have waited,
utilising tranquility.
Meditation comes more easily.
Readiness for the storm.
In the gentle silence of the before.

https://www.instagram.com/violettaeditorial/
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DOORMAT
Shane Schick
Canada
https://shaneschick.com/poetry/
https://twitter.com/shaneschick

If ever I bothered to pick it up and beat it,
a lot more than dust would come off:

Past particles and memory debris
from when someone knocked and
asked us to donate money to a charity,
or a real estate agent suggesting
we should sell the house and leave.

There were in-laws and friends
holding wine or a salad,
politicians who hoped to persuade,
and last kisses before we came in
to bid whoever babysat goodnight.

A single rectangle becomes the spot
where everyone unknowingly poses
for pictures that don’t get taken;
four corners that contain everything
both invited and unwelcome.

Most people standing here probably
focused on the door and what would
happen once it was answered, opened.
Look down, though, and you’ll discover
this forgotten islet of the porch, where

you’ve managed to maroon yourself
for at least a few seconds, an escapee
from loneliness, doubt, indecision
and other thresholds you never even
realized you had already crossed.
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DOUSED BY DESIRE
Ms Abby Kay
Trinidad and Tobago
https://msabbykay.com/

I fell in love with water
But I was a burning ember 
Begging for the cool touch 
Knowing it would diminish me
Knowing that one full embrace could end me
Forever 

I gave, willingly, my warmth 
To expand and lift you higher 
I provided the heat 
Even from afar 
But in my yearning for us to merge, 
My passion with your calm, 
Darkness threatening to descend

You begged to stay away 
I begged to have you near 
You knew that we weren't meant to be 
But were seduced by my energy 

Douse me, 
I begged 
My flames raging 
Burning away your will to abjure 

Your geyser erupted 
The long sustaining hiss, announcing my demise 
Into the air and away you rise 
Taking all of me with you 

Soon, the memory of my warmth fades away 
And you return to your natural state 
Never again shall I experience 
Time or place 
All because, I fell in love with water 
And craved its embrace 

https://shaneschick.com/poetry/
https://twitter.com/shaneschick
https://msabbykay.com/
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ALTERNATE SOULMATES
Tara Mandarano
Canada
https://www.instagram.com/taramandarano/
https://twitter.com/taramandarano

He's strong black coffee –
all scruffy face, shaggy hair,
his artist hands carelessly
cupping a double-double

He’s got to be pushing forty,
wearing an old man’s cap,
but his neon-green t-shirt
says HI,
so she returns his smile,
and they awkwardly turn sideways
to shake hands
underground

She's a skinny vanilla latte –
all rust scarf, worn-in leather boots,
her coral-stained lips chewing
on her stir stick

She doesn’t look a day
older than thirty-five,
and her eyes are alive,
so he takes off his cap,
his laboured drawings suddenly
forgotten in his lap

Strangers on the subway,
their thighs and thoughts
brush up against each other
between the short ride from
Sheppard to York Mills station

She is wondering,
what if I wasn’t wearing my ring?
while he is busy saving her face for later,
when he is alone with his pencil
and the next available blank page

Bookends with no books
between them,

they lean toward each other
as the train takes another bend

Bloor is the end of their line,
but she grins secretly
all the way to the platform,
content to never see him again

Alone, he picks up his discarded pencil,
her memory already poised
above the page

He has all the way to Downsviews station to get her 
right.

https://www.instagram.com/taramandarano/
https://twitter.com/taramandarano
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MAGAZINE
Viva O’Flynn
United Kingdom
https://lovevivacakesandcrafts.blogspot.com/

Every page a whimsical fantasy 
Words and phrases come alive freely 
An orchestra’s crescendo escalates in one’s mind 
Becoming a magical dream never to be left behind 
Colorful sceneries and thoughts so fanciful 
Present life so vivid true and meaningful 
A field of flowers being kissed by the sun 
Moonlight in the stream, the light of dawn 
Memories of moments with family and friends 
Cherishing relationships that never ends 
Sharing laughs, hugs, smiles 
Love traveling through miles
With every line and verse 
Aching wounds it will nurse 
Bringing light to someone’s darkness 
Inspiring with a mag of kindness

ONE DAY SOON!
Melanie Haagman – Girl On The Edge Poetry
England
https://www.Facebook.com/GirlOnTheEdge90
https://www.Instagram.com/GirlOnTheEdge90

The days, they’ve been tainted, 
In fact they’ve been a fight, 
And for so many people 
It’s been hard to find the light.

Waves of emotion take over, Like an unexpected 
tide, 
It’s hard to run away, 
When you have to stay inside. 

So mentally we struggle on, Using strength 
reserved inside,
We can’t view ourselves as
singular, 
In something that’s worldwide.

Though everything is relative,
We must give ourselves a break,
Allow ourselves to let it out, 
We have the right to ache. 

One day we’ll speak historically,
A distant memory this will be,
So keep doing what you’re doing, 
And soon we’ll all be free…

https://lovevivacakesandcrafts.blogspot.com/
http://facebook.com/GirlOnTheEdge90
http://instagram.com/GirlOnTheEdge90


18 OpenDoorPoetryMagazine | January 2021



DARREN
J BEANEY

https://www.facebook.com/darrenj.b
eaney

https://djbeaney.wordpress.com/

https://www.youtube.com/user/MrBe
aneyboy/videos

Author Feature

Darren J Beaney has an MA in Creative Writing from 
the University of Brighton. He is part of a collective 
that host a bi-monthly spoken word night in Brighton 
- Flight of the Dragonfly (on Zoom during Lockdown 
and the COVID-19 restrictions).  He is a 
hopeless/useless romantic! He cuts his own 
hair. He enjoys music, predominantly punk rock, 
but a lot of other sounds as well, his favourite bands 
are Eastfield and Citizen Fish. He likes a good lyric 
and a rockin' raucous gig! His favourite author is 
Orwell. He has developed a thing for Greek 
mythology! He loves Marmite and appreciates a 
good pint of craft IPA. He lives in sunny East Preston 
on the West Sussex coast, with his lovely family, their 
rescue cats - Annie and Eddie, rescue dog Woody and 
Hamirez the hamster. He has had poems published 
by The Hedgehog Poetry Press, Indigo Dreams 
Publishing, Parthian Books, Dempsey & Windle, 
Poetry NI, The Four Parts Press and The Angry 
Manifesto. He has had highly commended poems in 
the 2019 PENfro Book Festival Poetry Competition 
and in the 2020 Brian Dempsey Memorial 
Competition. He was shortlisted as a finalist for the 
Write Bloody UK 2020 full collection competition. His 
debut pamphlet Honey Dew (a collection of 21 love 
poems) was published by The Hedgehog Poetry 
Press in December 2020.

20 OpenDoor Magazine® | February 2021

https://www.facebook.com/darrenj.beaney
https://djbeaney.wordpress.com/
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Honey dew – an anthology of 
true expression

A 21 poem pamphlet – published 
December 2020 

by The Hedgehog Poetry Press.

https://djbeaney.wordpress.com/
honey-dew/

DARREN BEANEY – AUTHOR FEATURE

SURFIN’ GIRL
The blue haired girl once surfed through the park,
secure in her fashion. Floodlit eyes
shining on improbable catwalks,
parading her tone. Inflating the hearts
of those she invited to climb on her board.

Rinsing aqua to blond, nothing dumb
in that, her glow radiated
like polished platinum, leaving
an iridescent trail so precious
that he followed adventurous,
trekking. His quest to collect all her smiles.

Then au natural, stunning brunette
radiant like her eyes that sparkled
brighter with each tide. Rousing, she added
to the understanding of many, multiplying
knowledge, explained the value of π,
leaving memories that cannot be taken away.

Now with a few hairs of grey she leads
as a mother. Inspiring! Her love
is uncomplicated with no rules
and she cares. Her love is like oceans,
her affection forever gently lapping against our shores.

In years still to come she may be white
like teachers’ chalk. She may change colour
again to mask the signs of passing years.
But she will never disguise what is inside,
she will always ride the waves like
the blue haired girl.
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DARREN BEANEY – AUTHOR FEATURE

FIRST DATE MERRY-GO-ROUND

The past woke from a rotating slumber

and the world heard it ask to be forgotten.

He speaks a language heard at punk rock recitals, reserved for eccentrics

and absent academics. He sports an illiterate haircut, dressing

as if old clothes are the sum of a fresh imponderable equation.

She beams all halo, winking at him with a blinding devilish twinkle.

She glides, alluring, captivating - kicking arse in daring dancing boots.

The buzz took over ways of walking, tales of talking

sights for seeing, the tune of thinking.

The mares and stallions eventually gallop

into a mix of golden embers - part dozing sun,

a bit waking moon. The enticing shingle has cast its songs and poems.

Another match made, a very real adventure set to begin.

And he knows what comes next.

If he tells her, will she agree?
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BRITTANY
BENKO

https://www.bookbub.com/profile/bri
ttany-benko

https://twitter.com/BenkoBrittany

https://www.instagram.com/poeticpo
etry.bnb/

https://www.facebook.com/bnbenko

Author Feature

Brittany Benko is a special needs mother 
and a law enforcement wife. She enjoys 
walks on the beach, reading, and 
spending time with her family. Brittany 
has had two poems featured in the 
Autism Parenting Magazine and one 
poem in the OpenDoor Poetry Magazine. 
She is currently working on a children's 
picture book about autism spectrum 
disorder and adding to her poetry 
collection.

Q: How Did you start writing poetry?
A: I started writing poetry when I was 
fourteen years old. It was for an English 
assignment at school. I kept journals 
throughout my life that held mostly 
thoughts and poems. In 2019 I decided to 
create a poetry blogging website that 
contains poetry I write for adults and 
children.

Q: Who is your favorite poet?
A: My favorite poet is Edgar Allen Poe 
and Sara Teasdale. Both are excellent 
classic poets whose writings stand out 
with a dramatic quality. Both depict raw 
emotions the reader can feel intently.
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BRITTANY BENKO – AUTHOR FEATURE

UNDER THE MOON
Can you feel the evening bloom?
I feel it when we're under the moon
Cool, brisk winds that hit my face
Blowing my hair wildly in place
Maybe I'll catch a falling star
While you sit and puff on your cigar
I'll sing a graceful, elegant tune
As you hold me under the moon
Dancing fireflies buzz at night
Affecting us with pure delight
Crickets chirp while frogs sing songs
This paradise is where we belong
Think of me this afternoon
Holding hands under the moon

FEELINGS ARISE
Callused hands
Hazel eyes
When I’m with you, feelings arise
Your lips on my skin gives sensations and flutters
The taste of your lips are unlike any other
Cuddled with you gazing at the stars
Looking through a telescope observing Mars
Candlelight, wine, and kisses on my breast
Our bodies become tangled and make me feel compressed
Love notes kept in a journal
Promising each other our loyalties are eternal
Small, sweet gestures you give to me
Makes realize we’re meant to be
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Poetic Poetry is a poetry collection that 
speaks to the soul about everyday life. 

In this collection, you'll find rhyming and 
contemporary pieces. Painting a picture 
with words, readers will enter the world 

of beaches in the Carolinas, the Blue 
Ridge Mountains, seasons, love, faith, 
flowers, the pandemic, the passion of 

motherhood, experiences with an 
autistic child, and much more. 

https://www.amazon.com/Poetic-
Poetry-Short-Collection-

Poems/dp/B08M8DBNG1/ref=sr_1_3?crid
=1FFHZQVF10YG9&dchild=1&keywords=
poetic+poetry&qid=1608741409&sprefi

x=poetic+po%2Caps%2C169&sr=8-3



LOVE TODAY
Love today

Love tomorrow

Love your brethren while in sorrow

Feel the love up your sleeve

Tell yourself that as you grieve

Many folks have guarded walls

Protecting their hearts as they crawl

Love is not meant to be feared

Fondness should be adhered

Loving your neighbor as yourself

Should come first before anything else

Living in a fast-paced world makes men selfish and vain

Making mankind turn their heads when someone yells 

out in pain

Let love and faithfulness never leave you

Let the wisdom from the Bible inspire your views

Be completely humble and gentle

Find a hobby that helps you become sentimental

Can a mother forget a baby at her breast and have no 

compassion for the child she has birthed?

Are human beings losing humanity because of an early 

curse?

I tell you, wipe away your tears and forget the past!

Focus on the here and now

Strive to surpass

Love your neighbor

Love yourself

Love the universe like nothing else

If we absorb the energy of love

We’ll feel the greatness from high above

BRITTANY BENKO – AUTHOR FEATURE

I LOVE THE WAY

I love the way you say my name

Eager and yearning in a passionate way

I love the way you stroke my hair

Gliding your fingers with caress and care

You speed up my heartbeat and I forget to breathe

The feel of your hands sends a sensation over me

When you kiss me, I see stars

Making heaven seem close rather than far

You give me hope when you are near

A circle of light has entered my life this year

A new beginning

A new path

You are the spark that opens my heart

For that, I am truly glad
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ELLEN
BIRKETT MORRIS

Ellen Birkett Morris is the author of 
Surrender, a poetry chapbook, and Lost Girls, 
a short story collection. Her poetry has 
appeared in The Clackamas Literary Review, 
Juked, Gastronomica, and Inscape, among 
other journals. Morris won top prize in the 
2008 Binnacle Ultra-Short Edition and was a 
finalist for the 2019 and 2020 Rita Dove 
Poetry Prize.

Author Feature
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Excerpt from Lost Girls:

When I was eighteen, thirteen-year-old Dana 
Lampton disappeared from the strip mall across 
from her family’s apartment. My mind should have 
been on other things—guys, college, getting past 
ID checker at the door of the club—but Dana’s 
disappearance captured my attention. We lived in 
the same neighborhood, and the nearness of the 
crime creeped me out. 

As a kid, even before Dana disappeared, I was sure 
that I would be the girl that was taken. I was 
always on edge, waiting for the next 
catastrophe—the next fight, my dad moving out, 
my world collapsing around me as my mother cried 
day after day. 

With me gone, those “Don’t tell your father” 
shopping trips wouldn’t have happened. My dad 
wouldn’t have anyone to complain to about my 
mom either— her “stupidity”, her “tackiness.” 

Not that anyone would notice if I was gone. My 
parents were so busy fighting that a change of 
scenery would have been appealing, at times. Why 
not abduction? The kidnapping of Patty Hearst 
made the possibility seem even more real to me. 
Forget the fact that my family had trouble putting 
together enough money to take a family vacation 
or buy a new car—much less raise a pile of ransom 
money. After Patty was taken, any middle-aged 
man walking down my street with his hands in his 
pockets was cause for alarm. 

ELLEN BIRKETT MORRIS – AUTHOR FEATURE
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Lost Girls explores the experiences of 
women and girls as they grieve, find love, 
face uncertainty, take a stand, find their 
future, and say goodbye to the past. A 

young woman creates a ritual to 
celebrate the life of a kidnapped girl, an 

unmarried woman wanders into a breast 
feeder's support group and stays, a 
grieving mother finds solace in an 

unlikely place, a young girl discovers 
more than she bargained for when she 

spies on her neighbors. Though they may 
seem lost, each finds their center as they 
confront the challenges and expectations 

of womanhood.

https://bookshop.org/books/lost-girls-
short-stories/9781952816017

https://bookshop.org/books/lost-girls-short-stories/9781952816017


I almost freaked when my new friend’s hippie dad pulled up to the yard where we were playing 
and yelled for us to get into the van. Images of child slavery rolled through my head. I’d be kept 
in some commune, forced to mix batches of granola and make homemade yogurt day and 
night. 

I even dreamed about being kidnapped. My captor bore a striking resemblance to the 70s 
television character Archie Bunker. In the dream, his mother, a kindly gray-haired lady, offered 
me cake. I woke up in a cold sweat, convinced I had tasted the icing. 

As time passed, I realized that I was just too old to be kidnapped anymore. Dana had taken my 
place. When she came up missing, the FBI combed every inch of the nearby field. The local 
paper ran her picture once a week for the first year. When I saw her parents on the television, 
arm in arm, united in their grief, I had a flash of envy. My parents had divorced four years 
before, wrapped up in their own lives. 

While I tried to figure out high school and how keep my grades up on my own, my parents 
requested my presence for drunken, midnight weeping sessions and second marriages. I always 
showed up. 

Years went by, and still there was no sign of Dana. How does somebody just vanish? In my 
imagination, I see her getting older, locked in at night, moving from apartment to apartment. 
Somebody’s prize. 

And me, on the outside, following my usual routine. School, dates, graduation, college, first job. 
Sometimes I feel like I’m living for the both of us. I stop and look around, noticing my freedom, 
the feeling of the sun on my face, my ability to hop in my car and go wherever I want. 

Why Dana? I could only guess it was an accident of timing. Who knows how often we cruise the 
aisles of the grocery store next to a sex offender or drive away from the convenience store as a 
robber pulls into the lot? 

Is it fate? Karma? There are no free rides; that’s for sure. All we can do is watch our backs and 
hope for the best. I can’t seem to forget her. Each birthday, I do a quick calculation comparing 
her would-be age to my own. Every few years, I come here and leave something for Dana—
tampons, an old set of car keys, a graduation cap. She’ll be 21 this year. 
Tonight I’ll leave this bottle of Jack Daniel’s. By morning it’ll be gone. 

ELLEN BIRKETT MORRIS – AUTHOR FEATURE
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TALI
COHEN SHABTAI

Tali Cohen Shabtai, is a poet, she was born in Jerusalem, 
Israel. She began writing poetry at the age of six, she had 
been an excellent student of literature. She began her 
writings by publishing her impressions in the school’s 
newspaper. First of all she published her poetry in a 
prestigious literary magazine of Israel ‘Moznayim’ when 
she was only fifteen years old.

Tali has written three poetry books: "Purple Diluted in a 
Black’s Thick", (bilingual 2007), "Protest" (bilingual 2012) 
and "Nine Years From You" (2018).

Tali’s poems expresses spiritual and physical exile. She is 
studying her exile and freedom paradox, her 
cosmopolitan vision is very obvious in her writings. She 
lived some years in Oslo Norway and in the U.S.A. She is 
very prominent as a poet with a special lyric, "she doesn’t 
give herself easily, but subject to her own rules".

Tali studied at the "David Yellin College of Education" for 
a bachelor's degree. She is a member of the Hebrew 
Writers Association and the Israeli Writers Association in 
the state of Israel.

In 2014, Cohen Shabtai also participated in a Norwegian 
documentary about poets' lives called "The Last 
Bohemian"- "Den Siste Bohemien",and screened in the 
cinema in Scandinavia.

By 2021, her fourth book of poetry will be published which 
will also be published in Norway. Her literary works have 
been translated and published into many languages as 
well.

Poet Feature
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https://www.thepoetmagazine.org/in
terview-with-tali-cohen-

shabtai?fbclid=IwAR0vIWqR1A9vRVIy
N1NPjklKTln8YctHQ85BO3YIju5QfmsF

MKfRNqWOarY

https://shivangiyadav.com/2020/10/30/
interview-with-tali-cohen-shabtai/
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DEAR POEM
I offered congratulations from this morning to tomorrow
even though I was corrected regarding the date of birth.
How do I explain that a person
has no idea when
he will end his life this time around?

I write to my mother my love for her
in the most unexpected moments
of tribute

how will I explain that perhaps it is the penultimate
greeting of a daughter to her mother before the present
cuts
the latter and not the resurrected midwife
from the year 80
the umbilical cord between me
and her placenta and not to give birth
to me again? but to kill.

I look at my father and cry for another
twenty years or so
that he will not be here
I was ahead of the artist to "grow and sanctify her great name"
in the Kaddish prayer in the twilight hour in Sacker Park.
I shed a tear.

If you live in consciousness as I wrote
"God does not pass over life from man, as he does not
pass over death."

You are the most miserable person there is, with such insight
you do not enjoy a single piece of bread and no
drink.
You are dead.

TALI COHEN SHABTAI – POET FEATURE

THE TRUTH
You can always turn to
death
except for the dead themselves –

that’s a purely rhetorical insight.

It’s always possible to turn to sleep
and die in it
in an arbitrary unit of time
in a simulated
death –

It's also an insight in a man's
head.

About that it is said
that/
sleep is a great thing. Death is better than it. 
Not being born at all is a miracle, of course.

From here, facing here or there
death
is static in its existence.

Arbitrary or
eternal that exists out of time.

That's how humans are!
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TALI COHEN SHABTAI – POET FEATURE

EXCLUSIVITY
From the leafs of Paris
were born chansons made for Édith Piaf

Only there it is possible to write a chanson "Life in Pink"
and always simultaneously wear a black dress with wide cleavage

When the legend died at the age of forty-
seven years of
a French chanson that was in the cabarets and music-hall of the Right Bank in Paris and especially in the

Montmartre district

with the 26-year-old lover
she left at her death.

Only in Oslo do works of art take on importance as dowries of great value transferred for bodily use and 
not for the purposes of marriage.

Like the sculptor Vigeland,
who posthumously bequeathed his statues to the Oslo municipality
in its possession
so they will be open to the public
in Fronger Park, in
a 30-hectare
public park.

Like him,
the painter Edvard Munch after he died in 1944 at the age of eighty-one, near the city of Oslo, bequeathed 
his entire large estate, which included more than 1000 paintings and thousands of engravings
and drawings
to the city of Oslo.

To that end
only there do they build recognition on the names of
solitary and tormented artists
and add an honorary title to them before the name, and not casually.

Only from the Jerusalem stones the old does not wear
a new character that preserves a 4,000-year history

Only in Jerusalem are people symbols, they speak symbolically
walk and meet in symbolic
paths
Only in Jerusalem
when the mind weakens, the people
think that the sun and the Spirit, the sky that leans on them, are all
but symbols that need
perusing the only city1 in the world where the right to choose is granted, even to the de ad
only from
it2 was born someone like me.

1. Borrowed from AB Yehoshua
2. Borrowed form Yehuda Amichai
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GEMMA
HART

https://www.facebook.com/gemma.h
art.paintings

https://www.instagram.com/gemma.
hart.paintings/

Poet / Artist Feature

I am a Primary School Teacher based in 
Dorset but I have always loved to paint and 
write poetry in my free time. I love to 
travel and generally spend as much time 
outdoors as I can. Nature, animals and 
beautiful landscapes are always my 
greatest inspiration and I often find it is 
when I am walking alone that poems 
slowly begin to form in my head. I like to 
paint on canvas but especially on unique 
pieces of wood that I can find or buy. I love 
the natural frame that the wood creates 
for my paintings and I like to use acrylic for 
its vibrancy. I sell my own works but also 
take commissions and I love to personalise
paintings with people and animals 
immersed in their favourite landscapes.
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GEMMA HART – POET / ARTIST FEATURE

POEM 1

Will I ever be certain of any choice I make?

Or am I born to question every path I take?

Sometimes I think of childhood,

Those simple, carefree days,

When we all longed to be older

In our naive, childish ways,

If only for a little while,

I wish the world could pause,

So I could just drift aimlessly, 

Not think about my cause,

For what is my life's purpose?

Why is it that I'm here?

Sometimes just moving through each day,

Seems so challenging to steer,

And yet...

Whilst choices are a burden,

What great privilege I possess,

That I have so much freedom,

Whilst others so much less, 

So many have theirs stolen,

A twisted hand of fate,

And all that's holding me back,

Is my own choice just to wait,

I need faith in my future,

To let my life just be,

To embrace each new moment,

And feel grateful that I'm me.
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GEMMA HART – POET / ARTIST FEATURE

POEM 2

This world was made to be free,

For all to share it's joy,

To walk where our hearts lead us,

Every girl and every boy,

Any path to any mountain top,

Any stretch of golden sand,

To gaze in wonder at the sky,

And stare across the land,

So who put boundaries in our path,

And asked us all to pay?

Who made the times we have to leave,

And durations we can stay?

Who said that this is only ours,

And that is only yours?

Who seeks out to divide us,

With this greedy, selfish cause?

If we could learn to trust and share,

With all who walk this earth,

And immerse ourselves in nature,

In this planet of our birth,

The world would be a better place,

I hope one day they'll see,

It's not meant to be divided,

It was made for you and me.
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GEMMA HART – POET / ARTIST FEATURE

POEM 3

When you find you're in the darkness and you feel you're all alone, 

Nature is there to catch you and tell you that you're home,

The wind is there to hold you and sing it in your ears,

It will brush it's fingers through your hair and blow away your tears,

The sun will gently touch your skin with ever loving warmth,

And remind you of your blessings to help you through the storm,

The fire is there to warm your bones and remind you in the night,

That even in the darkness you can always find the light,

The earth will keep you grounded as your feet step through the grass,

And the seasons will remind you that what has come will pass.
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CHIARA
MAXIA

Chiara Maxia is a multilingual actress and writer. 
Born on the Italian island of Sardinia, she has lived 
in different countries including England, Russia, 
Scotland, and France. She started training as an 
actor in Italy, continuing her studies in London and 
later in Paris, where she graduated in Film Acting 
in 2019. She currently lives between France and 
Italy. In 2018 she published her first poetry 
collection Flirt. Icon - poems + visuals was released 
in April 2020.

Q: How did you get started with acting and writing 
poetry?
A: I started performing very young - the first time I 
stepped on a stage I was just eight years old. I reckon I 
developed that passion because my parents would often 
go to the theatre and to the cinema, and they’d take me 
with them - I was fascinated by what was before my eyes. 
Regarding the writing, I was very young too, but I don’t 
have a clear memory of how or when it started - at some 
point it was just part of my life.

Q: What is your favorite thing to do outside of poetry and 
theater?
A: I’m always hungry for knowledge, experience and 
inspiration - my favourite thing to do is whatever helps me 
grow whether it’s art, travelling, or getting lost in a 
meaningful conversation. 

Author Feature
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CHIARA MAXIA – AUTHOR FEATURE

BUTTERFLIES UNDERGROUND
in bloom at night
club kids Manchester
Liverpool
Birmingham
tripping on lights
moths to lightbulbs
drumbeats
diet coke + vodka
rattling studs
sugary sweat
mass production of shooting stars
our silver will never rust

LIFE CHOICES ON A SUNDAY MORNING
from tomorrow I’ll be peaceful and content
and I won’t choke on my own expectations
my hair will be mid-length and well-groomed
and my clothes will smell like brand conditioner
from tomorrow I’ll moisturize compulsively
and my eyeliner will always be on point
I won’t put spicy oil on everything I eat
and my breath will be so fresh you’ll wish to die in my throat
from tomorrow my dishes will never form a curious pile in the sink
I’ll buy new clothes and find a real job
I’ll download Bumble, swipe right on decency
and carry his healthy child in my womb
from tomorrow I’ll be ok
you won’t even recognise me.
today, however,
I’ve got my finger on the trigger
and you’re in my way
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The poems and visuals in her 
collection are for everyone who has 
ever been lost on the road or in the 
air, unsure of where they're going 

and where to go. They're for 
everyone who has ever felt a 
magnetic connection to some 
stranger-turned-whatever and 

desperately needs, if not wants, to 
find understanding

https://www.lulu.com/shop/chiara-
maxia/icon/paperback/product-

24452774.html?page=1&pageSize=4

https://www.lulu.com/shop/chiara-maxia/icon/paperback/product-24452774.html?page=1&pageSize=4


KATE
WILSON

https://www.facebook.com/katejwils
on213

https://www.instagram.com/justone
morecliche/

https://twitter.com/katejwilson213

Author Feature

Kate Wilson has been writing poetry since she 
was an angsty teenager. Now she is a 
marginally less angsty adult, working for 
charity in London.

Her debut poetry pamphlet, One Night in 
January has just been published by Wild 
Pressed Books. The pamphlet evokes the bite 
of that month in the breath of a hare and the 
white blankness of the winter air. Cold hands 
that have clasped each other and let go, kisses 
under a starry night, a pose for a photograph 
in front of Mount Esja: a visceral loss 
permeates this collection.

Recently Kate’s work has appeared in Eye 
Flash Poetry Journal, Mookychick, 14 
Magazine, Porridge Magazine and The 
Pandemic Poetry Anthology (Gloucester 
Poets).
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ONE NIGHT IN JANUARY evokes the 
bite of that month in the breath of a 
hare and the white blankness of the 

winter air. Cold hands that have 
clasped each other and let go, kisses 

under a starry night, a pose for a 
photograph in front of Mount Esja: a 

visceral loss permeates this 
collection.

http://www.wildpressedbooks.com/o
ne-night-in-january.html

KATE WILSON – AUTHOR FEATURE

JANUARY

January beds in like a sea mist

calling fields to clamour, tight

fisted in its rule. Land responds,

pales in brief daylight hours.

Through the murk of winter,

a church stands, sanctuary

for lost souls, or directionless

walkers, strays who wend off

track, despite nights spent

penciling plans in notebooks,

laying out routes like there

is such a thing as certainty.

This is where they spread

her ashes, in dusky handfuls

on burnished ground, which

shines with a morning frost

a hardened sparkle in fragile

sun, beside this persistent

steeple, blue glass windows

guiding strangers to solace.
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GLARE

Picture this: two crows touch beak tips

an accidental kiss

sending shakes, little quakes

cross continents

the unlikelihood of contact

an ideal tap

faint knock

inaudibly tender

unfaltering sun blinkers

like a camera filter, deceives

takes the eye of the beholder

adds a tiny tint of rose

and shows us this: two crows whose

beak tips cross paths in blind morning

but don't touch

it's a trick of the light

a sleight of hand in silhouette

like how I felt when you took me to bed

how very

brief

it all is.

KATE WILSON – AUTHOR FEATURE

SUNKISSED
I never thought I'd be kissed,
though I dreamed of it
all through cradle nights,
sugared summers when I stretched
my charmed wings on pages
pretending I understood love.

Lessons were hard to come by
for a too-thin too-bespectacled
altogether awkward girl
who freckled and reddened
bony, wispy,
who moved gingerly.

So when a golden boy
spoke English in a Dutch accent
pushed me into the swimming pool
smile a shining promise
of adolescent mischief,
I was afraid more than anything,

and when he came by
the campsite to call on me
in July's infant night, grinning
from ear to ear, tanned and tousled,
taking my pale hand in his,
I wasn't sure where to look.

When he placed his lips on mine
soft and wet like peaches
or his untrained tongue
I couldn't close my eyes
like I knew
I was supposed to.

I could only look at the
perfect orange sky,
hear cicadas telling time;
a brush of desirous legs
in a hush of tangled summer flowers
where we lay crowned heads.

After we enacted our passion,
darkness edging in
like the smoulder inside us,
I was sad more than anything,
I knew I'd never be kissed
like this again.
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RECOMMENDED
BOOKS
On the following pages – please find our recommended books by our featured writers for the 
current quarter. All previous book recommendations are available on our website. Join us in 
supporting these amazing authors!

Below you can find the current books out by our co-creators, Mel & Kassie, with easy to find 
amazon links. 
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Lexical Lockdown In Their Footsteps Open Heart Poetry This is 2020

https://www.amazon.co.uk/Lexical-Lockdown-binge-watching-fridge-surfing-pandemical/dp/1913567257/ref=sr_1_1?dchild=1&qid=1612056582&refinements=p_27%3AMelanie+Haagman&s=books&sr=1-1&text=Melanie+Haagman
https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1735514004/ref=dbs_a_def_rwt_bibl_vppi_i2
https://www.amazon.com/Open-Heart-Poetry-Melanie-Haagman/dp/1527238407/ref=sr_1_4?dchild=1&keywords=open+heart+poetry&qid=1612056148&s=books&sr=1-4
https://www.amazon.com/Their-Footsteps-collection-travel-photographs/dp/1735514020/ref=tmm_pap_swatch_0?_encoding=UTF8&qid=1612056100&sr=8-1


Atomic Kiss

From the bloody pen of The Nuclear 
Cowboy and the deepest depths of 
the abyss; comes another book of 
heartbreak, burnt donuts, and a 
spirit that keeps on fighting. Drown 
in an intoxicating and uplifting 
journey of trial and tribulations, 
beautiful scars, and of those strung 
along in toxic games in a world where love is not 
enough. 

https://www.amazon.com/Atomic-Kiss-Brendan-
Bigney-
ebook/dp/B07Y88XX8F/ref=sr_1_1?dchild=1&keywo
rds=atomic+kiss&qid=1612056171&s=books&sr=1-1

The Children of None: read the
Power of simple words!

The Children of None is a collection 
of 43 poems, each poem is written 
with a unique style and candor. 
Several poems within the collection 
stand out as inspirational, heartfelt, 
and rich in language. The author 
does an exceptional job of creating 
unique poems, on themes such as social justice, love 
of family, culture in Nigeria, and how the process of 
creating a poem.

https://www.amazon.com/Children-None-power-
simple-words-
ebook/dp/B08DRSSCWF/ref=sr_1_1?dchild=1&keywor
ds=the+children+of+none%3A+read+the+power+of+s
imple+words&qid=1612056206&s=books&sr=1-1

Ebb and Flow of Love

One thing that is admirable about 
this poetry collection is the 
energetic imagination and 
emotional intensity. All poems 
included show the poet’s supreme 
lyrical triumph. These poems are 
undoubtedly quite powerful.

https://www.amazon.com/Ebb-Flow-Love-Bilkis-
Moola/dp/0992202019/ref=sr_1_1?dchild=1&keywor
ds=ebb+and+flow+of+love&qid=1612056222&s=bo
oks&sr=1-1

RECOMMENDED BOOKS
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The Filthy Hands and Other
Poems

Oh, filthy hands in a concrete body
And reprobate heart
From the celestial invisible aboard
Came the voice
Take them off

https://www.amazon.com/filthy-Hands-other-
Poems-
ebook/dp/B084TFR6MB/ref=sr_1_1?dchild=1&keyw
ords=the+filthy+hands+and+other+poems&qid=161
2056240&s=books&sr=1-1



One Night in January

ONE NIGHT IN JANUARY evokes 
the bite of that month in the breath 
of a hare and the white blankness 
of the winter air. Cold hands that 
have clasped each other and let go, 
kisses under a starry night, a pose 
for a photograph in front of Mount 
Esja: a visceral loss permeates this 
collection.

http://www.wildpressedbooks.com/one-night-in-
january.html

Lost Girls

Lost Girls explores the experiences 
of women and girls as they grieve, 
find love, face uncertainty, take a 
stand, find their future, and say
goodbye to the past. Though they 
may seem lost, each finds their
center as they confront the 
challenges and expectations of womanhood.

https://www.amazon.com/Lost-Girls-Ellen-Birkett-
Morris/dp/1952816017/ref=sr_1_1?crid=3VHT1R63TV7
0F&dchild=1&keywords=lost+girls+ellen+birkett+
morris&qid=1612056288&s=books&sprefix=lost+gir
ls+ellen%2Cstripbooks%2C144&sr=1-1

Honey Dew

Honey dew – an anthology of 
true expression. A 21 poem 
pamphlet – published December 
2020 by The Hedgehog Poetry 
Press.

https://djbeaney.wordpress.com/honey-dew/

RECOMMENDED BOOKS
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Icon

The poems and visuals in her 
collection are for everyone who 
has ever been lost on the road or
in the air, unsure of where they’re 
going and where to go. They’re 
for everyone who has ever felt 
a magnetic connection to some 
stranger-turned-whatever and 
desperately needs, if not wants, to find 
understanding

https://www.lulu.com/shop/chiara-
maxia/icon/paperback/product-
24452774.html?page=1&pageSize=4



Somewhere Between Roses
& Oranges

SIT YOURSELF DOWN AND 
UNWIND with a coffee or a glass 
of wine and immerse yourself in 
this floral and fruity spiritual 
journey. Somewhere Between 
Roses & Oranges- Poetry of Place, 
Space, Life and Love. It will take you 
by the hand, running through the sun, 
through the rain, through life's wonderful, magical 
and messy lessons that we encounter when we are 
bold enough to strike out of the norm. 

https://www.amazon.com/Somewhere-Between-
Roses-Oranges-
Poetry/dp/1790181232/ref=sr_1_1?dchild=1&keyword
s=somewhere+between+roses+%26+oranges&qid=
1609461818&s=digital-text&sr=1-1

War, What Comes After

From Award-Winning Author, The 
Nuclear Cowboy, comes…

Unrivaled poetry on…
The warrior…
Her epic journey…
And the weight of our decisions.

Explore the mind, war, leadership, strength, 
growth, healing and empowerment, and even 
deeper in the case of the warrior that returns home 
– the inevitable search for what comes after. 

https://www.amazon.com/What-Comes-After-
Brendan-
Bigney/dp/B08M8GVXCZ/ref=tmm_pap_swatch_0?
_encoding=UTF8&qid=1612056535&sr=1-1

Poetic Poetry

Poetic Poetry is a poetry collection 
that speaks to the soul about 
everyday life. In this collection, 
you'll find rhyming and 
contemporary pieces. Painting a 
picture with words, readers will 
enter the world of beaches in the 
Carolinas, the Blue Ridge Mountains, seasons, love, 
faith, flowers, the pandemic, the passion of 
motherhood, experiences with an autistic child, and 
much more. 

https://www.amazon.com/Poetic-Poetry-Short-
Collection-
Poems/dp/B08M8DBNG1/ref=tmm_pap_swatch_0?
_encoding=UTF8&qid=&sr=

Seńor Fluffy: A Cat’s Tale

Seńor Fluffy is accustom to butlers 
and housekeepers, being carried 
from place to place. traveling the 
world, eating and drinking the best 
of the best. So when his human 
decides abruptly to leave for NYC 
he is not having it. 

https://www.blurb.com/b/10456185-senor-fluffy-a-
cat-s-tale

RECOMMENDED BOOKS
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LITERARY
FEATURE



Mel caught up with poet Darren J Beaney, 
one of the Flight Of The Dragonfly Spoken 
Word hosts!

Mel: Tell me about yourself, Darren!

Darren: I am a hopeless romantic! I cut my 
own hair. I love Marmite. I like to indulge in a 
good pint of craft IPA. I enjoy music, mainly 
punk rock but lots of other stuff as well. I 
have an MA in Creative Writing from the 
University of Brighton. I live in East Preston. I 
have had poems published by The Hedgehog 
Poetry Press, Indigo Dreams Publishing, 
Parthian Books, Dempsey & Windle, Poetry NI 
and Four Parts Press. The Angry Manifesto 
will be publishing one of my poems in 
December and my debut pamphlet Honey 
dew has been published by The Hedgehog 
Poetry Press on 13th December.

I am also part of the Flight of the Dragonfly 
Spoken Word collective that host a bi-monthly 
gathering in Brighton.

Mel: How did the Flight of the Dragonflies 
begin?

Darren: As part of the MA in Creative Writing I 
took a module called “The process of 
publishing”, one of the group tasks was to 
publish an anthology. Our group decided to 
launch our anthology with a spoken word 
night. Six of us decided that we enjoyed 
hosting the event and wanted to carry on, 
although now there is only three of us. We

have used three venues in Brighton, 
currently we use the Caroline of Brunswick (I 
say currently - we hope to still be using this 
venue post Covid). Our last three events 
have been on Zoom, as will the next event.

Mel: How would you describe your own style 
of writing?

Darren: This is incredibly difficult for me to 
answer, so much so that in the end I asked 
my MA buddy and fellow Dragonfly Barbara 
to describe my writing for me, this is what 
she said, “poetry that has a unique, sideways 
perspective and is rich in surreal imagery. It 
often tries to do something different with 
language and can sometime rewrite what is 
expected of poetry. It is often very 
entertaining.’

Mel: Which poets inspire you?

Darren: Can I have two? Kim Addonizio - she 
is ruthless and takes no prisoners with her 
writing, I love it! Mark Waldron - he has no 
limits or boundaries to his words and style.
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DARREN J BEANEY – FLIGHT OF THE DRAGONFLY SPOKEN WORD
MEL HAAGMAN

“I am a hopeless romantic! I 
cut my own hair. I love 

Marmite. I like to indulge in a 
good pint of craft IPA.”



Mel: Has the lockdown given you more time to 
write?

Darren: Sort of - I had to complete a module 
for the MA and write my dissertation which 
included an anthology of poetry. I have also 
written about a dozen other poems, some for 
the Write Bloody UK competition.

Mel: What are the best shows you have come 
across during lockdown? Any good 
recommendations for our readers?

Darren: I am not that good at watching TV, I 
get bored, however there are some things 
that I like. The best show recently was ‘Grant’ -
a docudrama about Ulysses S Grant.

Mel: Tell us the best poem you think you’ve 
written and where we can find it. 

Darren: That is hard. Again, can I have two? 
‘First date merry-go-round’’ which is in Honey 
dew and ‘Sugarland’’ which was highly 
commended in the PENfro poetry competition 
2019.

Mel: Tell us everything about your latest 
book!

Darren: Honey dew is a collection of 21 love 
poems, many of them were written for an 
assignment as part of the MA. They have a 
mix of themes - the story of my early 
relationship with Jo, my lovely wife, and the 
ways in which I try to express my feelings 
toward her (it has a sub-title - ‘an anthology 
of true expression’ ). It was released 14th

December was launched at Flight of the 
Dragonfly on 8th December. It can be bought 
here -
www. djbeaney.wordpress.com/honey-dew

The next Flight of the Dragonfly will be 16th

February via Zoom.

We host Flight of the Dragonfly every 
other month - so the first one of 2021 will 
be in February. It will take place via Zoom 
Then we will do April, June - take the 
Summer off - September and December.

We welcome poetry, prose and flash 
fiction. We ask readers to email and book 
an Open Mic slot 
(flightofdragonflyspokenword@gmail.co
m), that way they know in advance that 
they are going to read (about 5 minutes 
max), and we always try to have a 
published guest reader.
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DARREN J BEANEY – FLIGHT OF THE DRAGONFLY SPOKEN WORD
MEL HAAGMAN

“The next Flight of the 
Dragonfly will be the 16th of 

February via zoom … We 
welcome poetry, prose and 

flash fiction.”





https://www.Facebook.com/girlonthe
edge90

https://www.Instagram.com/girlonth
eedge90

https://www.Twitter.com/girlontheed
ge1

https://www.youtube.com/channel/U
Cjh8b4Y7gSFGKewzPKZH8Iw

Mel Recommends…

TV Show: This is Us
This show follows the lives of siblings Randall, Kate and Kevin 
and their parents Rebecca and Jack. It takes place mainly in the 
present day but, is made so seamless by the use of flashbacks to 
gain deeper insights into the family’s past. There is love, joy, 
heartbreak, suspense, grief and devastation, so you will be 
needing a box of tissues at the ready! I can honestly say no show 
has touched me at this level before. The situations the 
characters go through at different stages of their lives are 
extremely relatable. With lots of twists and turns along the way, 
don’t waste any more time not taking a seat on this beautiful 
emotional rollercoaster. (Available to watch on Amazon Prime 
Video)

Book: Ghosts by Dolly Alderton
I read this book very quickly. It was the perfect accessible 
escapism that I needed during these times. It follows Nina, a 32 
year old food writer whilst she navigates herself through single 
life after a long-term relationship ends. She uses a dating app for 
the first time and despite meeting someone straight away and 
forming what she perceived as a deep connection she is 
‘ghosted’ by him. On top of dealing with this her father is unwell 
and, while her mother Nancy, is denial about the shift from wife 
to career, Nina does everything she can to support them both. 
Despite some heavy themes the book is peppered with humour
and wit. I feel it is a book that every generation may enjoy.

Podcast: The Missing
Having recommended ‘The High Low’ previously with Pandora 
Sykes and Dolly Alderton I was unaware how quickly it was 
coming to an end. In this brand-new Podcast Pandora examines 
unsolved missing persons cases, with the aim of bringing new 
attention to them. While a person is reported missing every 90 
seconds in the UK, only 1% of those will become long-term 
investigations. Each episode focusses an individual missing 
persons case providing us with everything that is known so 
far. A chilling and fascinating listen for a great cause. (Available 
on all Podcast streaming platforms)

MEL
HAAGMAN

Co-Creator
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Purchase your copy of 
Lexical Lockdown HERE!

MEL HAAGMAN – CO-CREATOR

LOCKDOWN AGAIN...

Routine has been aborted,

But it can be realigned,

For now we must dig deep inside

To rearrange our mind.

Focus on what we can do,

And not what’s been restrained

New insights will follow

Less anxiety will be gained.

Establish ways to divide the day,

So we know where it starts and ends,

With work, exercise, hobbies

And connecting with our friends.

At the centre is our safety,

Physical and mental are on par,

And without tending to both

You can only go so far.

So, take some time to create,

A bespoke plan just for you,

Which fosters all the things you need

To support you to get through.

Purchase your copy of Open 
Heart Poetry HERE!
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https://www.amazon.com/Open-Heart-Poetry-Melanie-Haagman/dp/1527238407/ref=sr_1_4?dchild=1&keywords=open+heart+poetry&qid=1612056148&s=books&sr=1-4
https://www.amazon.co.uk/Lexical-Lockdown-binge-watching-fridge-surfing-pandemical/dp/1913567257/ref=sr_1_1?dchild=1&qid=1612056582&refinements=p_27%3AMelanie+Haagman&s=books&sr=1-1&text=Melanie+Haagman


MEL HAAGMAN – CO-CREATOR

HARD TO BE HAPPY.

Sometimes it’s hard to be happy,

To smile, to laugh and spread hope,

Sometimes it’s fine to be miserable,

To sit on the sofa and mope.

Sometimes it’s hard to sleep,

You can’t drift off and chill,

You need a little help or two,

From that herbal sleeping pill.

Sometimes it’s hard to listen,

Your mind is just too loud,

You want to be all by yourself

Not in a chatty crowd.

Sometimes it’s hard to cook,

You’ve had a tricky day,

And if you want Deliveroo

It’s really quite okay.

Sometimes it’s hard to get up,

You cannot leave your bed,

So stop beating yourself up

Just stay right there instead.

Sometimes routine can halt,

Consistency needs a break,

No pressure or guilt needed,

Just a breath of deep intake!

THE BOXING HEADBAND

I’ve discovered something amazing,

That’s bringing me such joy,

It’s not what you’d expect from me,

For it’s a boxing training toy!

A stretchy headband

With an elastic hanging down,

A ball at the end of this

That you wear just like a crown.

You punch the ball relentlessly

And it keeps on coming back

Your reflexes responding

To every fast past whack.

It’s not an easy skill,

It takes practise, patience too,

And when you feel a little cross

You’ve got something to do.

It counts just like a workout

No sweat but fat is burning,

And each time that it’s worn

New skills you will be learning.

So, for some exercise that’s light,

In a space that’s pretty small,

Get yourself a head band

With a hanging boxing ball.
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https://www.KassieJRunyan.com

https://www.Facebook.com/kassiejrunya
n

https://www.Instagram.com/kjrunyan

https://www.Twitter.com/kassandreruny
an

https://www.youtube.com/playlist?list=P
LvSEcLEfE196OE_Ya2LNNN3kjFp82Ktt2

KASSIE J
RUNYAN

Kassie Recommends…

Listening: Bob Dylan
Nothing new here – just really have been in a Bob Dylan 
mood for the past month. I think it’s his everlasting voice. 
It’s my new-old constant soundtrack for the cold season.

TV Show: WandaVision
Thank you Disney+ for more marvel… with WandaVision. 
I still have no idea what is going on but I am quiet 
enjoying it. We made it through the 50s, 60s, and 70s and 
now back into the real world for a bit. Ready for next 
Friday. 

Movies
As far as feel good movies (needed) go – I cannot 
recommend Eurovision enough. I watched this 
immediately when it came out but since then I have 
watched it probably half a dozen times. I adore most 
everything about this movie and it makes me earn to 
head back to Iceland and the empty West Fjords. 

A few new movies that we’ve rented (I miss movie 
theaters but the next best thing)  recently that I 
recommend are: Promising Young Woman – not for 
everyone. It’s a bit difficult to watch but more than a little 
rewarding for most women out there. News of the World 
– the new Tom Hanks movie where he travels through 
Texas after the civil war, reading news to towns. Really 
enjoyed that and highly recommend the early rental.

Co-Creator
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Purchase your copy of This 
Is 2020 HERE!

KASSIE J RUNYAN – CO-CREATOR

THE MAN IN THE MIRROR
You stand there 
staring at the eyes 
that look a bit like like yours 
as they stare back at you. 
Do you still recognize their hue? 
And the slant of the lids? 
The wrinkles have grown deeper. 
There is sadness there; 
or is it wisdom? 
You haven’t made the world better. 
Not like you promised. 
There’s still time 
but the eyes look doubtful 
and the lines give away the years.
Stop.
You aren’t yet dead.
Recognition grows in the eyes 
of the man staring back at you 
as you stand up straighter 
reminded that the change you promised; 
it starts with you. 
Wrinkles be damned. 
There’s still time 
to make a change. 
The eyes grow bright 
and for the first time 
in a long time 
you recognize the man in the mirror
before turning to the door 
to meet the day.

Purchase your copy of Their 
Footsteps HERE!
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https://www.amazon.com/This-2020-Collection-Kassie-Runyan/dp/B08D4F8QDZ/ref=tmm_pap_swatch_0?_encoding=UTF8&qid=&sr=
https://www.amazon.com/Their-Footsteps-collection-travel-photographs/dp/1735514020/ref=tmm_pap_swatch_0?_encoding=UTF8&qid=1612056100&sr=8-1


KASSIE J RUNYAN – CO-CREATOR

VOICES INSIDE MY HEAD
help would
be emptied
by others
taken and pushed
lopsided in anger
now friends drift further
and enemies shout
from inside
my own head
they tap
tap
rap
against my skull
trying to get out
into the world
shouting and snarling
the friends
used to quiet them
hush them into
submission
those friends now gone
and the voices run wild
in charge of the narrative
clenching my teeth
and squeezing my eyes
to keep the voices inside
i breathe in
and out
and the voices 
start to calm 
to only a dull
roar

THE NIGHT

They sit around the fire

as it burns to ash

the light dimming

but shining in the eyes

of the people sitting around her

strangers until tonight

a finger strums a guitar

and they begin to sing

in a rhythm they all seem to know

as they sing into the

night

strangers before tonight

the red and orange fall

replaced by stars

as the strangers still sing

as one
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PIER POETS

1ST FRIDAY OF EVERY MONTH

Pier Poetry gets together on the first Friday of every month. At present we’re meeting on 
Zoom. You can find all the details of how to join us on our Facebook page. Our next open mic 
is November 6th.

Pier Poetry is an open mic night run in association with New Writing South. We offer five-
minute slots for poets of all different styles and levels of experience, especially those getting 
behind the mic for the first time. We love seeing people trying out new stuff and taking risks. 
As the Pier Poetry community has grown over the two years we’ve been running, we’ve also 
loved hearing about regular attendees' pamphlets, publications, prizes and projects. Pier 
Poetry puts equality at the heart of what we do, and we strive to make the night a welcoming 
space for all.

https://www.facebook.com/pierpoets
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RUN YOUR 
TONGUE
Watch for Upcoming Dates

We've been going since 2012 and were based in 
Kettering until lockdown; now we are running two 
regular open mic events via Zoom, where we are 
attracting performers from all over the world, including 
the USA, Morocco and Australia.

You can find a list of previous headliners 
here: https://www.robreeves.co.uk/runyourtongue

https://www.Facebook.com/runyourtongue
https://www.Instagram.com/runyourtongue
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SOUNDBITES

MONTHLY – THIS MONTH: February 8th

Join Soundbites each month for a poetry open mic event that started live in Leeds in March 
2019 and moved to Zoom in April this year following lockdown.

The format is simple – a different guest poet joins each month followed by 5-minute open mic 
slots. You can check out the guest poets’ sets under Soundbites on our website heartlines.uk.

This month, TERRY SIMPSON will be the featured guest! 

https://www.Facebook.com/SoundbitesPoetry
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FLIGHT OF THE 
DRAGONFLY
BI-MONTHLY – FEBRUARY 16TH

There are three of us in our little collective - Barbera, Sam and Darren. We have been going 
since January 2019. Guest poets have included John McCullough, Matt Duggan, Naomi Wood 
and Nigel Kent.

The next session will be the 8th of December via Zoom. There is room for a dozen or so other 
readers; we welcome poetry, prose of flash fiction and ask that anyone who wishes to read 
submits in advance (up to 750 words or 5 minutes, as a word document).

We ask readers to submit so that we can confirm with them that they will be reading and so 
we can organize a running order.

To read or request the Zoom link to just listen on the night please email: 
flightofdragonflyspokenword@gmail.com

https://www.facebook.com/dragonflies-spoken-word
https://www.Twitter.com/DragonfliesSW
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HUDSON VALLEY 
WRITERS GROUP

February 19th
Our Open Mic Nights are held from 7:30-9:30pm on the 3rd Friday of each month. Virtual 
doors open at 7:20 for event starting at 7:30 pm EST. Due to popular demand to 
participate, we’ve had to limit the amount of readers to 20. Your donations are welcome 
during this difficult time for so many, including arts nonprofits.

All genres welcome – fiction, non-fiction, poetry, music, comedy, storytelling, other. 
OpenMic will give you an opportunity to share your talents in a nurturing, comfortable 
space with some great people. Bill Buschel is your host.

Readers and FREE audience members all – please register on 
https://www.writerscenter.org  to join!

https://www.Facebook.com/hudsonvalleywriterscenter
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APPLES AND 
SNAKES
READ. WATCH. LISTEN.

Apples and Snakes is England’s leading organization for spoken word with an international 
reputation for producing engaging and transformative work. Since 1982, the organization has 
advocated for artistic and social change through the power of performance poetry working 
with artists including The Last Poets, Billy Bragg, Lemn Sissay, Francesca Beard, Kae Tempest, 
Charlie Dark, and Polarbear.

Apples and Snakes supports and champions poets and poetry in performance, amplifies 
unheard voices and challenges expectations of what poetry is and can be. Spoken word 
trailblazers, the company commissions and produces events, develops artists and runs 
participation programs across the country.

https://www.facebook.com/applesandsnakes

https://www.Instagram.com/applesandsnakes

https://www.Twitter.com/applesandsnakes

https://www.ApplesAndSnakes.org
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ROCKPORT 
POETRY OPEN MIC
ONGOING OPEN MIC

Rockport Poetry hopes to encourage the writing and reading of poetry as an actively 
supported art form in the Rockport, Cape Ann, North Shore community... and beyond.

This will be a comfortable forum for connecting with kindred spirits, as well as sharing poems 
and ideas.

In addition will it also serve as a reference source for events and workshops and writer's 
resources.

Rockport Poetry is intended to be a safe space for the development of strong voices and 
poets of all ages and backgrounds.

Watch for our upcoming Open Mic Nights and more at 
https://www.facebook.com/groups/1295270703870830
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PANTISOCRACY 
POETRY
https://www.Facebook.com/pantisocracypoetry

https://www.Mixcloud.com/pantisocracypoetry

We are Pantisocracy Poetry: a Newcastle based open-mic poetry night. 

Just before the UK lockdown was imposed, we celebrated our one year anniversary. Happily, we were able 
to host an anniversary event to reflect fondly on our growth throughout the months. From humble, word-
of-mouth beginnings, we have grown to a bustling community of passionate poets and poetry fans alike. 

The name of our event says it all about our ambitions, which haven't changed a bit since the first event: just 
like Coleridge and Southey's intentions to build a brand-new society, one free of prejudice and difference 
(which were trashed when Southey asked his partner how they should transport the slaves there...), we 
strive to create a safe space where poets, both novice and experienced, feel confident enough to share 
their own amazing work with fellow performers against the backdrop of the toon. In keeping with this, the 
events always have been and always will be completely and utterly free.

In order to get yourself on the bill for any of the events, there is no screening process or, in fact, any 
foresight required at all - you simply turn up on the night with your poems in hand and a fire in your belly.

Whilst being unable to run live events, we have turned to social media to maintain contact with our 
community. We have run a number of live 'events' over Facebook and have been blown away by the 
willingness of local poets to roll up their sleeves, adapt, and get involved once more! More recently, we 
have begun a podcast, tackling the big issues, such as "What's mightier, the pen or the sword-throat? Do 
you prefer spoken or written poetry?"

We're very proud of the community that we have brought together over the past year and a half, but we 
are always looking to grow, so if this all sounds like something you'd like to be a part of, then give us a like, 
a follow or even a message to ask us any questions, or to just say hello.

Stay safe,
Pantisocracy Poetry, Newcastle-upon-Tyne.
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