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Introduction 

 

Saccharine Poetry emerged from an idea that has been 

brewing over years and across various discussions. When 

the decision was finally made (in 2019) to launch 

Saccharine in Spring 2020 no one could have predicted 

the Covid-19 pandemic that has since swept across the 

world. 

Saccharine Poetry was not launched as a reaction against 

the pandemic, but as this first volume of the journal is 

released in this midst of the pandemic it feels entirely 

appropriate to be speaking new songs into the ether. 

There is a dire need for the poetic, for songs of lament, 

hymns to hope, reveries and rants and the guiding 

motivation for Saccharine is to make space for those 

words to be heard. For voices, established and new to 

sing-out songs into the silence. 

When the site and Twitter feeds were launched we had no 

idea whether we would receive any submissions at all. 
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When the the submissions started pouring in they were 

received with excitement and  intrigue. Excitement that 

writers felt comfortable to submit work to a brand new 

entity. Intrigue as to just who would submit work to this 

fledgling journal. 

We’ve been so excited to receive some excellent poems 

from well-established poets and newer writers. One aspect 

of the submission process that has taken us by surprise is 

the incredible diversity in geographical location of poets: 

Ghana, Ireland, the Netherlands, the USA and the UK. 

We’re grateful for the faith put into this journal by the 

poets themselves and we’re grateful for the faith put into 

this journal by the readers, for taking time to delight in the 

words that follow… 

SP 
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Coltrane’s Rain 

Will Schmit 

 

This perfecting night the stars 

fit between each branch 

of the fruiting plum. 

 

The yard, mowed or un-mowed 

greenly slopes toward the ocean 

below the sliding moon. 

 

The wet sodden air 

seeks our skin as we rush inside 

like children from the sudden rain. 

 

We credit butterflies with kisses 

but its all the world wishing us 

His Love Song Supreme. 
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Horse Girl 

Anna Potter 

 

Standing by a field  

Long ago, 

I called the horse over 

Clicking my tongue in a two-beat 

Horses know. 

The mare walked to me, tail swishing. 

My small hand stretched out 

In wonder. 

‘You’re magic’ my father’s hand 

Upon my shoulder, 

‘You call to horses, 

And they answer you’ 

A small magic, then, is mine. 

  

Standing in a field 

Not so long ago, 
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That terrible, bright summer 

Whose dry heat cracked 

And writhed. 

He was gone, a strange 

Blindness shaped like him, 

But without his heart, 

Pressed the pillows  

In his chair. 

His slippers held  

Hollows, ten, where his  

Toes had been. 

  

Above me, thick as ash 

The stars of summer. 

Breathe it, feel them in you 

And around. 

 Under the moon 

The horses, their 

Hooves bit the hillside, 
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Cantering up to where I stood. 

The warm, honey gentle horses 

My cold hands under a warm mane, 

I was allowed to move  

Among them, 

And find 

 Solace in their silence. 

  A bright ring of horses. 
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Hubris 

Trey Lyon 

 

We put so much stock in who gets 

Elected. 

That isn’t to say they don’t shape policy 

Inflict pain 

Invoke war 

Inflame hatred. 

 

But the vines and the trees sing an eternal song 

Burying monuments and men 

Making nations fertilizer. 

 

The archaeologist shows the sacrificial skeletons and I 

think “how barbaric” as the guard is deployed 

Again. 

 

By some man 
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Some ordinary man. 

(Never, it seems a woman) 

All to be what Carl called “momentary masters of a fraction 

of a dot.” 

 

No one told the sparrow the election results. 

No ticker trilled politico talk to  balaena mysticetus 

 

I wonder what the whale word for “security” is. 

They say a Bowhead had a harpoon stuck in its skin from 

1880. Someone at some point in time  forged that metal in 

the name of conquest. 

 

And the bowhead whale leads the natural world in a 

chorus of yawns 

Again.  
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Untitled 

Kevin Scully 

 

When I was 

a young  journalist, 

enthusiastic was the term 

that could have been used about 

me. As such, I found myself being given 

a range of tasks that I have come to realise 

were both grounding  and grinding me down. 

One was called The Death Knock. This involved 

going to a  house  where  someone  had died, 

usually traumatically or even in some kind 

of bizarre accident. The more bizarre the 

better. We used to do this from about 

five-thirty in the morning. ‘How do 

you feel?’ ‘How do you think I - -ing 

well feel? ’ When I went to an- 

other city,   I found out hacks 
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there  used  a different term, 

Intrusion.  Same task . Same 

goal. Different name. Years 

later,  I find  myself being 

asked  to officiate at fun- 

erals   fairly   frequently. 

Now, when I visit the be 

- reaved I usually  pray 

with them. Every now 

and  then,  when I do 

this,   I find  I get   an 

urge to  pray for  for- 

giveness. Not for the 

deceased; not for the 

family;  nor even for 

those who are left be 

-hind.  I find I get an 

urge to pray for my 

self, for some of the 
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things  that  I  used 

to  do  when  I was 

a young journalist. 
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Tears On To Dust 

(inspired by John 8) 

Andy Campbell 

 

Dragged from a lover's embrace I was 

and into the bitter fury of the mob – 

they who hoped my sin would mask their own, 

their eyes full of jealous zeal, 

with hearts broken like my own, if only they would admit 

so. 

My nakedness shamed me more 

than the stones of shouted accusation thrown – 

my skin still warm from his greedy touch, 

my lips still tasting his kiss, 

yet do I catch glimpse of his form in the crowd now? 

Propelled through walls of angry flesh 

until I collapsed at His feet – 

too tired now, too disorientated 
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to fully realise where, or whom I now was, 

Straining with the crowd to hear His thoughts proclaimed. 

The Law declared, justice demanded, 

yet he stoops to the ground, and – 

our eyes locked on each other, 

he sketches awhile in the sand, 

and then calmly asks them to begin. 

But a caveat offered, a challenge laid, 

"he without sin" invited to take pride of place – 

the men, some ashamed, some confused, 

wrestle with their inner demons, 

until I am left, still crumpled into myself, alone. 

Forgiven, and given, and given... 

I understand now, the depth of this act – 

A cloak is found for my now shivering form, 

water for my lips, shoes for my feet, 

and I will try to sin no more. 
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After RS Thomas I 

reading Migrants on holiday in India 

Jonathan Richards 

 

There is a needle in my mind. 

Bursting certainty's easy answers. 

Scratching marks I cannot read. 

  

It 

 

seeks a twin in the haystack of your convictions. 

  

It 

 

pins tokens of commitment to my breast. 

 

I wish 
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direction 

navigation 

a sense of bearing. 

  

  

The geometry of map. 
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Spring Clinging to the Vine 

Will Schmit 

 

Spent cherry blossoms 

slip heavenly downward 

to the Sunday lawn, un-mowed. 

 

Slight air streams bend their path 

as generations of poets ride each petal 

to the ground. 

 

As greed burns the earth and smoke 

chokes our hearts the lady bug’s warning 

is just a polka-dot shell. 

 

we trusted God 

until He said, 

“Be careful!” 
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Journey 

Andy Campbell 

 

To journey together is to recognise 

The strengths and weaknesses of the other 

And of ourselves, 

And to see each as an opportunity: 

To give or receive assistance and love, 

And, in doing so, 

To offer and be offered a gift of recognition 

Which we are duty bound to return 

And give to others 

And hold close to ourselves. 
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After RS Thomas II 

Reading The Absence on holiday in India 

Jonathan Richards 

 

Forty years on from genes and molecules 

 

 

I load my thurible with 

              fMRI findings, 

                   cascades and pathways, 

    sensations dissected in the search for mind. 

  

Where is the understanding 

                                          in the fragrant smoke       rising? 

 

What is the gravity that holds                                                

                                                           everything in motion? 
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How do I perceive dark energy 

                                                           without instruments? 

 

 

Presence inferred by 

                                        unexpected angles and direction.  
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Identity 

Robin McNamara 

 

You are not the father of 

My dreams; nor the destruction. 

 

You are not the mother of 

My newfound strength and rebirth. 

 

I am the brother of my poetry. 

 

I have drank words of malice  

from a poor man’s chalice; 

Made of gold and ruby. 

 

I have worn the clothes of the accepted, 

That made me feel naked. 

 

I am, the father of my soul. 
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Heads, Shoulders, Hands and Knees 

Kevin Scully 

 

Every church is a school for prayer, 

At least that’s what we’d like to think. 

But sometimes, timid or bold as we are to dare, 

Our higher thoughts seem doomed to sink. 

By claiming that what we want are God’s answers 

Somehow removes the risk of playing 

Because with the almighty we are but dancers: 

Who takes the lead? It depends on who’s saying. 

Perhaps our wishes, dreams, desire and hope 

Are cackfooted. Rather we could try to sit in stillness 

To see if our partner, or more importantly we, can cope 

With the joy, the ache, the ecstasy or jubilant illness 

That is outrun as we stand, lift holy hands or kneel 

With no other expectation for than the result of our 

appeal. 
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Foundling 

Anna Potter 

 

Howling, hungry bird heart 

Swaddled in butcher paper 

Pinned with gold. 

Roost, curled in your skull 

Alone, a little archipelago of 

 

       Eyes, hair, fingers. 

 

The blue-lipped Madonna 

Of the five senses 

Has left you. 

 

Changeling, changeling 

With your indigo eyes, 

Boot-black and patent leather, 

Pearls- 
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‘It is this’ she says, into the wind. 

‘Or mister Death for a groom.’ 

 

A breath taken below the river's edge. 

Tea at low tide.  

Among the broken pots 

And bent pennies,  

That bring no luck. 

 

Kingfisher baby 

           There you lie 

On your nest of bones, 

    Mamma’s milk feeding 

The grass while she 

Cries,  

        not you. 

 

Ravenous green quills 
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Spike upwards 

 

While your mouth is 

Toothless, empty, red. 

A hollow, hollowed out-  

  And 

Hornets  

        Hold your soul. 
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Good 

Trey Lyon 

 

Could it be that every drop of rain 

Is a baptism, 

Every drop of dew a sacrament 

Earth’s way of reminding us that not all is lost 

Creator meeting creation and calling it all good 

Again 

And again 

And again.  
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High Speed Crash 

Emma Major 

 

High speed crash 

Now beyond recognition 

Life, purpose, meaning 

 

Digging through embers 

Igniting the touch paper 

Anger, frustration 

 

Calming the spark 

Healing tears flow freely 

Ocean of loss 

 

Reflecting my truth  

Think of me: Human being 

Not human doing 
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Surprisingly centered 

In the wreckage of life 

Love, joy, peace and hope 
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The Bad Samaritan 

Kevin Scully 

 

He stood on the threshold of my good cheer, 

His voice and eyes blazed with a fervent fire. 

‘Can we speak?’ he said, and choked back a tear 

Before telling his tale all dark and dire. 

‘My dad he left and my mum couldn’t cope. 

My school was the street; my subject was me. 

Used crack, smack, methadone, a bit of dope. 

I’ve done the odd stretch, survived HMP. 

So if there’s a chance you could see me right 

For some food, a drink, a hostel bed too— 

A comfy gaff, a warm place for the night— 

A couple of quid would see it all through.’ 

‘I don’t give out cash. It’s best to be blunt.’ 

‘Call yourself Christian? You posh shite fat cunt.’ 
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The World; Violent, Crazy 

Emma Major 

 

The world; violent, crazy 

Might seem dark to many 

Or a nice place to visit 

But freedom brings us home 

To understand heart's true love 

Repenting of our selfishness 

 

This is the truth of faith 

Breaking concrete pain 

Windows thrown open 

Death can not hold you 

Loving you out of the cave 

Welcoming each morning again 

 

Holy week is always heavy 

All that journeying 
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So much grief 

Every year the same 

Yet every time more deep 

Sustained with prayer 

 

This year completely different 

No services with candles 

No gathering silence 

Yet still many tears 

Breathing deeper together 

Across the internet 

 

This year in my garden 

As in Gethsemane 

Natural light reflecting 

On flower petals 

Thoughts of Jesus 

Bathed in moonlight 
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Miss Gypsy Queen, South Dakota 1935  

(Alta had dementia) 

 

Anna Potter 

 

The end where she begins 

Through her cinnamon eyes 

Falls a gentle rain 

An icy rill 

Rinsed, over 

Nerve endings, 

Numb. 

Shards of memory 

Dying (with such melancholy devotion) 

A petal death 

In the winter sun. 

Jam jar of daisies brought for 

Grandma, 
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Placed by the nurse 

Placed by her bland kindness 

So as to catch the light, 

Glows like an icon. 

Bereft of the child that 

Brought them, 

They simply happen to be there. 

Prisming flakes edge 

A white blankness 

In the closed room, 

The air twice breathed 

Full of grace. 

In place of the child 

A dream of girlhood horses 

Where flank meets leather 

Firmly clasped. 

The Prairie swirls 

Sweat evaporating 

In a crust of honey. 
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Her brown hand soothes  

His restless pawing 

Of the hard red earth 

She turns his  

Head 

 

Delicately 

 

Towards 

The 

Darkening  

 

Hills. 
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Bipolar Depression I 

Connor Orrico 

 

searching for a savior 

in memory and mirrors, 

shapeless sciamachy 

with sobriquets now laid 

to restless sleep, 

unyielding dreams of 

who I might have been 

haunt an illness-riven 

mind with hope -- 

wakened by the path 

I see but cannot touch, 

beleaguered by 

the paralysis of purpose  



39 

 

Bipolar Depression II 

Connor Orrico 

 

catalyst obviated, 

peace became pain 

like a filling cup 

calmly overflows 

   



40 

 

Bipolar Depression III 

Connor Orrico 

 

slipping from 

His outstretched arms -- 

 

there is no poetry 

in being dashed against the rocks  
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OM 

Trey Lyon 

 

The sound of the universe is Om 

Though it’s said to be silence 

We just don’t have a sound for that 

On the day when the rustling wind through trees is 

shouted down 

By cars passing 

By unbidden inner dialogue 

By warmongers and false prophets 

It barely seems possible 

to not hear anything 

So some chant “OM” 

To re-mind 

The wind and quarks and rain and trees and us 

Are born of the same thing.  
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EvolveD-Darwinism 

Robin McNamara 

 

In metaphysical terms, how do you 

Play out the god that’s worshipped 

From the ground to a higher level. 

Are the actions of a lesser man worth  

The attention of a gold and silvered religion. 

 

Does the mind evolve it’s thoughts and  

Science of understanding in a lifetime.  

Just like the metamorphosis of insects; 

Evoking the life cycle of evolution.  

A Darwinian inheritance of an existential 

Acceptance of evolutionary biology. How 

The gilded gates of conformity open to 

An acceptable few.  

 

Those who catch the existence of life; 
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Their hands cupped ‘round a moulded Theory, carefully 

taken from corpses of theological minds that refused 

idiots unplaced ideological madness. Broken species long 

gone to extinction. Rest. 
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The Face in the Vase of Things 

Will Schmit 

 

The final splay of our tulip 

is a table top Ferris wheel 

purple petals wide 

as a lion’s mane. 

 

Flowering jumble 

in a water jar, the bulb 

bring life and the stem snipped 

for the day’s bouquet. 

 

The kitchen wild for it, 

the meal graced, 

the wet grey spring 

proposes from the window. 

 

Husband and wife working 
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the home hours 

chance a glance at the bloom 

and remember Who gives. 
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 A Son’s Rain 

Eso Blaqueman 

 

This divinity of forgiveness 

Expect an August visitor to be forgotten 

Came to plant his seedling with happiness 

Left thinking it will forever be rotten 

 

The Ecclesiastes of nothing new 

Under the sun she laboured 

So her son won’t be under the cloud 

A son's reign await every sun shine 

 

Eleven into December 

Thinking of the eleventh hour as the start 

It was just your ego 

Denying seeing you for twenty two Aprils 
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Won’t ever look down on you 

It’s your name a bear 

Won’t ever look up to you 

Never worth emulating 
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Sin of Souls 

Inspired by T.S. Eliot’s,  

The Love Songs of J. Alfred Prufrock 

Robin McNamara 

 

and. Indeed there will be a time,  

I dare to eat a peach of a poem,  

with scurrilous looks and frowns upon  

judgmental brows, as time chimes the  

coming of the hour, secrets and peaches  

of seduction; ripened and seedless. 

A virgin tastes this forbidden fruit of lust. 

(And how they will be consumed) 

Windows are hushed shut by curtains, 

that drape over, voyeuristic impulses.  

Sins of souls bourne out of shame 

in confessional boxes of the Holy Father. 
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The three Hail Marys, somehow; 

a fruitless redemption.  
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Light Of Darkness 

Eso Blaqueman 

 

Vultures with golden plate 

Doves on carcass  

Dogs not on left overs 

Mice can you survive? 

 

Trapped in the gutter 

Fight; how to survive 

Conditioned; prevent progress 

Anyone's reign is your disaster 

 

Act they set the bar with 

Same got us behind it 

Chained, dragged in barefooted 

Can't think of them in our shoes 
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Casted the light of darkness 

Eclipsing our minds 

Sun  age darkness in this jungle 

Sun of God can your light prevail? 
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