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Editor’s Note 
 

Welcome to the second issue of The Gentian, the official journal of Durham University Poetry 

Society! We received some brilliant responses to the theme of time and I’m really excited to share 

them with you. In this issue you’ll find poems about how time affects our lives, how it can change us, 

how it separates us from loved ones and how we relate to the past and future. We’re also featuring 

some wonderful photographs that visually explore these themes.  

Thank you so much to everyone who submitted, as well as to the rest of the DU Poetry Society exec: 

Fahad Al-Amoudi, Kym Deyn, Prerana Kumar and Karishma Sangtani. 

The theme for our next issue is family. For the chance to be featured, send your poems and 

photography inspired by this theme to poetry.society@durham.ac.uk by midnight on Friday 15th 

March. Please send poems attached to your email as separate word documents. Photos should be in 

high quality JPEG or PNG format. More information about The Gentian can be found on our 

Facebook page or our website: https://thegentian.wordpress.com/ 

If you’re looking for inspiration about how to respond to this theme, think about the people who are 

family to you, whether that’s your blood relations or people who have come to feel like family. You 

might want to explore a family memory or story, or write a poem addressed to a family member. 

You might want to discuss the concept of family in general or to think about particular families you 

know. You might be inspired by genealogy, family trees and ideas of legacy, perhaps thinking about 

an ancestor of yours or a possible decedent. Or you might want to take the prompt in an entirely 

different direction and write about families of animal species, families of languages or any other 

groupings of closely related things. Remember that we always interpret our themes loosely, so if 

you’re in doubt about whether your work fits, send it along! 

Enjoy the issue, 

Beth Davies 

Editor 
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Oops 
Laura Napran 

 

Old memories stuffed in a car’s glove compartment 

spill out awkwardly, when all you wanted 

was to find the manual showing how 

to top up the transmission fluid. 

This is so inconvenient, remembering what he said, 

how that never happened, and something else did, 

as you fumble to prop the bonnet open. 

 

You should have emptied that compartment long before, 

and now begin to worry what other memories 

may lie hidden in the ashtray, beneath the seats, 

behind the sun visors. At this rate, 

you dare not open the boot for fear 

of what may lurk behind the spare tyre. 

 

Nothing for it, you’ll have to get professional 

valet cleaning, a therapist with a high- 

powered hoover and a wire brush to suck 

and scrape those memories out, maybe 

followed by a hot wax for a bit of shine. 

Meanwhile, you’re still searching, seeking, 

for where the transmission fluid goes in. 
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Photo, by Thomas Drezet 

 

 
Photo, by Thomas Drezet  
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The Lone and Level Sands Stretch Far Away 
L.E.D 

 
I watch you wander down that path  
Towards the train station.  
I wave,  
You don’t look back, 
And am blindingly terrified for half a minute 
As I watch the months stretch out in front of me:  
 

I’ll turn back to the house 
And go to my room  
And bury my head under the blankets  
And remember how to breathe without you.  
And I’ll stare blankly at my phone,  
And I’ll wait for you to text me,  
And I’ll wait to hear from you.  
And Hours will pass,  
And then I will breathe. 

 
I’ll fall out with my friends, probably,  
And have some kind of petty argument with my lecturer,  
And melt down about relationship drama, 
And I’ll complain at you,  
And I’ll complain about the wifi that distorts your voice, 
And I’ll realize how much my life revolved around seeing you again,  
And I’ll turn back to my room  
And I’ll try to remember how to breathe again.  

 
And I’ll talk to you one day,  
And you’ll tell me about this beautiful person that you’ve met,  
And how your world’s lit up,  
And how you’ve never been so happy,  
And I’ll smile and nod,  
And remember that night we got drunk on the hill in the dark,  
And tell you that I know the feeling.  

 
None of that’s what terrifies me.  

 
What terrifies me is what will happen next,  
When suddenly I’ll wake up without thinking of 
you 
When suddenly my first thought isn’t missing you,  
When suddenly I laugh and don’t look for you 
When suddenly I forget how you sound when-  
Or that look on your face when you do something- 
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Or that way that you- 
Or- 
Or- 

 
 
I can see it clearly;  
The day I finally sweat you out of my skin.  
 

Months will pass.  
And maybe,  
If I’m lucky, 
I’ll watch you walk back up the path to me,  
And you’ll have shaved your stupid, loveable face, maybe 
Or gotten a scar on your stupid, lanky body, perhaps  
Or gotten a tan,  
Or finally buffed up,  
Or maybe lost weight, 
Or bought a shirt that fits you properly. 

 
 
Or maybe you’ll look just as you do now,  
Walking away from me  
Towards the station.  
 
I wave.  
You don’t look back.  
 

  



7 
 

Time 
Amie Bawa 

 

A human concept 

A clock, a watch, apple-watch 

Tick tock 

It continues. 

 

Passing silently by, 

We go about our daily lives. 

Time sits 

Mundanely but it’s got us racing 

Quick! Don’t miss that train, plane, 

Oh away! Away it goes. 

 

Alarm sounds, sun sets and rises, 

Drop the kids off at school 

Then head to that meeting 

Oh how time is just so fleeting! 

 

Stop. Catch a breath. 

Make a tea and have some rest. 

Watch the clock tick tock.  

 

Twenty-four hours in a day 

Conscious to spend it in the right way. 

We fear time is running out 

Though in reality 

We are delusional since after all 

Time is just a human concept. 
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In Motion, by Jiaxin Ye Zhang (@littlejiaxin) 

 

 
In Motion II, by Jiaxin Ye Zhang (@littlejiaxin)  
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Time 
‘The Edinburgh Muse’ 

Reliable herb, 

Variety of uses! 

Ah, misread the theme. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Departure 

Dianne Casey  

 

The time will come when my hair will be white, 

I will sit under stars by candlelight,  

Time will belong to others. 

My Generations below me will know, my life was whole, 

That I did what I could, to the best I knew how and I will hold hands with my wisdom, hear the peace 

within my soul,  

scars will bravely mark my skin. 

Through the dark times, my tears did flow into light times, that made my laughter lines grow. 

So in the darkness my eyes lit from within, time will no longer matter and I will be serene to leave. 
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Broken Timekeeper  
Rugha  
 
I want to sing the song from the birds of yesterday 
While I think of what your words will say tomorrow  
I stare at the wall but all I see is the shadow of a broken timekeeper  
Then I look into the mirror yet the image is unclear  
I want to slow dance in a lift as it brings us closer to our room 
Your hands at the small of my back 
And my hands at the back of your neck  
But all that seems ages ago  
Instead I lay here alone in foreign land 
Wishing I could look at the stars outside  
If it wasn't so bloody cold.  
 
How did I get here?  
Under a tree with falling leaves  
When it feels like yesterday that I was home  
I close my eyes and go back to my room  
Except it is not my room because I don't lay there anymore  
I want to call you but I'm awake while you're asleep  
So you appear in my dreams instead  
We go to a realm with no time and we stand still  
Things happen for a reason  
Or so I tell myself  
I carry on living but my mind today is still in the past. 
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Photo, by Matthew Lou 

 

 
Photo, by Matthew Lou 
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Years, days, hours 
Ann Cuthbert 

 

In Aldborough, weather brighter, we find 

an idle maypole on the village green, 

dog-violets in the wood, blooming 

blue on mossy stones, once red 

blocks, dressed and cross-hatched 

by ancient masons building walls  

round Isurium Brigantum before 

the cloud of collapsing empire loomed. 

The people of this village cannot dig 

without turning up tesserae. In Sir Andrew’s 

garden, a red-brick shelter, itself almost two 

centuries old, canopies what’s left of someone’s 

dining room – the floor where a lion sleeps beneath 

a palm tree. On our way back, we see a deer. 

Antlers a diadem, it twists its head to lick a shoulder, 

illustration from a mediaeval Book of Hours.   



13 
 

Wear 
Catherine Dent 

for Ayesha Callon 

 
Before it reaches the North Sea, our river 
once boasted the world’s best shipbuilders. 
At school, we were shown old grainy photos 
of flat-capped men dwarfed by cetacean ships, 
and told that ten years before we were born 
the last shipyards closed. But that was further 
upstream, and long ago besides. Down here, 
the river I have known hews a bedrock of 
cathedral sandstone and for two years 
we two walked its wooded green banks. 

 
You would meet me seated at a bench by a brook  
where water frothed white with foam spilled lightly 
        like white lace 
        on the shadowed 
        green water. 

   I remember 
the silver filigree sound of falling water; the peal of your laughter 
snags in the memory, a pair of green eyes. Something stops me 
in my tracks. 

 
 “The river brightens greenly through the trees.” 
Your voice travels to me through the lost time. 
I am walking the river with someone else. And now, 
at the water’s edge, sun-touched to quivering gold, 
a single dragonfly hovers darkly. And is gone.  
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Ripple Through Time, by Talya Stitcher (@stitchersnapshots) 

 

 
Goodnight Prague, by Talya Stitcher (@stitchersnapshots)  
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Collaborative Poems 
The following two poems were written collaboratively at a Poetry Society Write-in on 18th November 

2018, by Beth Davies, Kym Deyn, Catriona Inglis, Susie McComb and Karishma Sangtani. For each 

poem, we took it in turns to write a few lines each, taking our inspiration from a vintage postcard. 

 

 

 

 

 

I can’t tell from here, 

if there is a man looking out  

from the windows of the lighthouse, 

or if the low refrain of ocean ever ends. 

 

I can’t tell from here, 

if there is another shore  

beyond the reach of my gaze. 

 

I can’t tell from here,  

whether ships lie shattered  

beneath the surface,  

whether that lighthouse  

always shone bright enough. 

 

I can’t tell, from here, 

if we who are wrecked are relics 

or wretched, buried deep  

beneath the dazzle of horizon’s suns. 
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A town of spires and mist. 

A town where the hills around  

were the borders of a world. 

A town of spies, the missed, 

inspired by fog and quiet, rolling moors, 

brooding rocks, dreaming flocks 

and sleep; above all, sleep. 

 

Sleep coming in with the sheep in  

the evening, where a young man  

walks through the door, muddied,  

and sees his wife who has turned to rest  

with her candle-lit embroidery  

still in her hands. He stops 

  

in the quiet light of it all 

and drops a goodnight, 

like placing a stone in water. 

She doesn’t stir, doesn’t see  

the smile that graces his lips  

as he settles down beside her, 

doesn’t see the day slip from his eyes 

as he slips into sleep. 

 


