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ANON 6 features a selection of poems, interviews and
articles, tied together with our commitment to the fair
assessment of poems through an anonymous submis-
sions procedure.

PROSE: Including interviews with acclaimed poets
Roddy Lumsden and Peter McCarey; a poetic road-
trip through the landscapes of Jen Hadfield and Jen
Tynes by Timothy C. Baker; an exploration of Poetry
and Television by a television insider; and an account
of what it takes to get 100 poets in one room by Jim
Carruth.

POETRY: Some excellent contemporary poetry from
a wide variety of poets including Abegail Morley,
Michael Gregory, Ken Champion, Aiko Harman, J.D.
Smith, William Stephenson and Jason C. Venner.

At ANON, poems are assessed without knowing the
name of the poet. We do not find out the name of an
author until we have accepted their work, and if we
reject work, we never find out the name.

For information on how to submit, subscribe or access our range
of podcasts, come along to: www.anonpoetry.co.uk where you will
also find expanded versions of some of the articles from this issue.


Colin Fraser
This is a preview of Anon 6
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ANON SIX: EDITORIAL

ANON’s submissions policy is rooted in a sense of
fair play, trying to judge each poem ‘by its words, its
form, the way it sounds’, as Peter Finch put it in his
foreward to the very first issue, and nothing else. In
many parts of the poetry world anonymous assess-
ment is becoming more and more ordinary, and this
is due in part to the pioneering work of our founder
editor, Mike Stocks. That is not to say that ANON casts
a disfavourable eye upon poetry magazines which do
things differently; we like other magazines and know
there is enough space in the grand orchestra of poetry
for each of us to blow our own horn. And it was ever
thus — indeed, Mike reflects on some of the criticism
ANON attracted in its early years in our first podcast,
which is available from our website. He also discusses
his tenure as editor, which ended when he stepped
down in December, and discusses his own work as a
translator, poet and novelist. Mike’s enormous contri-
bution to ANON is hard to quantify, and we thank him
for all he has achieved. His are large shoes to fill.

The newly relaunched ANON has been experi-
menting with new media, and we are active on various
social networking sites, particularly the constrained
environment of Twitter, which attracts poets of many
different kinds. We’ve also been investing time in the
development of audio, and produced daily podcasts
for the StAnza poetry festival. We're keen to get new
audiences to appreciate poetry and also to allow peo-
ple to have the opportunity to listen to poets reading
their work. In this issue, we have two articles on this
very subject. The first, by ‘Television Insider’, is an
assessment of the recent BBC Poetry season from an
industry insider. The second is an account by Jim Car-
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ruth of his attempts to get 100 poets in one room. Both
projects try to make poetry more accessible. I'll leave
it up to you to decide how successful each has been.

Poetry is many things, and one of these is a vehi-
cle for the unexpected. The beautifully humble Jen
Hadfield, who was the surprise winner of this year’s
T.S. Eliot Prize, is a maestro of putting words ‘together
in ways they have never, ever been before’, as Roddy
Lumsden comments in this issue. We are happy to in-
clude a thoughtful essay by Timothy C. Baker on Had-
field and Jen Tynes’s creation of a new language of
landscape which explores how they experiment with
‘the pure recurrent sound that is the basis of poetry.’

Talking of exploratory poets, at this year’s StAnza
festival we managed to catch up with two original, in-
ventive Scottish poets who now live elsewhere — the
aforementioned playful London-based Roddy Lums-
den and the effortlessly masterful Geneva-based Peter
McCarey - and we include interviews with them both.
Like McCarey and Lumsden, although ANON comes
from Scotland, it is very much international in outlook,
and this is reflected in the breadth of poets we have the
pleasure to include in this issue. We've selected a wide
variety of styles and subjects, and we hope you enjoy
their eclectic nature.

Finally, huge thanks to Anna Bacciarelli, who en-
sured our anonymous submissions policy operated as
it should, and to the multi-talented Lucas Dixon and
Joe Halliwell whose generosity of spirit has been cru-
cial in getting this issue ready. Thanks also to Neil Ast-
ley and Jen Tynes for copyright permissions. Last and
most definitely not least, thanks to all the poets and
contributors. Welcome to Anon 6. It’s been delayed,
but we will return more frequently than of late. Be see-
ing you.



HEART

As if it weren’t enough to be itself,

A boneless fist evolved—condemned—to clench,

To pump some billion times or so between

The first translucent flutter in the womb

And a sudden stop or stuttering toward death,

The heart is faced with pressure from all sides.

Parts north and south would crown their colleague king
And cause of all their willing and their want.

The heart brooks none of this—it has a job
And isn’t looking for another one.

And democratic flattery will fail,

As somewhere in the heart a voice is heard
To say, “If nominated, I will not run

And, if I am elected, will not serve.”

For reasons of its own, the heart insists

With every pulse, ““Not me. Not me. Not me.’
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THE BATS

The bats unveiled themselves in the darkness
of my aunt’s attic. A row of jagged

silken sleeves hanging from moonlit rafters
bright as polished silver. They swam

through the muddled air like supersonic babies,
making a sound I imagine empty wombs

might make in women who can’t fill them up,
wheeling in circles against the light flung

hard upon their faces. They fluttered,

shook like mystics; their behaviour revelatory
as a stranger’s underwear found tossed

upon the marital bed, making me tremble
even at the thought.

Asleep, I tore at my fingers and searched
the sheets all night.

CHRISTIAN WARD
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MARY CELESTE

When I stayed with you on weekends,

as a child, we’d walk together

to the corner postbox to drop off letters.

I remember the constant construction, and you,
lifting me up against the chain-linked fence

to see the bulldozers shoveling broken concrete
from one place to another.

I am not sure exactly when the time came
for someone to come look after you

once gran died. I'd visit on weekends,
and you were you: your hair still smooth
and black, your comb in your back pocket
as always. We’d take the letters together.

Mother cannot look at you anymore.

She anticipates the crumbs of last suppers
stuck to your lips like dandruff, absent-
minded decay, and when she sees you
she sees only that she cannot save you.

Some Saturday, I am with you in the kitchen.
You put two empty mugs on the counter

and turn to fill the kettle. You ask if I can hear
the jack-hammers down the street. You turn
to take two empty mugs from the cupboard,
and gasp at the cups already on the table:

It’s the bloody Mary Celeste, you say.
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I do not know how your mind works.

Cannot fathom what makes you think

of that merchant ship found at sea, abandoned.
No crew, no storm, just out there on its own.

You do not know your father’s name.

You do not know your hometown or how

to drive your car. You have forgotten
gardening, how to write letters, and one day
you will forget me. But as you pour the water
for our tea, you say,

It was in perfect condition, that ship.

AIKO HARMAN
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IN THE DEVIL'S MONASTERY

Believe me when I say the devil has his contemplatives
as surely as the Lord has his.
—The Cloud of Unknowing

That inverted crucifix above the altar slab?

How it captivates our heavily hooded eyes!

the five wounds of the rabbi

bleeding up instead of down, that glib

mouth of his transposed into a leer.

Thirteen times a day we bow and ululate

inside this vault, before this stimulating image.
Rank beneath our robes, we scratch or palpitate.
There is a rite of gluttony, a rite of colonic lavage.

Come walk with me within our murky peristyle.
Carved into this capital: a goat-thighed angel
performing what-you-will on the nude Virgin.

Here Fra Judas cultivates our cloistered garden.

Note the dead man’s fingers, cocked at a sly angle,
poking up through carpets of furry mold. Do sit a while.

Now, the Scriptorium. With lapis, egg and tea
the master illuminates an intricate L,
demons inside it, flames carnelian, home, hell,

Lucifer’s Rule preserved for all eternity!

KATE BERNADETTE BENEDICT
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New Languages of Place:
Jen Hadfield and Jen Tynes

TmMOTHY C. BAKER takes us on a road trip
through the soundscapes of two remark-
able voices in contemporary poetry.

We're driving alone, late at night, the radio eclectic and
familiar — Bo Diddley and the Stones, Bert Jansch and
ELO - and the road signs beckon us to Peekskill and
Fishkill, Hamnavoe and Carlisle. We take the A970
and the M74, 180 East. We've been here before, but
not like this. Jen Tynes’s America and Jen Hadfield’s
Britain are at once local and estranged, perplexingly
domestic: light is ‘cheddared’, peats ‘cherried’, and we
can eat ‘cantaloupe / straight from its tube’. This is the
poem as road trip, as displaced song, as memory and
meat.

Tynes’s first full collection, The End of Rude Handles,
is constructed largely as a series of diptychs: longer
poems, mostly titled, are faced by shorter untitled po-
ems, sometimes no more than one or two nouns scat-
tered across the page. These brief word constellations
are explained, or at least foreshadowed, in the vol-
ume’s opening poem, ‘All May Be Merged’, where
Tynes writes: “When I speak of you some object is /
also formed in light of that’. These are poems as ob-
jects, echoes and foundlings: not the poem itself, but
what the poem creates. Yet the relationship between
the poems in each pair is not as clearly delineated as
in, for instance, Tessa Rumsey’s 2005 collection The Re-
turn Message, where long and short poems of the same
name face and build upon each other.

Instead, Tynes presents a world of irresolvable mo-
tion, an unsettling juxtaposition of images. The poem
‘Houses are Still Standing” ends with the narrator’s:
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gratitude

for the idea that attaches itself
to the animal is no longer
borne out

by any solid article.
I take your hand.

The facing page gives us places and names in an
unsteady orbit: Little Blazing, Star Above Jethro, Collins
of Hindman, Kentucky and Sam, Russell of Marion. The
allusions here are unfamiliar: these once solid images
cannot be attached to sense or meaning, but lie some-
where between the tongue and eye, between the ide-
alised and the concrete. If ‘Houses are Still Standing’
presents an account of motion — “After our excursion /
through the Alleghenies’ — the untitled poem facing it
presents motion itself, names that seem to be drawn
from a parish register we’ve never seen, now dislo-
cated. The reader is forced to resist “The impulse /
to interpret in this new medium”: language is some-
thing always and irredeemably other, no matter how
familiar it may seem. We are always just passing by.

The End of Rude Handles ends with a lengthy prose
poem, ‘Ways of Contrariness’, that appears to function
as something of a credo. ‘I don’t write the way people
talk’, writes Tynes: ‘my intention is to make conver-
sation, to make it over and over again until it figures
out, fills out, shows itself’. Phrases return through-
out the volume: we repeatedly find ChariotWheel and
ChariotWheels and, once, CharityWheel. Never are these
phrases explained or expounded; they are conversa-
tions, but as in Iain Crichton Smith’s ‘Gaelic Stories’,
conversations ‘between fresh butter / and a cup’. It is
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CHUKSAN HARBOR

The fishermen sleep. They are wrapped
around the fish and they are naked. Scales
have rubbed, have smeared phosphores-
cence into their dark skin. In the sunlight
they seem to be surfacing from some other
place, or sinking into it. The fish gasp
in their arms. Their eyes become pearls.
The fishermen smile. Even in their sleep
they are fishing. The muscles of their arms
shape with weight. Shadows green as the
sunlight rubs against the windows of the
shack. They are naked and warm, greenly
pearlescent, surfacing and sinking. Sleep-
ing. The fish die in their arms. Their eyes
are pearls. The fishermen sleep.

R. DAVID CRAWFORD
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NEW YORK, TEN TAKES

Shoebox apartment, twenty-eight hundred a month,
utilities extra. To be Manhattan,

the discharge of its subways,

the exhale of its tunnels, trains and tourist traps.

Preaching Jesus

to a street of suits and slacks.

The hum of the impending workday
bounces off his raincoat. Nothing
beneath its folds.

Duck parade

in Chinatown:

a flock of bald, orange-crusted entrées,

poised and posed for the drooling dinner army.

A hooker eating ketchup

out of condiment cups

she pulls from a Mc Donald’s bag.

Pierced tongue scooping out

six red servings but not a single French fry.

Designer imposter everything.

Style by the boxload, truckload, piled
on every busy road. Two-for-ten,
five-for-twenty, let’s make a deal, kiddo.
I'll even throw in a Statue of Liberty hat.

The top floor of a double-decker:

two men with open suitcases

full of cat food. Rows of cans, stacked,
DNA beneath thick canvas skin.
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Metallic bagel stand on wheels. One

of sixty-thousand. The same sesame seeds, the same
scalding pot, the same knuckles and spines
ordering number four, over easy, to go.

Gum-freckled cement

paved exoskeleton

cushioning a network of oblivious soles
laced so tight they’re numb

to the support.

Dreadlocked man drinking

milk from a bottle inside a bag.

Dripping white moustache charting new veins
down his neck. He looks up after each sip

and smiles into the gap between subway cars.

Roasting nuts, sweat, urine and garbage,

the gamut of nasal catastrophe. A woman

in a trench coat, sleeping through the smells,
crumbled below the exhaust pipe of a laundromat,
positioned to kiss the shadow of its ghosts.

COREY GINSBERG
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100 Poets: Capturing the Skein of Geese

JiM CARRUTH recounts the circumstances
whereby he was forced to argue poetics
with the Guinness Book of Records and sanc-
tion the burning of ‘Scotland’.

It started simply enough in 2006 with some words
on a scrap of paper which I thrust into the hand of
StAnza Artistic Director, Eleanor Livingstone. On it
was a scribbled idea for the 2007 programme — 100
readers, a gathering of poets, a celebration of poetry to
mark StAnza’s 10th anniversary. Over those 10 years
StAnza — Scotland’s International Poetry Festival —had
established itself as one of the UK’s leading poetry
events and I felt it would be fitting to try something
more ambitious and unusual to mark the 10th festival.

Why 100 poets? I think there is definitely a spe-
cial buzz when poets come together and renew old
friendships or start new ones. The writing of poems
can often be a very solitary vocation; even in a country
as small as Scotland there are many poets who don’t
bump into each other on a regular basis, especially if
they are not from the same local area. It was also an
opportunity to make a statement, not only in terms
of recognising and celebrating the diversity of voice
in Scotland and beyond, but also to send a signal out
about the strength and ambition of poetry. More needs
to be done both to encourage a greater readership and
to develop new writers. Poets have to be much more
active in raising the profile and highlighting the role
for poetry here and now in Scotland; and poetry has
to be seen as relevant and engaged with current chal-
lenges faced locally and nationally. Poets also have to
be accessible and the 100 poets event was always go-
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THE FRAME-SHAKERS

The cusp of autumn always brought the tramps

As though a thousand farm hands had released them
From hay-dust barns that held the summer’s captives.
They came to pick the hops, to shake the frame

With bones that knew the weight of England’s weather.
Down lanes of vaulting oaks, they trod the mulch

Or rose like groans of nature from dew-verges,

To face long miles, — ill-nourished and ill-shod.
Some begged their cups of water at our door;

Their eyes would gleam, when all the rest was grime,
With something almost holy in their greetings;

An eerie grandeur in their rags and sacking,

As though they’d walked a message down from God.

GARY BILLS
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BUILDING THE NEW SCHOOL

They believe in girders and breeze blocks:

in netting draped as if awaiting camoulflage,
in scaffolding that sits snug around the towers
like the gantry at Cape Canaveral.

They trust in the ululating summons

of a tungsten twist-bit grinding into steel:

in swarf smouldering in helical curls

as the filings blaze an ephemeral comet-trail.

They swear by posters in Urdu and English:

Lend Lease. Improving the Image of Construction.
These signs puzzle the watchman from Krakow
who slides his tongue round each awkward syllable
in Hard Hat Area and Report to Security

as he absently fingers a pound coin

till the milled edge darkens with his dead skin

and the Queen grows slick with sweat and nicotine.

Meanwhile, the hammers beat time into the night.
Floodlights bolted to the perimeter fence

turn the watchman'’s cigarette-fumes white

as he stamps his feet, spits phlegm

and rubs his change, counting imaginary dollars,
rehearsing such English as the school supplies:
Releasing Potential, Achieving Excellence.

Patrolled by Dogs. Strictly No Admittance.

WILLIAM STEPHENSON

58



Poetry on the Small Screen

TELEVISION INSIDER reflects on the recent
BBC Poetry Season and does not love all
that she surveys.

‘Let poetry into your life’, the BBC urged the na-
tion, as though most people put up a fight to resist suc-
cumbing to the charms of verse. A relentless onslaught
beat down this summer against this alleged ingrained
opposition, and it was spread liberally across televi-
sion, radio and the internet — or, as we in the biz say,
‘multiplatform’, by which we mean ‘inescapable’.

The idea was: make poetry accessible. Of course,
there is a major flaw in this otherwise admirable plan.
Poetry is accessible. You can buy it on the high street
or, easier still, on the web. If even this is too much ef-
fort, you can allow "Poetry Please’ to enter your supine
ears in the comfort of your own home of a Sunday af-
ternoon. Poetry isn’t some great taboo, or misplaced
national treasure. You can access it. You've just got to
want to.

And yet across the UK last winter, television crews
braved cold dawns and dark nights, their hearts aflame
with an ardent desire to make poetry even more acces-
sible. What’s more accessible than television? Well, as
every channel is finding to its cost, while television is
massively accessible, it still relies on the viewer watch-
ing it. Just ask Richard and Judy. On ‘Have I Got News
For You’, David Mitchell observed that it actually may
just have been easier to get everyone who wanted to
watch the Poetry Season into one room to do so.

The viewing figures, it must be said, were not en-
couraging. One of the most successful programmes in
the season was ‘Off By Heart’, which followed a de-
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GRANDMOTHER

Betrayed nothing

When the old man died
And was left

To work the garden alone.
Part she sowed with grass
But the rest still felt

The firm pressure of her foot
Driving the fork spit-deep
Into the well-turned earth.
Nor were her fingers,
Planting and weeding,
Less sure than before.

Now, brown as a chestnut
And walnut wrinkled,
Wearing her years

At last less easily,

Her roots are wrenched up,
Reset shallow, and with
Scant enthusiasm,

But in obedience to

Her season’s ordinace,

In unfingered soil.

R. L. HUGHES
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OCTOBER LOVE FAILURE

Your scent is heaven, he said,
as if, on so slight a hinge,

her coldness would turn to lust,
her clothes fall like leaves.

WILL BUCKINGHAM
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Interview with Peter McCarey

PETER MCCAREY was brought up in Glas-
gow and now lives in Geneva. Author of a
dozen poetry books, he has been working
on his long poem, THE SYLLABARY, since
the mid 90s, an online project fuelled by
a three-dimensional phonetic grid contain-
ing every monosyllable in the language.

In the current version of The Syllabary, readers
are thrown, without explanation, onto a wheel that
seemingly dictates which of the many cells we are
to travel to. We're unsure whether we are being led
on a random journey through language and sound,
or whether there is a method to this traversal. I guess
there is an element of what you say balances ‘random
against system’. How do you respond to people’s ini-
tial bafflement?

With sympathy and some anxiety. Bafflement
was never the intention, and successive versions have
made the structure of the program easier to appre-
hend; the third, which will be tested online this sum-
mer and launched in the autumn, shows more or
less what I have had in mind from the outset, some-
thing that neither I nor personal computers had the
resources to run ten years ago. I hope that, with the
new version, there will be no need to explain much —
though I'm happy enough to try.

In May, the London Underground ran a competi-
tion for time-starved commuters to write haiku us-
ing Twitter. Constraint based literary exercises are
marvellously precise and provide a structure which
one can reassuringly adhere to. You stated that one
of your earlier poems was “a long poem in free verse;
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A CELL FROM THE SYLLABARY

Monosyllable : S*i*M

gleVT:
CRP®

They wrapped the squirm in squabbling clothes

And laid him in a casket. One of those

Coptic dugouts, with an icon for a lid, a wooden sim
card.

His brow was polished oak,

His candid raiment as the scrim that held the planks
together

To skim the waters of night and Nile, to sink or swim

To float, indeed, and stop in slim bullrushes.

None of which made much sense until the schism

When mutually exclusive, equally plausible

Narratologies were born.

PETER MCCAREY
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Interview with Roddy Lumsden

RODDY LUMSDEN hails from St Andrews,
studied at the University of Edinburgh and
is now based in London. His fifth poetry
collection, Third Wish Wasted, was launched
in March at StAnza in his home town. He
teaches at the Poetry School, is a freelance
writer and editor, and a quiz maestro.

What of your early years?

I'll try and get this answer down to twenty words
if you'll allow me the one extra necessarily longer
one ‘St Andrews”: house; sea; Kinkell; aunts; Cupar;
rowans; swimming; Woodburn; football; Langlands;
birds; prog; stories; Scarborough; sausages; putting;
brothers; quizzes; sand; drumming.

Is everything stolen?

No — I might be persuaded that everything is repeated
or rediscovered, but sometimes poets like Chelsey Min-
nis and Jen Hadfield remind us that words can be put
together in ways they have never, ever been before.
Does life spoil us with unfortunate combinations?

Yes, like older brothers who are into prog when you
are a child. My poem which mentions this is about
combinations of like with near-like, as opposed to the
cancelling (or occasional doubling) effect of opposites
meeting. All human combinations are dangerous and
we need to flick the switch before we trigger the for-
tune.

What things shouldn’t you know?

... how much of ‘history’ is real because you never

can ... what people you don’t care about think of you
.. exactly when you need to be up in the morning ...
how the absolute magic of music works.
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SUBSCRIPTIONS

ANON is wholly funded by sales and sub-
scriptions. If you like us, why not take
out one of our subscription deals? Current
prices can be found at:

www.anonpoetry.co.uk/subscriptions

SUBMITTING WORK TO ANON

We now prefer to accept submissions elec-
tronically. If you need to submit by paper,
please consult the instructions online. Re-
member to adhere to our strict anonymous
submissions policy, which you can find at:

www.anonpoetry.co.uk/submissions

PODCASTS

Anon is committed to exploring different
ways of publishing, and we are keen to de-
velop our podcasting presence. You can
find an archive of our podcasts, together
with those we have made of literary fes-
tivals — such as StAnza and the Ullapool
Book Festival — at:

www.anonpoetry.co.uk/podcast
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