
EDGE OF EXTINCTION // Extract from a poem by Chuma Nwokolo (England, Guernsey & Nigeria) published in Wavelengths

I am snatch of language lost,
in the echo of caves.

I am song infused in
fossils flown the coop.

Birds that once migrated seas
in search of sun
have now transmigrated worlds
and won’t return.

I am the broken valve
through whom a world deflates.

Wait long enough in the
slipstream of my dreams
and you will hear again
birdsong from fossil realms.
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POEMS ON  
THE BUSES
This is a sample of the print work for interior 
panels used for the Poems on the Buses 
exhibition. The printed size is 1575mm 
wide x 356mm high. The exhibition lasts 
a minimum of six months. With over 940,000 
passengers expected to be riding the buses 
over the summer months, this promises  
a huge readership.

IT NEVER RAINED // a poem by Hugh Sullivan (Sussex) 

It never rained that summer we first met,
Or if it did I’ve chosen to forget.
Each day the sun rose early, burned, and set.
The fireflies wove their dance each sultry night.

You danced with me amongst them once – a chase
Of teasing barefoot steps, a flash-lit face,

A glade between the maple trees the place
I caught you for an instant in your flight..

We came that way again, long years gone by,
A summer morning, this time dull white sky:
You found the glade and one lone butterfly
That sped dark-winged across and out of sight.

No earthly Eden stays to be regained.
I looked up. There were grey clouds now. It rained.
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This is a sample of the print work for 
interior panels used for the Poems on 
the Buses exhibition. The printed size is 
1575mm wide x 356 high. The exhibition 
lasts a minimum of six months. With close 
to 1,000,000 passengers expected to be 
riding the buses over the summer months, 
this promises a huge readership.
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SWIMMING OUT //

Extract from a poem by 
Linda Rose Parkes
(Jersey)

POEMSONTHEBUSES//POEMSONTHEMOVE//POEMS

So often the wind
had pummelled her windows
and salt stained the glass. Now finally
she was pushing out
from a paint-flaked,
middle-aging house
of dust-scorched roses.
If she made it beyond
the hook of fear,
success would surf her
past the lowering
rocks and if her strokes
stalled she’d learn to float
until the creases in her breath
dissolved and it was only
the brine in her veins
which owned her –
her spirit rising
like Leviathan,
eyes like eyelids
of the morning. 
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POEMS ON 
THE MOVE  
This is a sample of the print work for pop-
up posters used for the Poems on the Move 
exhibition. The printed size is 845mm wide 
x 2000mm high. For the first month of the 
exhibition, the poems will be displayed 
at the Guernsey Airport, which is a prime 
site for advertisements; it has an average  
footfall of over 70,000 people a month.
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ATLANTIC //

Pat Winslow
(Oxfordshire) www.brownsadvocates.com

The trick is to launch yourself flatwise, to fly, as it were, 

like in those childhood dreams where you’d long-belly over

grass and hedges, fences and trees. Do this without thought 

or prevarication. The intention is to beat straight into it,

clean as a pin through the cold salt-scrubbing green,

dear cold that unbolts and unlocks, unscrews all that’s been

holding you tight for so long. On your back now, hanging still 

like a dead one, buoyant, heart knocking. Keel over, kick heels,

crawl, churning, arm over arm, splice like a shark,

slice like a double-sided windmill. Switch to backstroke

then breast, a ladling scoop, head below and up, then slow 

dog-paddle. Wade out, thigh deep, preceded by your shadow,

a perfect dark replica of yourself climbing from the olive drab, 

dragging seaweed, an ungainly lumber over hot stones, slab

footed on glittery sand, mica speckled, and slump, shocked 

by gravity, by the dull dead thump of human weight.
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