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Editor’s Note

I am honoured and thrilled to present the fifth issue of Lincs & Inks  to you all. This ensemble of talented poets have worked hard to produce incredible work, and I am grateful to each of them to submitting to my journal and entrusting me to showcase their work. Lincs & Inks can only run thanks to the support it receives from the writers and artists of Lincolnshire, and for them I am forever grateful. 

This issue explores the theme of humanity and its pieces depict, question and convey what it means to be human.

I hope you enjoy reading them as much as I have.

All my thanks,

Em

Ron


Stefan Bishop
Bio

Stef Bishop is a Lincon-based writer. The following poem is about the writer’s good

friend, Ron Booth. The poem is also partly inspired by the landscape of Lincoln. Ron

is a published poet and compere of a spoken word night on the first Wednesday of

every month at the Birdcage pub, Lincoln.
Ron

The first Wednesday of every month is a spoken word night

where you’re the host. Your fist is held aloft and suddenly

everyone has the confidence of a nation to be outspoken

or maybe it’s just the flow of beer? You rev up the crowd

and your cuff-links shine like stars winking themselves

into sharp existence, cheers rise from the garden, chants

of your name travel on the air like you’re the toast of this city.

How many uncaged voices have grown wings and soared

since this event begun? You’re the master of ceremonies,

that social butterfly with the well-known face, never a bad

word for anyone, you live in the mindfulness of here and now,

you wish everybody a sweetheart of a future; your name is Ron.

If this small city was ever appointed its very own narrator -

it would have to be Ron. His voice would hover and glide

like slightly rough but warmly reassuring insulation,

like the breath of a candy floss machine. Colourful bunting

flaps across the sky, his voice moves from Steep to Strait,

mentioning cathedral and castle, antique shops, tearooms,

bookstores, hotels, gift stalls, pubs, galleries, restaurants

and coffee shops galore. Scenery ends, there’s a pause,

he quickly announces the first Wednesday of every month,

scenery resumes, pass Speakers Corner and Broadgate,

to a microphone held up, its feedback like a clarion

call to a world frothing over from a freshly pulled pint.

Then there’s the shirts he wears, the array of shirts:

floral, tropical, diamond-patterned, funky paisley.

Something a bit psychedelic or space-agey. Ron, are those

flamingos on your chest? A Hawaiian sunset in Lincoln,

you smile from ear to ear. Someone stops to admire one

of your shirts. Cool shirt, man! Hey, thanks. Where are you

from? Washingborough. Where is Washingborough?

Just keep following this riverside path and you’re pretty

much there. Oh, you aren’t from Spain or the Caribbean?

No, just down the road. Sorry, I just thought...because

of the shirt. No problem...hey, do you like spoken word?

I compere here... the first Wednesday of every month...

Despite government let downs, the nation growing

grainy and old, despite services dying on their arses and trust

on beggaring knees - you seem to stay idyllic and calm.

As if the feeling of love’s young dream has always stayed

within you. You are positivity with a bow tie. And long before

the first Wednesday of every month was a thing, you climbed

up to your attic and discovered poems hidden in journals

that you’d forgotten you’d written. Did that seed of an idea

of an image of a revolutionary fist start then? What a modest,

romantic soul; an open book of Thomas Hardy’s collected works

lays open while you rush out to meet someone who needs

a friend, you bring them a pint by an open fire; your name is Ron.

On a night out, I move from local haunts to vacant spots,

where windows with torn posters offer prices that won’t be

seen again, I pass some retro student bar (that seemed

to pop up overnight but won’t barely last the year), and I end up

at a place with more character and warmth than the rest.

Through the pub door, a young woman with an acoustic is singing

open her heart. Later, live music will be so close and intimate -

customers could be mistaken for band members. And out

of the crowd, there’s a silver-haired fox, dressed up to the nines,

of course, it’s Ron. I ask him when’s the next spoken word night,

but before he can answer, a mass of humanity turns around

and joyfully shouts the first Wednesday of every fuckin’ month.
Supernatural


Michael Cartwright
Bio
Born in Kent in 1951. After leaving secondary education joined the British Army in 1967 at the age of

fifteen and served for twelve years. Following the army gained employment in the Finance industry

then in Security before moving to Boston in 1999. Entered the world of fast moving consumer goods

and became involved in the handling of raw materials for a food processor. After being made

redundant I returned to education completed an Access to Higher Education course and then gained

a place at Bishop Grosseteste University studying Heritage then took a masters degree at The

University of Northampton. I currently research and write historical fiction and have published four

books to date. I have a great deal of affection for poetry which I also enjoy writing.

Supernatural
We cannot see

Many spirits surround us

Are they ghosts or ghouls

Or are we only fools

******

Those who sit upon high

Look down at their creation and sigh

In the troubled lands of the human race

They show no mercy, no grace

A creation that in the universe remains alone

A creation constructed from flesh and bone

Spread before them on faces of many colours

Tears fall from all those who were meant to be brothers

In the Elysian fields survivors of battle rest

Leaving behind many to struggle and do their best

The gods watch as their creation like herds of cattle

Form their battalions and march forward to do battle

Some selected to kill, some selected to die

Death to so many by those who watch from above the sky

Dreams, hopes and prayers are lost as Aphrodite’s tears fall

Love is lost, madness and chaos reign over all

Memory


Martin Heseltine
Bio
Martin Heseltine was born in Manchester and now lives in a village just outside Lincoln.

His earliest success was with a mini-story, published in Mojo magazine in 1999.

He is the author of three volumes of poetry.

Endings and Beginnings in 2021

Shadows in 2023

A Case of Time in 2025

He has appeared on BBC Radio Lincolnshire, most recently during covid reading his poem

Lockdown.

He has also published three novels:

The Trickster’s Tale 2018

Journet into Darkness 2020

A Conspiracy of Fakes 2024
Memory
“He won’t remember you.”

The nurse said.

As we moved back the screens

From your bed.

I said nothing.

For I knew that with me,

Were faith,

Healing,

And, most of all,

love.

On my phone

I pressed ‘play’.

And the song kicked in.

That special song

We both loved

For so many years.

At the intro

Your eyes moved

Towards me

And once more lit up,

As part of your world came back.

The vocals began

And you started to sing

Tentatively, softly,

Feeling your way.

But gradually

matching the singer.

Reaching for what you once

Knew so confidently.

Until the dam burst.

And the blockage

crumbled.

And your voice

Strengthened,

Grew confident,

positive.

And in tune.

Then the song finished

As I saw you knew it would.

And your eyes met mine

For the first time in months.

Shining brighter

And for longer

than I could ever

have hoped.

Meeting your gaze,

I knew what you’d say

If you still had the words.

I lifted my phone

Smiled through some tears

And once more

pressed play.
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GP Hyde

Bio

GP Hyde was born on the Wirral, Merseyside and lives in Grimsby, North East Lincolnshire where he writes poetry and short fiction. He studied fine art at Goldsmith’s and at the Royal Academy Schools. He has published a pamphlet ‘A Gracious Month’ and his short fiction has been extensively published by Pure Slush. His poetry has been published by Black Bough Press, Hedgehog Poetry Press, Bent Key and the Starbeck Orion.

 

Social media: @gphydeauthor
Tourist

You will pay me three thousand dollars.

I will arrange a visa, a flight and hotel

near the border.

You are, of course, on a sightseeing trip

to that wonderful country.

Wait at the hotel until you are contacted.

Someone will drive you to a spot

where there are no guards.

A guide will escort you into the woods.

Follow all directions and you will arrive

where you wish to be.

Hospitable

Knock on the door. Wait for the words,

Please, step inside. Receive the sight and sounds

of vegetables boiling on the hob,

the smell of laundry in the backroom.

 

Sit when asked. Sink into the chair,

accept the offer of tea and let yourself

be lulled into the feel of home. Erase

the thoughts that arrive, thoughts of those

 

in the Calais Jungle, on the borders of Poland,

creased up with hunger, exhausted, distanced now

from what once was their home and now

is fading from their dulled memories.

Welcome, citizens!

You have no need of speech, embrace FreeDumb!

You have no need of thought, embrace FreeBlank!

You have no need of sounds, embrace FreeDeaf!

You have no need of sight, embrace FreeBlind!

We are here to serve you. Your senses are our senses.

We are everywhere and hold you in our loving embrace.

Furtive

Slip away down the side street,

cut through the alley,

keep on moving away

from the all-seeing eye

that follows you.

If you choose to surrender.

turn your chin to the light

so that the shadows do not conceal

your face and say ‘Yes, I am the one.’

But if you choose to be furtive,

go about your business

in a quiet way,

an evasive way,

then you’ll escape scrutiny

and be free to walk along

the alleys and back streets,

unfettered, unchained, unburdened.

Future

Here’s architecture for the modern world,

that’s built on steel and concrete decks

and gives us a promise of brave new ways of living,

working, hoping for a better life.

Look, here are machines

to help us to the challenge of

faster, bigger, better.

Unannounced, the furnaces open

and the white heat of the revolution

blinds us, forcing us back,

bombarded by the light.

We hide behind pillars,

bury ourselves in the shadows,

scrabble about

for what might shield us

from a changing world.
Socks


Irfan Virk
Bio

My favourite subjects at school were Art, Music and PE. I particularly enjoyed playing pirates in the gym. However, we were only allowed to do this at the end of term as a special treat!

Like most boys of my generation, I played all kinds of sports at school, including basketball, badminton, cricket and, of course, football. I was also fairly keen on gymnastics and pole vaulting, which we did during athletics in the summer term. These days, I tend to swim and cycle to keep fit.

After leaving school, I did an Art Foundation Course at Leicester College of Art and Design. I then applied to study Fine Art at Goldsmiths School of Art in South London. My principal subject at Goldsmiths was sculpture.

After graduating from Goldsmiths, I studied print-making at the Camberwell School of Arts and Crafts. I specialised in silk-screen and lithographic print-making.

I later studied at The Open University, where my principal subject was computer science.

I have, at various times, taught art, ICT and computer science in schools, colleges and adult education institutes. I also ran the Computing Homework site for over a decade. This site was designed to support Computing in secondary schools.

Nowadays I divide my time between writing and painting.

I have self-published four novels and a short poetry collection. Three of the novels are aimed at young readers; the fourth, The Fine Artist in Me, is aimed at a specialist adult audience.

I have an author site at www.irfanvirk.com
Socks

 

Picture yourself in a suit or a frock

Meandering down Piccadilly Docks

Incongruous ankles may easily shock

Unthinkable is a world without socks

 

Seven pairs of socks are all a man needs

To colour his whims and play fashion’s lead

Imagine the colours of daring deed

Defining your ankles with lines of speed

 

In winter, spring, summer and autumn sun

Made glorious for occasions to run

An essential covering for everyone

Form and function enwrapped in cotton spun
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HO WARD
Bio
Despite having published only one illustrated collection

of his poems in Poetic Life, renowned Lincolnshire based 

writer H.O.WARD began writing poetry way back in 1992. 

His poems present a varied collection of themes from

thoughtful nature and spiritual reflections to daily evens 

of the unexpected. . . enter the witches and pirates . . . 

that appeal to a cross section of age and gender .    

Likewise, his published novels, 'Doris' and 'Across The Parallel'

present daily themes and activities that a, pull at the heart 

strings and b, challenge your comfy zone. 

I Stand Still

I stand still . . .

My hands rest motionless in the soapy suds of the washing-up,

All around is familiar,

But I’m not there.

I know this place with its narrow lanes,

Its horse drawn carts of hay bales and brewers barrels

That clip and clop along the crowded cobbles.

I stand still . . .

I was here once,

Amongst the soapy bubbles, popping and chilling on my hands.

Yes . . . I remember the chill.

The chill of the wind as the hay stalks blow along the narrow lanes,

And the soapy bubbles pop.

I remember this place.

All around is familiar,

But I’m not there.

Beer aroma from the soapy suds rises to fill my nostrils,

And I can hear the brewer’s cart clatter along the cobbles.

I am transfixed in time . . .

All around is familiar.

Where is this place I go

When I stand still.
I Have Not By H.O.WARD – 23 April 2020

I have not listened to the wind before,

Or the rustling of leaves upon the forest floor.

I have not watched the sun sparkle through the canopy,

Illuminating, as a spotlight, fresh patches of damsel buds

That open their glow of petals hue accessible to the bee.

When trees convers in unison with plants and creatures

Of another world, they pause in silence and quietly listen;

For they stand in harmony and accord, all creatures of the forest.

I have not seen a timid deer, or spied at far an elusive cuckoo,

Or come across a badgers track, or witnessed squirrel in a tree.

I have not seen them, seen not one, but clearly, they have all seen me.

Within the whisper of the wind, passing through the canopy,

Disturbance of the rustling leaves scattered across the crispy floor,

Within that eerie woodland sound when the owl singularly hoots,

Your presence upon the forest floor, to all, has been announced.

But I will learn the song of wind and movement of the leaves,

And I will learn to stand so still that I may hear the silence.

I will pause in harmony with all the forest’s creatures,

And I will stand in unison and learn, that which I have not.










