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The Charge of the Light Brigade

BY ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON
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Half a league, half a league,
Half a league onward, g M s
Allin the valley of Death
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Rode the six hundred. 0
“Forward, the Light Brigade! L’V\:E\bl‘m
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Into the valley of Death
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Volleyed and thundered;
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Stormed at with shot and shell, 17 H’UL('UM"!M
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Flashed as they turned in air S
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All the world wondered: bUJ’ gh(,{ how~e

Plunged in the battery-smoke
Right through the line they broke; %
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Cossack and Russian
Reeled from the sabre stroke
Shattered and sundered.
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Volleyed and thundered;
Stormed at with shot and shell,
While horse and hero fell.

All that was left of them,
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keep awake because the night is silen
Low drooping flares confuse our memory of the salient
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Pale flakes with fingering stealth come feeling for our faces— me,{j

, back on forgotten dreams, and stare, snow-daze Wm%w f\@@’l}{ﬁs

Deep into grassier ditches. So we drowse, sun-dozed, e g Hro_ Snow-
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Slowly our ghosts drag home! glimpsing the sunk fires, gloze_cL T('\QJ/W Shodons
With crusted dark-red jewels] crickets jingle there; WQJQ
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Since we believe not otherwise can kind fires burn; .
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Now ever suns smile true on child, or field, or fruit.

Therefore, not loath, we lie out here; therefore were born,

~ For love of God seems dying. ' O Yotle
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Tonight, this frost will fasten on this mud and us,
Shrivelling many hands, and puckering foreheads crisp.
The burying-party, picks and shovels in shaking grasp,
Pause over half-known faces.
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So that you listen to the thing you fear VCQU meh ’\%“b
Forgetting that it your house too. (onversakigruak tove— “OWVMW

But there are no trees, no natural shelter. bWJ@ﬂ PUE)/{' antl. 100 thér‘édrm
You might think that the sea is W@w 4 aad

Exploding comfortably down on the C|IffS \ honi SQ&SL’_CQ. brolingss.
But no: when it begms the flung spray hits

The very windows, spits like a tame cat L Aonde? o TRA borub)

Turned savage. We just sit tight while wind dives A [/,d]gy@ @ MTMOT ﬁ
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And crawled in a threshing circle, its mouth wide

8
h mbhn%/ down sediless ?
9

g’ Elng, h(()jnltl):r,lhum.an fjlgnlty,”.etcet:er mﬁ;g&d\-&d ‘ &01 I , ‘(\Wm
%go ropped like luxurie elling alarm 0& WOJ’-‘U*CI“ WL anal hAﬂJAb%'{A’&} \ q ?/
- To get out of that blue crackling air rm%g/a

%l error's touchy dynamite.
A

‘§§ Open silent, its eyes standing out.
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3 by Simon Armitage VLUTMQVG’ W\A/
rQywww n Mookof s :
(Slrdfﬁ?s /rL WLQLUQ 8~ 8

K
we got sent o 9?
g msmcm
to tackle looters raiding a bank. W 120D

/mﬂmmﬂlaﬂd

l&;
Well myself and somebody else and somebody else v dus!ﬂﬂ,s
. n
are all of the same mind, jwda\oos»%on ""l\n‘v" i+ w
- . camm— Yo Ima 60 WWW-
Waa so all three of us‘open fire.
V\%\AAL

And one of them legs it up the road

Three of a kind all letting fly, anm P ,715/04\
0L S H( ]/\Q,b
*“ praized —[—i—j ersna) |b;
| see every round as it through his life — P
| see broad daylight on the other side. gV‘UCITQL m&w@s@‘ ve 5
QWLp DUy t
So we've hit this looter a dozen times m o d/u\dlg _
and he’s there on the ground, sort of inside out, Nl cCon't ‘Dfﬂ CQ/)b
pain itself, the image of agony. Qﬁf
One of my mates goes b Qo
ymales goes by mmr/ e

and tosses his guts back into his body. [/\Ldﬂ‘%

! ab
Then he’s carted off in the back of a Iorry o\ly\/\ﬂgl’ AGrespec )
orrA) i a,pma’/ 0u> dicposalpte.
End of story, except not reaIIy Vn& Ws

His blood-shadow stays on the stree@nd out on patrol WSMMS WVW /U%M,v
| wauk-——-u/—\' will o™ iz
Then I'm h Sddier expecked 16 caur g/

ome on leave. [But | blink W !
@wbwm SQPM@L(’A WorzonQ EAW WﬁQ_—
awd, AL = MAmovi 90 ‘b(mh couT1ed r@ﬂdﬂfuﬁff
O@{/W Cwm, homd hovvov 06/ naxk stosdon.
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figthodl) 4o~ romotre inagp~ Ereks are Nploiea

fffecks vedoy e ¢~ Fapg ang: .
and he bursts again through the doors of the bank. <y, -
Sleep, and he’s e WW W&M '%@.

Dream, and he’s torn apart by a dozen rounds

And the drink and the drugs won'’t flush him out —/ I Sel\/kﬂjzc ’e{d '
2 Wi -
or s '

e’s here in my head when | close my eyes, PTSD o %L&AU'—
NEP— i &y W

not left for dead in some distant, sun-stunned, sand-smothered land

but near to the knuckle, here and now,

or six-feet-under in desert sand,
S EVIRY rosenk:. IbUDtﬂfW' 7‘ . :
< R iy %"ff slljiess
/7]
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Poppies — qu W Cﬂwlo{ ‘

%?%gxn, By Jane Weir /.Zwsm'% M
8

Three days before Armistice Sunday }
and poppies had already been placed J’@Q]\W
W on individual war graves. Before you left, .
| pinned one onto your lapel, crimped petals,

5 'spasms of paper red, disrupting a bIoclﬁy/-V it L
of yellow bias binding around your blazer. Nound pdakgd Jor O&l
Teonn QL. Fegedied Humglourg——" fuman o Arase Mﬂ/\o’%cr'hr uucu-"g'

Sellotape bandaged around my hand )

| rounded up as many white cat hairs LW\’U) p Lm(e uM'Q\ t wt es was —
10 as | could, smoothed down your shirt’s QIUM g i ]’P Wﬂwmﬂ N . Cowld
upturned collar, steeled the softening\' o+ Lo o ore %‘ﬁ_ % Sla_

of my face. | wanted to graze my nose S‘bw\ou\m olnose o e | —
across the tip of your nose, play at & Ao~ oktue;l— OWN o pAg K

being Eskimos like we did when

15 you were little. | resisted the impulse s%:'f stm:rﬂg ph%m '9—
to run my fingers through the geIIed 'AWI\%Q)’

blackthorns of your hair. All my word thm\c,\ C's crown daf ““0‘ n§ -~ SlL

. flattened, rolled, turned into felt Satr\[,\c@ G&' WN" /»‘DSS ‘“\DQQW
S Enfosmoment - A0 envek Ao mitngs ' Sodnass ¥ &W MSS/dam;_g{--m,l
= | was brave, as | walked S" Coan'y P,\A o
g with you, to the front door, threw SU-Q)\IQI{'S o ot o\/\_ba ?
~- it open, the world overflowing % oo wor o browe
0

g . like a treasure chest. A split second P Swida kshwm& world from Sone Pergpm

3@ and you were away, mtoxmated"'_\>m pretious 55 exc,r/w

‘Q 25 After you'd gone | went into your bedroom Son's el&\'@ﬁ\w\i- 7 V\gggeg ot
released a song bird from its ca . K .

77

E

SEr

= skirting the church yard walls, my stomach busy

Later a single dove flew from the pear tree,
and this is where it has led me,

% S 30 making tucks, darts, pleats, hat-less, without aa_ VU or ‘hﬂ,’_@n.
Wat or reinforcements of scarf, gloves. Doves SW'\Q dC} PQDEBM} oloer
& Baile, modpry enphasion ilnbon \_ MOWnig § agur " bogiuninge
iiarodin iy Awm ﬁ; 2 dov w'mm
On reachlng the top of the hill | traced X e) !
the inscriptions on the war memorial, @fdl Ef\mﬂ

35 leaned against it like a wishbone.
The dove pulled freely against the sky,
an ornamental stitch, | listened, hoping to hear

your playground voice catching on the wind "\Ql' SMS N\ hQ
VISlwl oo ? Ui
U o Riarepgy Apeli® e A A

open spm- Mn%ws vuJWabnwraﬂ Son's m@mymmw?
Thats b r0Optwe. fus yadtn — ot she- con't fwug bk

‘ﬂmtneSS/w(ﬂohm (mha,
orvas ﬂ»d%u-ww‘l&ug\/m}
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% . % War Photographerrvi%g' ’q MISHOPM/ [M’\LLDUM sadency
i%s By Carol Ann Duffy g(ﬂ)\dwp/ — GJ/L/\(P{A&O)S oM dﬂf‘QfOOMj

In his dark room he is fina
% with spools of suffering set out in ordered rows. ‘\Ms

-5 Theonly light is red and softly glows, \—r Mn'ma/ chaps u\*(f Ww’w
E 52 as though this were a churcfhﬁwd he ~ ",lf {nam SenDe % -

a priest preparing to intone a

wBeirut. Phnom Penh, Allifleshiis|grass:
Trelowd 2 shontn . Coudooduio, -
— o —Libg = MQ—M—»W\
He has a job to do. Iutio\;mlop in tra@
UW beneath his hands, which did not tremble the
6( * though seem to now. Rural England. Home again foch ,0.4, 2/\041’\% w
—
to @rdinary pain which Sifplé weather can dispel, WWP{Q)C Slk%%,%t COV\NOQ" P 3»{

to fields which don’t explode beneath the feet ']lr \ r/-@/ JZQO.{) @’V\!ﬁ"O’W_\ ]n de

of running children in a nightmare heat. DQ

. : ‘ i = Wi SV
GAMV)"!U'\/) df%mcwdwm WWM ur ﬂ&e: ;’;#/\H’Aﬂbﬁﬂfs

MMUUW Something is happeningA stranger’s features '\g/ eMBve!
03, W~ faintly start to twist before his eyes, \» .
Ww ahalfformed BRoSE He remembers the cries . Aw‘b‘%\lﬁ

Q )ofthis man’s wife, how he sought approval
ithout words to do what someone must

and how the bIogd stainedwilrab%‘f"(_)reign dys,
ﬁdn. verse w ~S - mogvel;
‘o with. PTSO?

A hundred agonies in black and white
from which hisreditorwill pick out five or six
for Sunday’s supplement. The reader’s eyeballs prick

with €8afs\between the bath and pre-lunchibeerso\,

From the &l lane he gtares atiwhere
he earns his living and they do not care.
A\

C»Ko.p%‘ﬁvew»omnco,
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iy
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longuoage  Recknique Jreprosen UOW

s — s Py pogr ke, &Q

Tissue —
by Imtiaz Dharker W)LCVAJ{/ widch WW(QJJ LATJQ l’lUII/taf\-
Lodudd -

—?/" Bruphorizen VMWJ‘Z,

shine through, his

is what could alter things. fr’MpOY/‘)'aMCQ pgcmd Qd -

Paper thinned by age or touching; alfercd. blé, naw~ %@\QJ’CU‘WOMS‘A .

the klnd, find in well-used books, —> Diw - M’\.WQ"Q WM:\'-Q .
the back of the Koran, where a hand Fbwu\—w/k_ mombng/ LAS"'(N!@/J

has written in the names and histories, w'aﬂ PQIIQOV\G»Q 23 g\%’”(fj"wﬂ& 9/

who was born to whom, WM M’I m UU"WQ ,@WBS
the height and weight, who (vau%%m—.vg ﬂ/ Gﬁﬂ /s:MQaan oo

died where and how, on which —/

pages smoothed and strokeW ,kaszd der huwmon— expes I-Q(\/C_Q.':;zed

transparent with attention. /Vulﬂﬂa%«b hai
/'\_/_'

If buildings were paper, | might ﬂgo./ ’(&a’t e'/m We

feel their drift, see how easil m 1‘&_1& S.}’ at

they fall away on a 5|gh a shift o)

in the direction of the wind. ™ g{”‘w/ Line. Yo 9/1‘(.7 F"al}a‘r’g, %/Mﬂfw"‘m
the S ~—» W sentence h,m]lf Adivisinre

that@/ers make,[ﬂoads, W

_ . con be-
[failtracks, mountainfolds, ‘mgw bovdays Qe &HOWICOkeCL"—

Ackure 1 unag@gu—
AMWG%O\DW%W %W// ‘dOVM~

Fine slips from grocery shops’TlsggSQ‘“ Sl
that say how much was sold PQPW

Qg
and what was paid by credit card W v % oo
might fly our lives like paper kites. —> S\N\LU. SU%Q_D'\-S how 'VU-U'J’\ ow Jiven

An architect could use all this,

ace layer over layer, uminous C)QQ blﬂw ’eﬂ
place lay layer, lumi H‘*‘y W ““MA”“}/ ;y Hdwg«

script over numbers over line,

and never wish to build again with brick W Linyy 47-48 g/ 4;; L?W’ 8( nodure enduren

or block, but let the daylight break b-uddmgb

through capitals and monoliths, @,”44.”9& Dors i e
through the shapes that pride can make, M'UWU‘L Wﬁ MW

find a way to trace a grand de5|gn ‘l’c%’

" sy huwar
with living t|ssuef,_ Wm“m &(5 @Um -)r ) 2 Shuehve

of paper smoothed and stroked /Z%Jﬂh 'Héi "uu\/WUl not M
and thinned to be transparent, e Dont @ﬂ}(’ P{ag/ aﬂ' n G W gfm((b{,

turned into your skin.—— (Jp, Mﬂmza te Qﬂftp/f/w»%e i tonce
m@z mﬁﬁwﬁ&% )
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The Emigrée — ;{993 (Vh«i S‘ée v g M nass
By Carol Rumens > C; . W tovu, bud ador gag%éﬁh
a 8 Lé/)
g:ii;:nc:mviari’z:iuiztry... | left it as a child %%m V =~ W\"a/ €0\/
sunlight-clear Miloyd3 / Mé“% )
for it seems | never saw it in that Novm . ) .
Qﬂ%/( )C/LQ_OU’) ng/ WV ey

which, | am told, comes to the mildest city.

The worst news | receive of it cannot break %V'en/tb_gf /S‘A%%%K Mﬂp’wa‘/ml I
my original view, the bright, filled paperweight: )( harol 7'7'»'1/1.0/3, BUT mamByies —Zk
It

but | am branded by an impression of

C;‘v@f, IS porManank, on & fink w.

The WAIEEISIESSES of that city,_‘? y
\M“W% BI6W even clearer as'time rolls its tanks

U - and the frontiers rise between us, ‘clgse like waves:
WUX\ That child’s vocabulary | carried here ~ Lifla_ter o W .
\ like a hollow doll, opens and spills—\i‘?@. M) hoow Wﬁ:%}ﬂg/ ﬂ/
Soon | shall have every coloured molecule of it ’? oo~ | .

: It may by now be a lie, banned by the state

but | can’t get it off my tongue. ég L, Wware Yogop O,
F Langunog oo / pAikioal oppesion, s v
\\%&:{3& have no passport, there’s no way back at all ) m‘od\ lﬂl\%{,m%g_
& 5‘» ‘
AW

o a Hme .
g fr A5 g

bvf{
.. but my city comes to me in its own white plane. s‘é“%ﬂ T Pwﬁjﬁp
It lies down in front of me, docile as paper; ) ) INCeOeD vl'\,-;dy\%d@.bu; Y
fieak

DT ncombiSHesRAIOvesshigeYes——— - FN0 / Mo ol e
%\g}&:( My city takes me dancing through the city '!V nosrodor's IV]W.‘QS\.%’\A-
g?&yk_/MU;Theyaccuse me of absence, they AUVlost Lika o P_d—_ O‘WW
They_ﬂ 5 loving,. SW«AM%) el ugpgnks
My city hides behind me. They mutter death, h,{ype/ap.[_,‘mm | “
and my shadow falls as evidence of SURIIGHAE. K&P%H ng - nLuJ-urQ
o "&MS/WL@HCZ%
Guys Dight mash> e Sonse o e
0 s ot fop oy T i
n 4"?{ , Jucagosits o % /Ugifu“ Js. plork.
L_’g 18 ‘ 40 fer)
il duad idonkGac.
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Checking Out Me History W SIMBUL & (ren. vISL— mowwom o
for '

By John Agard MH&/ oy~ IWenten P‘M“ét

Dem tell me Wetter in duiadedk - QA/\A/QC\M%&\, Sepam/’/‘sm

Dem tell me from\ British education §%Wl/\' ?\ng,l—{l—{m

Wha dem want to tell me) 5 Loy S\X%%%h he € pustice g WWW

Bandage up me eye with me own history—p= OH’\?‘S [)'\_Qh hidg ham

Blind me to my own identity i NS‘-ora, — IR o0
ore

Ly Link. bokveen honkane & jdontrty - lm\dwago

Dem tell me bout 1066 and{—:lﬁah \' hQ,O.L 46~

dem tell me bout Dick\Whittington‘and*he cat D15'MASSi e

But Touissant L'Ouverture ~ aDMmes

no dem never tell me bout dat C‘N\waae- D Pdonm i .
Trwporton tesdlukoany, i, 0 P r

Toussaintl’ &\v;g\’fre. o Jed Hhe %m%l’“ﬂ?" ! @L g\c(ymg

a slave IRoihion Rasidlukon — oy frasr WViali o what- he

f}wsl— block rRpublic ereoted . nod e Serions his borg -

Shartnass o) Linen wmoked Hune Sroimr— ¢

Stonel ouk: T soheme. vs. prodickakle

lick back
Napoleon

battalion ' "y W

and first Black ”Y\QW”/J{Z\NEZIA &Smm S%Q’FSMHS%
Republic born unpredickakle. g l NN
Toussaint de thorn . , L

to de French WLQJ)Q, SeLhIMD f‘Qd.Qr']U Zlg/"ﬁf OU/LA f/hS[m/
Toussaint de lbéacon Cov\h’cmﬁr\_y tha ~ Blindlnoss Q4 Fha Bridish
of de Haitian Revolution

Sla/\m.

_ —% Unnooned Q,Lapﬂ.g/
Dem tell me bout de man who discover de balloon IWW@'\}

and de cow who jump over de moon s @m}ym}eo[
Dem tell me bout de dish run away with de spoon) . 5 Seaniric. mg\»w[&/ to

but dem never tell me bout Nanny de maroon QJMJpl’\/M‘ﬁQ Lok dy bolponred

Marcon Led a
Nanr;y—--' MOJWQ/QE% Sch:rreniww %ﬁw
see-far woman oMU @0 ot B d ihed
of mountairﬁre@\' C“ﬁul ULﬁﬂ”mU‘dm- ]
fire-woman struggle AV‘M“Q" QWAP{Z 2r

hopeful stream /Z]v' Vision  angd W

to freedom river NW D ook ool Hr HW{UJ/‘@ & W aj‘@f\

mpken ¢ hor soom spirrtual JLinkes har Yo hape
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@Mgpim exqunpﬂmmsm Appeos wm batHe,

slhowing, indfperence. Yo facks. N
Dem tell me bout Lord Nelson and Waterloo Famows %30}3 Wﬁf
but dem never tell me bout Shaka de great Zulu with coloris Q’CIP/LQ
Dem tell me bout Columbus and 1492 WJ‘)WI%Q how EM‘UP@C“’L’
but what happen to de Caribs and de Arawaks too educohon 1 ove- SIO\QBL |

Dem tell me bout Florence Nightingale and she lamp

and how Robin Hood used to camp

Dem tell me bout ole King Cole was a merry ole soul
Lbut dem never tell me bout Mary Seacole

> Hishrical [ .
From Jamaica Wlﬂfg,éd %Wﬂ%@ﬂ%gm

she travel far

to the Crimean War Unose. o mor Comech pouth, l’\ﬂf"‘%
she volunteer to go V@“PLQ/ even whaw et Pmdzzo\— A‘%‘M
and even when de British said no ol braye.-

she still i Bmyené, hapized| C P housh

a healing star coyLog o -
among the WO@\' Andthor souree C’} /()12/(4/{; Cnvd‘(a/)#— tr

a yellow sunrise 5%& NWM Ma oF M
to the dying Moj:af Wu\/pfga
ond ond | W
‘Dem tell me W oqi Sky uckure 2/43 prem ks o,
ro’b VARN-Ye STV S XV S%W Uyetingp

But.now l'checking\out @& own history Qu@r%, %/Q{\_M"o;_i\(‘)ﬂ

—" Bk represents o -

WK‘M’UT Lo
Porsonall rm o 3@3

(orvi "%Sug%w)}sm work. in Pm%&m?f
0 nows P(‘ool.uc,{-'m -[-hmn%

Md»on‘io\nyuw hi
boon  donied. WMMOMW



Conkexr /Thomen  Shnckure ) A agaksee. poe\ exploving. o baswkasze.
Langunop- lechniome piloh's OLQag;MPOJrcr mm&b suicicla. pusgion
wnd. how o s shunnedl uhon ho ooks hame.
Thawen : Fadridhism vs. louw)—%/ - ﬂ(_ag( notrne-
Jua%mﬂ's start 9 an advedure — wre
f' irony, when comdering > g 43, . i
with a flask of water asamuraeiswor CO'/‘lHOM’ S O/L ! [WWB M
th a flask of water, d—-—> IZ H ngoré\lé/;\/\i()a /&dfo/ﬁm.

in the cockpit, a shaven head

full of powerful incantations—————= 3 K o power Spell — i
e ] pfloasclo. eng idoo. Sear i, for 2
coundy

Kamikaze 2013
By Beatrice Garland

Her father embarked at sunri

‘journey into history W O %X‘Qaﬁ- hewous -
brand wetophor v Soanin Jasth— oy o
(BUE half way there, she thought, (f‘ g rexouma andl s Shurned. b%u&/m
recounting it later to her children, ) . , :
he must have looked far down o Qﬁiﬁ ok 'ltmf{-m\a/ w hm gw
strung out like bunting %/mhn% mm oaJimost
(L cppmeeptaombentses ot e e
\ o — . L. — D
IR TV [ T SN g fiuna, i inportond & pan—p
“and Beneath them, arcing in swathes ' o SOV Iy huo coxu\k(% [ovs

like a huge flag waved first one wa osienc e (Linap 19-33)
then the other in a figure of eight, SWUM P l . piWk's ohi :

he dark shoals of fish : ﬁ_) ' o
the dark shoals of fishes %_\’ g(gw\ pOTIoThSm o b@ukhg/%?/b{,e

flashing silver as their belli

swivelled towards the sun gfbi!/w\u_ and, Pf‘lwﬁ‘feg sMottiv SUW/W'-D
I i Hhragh woter - b made more. eal
he §OY o romeler Ahan "wwer ful incantationn
and his brothers waiting on the shore FUOM o QWJ It PIMS C)MLdJ’I/OOd M@MM‘GI
“to see whose withstood longest: ~ .
the turbulent inrush of breakers Meml’, d"kw‘]de !

bringing their father’s boat safe cor"von wi%\, el 0} wor / swi eadio
MuSsiows.



Tokerjechom a} orrador's vorce moheh i+ cleos q"t\a,l’

Y¢ pldes ’5 e on what MP
Ma Pshowsmrm p!f/ofi' fron ler chilalren

f Deseriptive.  sentor Yo
to the shore, salt-sodden, af/ja(:h bm‘uhﬂ/ '@L(Fﬂ W\a/ Wﬁwﬂ%/m WW
i S

with cloud-marked mackerel, AR O .

black crabs, feathery prawns, Shu f\‘.’m,bmsgm%) aJOUUlb E:'S”L COJ_U%/(M' buk

the loose silver of whitebait and once

2 tuna 4"” Rrek full-stop o). dhe poemt ~ signifien
pilats fife should ~have stoppa, k?ﬁut—

And though he came back————__ Jadn' -
my mother never spoke agam_\mda_ SFQL,UJ_QJNM“TQ&\' Cf&_ (PG&M W

in his presence, nor did she meet his eyes) \nay v\ expermence

and the neighbours too, they treated him Olsoue o nkgk anol e L/J
as though he no longer existed; SEL/ho»/\ covtyon ke pi W\. %M
only we children still chattered and laughed MW vl Jont Sethon.

till gradually we too Pb m (F(QQA LMMOQ’%/ H

to be silent, to live as though bfﬂﬂ\ wWoWn '0'/1)’ 0 noo ML

he had never returned, that this 0N !, ho O were dﬂobd« aﬂ'gx‘ua‘a&
I the fath loved. ' L Lr

was no longer e fa er we love ) 06 K < UVUJ,

And sometimes, she said, he must have wondered

which had been the better way to die. bmylw wop Vl/fﬁr' nﬂ)['ufa/(
fildt w changed fom whe he WMW ,
hap by [Pﬁfﬁwpﬁ@’m g hum o pvehe
an b% quﬁ@fr@’m

o) pobiotin /mm aidber Wy K
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