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Editorial

I

’m not going to lie and try and say that
I wasn’t very excited about this issue.
If you’ve been reading this magazine
for a while, you might’ve noticed that I’m
a bit of a history buff. I sat down several
times with the best intentions of writing something quite lengthy about the
history of Jerusalem, because it appears
gloriously in my most favoured period
of history: the High Medieval Period. I
knew that if I could just convey my aching
enthusiasm for the period, then I could
write something pretty special.
As it turned out, time and my
own enthusiasm were against me. After
the first attempt, I looked at what I’d
written and realised that I’d waxed lyrical
about the subject, but singly failed to get
to the point. It’s one of the pit-falls of all
writers, so I put it to one side for a couple
of weeks and tried again. The next attempt was much the same, but this time
I’d fluffed the tone as well. You might
wonder at this stage exactly where this is
all heading, but the point is more about
writing in general.
Any fool can sit down and write
a few thousand words about their favourite subject, but it is the skill of the writer
to write about any subject and make it so
that a fool can feel passionate about it.
My mistake was letting my enthusiasm
get in the way of the writing.
In broad terms, I think this reflects the
whole point of HCE. I struggled and
slogged it out and eventually came out
with something I hadn’t really intended.
I don’t think the article I wrote came out
badly, but I would’ve abandoned it if it
weren’t for the fact that HCE was creeping up like a literate predator. The fact
that we have themes for the magazine is
not especially unusual and the themes we
select are not alway especially challenging, but it is the writing to task which is
key.

As soon as Jerusalem was announced as
an issue theme, several regular contributors put their hands up and said ‘I’m
not touching that one!’ as if the (sorry)
sacred cowish nature of Jerusalem had
some sort of taboo around it. Further
investigation revealed that it was in fact
the way in which we had phrased the
debate that had deterred them. Some
felt that not openly and immediately acknowledging that Jerusalem is in internationally unrecognised occupied territory
and not internationally acknowledged as
the capitol of Israel was to tacitly agree
with the actions of the Israeli state.
Equally, there were some
sympathetic to Israell’s position. After all,
Israel belonged to the Jews before the
Arabs, right? Well, this fallacy aside, few
would deny the right of Jewish people to
a place to live in security and comfort. As
usual, it is the Simpsons who summarise
the issue best. Sacha Baron Cohen’s character in The Greatest Story Ever D’ohed,
an aggressive Israeli tour guide, asks of
the Americans present:
What? Israeli people are pushy? How about
you experience a few genocides and see
how laid back you are. We were banished
from Spain. Thrown out of there. They
allow everyone in Spain. But for us, Jews,
no flamenco, get out. I’m pushy? Please.
You stay there surrounded by your great
enemy Canada. Try sitting here for two
months, then we’ll see who’s pushy.
(Anyone who’s been to Jerusalem would
probably recognise the tone.)
Now, onto the magazine itself. Firstly, it
gives me great pleasure to introduce our
new Poetry Editor, Christine Fears. She
comes highly recommended and has impeccable credentials (Cambridge University, no less), so we’re all very happy to
welcome her to the team. She’s your first

port of call for questions about poems,
poems about poems and articles about
poems, although you can still use the submit@[et.c] email address for poetry if
you want to. Hopefully she’ll share some
of her many pearls of wisdom in an article
or two sometime soon. If you’d also like
to be involved in HCE, you know where to
find us. You’d be most welcome, as there
are always roles to fill.
As for actual content, well, not
surprisingly, a lot of it has a Blakean feel
to it. There are several reimaginings of
the poem more familiar to most as the
lyrics for the popular hymn Jerusalem,
but don’t be fooled into thinking it’s all
late Victorian bombast (or mocking late
Victorian bombast, for that matter).
Kudos to our very own Jodie Carpenter,
who knocked out an article and a story
for this issue, both of excellent quality.
John Kitchen is there with his column , as
usual, so don’t miss out on that. Be sure
to read Atma Singh’s poems, because
they’re really very good, but I would say
that, wouldn’t I? Oh, and have a look at
the covers: both designed by illustrator
Rachael Sanders.
Also, we had another vote for the next
issue and the Idiots Issue was selected.
I’ll be especially looking for someone to
write about the change in etymology for
words like ‘idiot’, so email me if you’re up
for it.
And finally, buy a t-shirt. If you’re reading
the magazine and haven’t bought a t
shirt, well, that’s basically stealing, isn’t
it?
G
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Come Again?
The Uncanny Truth of Jerusalem Syndrome
by Jodie Carpenter
Jerusalem. One of the most famous
cities in the world, it is an important place to many people especially Christians, Jews and Muslims.
As the Holy City, around 3.5 million
visitors flock to it each year, searching for spirituality and wanting to
come closer to the foundations
of their faith. There are a great
deal of significant religious sites in
Jerusalem including the Church of
the Holy Sepulchre, the Dome of
the Rock and the Western Wall. It is
hardly surprising then, that visitors
become overwhelmed by the religious history of the city. But some
are affected more than others.
Annually, around 100 tourists

4

are seen by the Kfar Shaul Mental
Health Centre in Jerusalem bearing
symptoms of Jerusalem Syndrome.
This Syndrome is a psychiatric
disorder triggered by the sufferer’s
visit to the Holy City and the symptoms vary between individuals. The
Syndrome was identified by Dr Yair
Bar-El, director of Jerusalem's municipal psychiatric hospital, in 1982.
However, cases of the Syndrome
had already been witnessed during
the medieval period, with both
Felix Fabri (a Dominican friar) and
Margery Kempe (author of possibly
the first English autobiography)
describing their experiences of it.
According to Bar-El, sufferers can

hear voices; become obsessed with
cleanliness, frequently washing
and grooming themselves; don bed
sheets as imitation biblical garb;
sermonise; and sing biblical verses.
Some are even afflicted with the
delusion that they actual characters from the Bible. In the past
there have been a plethora of John
the Baptists; an American Samson
who spent time bodybuilding in
order to try and move part of the
Western Wall; Virgin Marys who
either mourn the death of their
son, Jesus, or else go to Bethlehem
to search for him in vain; and a
multitude of Messiahs roaming the
city. Interestingly, the Syndrome
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[Continued on page 6]

New Jerusalem (RMX)
by Admin Ant
And did those trainers in modern time.
Descend upon England's pound-shop streets:
And was the promise of a job,
On England's concrete pastures seen!
And did the angered faces Divine,
Shine forth upon England's housing rates?
And was New Jerusalem builded here,
Among these empty derelict estates?
Bring me my Cash4Gold exchange;
Bring me my Wetherspoons ruin:
Bring me my concealed weapon, to unfold!
Bring me my late-night taxi home!
I will not cease from Saturday Night,
Nor shall my mobile sleep in my hand:
Till we are on New Jerusalem’s waiting list,
In England’s grey & expensive Land
"Would to God that all Her Majesty's Government were Prophets": 17:15
(Book of Numbers)
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affects all religions and it appears
to impact upon them differently:
Jewish sufferers have a tendency to
identify with Old Testament figures,
whilst Christians usually opt for New
Testament figures. The Simpsons
depicted the disorder to humorous
effects in the episode ‘The Greatest
Story Ever D’ohed’, which showed
Homer suffering from the delusion
that he was the Chosen One to
unite all the faiths by founding the
new so-called ‘Chrismujews’, which
would share the common ground of
eating chicken.
Whilst many of these delusions
are essentially harmless, there have
been more disturbing cases. In
1969, the Australian tourist Denis
Michael Rohan, was so hell-bent
(excuse the term) on fulfilling his
apparent God-given mission, that
he attempted to burn down the alAqsa Mosque, one of Islam’s most
sacred sites. This event triggered
widespread rioting throughout
Jerusalem. Additionally, as the
Millennium approached in 1999,
and the Western world feared
the potential chaos caused by the
dreaded Millennium Bug, Israel
instead feared a mass outbreak of
Jerusalem Syndrome as more and
more visitors flocked to the Holy
City in anticipation of Jesus’ return
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to Earth, as predicted in the Book
of Revelations. There was also the
worry that apocalyptic cults would
come to commit acts of terrorism in
order to bring about Armageddon.
Luckily, the number of Jerusalem
Syndrome cases was not immense,
and the City and its people lived to
see another day.
So what causes these biblical
delusions? This is a subject of much
debate, especially over whether
the Syndrome is a unique form of
psychosis or whether it is linked to
an underlying medical illness that
the sufferer already had. Around
80% of Jerusalem Syndrome sufferers already have a history of mental
illness or some form of personality disorder prior to their visit to
the city, and it is this that causes
the symptoms of the Syndrome to
surface. But how do we explain the
other group of sufferers, the ones
without a history of mental illness?
Apparently, these sufferers are the
quickest to recover from the Syndrome and some experts argue that
this group does not actually even
exist, as someone who is mentally
stable does not spontaneously have
a psychotic episode. Yet this claim
is contested. Reports have shown
that those who have come down
with the Syndrome had very reli-

gious childhoods, but renounced
their religion at some point whilst
growing up. Furthermore, the types
of people who fall into this latter
category tend to be North American, Protestant and single. There
are some suggestions that these
people are affected more because
the contemporary Western world is
not so centred on religion anymore,
and thus does not correlate with
the tenets of the Bible. Therefore,
a trip to Jerusalem serves as a
return to purity and spirituality, and
it is this that triggers an extreme
reaction. Indeed, a visitor would
be hard pressed not to experience
some feelings of the sacred. With
its mosaic of holy sites, architecture
and history, the City easily arouses
feelings of reverence, and this
combined with the realisation that
Jesus is thought to have walked
the same well-trodden stones as
today’s tourists can be psychologically overwhelming. There are also
arguments that the Syndrome is
triggered by the difference between
the illusion and the reality of Jerusalem. Innocent pilgrims journey to
the Holy City expecting to encounter a pure and divine Jerusalem,
so are unprepared for the modern
Jerusalem with its bustling streets
and traffic, and it is the assimilation
to the unexpected findings that
physically and mentally exhausts
the sufferer. Whatever the reason,
it is evident that it is the place itself
that is having an effect on the mind.
Such a syndrome is not unique.
It bears strong similarities to Paris
Syndrome [depression due to disappointment with Paris in the flesh.
Look it up! -Ed.] which some individuals – in particular, Japanese tourists – encounter when visiting Paris,
and Stendhal Syndrome, which is a
disorder that can cause fainting and
hallucinations when an individual is
overcome by the beauty of works of
art. Whilst it can be easy to disregard these psychiatric disorders, the
Israeli authorities in particular take
any possible occurrences of Jerusalem Syndrome seriously due to the
potential for serious acts of violence

or vandalism.
So how is Jerusalem Syndrome
treated? When patients exhibiting signs of the Syndrome are
admitted to a psychiatric hospital, the doctors do not invalidate the sufferer’s delusions by
telling them they are not who
they think they are. Instead, they
allow them to unspool their wild

claims, and then work on getting
the patient out of the city and
back to their home and families,
as it is the place itself that is
having a profound effect on the
mind. Once back in their familiar
environments and lifestyles, the
sufferers swiftly recover and
continue life as normal.
Seemingly then, men wander-

ing around claiming they are
Jesus are old hat in Jerusalem
nowadays. So would we recognise the true Messiah if he was
walking among us in a stolen
hotel bed-sheet or would we
simply refer him to the nearest
psychiatric hospital too?

HCE Meets: Illustrator Rachael Sanders
with Gary Sykes-Blythe
Q: Can you tell us about yourself?
What you do and why you do it?
I was born and raised in Coventry, one of 3 daughters and even
from a young age could always
be found scribbling away in my
sketch books - nothing much has
changed. I was brought up on
books and constantly have my
head in one even now. I decided
early on that I wanted to have
my drawings inside these books
that I love so much so I studied
Illustration at Loughborough
University. For me, it was looking
at these wonderful illustrations
as a young girl that pulled me
into the book world and I would
love it if my illustrations could do
the same for another little boy or
girl. Anything that can encourage
the young to read is such a good
thing in my opinion.
Q: What inspired the cover image
for the HCE Jerusalem Issue?
The theme for this issue is Jerusalem - my head instantly conjured
up images of heat, sandy rocky
mountains, an earnest way of
life. But at the same time, there
is an alternative to this idyllic image - war, suffering and conflict.
I didn't want my images to show
the 'in your face' brutality of war.
This is why I chose to illustrate a
young boy looking down upon
Jerusalem, with only a chopper
overhead as an indication of the

threat lurking. It is only when you
look on the back cover that you
see what can and does happen in
warfare - houses burnt and burning to the ground.
Q: What do you think, from an
illustrator's perspective, makes a
good story?
For me a good plot is the obvious, but I think stories with
great description is fantastic and
can really help you to envisage
the character. You also have to
consider where and when the
story is set - is it in space with a
gazillion aliens zooming about
in their shiny spaceships, or is
it a dark mystery? Lonely alleyways, sparse street lighting and
a secretive character who only
lurks in the shadows? Anything
that can help to expand what has
only been written down is great.
Although the words are there to
tell you the story and take you on
the journey through the ups and
downs, the illustrations are there
to enhance and create a window
into the world you are reading
about.
Q: Is there room for illustration in
stories for adults?

seems to be that if images are going to be used within a book for
adults, then it's photographs that
are used, or graphic illustrations and this is usually only for Biographies or Do-It-Yourself manuals.
Why? Illustrate away! I think a
book for adults with illustrations
could look amazing, and would
introduce a large proportion of
people to the world of illustration, that may otherwise not be
exposed to it.
Q: What do you think of when you
hear the word 'Jerusalem'?
As above, my initial thoughts
were quite idyllic and maybe
not completely appropriate or
accurate for what is currently
going on in the world. Only once
I started researching and talking
to others was my mind opened
up to the reality. I also discovered it is very hard not to think
of religion and the Bible because
for me my only dealings with this
subject have really been created
from being taught about the
Bible at a young age.
See, illustration can open your
eyes and teach you things you
thought you already knew!

Yes, definitely! People assume
that illustrations are just for the
young - or for comics only. I don't
think this is true and it's a shame.
At the moment, the general rule
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The Sound of Surprise
by John Kitchen
“In his final chorus, he moves snakily up toward the middle register with a series
of tissue-paper notes and placid rests, adopting a legato attack that allows the
listener to move back from the edge of his seat.” That is Whitney Balliett writing about jazzman Pee Wee Russell. Balliett wrote a book called, The Sound of
Surprise – What a brilliant title to sum up what jazz is all about!

THE POET IN THE BOXROOM

The sound of surprise - it’s what I read poetry for; those combinations of words
that are so audacious, the rhythms that just carry you along, the use of language
that can be found nowhere else but in a poem.
One of my favourite poems, By Clachan Bridge by Robin Robinson from his 2010
collection, The Wrecking Light:
http://pakteahouse.net/2008/04/15/by-clachan-bridge/
… cutting up fish
to see how they worked;
by morning’s end her nails
were black red, her hands
all sequined silver.
She simplified rabbits
to a rickle of bones;
dipped into a dormouse
for the pip of its heart.
That tumble of images, and the choice of words seems so correct,
so mysterious and so evocative.
		
				
…
the blacksmith’s son,
the simpleton,
came down here once,
fathomed her, and bucked.
Claimed she licked him
clean as a whistle.
I remember the tiny stars
of her hands around her belly
as it grew and grew.
The poem is like a brilliant jazz solo; you know where it came from; you know
the language it uses; it takes you with it, but it constantly surprises - and when it
ends you want to hear it all over again.
I have read By Clachan Bridge so many times. It tells a story but its power lies in
the precision and the surprise – “ rickle of bones”, “the pip of its heart”, “fathomed her and bucked”.
Do these words just flow from the writer? Do they come as easily as a great jazz
riff seems to? Or are they worked and refined in lots of rewrites? The point is
they seem effortless. They fit. We enjoy, but forget the hours of practice, jam
sessions and concentration that hones the technique.
Read the full poem, even better buy the book, read other wonders – “At Roane
Head”, “The Wood of Lost Things” – the sound of surprise.
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And did those feet
by John Kitchen
and did those feet
when they set themselves down
on the pavement of the city
on the dust and the discarded
…
were they purposeful
were they confident
ready for excitement
ready for life amongst strangers
reinvented in the reflections
so ready to follow
the expected invitation
that must surely come
tapping the foot rail
in the dimness of the basement
bar
waiting for the point and polish
of high heeled confidence
the gentle encouragement
the measured but eager response
waiting for that opportunity
that doesn’t come with a fee
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Dust
by John Kitchen
dusty, plastic tables, patio chairs,
satellite dishes, the beige boxes
of air conditioning units, rooftop
tangles of electrical cables
and beneath
life amongst the hills and heat
the pilgrim and the tourist,
David and Mohammed, suspicious
of markets, buses, cafes and crowds,
the lonely car, the rucksack, the mobile phone.
Prayers and supplications, kneeling
and kissing, but where is the haven
from maximum anger, sirens,
the threat of bomb shards, of maiming,
when you’d be content
to live the life of the ordinary …
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Postcards from
Jerusalem
after Charles Simic
by John Kitchen
The jelly is clear, translucent, the colour of a
gemstone. The sponge is beautifully light, dusted with icing and oozing cream and homemade
raspberry jam. In this shabby hall of wooden
floors and trestle tables covered with white
table cloths the ladies raise their voices to the
holy lamb of God.
In the fading light, by the caravan, Rooster,
sprawls, a can of super strength in his grip, and
softening his senses. Under the chatter of starlings Rooster toasts Titania, Sheela na gig, The
Clash, Curry Pot Noodles and all the lost Gods
of England.
In the desert, outside the city walls a young
donkey, tethered, never been ridden. Two
young men on an errand. They are walking
towards the donkey. In the city the people go
about their business, but there are rumours.
The new city sparkles with precious sapphires,
emerald and rubies. It is a place of peace, free
from oppression and dangers. The people are
protected by a city wall of fire. They are building a second temple. It will be magnificent.
The other day in a narrow, dusty street we met
a man who carved fantastic birds. They had
vicious beaks and he had painstakingly painted
their bright plumage. He sat cross legged and
ate roast pigeon from a wooden bowl.

Library of Birmingham, 2013
by Paul Francis
Blake is a rebel artist, known to rave
and wild enough to see, when tyrants fall,
a bright, communal future. In his dreams.
With Parry’s tune, the vision’s shared around –
the churches, unions, the WI.
Above the post-war rubble, bright blue sky.
Kick out the old regime, develop schemes
whose blueprints chart the vision, clear the ground:
build homes for heroes, NHS for all,
a welfare state from cradle to the grave.
They say we’re wiser now, have almost killed
that altruistic urge, split us from them
but still the dream won’t die, and dares to build.
We’ll need a library in Jerusalem.
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Kotel
by Jodie Carpenter
tering, and the musky smell of a concoction of sweat
permeated the air. The boy’s mouth was parched. He
looked about him as they walked, and saw several
policemen strolling around, their eyebrows knitted
together into menacing looks, hands wrapped around
mean-looking batons. They passed more faces. Some
wore anxious expressions, others looked stern and
determined. Anticipation and fear were tangible in the
air: something was up, he could feel it.
As they reached the Damascus Gate they heard angry
chanting intermingled with shouts, and it grew louder
with each step they took. At first, the boy could not
see what was happening. Then a small parting formed

home. The streets were packed with people of all colours and ages. The boy recognised some of the faces
of the locals, and saw that there were a lot of tourists
out that day too, wending their way around the city,
some with mouths agape in awe. He felt a pang of
jealousy; he wished he could view his home in the same
way. But when he looked at the worn cobblestones, it
was not Jesus’ blood he saw shed over them: it was his
mother’s.
The warm bodies jostled against each other as the
sun above them beat down relentlessly. It was swel-

in the crowd in front and he saw clearly. There was a
protest going on, with dozens of people holding up
placards whilst a cavalry of policemen tried to push
them back.
‘This looks bad’, his father said. ‘Maybe we should
find another way home.’
As soon as the words left his mouth, there was a
loud scream. The boy saw two policemen punching a
protester, who held his hands over his head helplessly.
Frozen, he stood watching in horror until the people in
front tripped backwards into him, obscuring his vision.

wikicommons.org

The mass of people at the Western Wall had been
immense, and their wait had been lengthy. Step by
step, they had inched closer to the huge, tawny structure. The boy had looked up at the clusters of pieces of
paper stuffed into every available crevice of the Wall’s
face and had wondered how many prayers had been
answered and if his would be.
They had gone to mark the anniversary of his mother’s death. His father and younger sister were there
with him and they had all touched the Wall for solace,
praying for her and remembering the joy she had
brought into their world.
Feeling slightly comforted, they began to head back
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The police were trying to force the crowd back the
way they had come, away from the rioting.
‘Hold hands!’ his father said. He heard his sister sobbing somewhere next to him and then felt her damp,
sweaty hand clutching desperately for his. He latched
onto it just as the crowd surged again, allowing him
to catch another glimpse of the commotion up ahead.
One man was pinned up against the wall being handcuffed, whilst a young woman tried to run out of the
reach of the policemen’s batons which were raining
down upon anyone near enough. The sight frightened
him, but he couldn’t run away knowing this was going
on. He had done that once before, the day he lost his
mother.
He loosed his sister’s hand and wriggled out of her
grip. Using elbows and knees when he had to, he
fought against the bodies and broke free from the
crowd which was now shuffling away from the Gate
as one entity.
‘Come back!’ he heard his father shout uselessly, as
the crowd carried him away from his son. ‘You’ll get
yourself killed.'
The boy paid no attention and instead hurled himself down towards the Gate, against the flow of people. Luckily, he was small and slight, so he managed
to squeeze through knots of bodies, and duck around
legs with relative ease. He passed a blonde woman,
fresh sunburn peeling on her nose, huge backpack
weighing her down as she was pulled along with the
crowd, the look of awe on her face now replaced with
one of panic. She was a tourist obviously, otherwise
she wouldn’t have been so startled by the events.
He reached the Gate and slipped between a horse’s
gangly legs, trying not to get trampled on. On this
side, people were frantically running in all directions.
Immediately, a man slammed straight into him, sending him sprawling to the floor. He lay still for a second, momentarily winded, before realising how vulnerable he was lying on the ground. His hands were
grazed and sore, yet he pushed himself back to his
feet and gave his knees a quick, clumsy brush before
starting to walk again, a bit unsteadily. His fall had left

D.McGuire

him feeling shaken and all he wanted to do now was
to go back to his family. But that wasn’t possible.
Everywhere around him, people were pushing and
shoving, kicking and screaming, hitting and being
hit. There was nothing he could do to help, to stop
what was going on. He felt too small, insignificant.
The cacophony of voices was too much for him and
he couldn’t focus. Then one detached itself from the
incoherent rumble, louder and more defined than the
others.
‘Aamaal! Where are you?’ a woman yelled. The boy
stopped. That name. It was a sign, he was sure. Had
his prayer been heard? He scoured the crowd for the
owner of the voice and saw a frail-looking woman,
her face etched with crinkled lines and her coffeecoloured cheeks slick with tears.
‘Aamaal’, she called again desperately, as a policeman ushered her on, not too gently, so that her hijab
partially slipped down over her head. She tried to resist, turning around as they pushed her, and her eyes
met the boy’s. She knew he had heard. ‘My granddaughter’, she said to him. ‘She’s lost. Please help
me.’ Then a mounted policeman galloped through the
middle of them, cutting them off. When the horse had
passed, the woman and the accompanying policeman
had vanished.
Heart pounding, the boy began to call out the lost
girl’s name. Water cannons had now arrived, and the
police were soaking everything in sight with them.
People began slipping over as they scurried across the
wet ground and the boy almost fell over again, stepping on crushed falafel that had been scattered everywhere from an upturned market stall. He gasped as
he saw a smattering of scarlet drops on the ground
at his feet. Cries of pain punctuated the air along with
a host of other strange sounds. A lashing noise, the
clang of metal upon metal. Whips, swords and spears?
he thought. He couldn’t tell if he was imagining them
or not. The ghosts of conflicts long over still haunted
the city.
The staccato rattle of gunfire brought him swiftly
back to the present. He renewed his search, calling
the girl’s name at intervals. His feet slapped dully on
the wet cobblestones as he ran, and a stitch started
to pierce his side. His breath rasped harshly in his
throat. Then a small figure dashed past, almost colliding with him. ‘Aamaal?’ he called after it, but it didn’t
stop. He heard something like hail and saw a shower
of stones pelting down on a parked police car.
He called for the girl again and then heard a whimpering sound down to his right. Ducking around be-
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Waterfall
by Anthony Owen
Jewish libraries lay beneath us,
lapwings written from lugers,
pencils whispering numbers for names.
I wonder as they warmed the queuing spade
if they brushed away hairs of the yellow sun,
slinging a glance to the photographic eye.
In Prague I saw the ghettos teeth
over- crowded in a square mile jaw;
the jigsaws of Jerusalem.
I heard of a bridge with seven colours
it stretched from Gaza to Israel
treasure drank from a burst pipe,
boys and girls made typhus sound like waterfalls,
Palestine, Jerusalem, the floods were made of flesh.

sxc.hu

hind a battered market stall he saw a dishevelled
bundle huddled up in a small enclave. Dark, matted hair hung across her face and her eyes were
round and terrified. A crack of gunfire shattered
the air like a boom of thunder.
‘Aamaal?’ he said. She gave a quick nod, her
huge brown eyes filled with fear.
Gently, he coaxed her out of her hiding spot, and
took her hand. Feeling her palm against his own
reminded him of his sister. He hoped his family
were all safe. The boy saw that the girl was missing one shoe; she must have lost it in the furore.
‘Where do you live?’ he asked her, and she
pointed down the road. ‘Let’s go then.’
Aamaal limped along, her unshod foot looking
red and raw as if it had been trodden on multiple
times. Purple bruises were already forming on
the boy’s skin, and he ached everywhere. The
crowd was thinning now as the two children hurried along, keeping to the walls as much as they
could, and the shouting grew more distant as they
moved away from the epicentre of the conflict.
Finally, down a narrow, empty street, the girl
broke away from the boy and ran to a door. She
banged against it as hard as she could with her
sharp, little fists calling out for her grandmother.
A moment later, the door flung open and before the woman had time to come out, Aamaal
launched herself into her arms. Both remained in
the doorway sobbing, the grandmother mumbling
the words ‘Thank you’ over and over into the girl’s
hair, but the boy knew she meant it for him.
He was about to leave the two alone when he
felt a huge hand clamp down on his shoulder.
Instantly, his blood turned to ice. He was certain
it was a policeman come to arrest him or an angry
protester out for blood. Slowly, he turned around
and was shocked to see his father standing behind
him instead. The boy tensed, waiting for his father
to shout at him for running off. So he was surprised when he picked him up and held him to his
chest tightly.
‘Your mother would have been so proud of you’,
he told his son.
A smile stretched across the boy’s face.
Just then, Aamaal let go of her grandmother and
came over to the boy.
‘Thank you for bringing me back home’, she said.
‘You’re welcome’, he replied. ‘Hope.’
And despite the yells and bangs that resounded
throughout the city, the boy knew his prayer had
been answered.

A Beginners Guide to
the Crusader Kingdom of Jerusalem
by Gary Sykes-Blythe
a lot more camp-followers, men-atarms, peasants, holy men and pilgrims, marched East over the course
of several years and smashed the
unprepared defenders of Islam, who
had no idea that the ‘Franks’ (as they
called them) were even coming. With
the bloody capture of Jerusalem and
the subsequent decision not to hand
the conquered territory back over to
the Byzantines who were the historic
owners, the scene was set for a Latin
Christian colony in the Holy Land to
be founded: the Kingdom of Jerusalem.
The Kingdom of Jerusalem is
often held up as a high-point in terms
of tolerance and religious acceptance in the Medieval Christian world,
but the reality was altogether more
pragmatic; a tiny elite of Western
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When Pope Urban stood up
to preach to a crowd of the faithful
in France, late in the 11th century, the
aim was not to build a tiny colony of
Christian in the Holy Land, but to find
a solution to the bickering of feudal
lords. That sermon, one of the most
important in history, was spread by
the clergy all over the Latin West. Urban had been asked for miltary assistance by the leader of the surviving
half of the Roman Empire in the East,
the Byzantine Empire, to help fight
against the Seljuk Turks, who were
invading. What the pope and the Emperor in Constantinople had in mind
and what actually happened turned
out to be quite different. The Eastern
Christians in Byzantium had expected
a crack force of some of the famous
warriors of the North West. Everyone

in Europe knew that the Normans,
who had recently taken England, Sicily, and Italy, were the best warriors
that Christendom had to offer.
Swept up by enthusiasm
for the crusade, the Normans and
other European knights, as well as

Christians found themselves rulers of
communities of Orthodox Christians,
Catholic Christians, Armenian Christians, Coptic Christians, Muslims and
a small number of Jews, not to mention the various other tiny sects and
movements. The old Islamic rulers in

the region had a long tradition of religious toleration, although not equality, which allowed Jews and Christians to practice their faiths under
Islamic rule, if they were prepared
to pay a special tax. When the Latin
Christians recovered from the orgy of
slaughter and excess that followed
the conquest of Jerusalem, they
realised that the kingdom they had
conquered was quite empty, particularly of people to till the land. Most
of the peasants that formerly lived
and farmed around Jerusalem had
left as the fires of war spread near,
so it was necessary for the Christians
to find replacements to tend the
fields. A general call was made to
find alternatives and Christians from
all over Europe and the Near East
arrived to fill the gaps. The kings of
Jerusalem had no particular choice as
to who they accepted and there was
no value in alienating the populace
that produced the food they needed
to survive. On the part of the peasants, it was a relief to no longer have
to pay the non-Muslim tax, although
day-to-day life changed very little.
For the steady trickle of
knights arriving in the East from
Western Europe, the wealth and
luxury, and the balmy climate, of the
Holy Land immediately endeared the
crusaders to their new homes. Many
were the adventurers, who came
looking for adventure and glory in
the Holy Land, but ended up taking
native wives and settling in. To come
from some wild and windy corner of
France, perhaps a drafty castle, to
the warmth and relative civilisation
of the Levant would be a startling
contrast. Near Eastern culture was
quantifiably more advanced than
Western European culture, with fountains, sewerage, trade items from
Central Asia and the Far East and a
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tion on the coast with tenacity.
The generals of Jerusalem were
constantly at war, marching their
small bands of elite knights up and
down the coast to battle rebels,
raiders and each other. When
over-zealous crusaders, newly
arrived from Europe, threatened
Mecca itself, the Islamic emirates at last united to remove the
Christians. It took charismatic
Islamic leaders like Nur-ed Din and
his more famous relative, Saladin,
to raise themselves to sufficient
prominence before the Kingdom
of Jerusalem came under serious
threat. It was increasingly apparent by the second half of the 12th
century that Islamic aristocrats
were no longer content to simply
nibble at the edges and bicker
with the Kingdom of Jerusalem. A
devastating defeat at Hattin saw
the always too few knights of the
kingdom cut down or captured
and the military power of the
state was broken.
It took another 50 years
before the last crumbs of the
Kingdom of Jerusalem were conquered by the forces of a resurgent and re-unified Islam. With the
loss of Jerusalem, enthusiasm for
crusading had waned in Europe.
It was not long before Europe’s
first colony was a forgotten reality
and an idealised dream. The later
colonies taken by European Christians still carried that crusading
ideal, the Conquistadors believed
themselves to be on crusade, but
nothing quite like the Kingdom of
Jerusalem ever existed again.
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degree of literate education that
had not existed in Europe since
before the fall of Rome; it was
quite natural that the Crusaders
should ‘go native’. Much like the
early Europeans who arrived in
India at the beginning of European involvement there, a certain
rapprochement was made with
the native populace.
Bizarrely, the Crusaders who lived in the Kingdom of
Jerusalem had a vested interest
in maintaining peace with their
near neighbours. It might seem
like the most natural allies for
the Christian and Islamic states in
the area were their coreligionist,
but the reality was quite different. Each of the Islamic emirates,
sultanates and even the caliphate
suffered with disunity and feuding. The Islamic aristocracy had a
vested interest in the discord and
weakness of their neighbours:
Christian and Islamic, in the hope
of achieving their own hegemony.
Similarly, the Christian rulers of
the Holy Land looked first to the
preservation of their own lands
and estates before the defence
of the Christian faith in the Holy
Land. On several occasions, on
both sides, major victories and
defeats were decided by the nonintervention of supposed allies.
Under a succession of
extremely skilled military leaders,
perhaps most famously and tragically the ‘Leper King’, Baldwin IV,
who suffered with leprosy from
his youth, the Kingdom of Jerusalem clung onto its narrow posi-
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Jerusalem
by Dwane Reads
you still stand
Oh Jerusalem
modern day trinity
crossing over the religious divide
tolerated, hated, whispers
oh Jerusalem
you are chosen
you are holy
when everywhere else is burning
will you stand
unscorched
for ever protected
Here Comes... Dwane
Dwane has been a big HCE supporter from
the early days. His new book The Annoying
Megaphone Pigeon is reviewed on page 28.
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In The Shade: SP News and Events
Writing for the Homeless - why not?
by Adam Steiner, Projects and Development Lead, SP
Today, I met several homeless people in Coventry to gauge interest
in a future SP project. The classic
question levelled at such ventures,
usually from people who aren’t
homeless themselves, is why would
anyone living on the streets want
to waste their time writing? Surely
they have more important things on
their mind; where their next meal is
coming from, where they are going
to sleep tonight?
This is undoubtedly true.
However, some of the people I met
were very keen and interested in
telling their version of the realities
of homeless life: being trapped in
a cycle of deprivation and minor
debts (amounts that would seem
trivial to most people) that sees the
homeless endlessly shuttled from
council accommodation to sheltered housing and hostels, always
on the lowest rungs of the property
ladder. Homeless life sounds hard
and that’s because it is.
The one thing most homeless people do have lots of is
time. Most of us trudge restlessly
through our gainful 9-5, from home
to work and back again, unwilling to
reflect on the alternative. There are
few constructive outlets for homeless people beyond volunteering
and every day is a genuine struggle
to survive, especially as winter approaches.
For the majority of us, who
have never been homeless, we
harbour a great deal of misconceptions about what homeless life
is really like, stigmas range from
widespread drug or alcohol abuse,
mental health issues and no desire
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to work: effectively self-inflicted
destitution. These are elements of
homelessness that apply to only a
minority of homeless people I met.
The closest most of us ever get to
learning about homelessness is
often third-hand, either from the
mainstream media (who exploit
stats and are prone to demonise)
and the memoirs of authors such as
George Orwell who step in and out
of homelessness as a social experiment, always able to return back
to their “normal” life (The Big Issue
provides a much needed antidote).
As my SP colleague once pointedout, as a society, we often choose
not to see people sleeping rough,
we expect little from them and
rarely come into direct contact, this
adds to the invisibility that hides the
problem of homelessness.
Some homeless people I
spoke to wanted the chance to
explore the possibilities of poetry
or create stories from scratch, but
most wanted to talk, and to write,
more about their lives, day-to-day,
and provide a genuine account of
how each homeless person has a
different experience of falling into
poverty, and how they begin their
journey of recovery.
I was challenged on the
“use” of both creative and factual
writing, and, forced to think on my
feet, admitted to the experimental
nature of the project (particularly
the fact it might not work at all),
but I countered by saying that writing, in all its forms can be a rewarding form of self-expression and
communicating one’s view of the
world to others.

We all depend on words
and improving your writing, and being able to write well can open-up
many surprising doors and helps to
make a person more employable.
Lots of people who aren’t homeless enjoy sufficient financial and
physical security to write as a purely
creative endeavour, as a (sometimes) pleasurable end in itself –
why shouldn’t homeless people be
offered access to the same creative
support? Many people assume that
the answer will always be “No” and
that homeless people have nothing to say. Like any experiment,
this project will probably benefit
some more than others, but who
cares? It might help some people to
rebuild their self-confidence, spark
a new relationship with writing
and reading and encourage people
who have already decided that they
can’t write, and are not expected
to, to have a go and try – whatever
writing comes out of the project,
I feel the work invested by participants will help to humanise homeless people, educate the public and
turn the tide on a popular stigma
and social exclusion.
Why creative writing for homeless
people?
Well, why not?

WWW.HERECOMESEVERYONE.ME

In the flesh: HCE live
by Gary Sykes-Blythe, Editor, HCE
(sadly not pictured); Dwane Reads
(pictured); and welcome guests in
the form of Maria Taylor (pictured)
and music from Misty’s Little Adventure wrapped up the play bill.
It’s a useful cliche to assert
that there was something for everyone in the performance adn far be it
from me to avoid such a statement.
Maria opened the show with calm,
measured and precise reading. Her
poems were emotive and homely,
but reached out to the audience in a
way most profound.
John came next. Calm and
cool as always, John stood resolutely with his hand in his pocket like a
naughty schoolboy and whipped
his witty and phonically satisfying
lines out into the audience like ninja
throwing stars. He was a definite

Images: Dwane Reads & SP

Way back in June something happened that had not happened
before. A group of poets and literatuers gathered for an evening of
live music and poetry at the Tin Arts
and Music Centre. Under the aegis
of HCE, the aim was to celebrate
the contributors, the staff and the
support for the magazine.
Naturally, as editor and
nominal host, I was delighted with
how the evening went. Apart from
the fact that it is a genuine delight
to meet and socialise with the
people with whom I’ve been liaising
for over a year now, but more than
that: it’s great fun to be around
performance.
The line-up was a mixture
of HCE staples: John Kitchen (pictured); Lindsay Waller-Wilkinson

audience favourite.
After the break, Lindsay,
looking quite regal on a stool, I
thought, read her story The Dress,
which first appeared in the Colours
Issue. After the show many commmented on the harrowing reality of
Lindsay’s story and it’s message, but
there was no-one who complained
about the heartfelt and bittersweet
way that Lindsay read her story.
The headline reader was, of
course, our very own Dwane Reads.
No stranger to the performance
poetry scene, Dwane electrified (and
frightened) the crowd by bellowing
into the microphone, whispering into
the shadows and by waving his arms
around. It’s hard to resist a man in
tartan trousers and the crowd were
rapidly and eagerly eating from his
hand.
At last, three members of
Misty’s Big Adventure (naturally
enough, Misty’s Little Adventure), a
Birmingham based band, enthralled
the crowd with wall of sound modernist blends of smooth lyrics,
up-tempo rhythms and all-too cool
dance moves.
All concerned agreed that
the night was a success and discussion of the next event began immediately.

Above: Maria Taylor
reads poems from
her book Melanchrini
(published by Nine
Arches Press)
Left: Super-cool HCE
Columnist and
founding father
John Kitchen
Right: Heroic headliner Dwane Reads,
with two
fans
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Apocrypha 1
by Atma Singh
& I will reveal
the city of Jerusalem
as clear testament
to the idiocy of men
whom somehow believe
themselves blessed
by my very own hand
as they hate one another
whilst standing
upon their holy land
& some will pray
against the walls
they face
& others will pray
holding the guns
they raise
& this shall be overstood
by all those
with eyes that see
& hearts that feel
that there can be
no greater futility
than the war that is fought
to ©opyright me

Here Comes... Atma
Atma Singh is a crowd-funded visual, written
& spoken artist based in Coventry.
Twitter: @atma_singh #99pProject
Website: 99pProject.tumblr.com
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New Jerusalem
by Atma Singh
jerusalem is a problem
contested
more than a place
defined
infecting minds
pulled three ways
a tug of war
where they all
fall
down
new jerusalem is an answer
collective
cyberspace
online
sharing lives
infinite perspectives
mutual forum
where they all
join
minds

Jerusalem Revisited
(Blake Dub)
by Mal Dewhirst
And did the hands of artisans,
burn coals, melt ore, cast steel,
hammer and forge, turn and grind?
Did we build respect
in the holy dignity of graft?
Forging minds, casting ideals,
building a future away from poverty,
did we ever build the new Jerusalem?
here on England’s green and pleasant land.
And if we did, where has it gone?
Those satanic mills, studio, museum,
coffee shop, outlet store,
the cold commerce freezes out
memories, identities, communities,
no more satanic
than lives without purpose,
evil deeds, idle hands and all that.

Wikicommons

So bring me the ores of iron,
bring me rubber for the tyre,
bring me the muscle, sweat and pride,
I’ll build a car, your new chariot of fire,
and show you the lost Jerusalem.
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One Way in, One Way Out
by Adam Steiner
Enter the lion’s mouth
From tarmac tongue to cobbled crush
With unwelcome tread
Glances pass through wire mesh.
Outside, concrete blocks spring up
A dividing struggle
Undermining ancient stone
and family lines.
Behind dark glass and deep walls,
We all hide.
He repeats: “show me your eyes”
Alphabets twisted into secret speech
Names writ in dust.
Golden sun spreads holy light,
A blessing on your hatred
Believers Only, past this point
To go trip and wander
The world’s first pavements.
Scraped out pomegranate shells
errant seeds on stony ground,
denying heathen flesh.
An exit wound, left behind
With the roar of the closing gate.

Eloise is a French photographer (see below)
based in Ramallah and has been in Palestine
since December 2010 working as a freelance
with Press Agencies, printed or online newspapers and magazines. Through her photography
she seeks to document, to capture scenes and
events that we do not see enough in mainstream medias, and to raise awareness on the
diversity of the world. www.elo-b.com

Elo B ©
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In Ancient Times: Exploring Jerusalem’s Old City
by Dannee McGuire

A web of narrow winding back
streets connected the city, tumbling
from one bar to another; outside
one bar, we stopped for a beer
(quite expensive) and chatted with
locals, as a live music band played
variations on Grease's Summer Lovin'
and The Jungle Book's I wanna be like
you. It was late, but the night was
only just beginning. How surprising
is it to hear that this is Jerusalem,
Israel? It was my first insight into
a conflict zone city, torn between
Israel and the Palestinian Territories.
Of course, the city is also the holy
site for three major religions - Christianity, Islam and Judaism. On my
brief encounter with Jerusalem this
summer, it managed to subvert the
way I previously understood and
imagined this mythical place.
The truth about Jerusalem
is that nothing here is as it seems.
As one of the oldest and historically
conflicted cities in the world, most
of the physical religiously important sites - the Tower of David as a
notable example - have been built,
knocked down, rebuilt, moved,
reflattened, rebuilt, and moved back
again. You would be hard placed

finding a building that is original in
any way. With the originality of the
physical buildings brought under
scrutiny, it is only natural to bring
the significance of each place into
question as well. Was Jesus really
crucified at the Church of the Holy
Sepulchre [ahem, no, but allegey buried the -Ed.]? Is the Garden of Gethsemane, situated on the hillside in
Jerusalem (one of at least four supposed sites), really where Jesus was
betrayed by Judas? From the amount
of tourists that visited these Christian sites, it appears not to really
matter. The general consensus that
I gathered from the people I spoke
to, seemed to be that "it would be

that surrounded the Jewish Temple's
courtyard. On busy days, pilgrims
queue in crowds to come against
the wall and tap their heads against
it, pushing slips of paper adorned
with prayers into the cracks. Their
prayers here mourn the destruction
of the Holy Temple: a sign of the
importance of authenticity for visiting Jews. Jerusalem is constructed
of a mixture of significant originals,
yet equally as protected unoriginals, questioning the significance of
historical authenticity and meaning
within their very existence.
Of course, there is one more
wall in Jerusalem that is significant
for the city: the partition wall sepa-

nice" if these places are original - but
it isn't particularly necessary.
Saying that, originality does
matter for the Jewish holy sites. The
Wailing Wall, the most sacred Jewish
site, is a remnant of the ancient wall

rating Israel from Palestine. Surrounding this steel construction,
invisible barriers - hidden to the
naive eye - stop any tourist from
coming too close to it. As I mounted
the hill from the Garden of Gethse-
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mane and began my path down the
other side, I stumbled across one
of these. A car halted next to me,
the man within telling me there was
nothing to see along this path. Two
Israeli girls stopped at the sight of
me, telling me in suspiciously casual,
broken English, that there was no
point going any further.
Still closer to the wall, the
imperceptible webs of deception
are even tighter. Careful security
checks by attentive Israeli soldiers
take place on entrance to Palestine.
On the coach from Jerusalem to
Ramallah (the capital of the Palestinian Territories), a man was asked
to leave the bus without any obvious reason. His eyes watched us as
we pulled away from the security
gate, two soldiers flanking him either side. A Palestinian later told me
that, if no Westerners had been on
board, his exit would have been far
more brutal.

D.McGuire
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On the return journey, two
weeks later, gun shots rang out
around the bus. The Palestinians on
board stood up angrily on the second shot, shouting in heated Arabic.
Uproar ensued. Cold faced soldiers
entered the coach, their eyes attentive of who shouted loudest, who
looked most angered. A sudden and
uncertain hush hovered.
Clearly, in this city of different religions, histories, and races,
there are plenty of barriers, both
palpable and unperceivable. The
diversities are more fractures,
religiously and politically separating
peoples and countries.
For all this, not all fractures
in Jerusalem are breaks. Each morning, as I walked through the Old
City, I was surrounded by Christians,
Muslims and Jews, all on similar
pilgrimages. Various headscarves
bobbed by. Outfits both colourful
and monochrome lay under crosses

and hats. As I watched, I felt struck
by the concept that, despite the
divisions and conflicts that daily tear
this region apart, there is in actual
fact an unwavering, albeit precarious, principle that unites this city.
Faith. Faith, with all the power to
destroy, yet unite - and the repercussions of both are clear to see.
Right now, as the IsraeliPalestinian Peace Talks continue, it
is unclear yet whether Jerusalem
and the region will become the
two-state compromise that everyone has been debating for so very
long. But, whilst I was in Jerusalem historical yet inauthentic, separated
yet united, constructed and deconstructed time and time again - I felt,
for a sliver of time, that anything
might be possible. In a city more
myth than fact, more reconstruction
than reality, there were still tales to
be unlocked, and stories to be told.
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Writ in Dust: Hamde Abu Rahma’s
Roots Run Deep: Life in Occupied Palestine reviewed
by E.A. Boxer
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Hamde Abu Rahma

Hamde Abu Rahma

It is a cruel irony that Jerusalem, a
city significant cultural and historical
place of unity and worship for three
world religions, has become the iconic symbol for the division between
Palestine and Israel.
The borders of Palestine have
steadily shrunk back as Israel’s have
expanded, with Jerusalem disappearing into the distance, signifying the

ongoing struggle between the two
countries to find a peaceful solution
to the Jerusalem question. For some,
Jerusalem must be owned wholesale;
others propose a two-state compromise that could reconcile Palestine
with Israel and leave the city in a compromised peace.
Hamde’s book is an effective photographic account of this

struggle. Where words can be debated and used equivocally, pictures
capture real events. In particular,
Roots Run Deep highlights the fallout
of perpetual conflict over land and
nationhood. As a way of emphasising
this message, pictures of Jerusalem
are notably absent, the photographs
are from the Palestinian side of the
wall, a diminishing world that suffers
frequent clashes with Israeli armed
forces.
The human impact of this
division is brought home in the many
shots that centre around the ninemetre high wall that runs through
Palestine territory and the notorious
checkpoints that restrict the flow of
workers and families to gain access
to Jerusalem and surrounding Arab
states. Hamde refers back to periods
of history when Christians, Muslims
and Jews were able to peacefully
coexist in Jerusalem, alongside an
amusing picture of a Palestinian Christian dressed as Santa Claus.
In the book’s introduction,
Hamde explains that he became a
photo-journalist in order to document
the situation in Palestine, in particular that of his home village of Bil’in,

which has so far lost 60% of its territory to the construction of Israeli
settlements.
The book also contains interesting portraits that document
Palestinian culture, such as a brief
explanation of the kuffiyeh, the
chequered scarf worn around the
world bearing different associations in different cultures. Hamde
argues it should be recognised as a
symbol of protest against oppres-

sion, not as a garment worn by
terrorist groups.
Other pictures are simply
symbolic, but no less far-reaching.
For example, olive trees are a common sight throughout the Mediterranean and in particular in Jerusalem on the Mount of Olives, which
looks down upon the city. There
are contrasting shots of protests
and children at play, families being
moved on from their land and the

Bedouin people, descendants of
a nomadic tribe who struggle to
move within the shrinking borders
of Palestine and encroaching Israeli
settlements. There is a stark contrast between the poverty-stricken
areas of Palestine, seeing blatant
land grabbing and construction
of miniature towns, which some
argue is a form of gentrified ethnic
cleansing through real-estate.

Hamde Abu Rahma’s book Roots Run Deep: Life in Occupied Palestine is
available online direct from the author priced at £8.50 (GBP)

Hamde Abu Rahma

http://www.hamdeaburahma.com/product/roots-run-deep/
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Read Only: Dwane Reads’s

The Annoying Megaphone Pigeon Reviewed
by Christine Fears
The Annoying Megaphone Pigeon,
a brilliantly titled collection by
performance poet Dwane Reads,
exudes the energy and punk-poet
anger of some of the great comics
and poets of the eighties, rivalling
John Cooper Clark, Attila the Stockbroker, Mark Steel or Alexi Sayle
for socially-aware wit. The volume
navigates the problem of the
performance poem made static by
opening up an interactive request
for readers' poems and by suggesting unusual places the volume
could be read. However, despite
hugely enjoying the book, I never
quite shook the feeling that this is a
poet slightly at odds with the modern world, who, like many of his
generation, is so disappointed that
the Britain they envisioned never
came to be that they are blind to
the wonder of changes they could
not have imagined.
The Annoying Megaphone
Pigeon weaves through its many
poems themes of progress, transience, the death of a way of life,
and critiques the world the poet's
children have inherited. Reads is
concerned with the legacy of the
capitalism that punk poets and
comics railed against in the 70s and
80s: 'when the giant came to town'
and the sadder, less hopeful 'Shops
gone' act as a before and after
pair, warning us that 'The giant
supermarket wants to swallow you
whole / And if you let them do it,
they will conquer and control', then
berating our apathy:
Too late should have used
that one
TOO LATE SHOP CLOSED
DOWN
[…]
Where were you
When it was open?
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Reads is frustrated that the giants
he fought have insidiously won,
and the contemporary Britain
they sprawl across is viewed with
despair.
This strip-lit, unindividuated modern world has produced
the cast of characters peopling the
verse – the apathetic, Sky TV-fed
loner of 'You’re fed… your life’s…
Shit' is berated:
Getting lazy attitude piling
on the pounds these are the only
ones you
will ever have clown
Typing on the face book
and other cyber wank
No opinions on the world’s
affairs no please nor thanks
While we all despair of friends who
live this way, this poem reveals a
slight old-fogeyness in Reads. This
Generation Y loser is blamed for
his situation instead of the dire job
market he faces, and his hunger
holds none of the romance of the
empty stomached 80s strikers in
poems such as 'Men that sing'.
Browsing the internet is negatively
dismissed in daddish tones as 'the
face book and other cyber wank',
rather than as a positive act of
interest in the world and relationships.
In his verse, Reads preserves something of the old world
he sees disappearing. The old and

The Annoying
Megaphone Pigeon is
published by Piggyback Press and
available from Amazon

new rub up with one another in a
funny and touching poem about
playing with his son, 'The Boffin
wants to get me'. In a game of hide
and seek, the son uses his technological know-how to track and find
his father, who playfully turns the
chase into an imaginative manhunt.
After wondering at this sons 'programmed downloaded adapted
switched / Circuit boards wires…
everything’s mixed', Reads woefully asks 'Can we not play Lurkie
Lurkie instead?'. There is a sweetness to the nostalgia here, and an
awe of his son's abilities. However,
in poems such as 'Comics not funny
anymore' this fogeyishness seems
sad – tutting at the next generation
and looking longingly backwards
doesn't seem very punk.
The Annoying Megaphone
Pigeon is a great volume of work:
the indignant anger of pieces such
as 'Food Bank' and 'Dumb Down
the Nation' ('You might get a pension if you live to be old / But only
enough to merely exist because
you never took action or / tried
to resist') capture the spirit of
The Comic Strip Presents and The
Young Ones; 'Unicorn Tales' and
'Attack of the Killer Prawn' are
bittersweet surrealist pieces which
Reads excels at throughout Megaphone Pigeon; 'Bite your bottom
lip' and 'I wanna' show off another
of Reads's strengths in tender understatement. I just wish he'd offer
a less black and white view of my
generation's twenty-first century
life.
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NEXT TIME IN HCE:

The Idiots Issue
How stupid do you need to be to be an idiot?
What’s the difference between an ‘idiot’ in the
Victorian sense and a modern idiot?
Has political correctness made calling other
people an idiot taboo?
Why do so many people suffer with the
‘everyone is stupid except me’ delusion?
Submissions open now until 15th November
submit@herecomeseverone.me
Wikicommmons.org
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