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Welcome to Wordsmith Episode Two. 

In a time today where we are polarised by extreme views, squabbling on 
what’s right or wrong based upon experiences and environments we token as 
‘fact’ - perhaps what is most needed is to check out of the hysteria and tap 
into the simple fundamental relatedness that which we all share - and what 

better tool to do so than with words and music. 

Language can have it’s barriers, if used in vain or riddled to where clarity 
may not be the main intention… but in contrast, it also is our greatest 

invention. The ability to articulate our own truth, to take our inward world 
and place it outside for someone to pick up, admire and confess that they 

too feel the same.  

Today I present to you a stage of very talented and varied acts, each bringing 
personal stories and songs that may stir up your own experiences in catharsis 
or leave you to you life’s heaviness lightheartedly slip - if only for a moment. 
Take the opportunity to ask questions, get involved and cherish the evening in 
the company of creators who contribute to making the world a little brighter 

with their art, integrity and personal truths.

tension of time & essence of truth
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tissue
Garry Knight

My fabric is disintegrating, 
What’s a boy to do? 
The creases in the surface 
Dim the brightest crispy view. 
If Monday’s child is fair of face 
It must be Friday now. 
In grace I thought of what may come, 
The when, though not the how. 

Eyelids droop, synapses slip, 
Treasured instants fly. 
I hide behind a yellow shield, 
The daffodils don’t sigh. 
A happy time creaks in the past, 
Will visit nevermore. 
Feel the need, the waste, the greed, 
A distance I can’t claw. 

Forever lost, what might have been; 
Some things will not be. 
Spirit willing; flesh was weak: 
Vistas there to see. 
Safe inside some cotton wool, 
While nails scape down a board. 
Names, words, moments fall through 
sieve – Occasional recall. 

Paying for experiences: 
Makes the time worthwhile; 
A travelogue of ‘seen and done’. 
And sometimes been beguiled. 
Recently the compliment 
Means made a mark to last: 
Some won’t have forgotten 
When I’m consigned to the past. 

Kaleidoscopic interludes; 
Perceptions – truth and lies. 
Imagining the stolen notes 
Brings tears to my eyes. 
I tend to surf on happenstance, 
On serendipity. 
And if you ran to join my fun, 
You’ve made those tears flee. 

Colluding with the compromise 
Our life is forced to bring, 
I cry, I yearn, I love, I burn, 
I moan, my heart can sing. 
Here’s the chorus, here’s the rub: 
The lines upon my face, 
They’re mainly creased from laughter 
And in that I’m not disgraced.
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Dear God! Down in the cellar bar 
The lights were bright, the night was far. 

Yet dark impinged, and liquid swayed, 
Our miseries so well betrayed. 

Cacophony fuzzed gentle tones, 
We sought the warmth from throat to bones. 
Our thoughts fair challenged by our words 

As alcohol made all absurd. 
The painful subjects cut to quick, 

We dared not push, the air was thick. 
So, settling that we could not sort, 

Deciding that we should abort 
That conversation, then we’d turn 

To what we needed. What would burn 
Our throats, a single fiery peat? 

To make of us a sure elite 
Whose clouded judgement nonetheless 

Forgave this singular excess. 
An elemental human touch, 

And certain we weren’t asking much. 
I wondered who was Flanagan – 
His apple’s juices oozed chagrin. 

Unbidden, midnight hour approached, 
Those ‘final orders’ would encroach. 

A finger each of that Sheep Dip 
Oh barman! Tipped back, curled our lips.

sheep dip
Garry Knight
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poetic license
Garry Knight

I’ve got a poetic licence, 
So welcome to my pub. 

It’s beer, wine and spirits 
And not about the grub. 

Here’s a double gin for you – 
A single cube of ice. 

The juniper intoxicates 
Oh! yes, and here’s your slice. 

Here’s your pint of lager, 
A brown-mixed for your pa. 

Enjoy your drinks, you’re welcome! 
But sorry, no cigar! 

Two-for-one on cocktails - 
A sea breeze and sunrise. 

Offer just on Friday nights 
(should come as no surprise). 

Alcopops a-plenty, 
An Archer’s or a Hooch, 

Smirnoff Ice – that’s classic. 
But tomorrow: “hair of pooch”! 

Half a Guinness in the snug, 
A single rum and pep. 

Moderation in all things – 
No need to watch your step. 

I’ve got a poetic licence 
But now it’s closing time. 

Do your talking while you’re walking 
But come back for more rhyme.
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What men of steel, 
What men of God, 

What warriors who bit the sod 
Stood there? 

Which women brave 
Who changed their world, 

Which suffragettes, their flags unfurled 
Stood there? 

What boys and girls, 
What parents’ prize, 

The very apple of their eyes 
Stood there? 

Which people proud, 
Achievements gained 

Whose absence now is unexplained 
Stood there? 

What deity, 
What valiant steed 

Summoned, called in hours of need 
Stood there? 

A sandstone shelf, 
A marble block 

Beneath a timepiece (no tick-tock) 
Stand there. 

An arched recess, 
Curvaceous niche 

Abandoned now in voiceless peace 
Stand there.

Empty Plinths
Garry Knight
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otago fox
Calum Gilligan

A girl with music in her eyes walked alone at half past two this morning, 
In a little dream. 

And as she passed me on the hill I lay my weary head down on my arms, 
And I watched her walking. 

She caught a glimpse in shadows of my movement and she stopped and turned to see me, 
And she broke a smile. 

Called my name and sat down close to me and said ‘Now don’t I think I know you?’ 
We’d met before…. 

Stopped and she sang over, 
‘Look out Mama’ 

‘Did you wait for me?’ 
‘I’ve been looking for you for so long now to be’ 

We sat like that for half an hour or half the night or maybe half a lifetime, 
‘til she stopped to speak. 

Said ‘Would you mind if we got closer’, shifted over as I backed away, 
and the spell was broken. 

I walked away with her still watching, she called out ‘I’m sure we’ll meet again, 
in another lifetime’. 

And as the darkness folded in, I heard her voice it faded into night, 
but she kept on singing. 

Stopped and she sang over, 
‘Look out Mama’ 

‘Did you wait for me?’ 
‘I’ve been looking for you for so long now to be’
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Knowing all I know I’ll hold my tongue, 
Knowing all I’ve known since we were young, 
Knowing all I know I know is all that I own. 

Never knew that things would go this far, 
Never knew we’d tear our minds apart, 

Never knew that all I am is all that you made. 

It’s all out of hand, 
And time it still rages, 
The line in the sand, 
The turning of pages. 

If I’d only known how you might be, 
I may not have tread so carelessly, 

If I’d only known the road that lay before me. 

Nothing we can do to change what’s done, 
No-one but ourselves to lean upon, 

Nothing we can do but let the past shine on. 

It’s all out of hand, 
And time it still rages, 
The line in the sand, 
The turning of pages.

knowing all I know
Calum Gilligan
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the best things
Songwriter

You know that I’ve got a feeling you might need another helping hand. 
You’ve got to rip the roots out with the weeds, you have to understand. 

And I know that it comes and goes in waves. 

You’ve got a tendency to blur the lines, to hear the whistle blow. 
Just take a breath and take a moment to reflect before you go. 

And I know that it hurts too much to say, 
and I know that it comes and goes in waves. 

I live for you, 
But I’m failing too, 

I know, I know it’s hard, 
But the best things always are. 

You’ve got to take the punches as they come, and roll with every day. 
You’ve got to realise just what we’ve got before it fades away. 

And I know that it hurts too much to say, 
and I know that it’s not like yesterday, 

and I know that it comes and goes in waves. 

I live for you, 
But I’m failing too, 

I know, I know it’s hard, 
But the best things always are, 

I know it’s hard, 
But the best things always are. 

Studio 2
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DISMANTLING THE NON-TERM ‘FEMINAZI’
Laura Ferries

If I said I was a Feminist you 
May hear a “dirty word” 

Yet you still think it’s acceptable 
to refer to me as a “bird”? 

You may fire back with this non-term: 
“Feminazi” or some such slur 

So I’ll show you how this is nonsensical 
And its misuse actually reprehensible 

Go on, open up a history textbook 
I dare you to take a much closer look 

A definition of Nazism 
Is the supporting of fascism 

The use of brute force intended to oppress 
Groups of people they consider to be less 

Systematic killing of a religion or race 
Sexuality, disability or the “wrong” face 

Correct me if I’m wrong 
But this has bothered me for so long 

I’m yet to know a form of feminism 
That generates genocide and anti-semitism 

Most feminists I know only desire 
To be treated as equals without being burnt on a fire 

Or drowned by a proverbial ducking stool; 
To be respected not dismissed as an airhead or fool 

Or objectified and nullified 
Male gaze sexualised 

Feminism is not a hatred of men 
Do I really have to reiterate that again? 

So “Feminazi”? 
How unclassy! 

Feminists only want equality 
Not a Nazi pursuit of cultural hegemony 

So when I say I am a Feminist 
This is actually quite reductionist 

I am an equalist, a humanist 
A socialist and a unionist 

So I’ll say it another time 
With more emphasis to underline 

Feminism is NOT a dirty word 
Oh- and my bras have certainly never been burned.
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Afraid of the indigo deep 
I decline to dive in deceptive sleep 

Mermaid out of water 
The days grow shorter 

Waiting all the night 
For lighthouse light 

I cloak myself in ignorant bliss 
Tempted to jump into the abyss 

And here it comes again 
Another wave another wave 

This time I won’t give in 
This time I won’t jump in 

This time you will not pull me in 

All that urge and whim 
I’m holding within 

Moonlight and tide 
Standing on the water’s side 

I hold on tight 
Until now I never knew how to swim

at the edge
Laura Ferries
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Man in disguise inside a boy 
Stole temporal tears and jewels of joy 

But wine will always rise through water 
Wisdom and maturation taught her 

And while he’ll dwell throughout his days 
In his misery hateful haze 

Existing under his sunless sky 
She soars above winged fearless fly

eclipse
Laura Ferries
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Fluttered in. 
Fluttered out. 

His bright colours flashed 
Electric blue dust dashed. 

Ephemeral. 
Temporal. 

Summer butterfly 
Throughout August & July 

His painted skin 
Such heavenly sin 

Such delicate wings 
That’s when I released him 

Lost soul to fly- 
Adios 

September goodbye

butterfly boy
Laura Ferries
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Eventually
Eleanor Nelly

Eventually, 
You might break my heart 
But that’s okay with me. 

I knew it from the start 
Right when you smiled at me 
‘Cause I could see, 
The end before it ever even starts. 

And eventually, 
The stars will start to fade 
When you want more from me. 

And all the plans we made 
Will be a memory, a mystery, 
Another song about a broken heart. 

If I bend 
If I break, 
Would my heart still be good enough to take? 
When I’m weak 
When I fall, 
Would you still believe that it’s been worth it all? 
Cause if it’s meant to be, 
I guess we’ll see, 
Eventually. 

Eventually, 
All the walls I built 
Will just cave in on me. 

Will you just be another casualty, 
Or rescue me, 
From the war I caused inside myself? 

If I bend 
If I break, 
Would my heart still be good enough to take? 
When I’m weak 
When I fall, 
Would you still believe that it’s been worth it all? 
Cause if it’s meant to be, 
I guess we’ll see, 
Eventually. 

And eventually, 
The worst of this 
Will all just be that memory. 
Just another part of our history 
Like when you smiled at me. 

If I bend 
If I break, 
Would my heart still be good enough to take? 
When I’m weak 
When I fall, 
Would you still believe that it’s been worth it all? 
Cause if it’s meant to be, 
I guess we’ll see… 
But right now, all you’ve done 
Is smile at me.
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There’s a long road ahead, 
And I don’t even know where I’m going. 

There’s train tracks in my mind, 
Making plans without me even knowing. 

Need a little time to think straight, 
Cause something’s telling me things are about to change. 

The best is yet to come, 
The worst has been and gone. 

The fire that burns inside, 
Let it be the light that guides. 

The best is yet to come, 
The fight can be won. 

The doubt will fade away, 
You’ve still got so much more to say. 

I’m a million miles from home, 
And I look at where I once was. 

Now life has shown 
There’s no need to fear, or feel lost. 

Need a little time to think straight, 
Cause something’s telling me things are about to change. 

The best is yet to come, 
The worst has been and gone. 

The fire that burns inside, 
Let it be the light that guides. 

The best is yet to come, 
The fight can be won. 

The doubt will fade away, 
You’ve still got so much more to say.

the best is yet to come
Eleanor Nelly
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bloodlines
Eleanor Nelly

Verse 
Nowhere left to run 
Nowhere left to hide 
Heading west before I run out of time 
Got the weight of this town 
Weighing heavy on my back 
I gotta leave before they push me off track 
I gotta leave before I end up at the start 

Pre Chorus 
I need to find me 
Some bluer skies 
Make room for dreaming and leave 
Nightmares behind 
Find me somebody who won’t 
Undermine me for 
My poisoned bloodline 

Chorus 
Ohh - 
I’ll take the good but I’m leaving the 
Bad - 
Days when the rain was all that I 
Had - 
To comfort me when you changed your mind 
But know I’ve realised 
I don’t need your bloodline 

Verse 
Same grey streets 
And the same old names 
I gotta leave before they drive me insane 
I gotta run before they close the gates 

Pre Chorus 
I need to find me 
Some bluer skies 
Make room for dreaming and leave 
Nightmares behind 
Find me somebody who won’t 
Undermine me for 
My poisoned bloodline 

Chorus 
Ohh - 
I’ll take the good but I’m leaving the 
Bad - 
Days when the rain was all that I 
Had - 
To comfort me when you changed your mind 
But know I’ve realised 
I don’t need your bloodline 

Middle 8 
If I fall, I’m falling forwards 
I can’t go back now I’ve come too far 
Don’t need the pain, of your second chances 
I’ll just take the beauty from the scars 

Pre Chorus 
I’m off to find me 
Some brighter skies 
Someone who dreams of 
Saving my life 
Who doesn’t see me 
As your bloodline —— 

Chorus 
Ohh - 
I’ll take the good but I’m leaving the 
Bad - 
Days when the rain was all that I 
Had - 
To comfort me when you changed your mind 
But know I’ve realised 
I don’t need your bloodline
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sympathy for judas
Jon Coley

She says I've spent too long on the firing line 
And there was too much time between that girls' heart and mine 

She lights a third cigarette with a fifth match and a distance in her eyes, 
and says she's fine. 

There's no winning her battles so she'll weigh out mine. 
With sparks of phosphorus and nicotine, 

And sympathy for Judas because no-one's ever what they seem. 

She says a saner man than me would have thrown this fight, 
But if I had she wouldn't be standing here tonight 

As the boys out on Slater Street are reading the last rites  
to the dreams they bring out every night, 

Have I gone too far this time? 
Is it time we chose between water and wine, 

With sparks of phosphorus and nicotine, 
And sympathy for Judas because no-one gets to be who they want to be. 

And the neon signs grow faint, 
And the girl on the stage fades away, 

She was never who I dreamed she was anyway 
But I'll keep her photo in my pocket for another day 

Who knows, maybe it'll rain… 

When it seems like love is born to die, 
And there's no words left that you can write, 

Hold on to city streets 
The kind people you only meet when you're open to anyone 

Tax collectors and vagabonds 
In sparks of phosphorus and nicotine, 

And Sympathy for Judas, 
Because no-one gets to be who they deserve to be.
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Though the bird in his hand was breaking 
I could still hear her song, 

Something had jammed the clockwork 
But it wouldn't stick for long. 

No bite and scratch for freedom 
But she would let him know, 

That he'd wound her up too tight this time, 
So she'd fold her wings and roll. 

She'd drop to the ground 
Without a sound 

Ill wrought and feather frail, 
And let her colour fade for a while 

To silent browns and greys. 
As the forest floor gives up its dead, 

And changes them to living, 
You find that being alone when love is king, 

Is the curse that keeps on giving. 

But the ticking didn't stop 
It rose to a throb, till she couldn't stand to be alone. 

Took the strength back from the forest floor, tearing up the flowers that had, 
He tied a ring to a ring, 

As she persisted to sing, 
And threaded them through with silver, 

He placed one ring around her leg, 
And the other on his middle finger. 

From now on she'll find, 
When she drops from his hand, 

For I'm sure she'll continue to fall, 
For the price of a ring, 

And the freedom to sing, 
She's going nowhere at all.

LAST WORDS ON A CAGED MOCKING BIRD
Jon Coley
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too good at being lonely
Jon Coley

I've been searching for an excuse to leave 
Since you walked through the door, 

But I've been sitting at the bar so long 
That I can only find the floor. 

If you can see a way out, then it's news to me, 
So I'll stay put and shut my mouth, 

Till you come around to me. 

I've got too good at being lonely 
Too good at trying to hide, 

So I'll throw the race before it's won 
And wear my sadness as a badge of pride. 

It's never enough to try 
And I tried. 

There's a way out of your window 
Down the drainpipe from the second floor, 

Then all I do is drop forty feet to the ground 
Out through your neighbours door. 

I keep a key under the matt, inside the door to your place, 
For the day I screw it up and have to let myself out in haste. 

I've got too good at being lonely 
Too good at trying to hide, 

So I'll throw the race before it's won 
And wear my sadness as a badge of pride. 

It's never enough to try 
And I tried. 

You get good at being lonely, 
Some say it's a reason for being, 

To carry it off effortlessly, 
Don't have to think about a thing, 

Just feel the loss of what you've never owned, 
And never gain anything you've earned, 
And it's welcome to the band my friend, 

And a hard lesson learned.



@wordsmithlive

Episode 024 December ‘19

Tell me you like it. 
Good company. 

Coexistence. 
So cosy.  

See Rosie.  
Cradle the room. 

In an instant. 
Resumed. 

All engaged. 
Flare upon 

The musical stage. 
Budding artist. 
Mutual friend. 

Much appreciation. 
Guitar to lend.  

A place to place  
Our inwards outward. 

Inverted possession 
Ready for reaction 

Empowered. 
For the applause? 

No, all for a pause; 
Passionate cause. 

Where dreamers dare 
In the vicinity of care.  

Inventive incentive, 
Drop in to discover. 
Songs, stories, tales, 

That ignite within another. 

🌹

places to blossom
Closing  Poem


