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Welcomdrom Wales to the wo

Black Bough Issue 2 commemorates 50 years since the NASA moon larn]
in 1969 by Neil Armstrong and Buzz Aldrin, with Michael Collins in lung
orbit. This Issue is also dedicated to Helen Sharman, the first Briton in spa
and a variety of other figures from Leonardo Da Vinci to Van Gogh
Henrietta Leavitt, Valentina Tereshkova, Peter Higgs and Dr Lyn Evans, |
have inspired the poets.

The editorial team and | are amazed by the dazzling array of talent ff
across the world. When we requested submissions for space/ cosmic po
the response was huge and it has been a challenging but exciting task
this together. |l 6d | i ke to -oled el
Prosser, Laura Wainwright and Katie Stockfontheir hard work, good
judgment and diligence. They were a huge asset. This Issue has been f
enlivened by a mystery aiiti&t-97M who sent us amazing artwork. We
now know who this artistfisElizabeth Kemball., from Ste&e-Trent,
England. Elizabeth had three poems accepted for this Issue but the tglg
and enthusiasm didnot stop there
revelation.

The title of | sisyajpdtic@nes florm thex Jess dhayl |
poem in the prologue. While many of the poems are grounded in tir
characters and places, O6eternal

Poets have also been asked to record their work on Youtube I &P
(

Soundcloud. The third Voyager golden disc will therefore be the BI
Bough golden disc with 6é6Sounds o
Bough on Twitter and join a worldwide, supportive community of talent
poets.

Thanks for reading,

Matthew M C SmiitRditor
19th July 2019.
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Prologu® | u X nityajyo r r
(eternal light)



Lux Aeterna hitya jyoti

in the deatichurn kanti  kayapushti

her left hand melts feawvagdanam dwipam
the moon softens its tug the ocean relents
and breaks into songshanti: shanti: shanti:

from Bhumi s girandol €

the gloom. As Varaha lifts a conch to his lips
velliccam: velliccam: vellicca

Jess Thayil

Inspired by (but also stays independent of) a Hindu myth in which goddesd Bhumi
the personification of earthwas rescued from the ocean by her husband Varaha, a
form of Vishnu, the cosmic preserver. In some sculptures, Bhumi is depicted witl
her left hand imbhaya mudthe gesture of fearlessness). Words transliterated from
Malayalammitya jyodi eternal lightkantid brilliance kayapushii(physical) strength;
vagdanahpromisepdwipard lamp;shan® peaceyelliccadright

Az e 9QmipidAaipam Ay Xi

the mind is affected Ighandra
in the ancient scriptures

it is the circle of life, rebirth,
waxing, waning

with thoughts that ebb and flow

Suryahe sunitsrays from infinite distance
our eye, consciousndssnortality.

Leela Soma

Note: Chandramoon
SuryaSun
(Quote from Yajur Veda 120000 BCE)
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| -Apollo 11 #50 years
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Small

you buzz you kneel

you slip into the black
vast gape then gasp

at the craft that carried
you and your flag
through a silent sea

so beautiful so desolate,
So giant you leap

K Weber

Mother

Moonchild,
I longed to visit her.
Jealous of these men:

Their footprints in her cool dust.

| had to smooth her
And soothe her

And make the crescent faultless,
For greyeyed Selene, again.

Ann Marie Foster
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Temporal Law
After Apollo 9

Years spring past us, but we feel

no seasons: time is our only winter.
Your presence comes first at twilight
and then at daviinblack holes formed
i n Artemi sd name,

that spell the name of the golden sun.

Escape into the darkness comes just
as naturally, landing offers ungase
we fly until we throttle into disorder,
handmade. Winter only offers unrest.

Preston Smith

Blast Off Watchers
A frequency:
Believing we can obtain Pin-cold,

life beyond the sky Pierces light years,

Probes the vacuuén

Blind finger extending
Into the butterflywing blue
Haze of atmosphere

In the spaces

Between braiolds
Atoms shift.

Uneasy in their darkness,
Receiving.

Finally, freely, take flight
an oyafbtterbd s®ar @pkcksCoPlighfn 0 S

Lilia Cosavalente

Polly Oliver

Separation

1969 is as old as the moon,

when veneered cathodes with cornered petulance

sparked in sitting rooms,

when we saw those bleached and unearthly loping figures,
who mattered less than earlier pictures
caught

when col our
a flaring ring flung back
against the

we shared the heat of this unbridling.

pl anetds wi
A single gesture yes, but broadcast live,

The other one

There are blinded grotesques in the Hieronymous deep
who push on in faith, oblivious.
Two kicked at sand, planted flags and shielded eyes
from the networksd gl ar e,
while the third drifted unremembered.
r oc k et 6 sAndswhem §i$ raftepf tin sank behind the moon
everything was occluded:
dummfazarus,ded f ace.
impatient to surface
and rebreath the light.

t he

de,

Julian Cason
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Apollo 11, An Anniversary: Three poems.

O6Beauteous the moon
And beauteous, -when
Christopher Smart

moonds tur moil-stthrm t he

flying into nothing you hold your breath
like a swimmer siphoned into darkness

Southwest of Tranquility, the toesbwn surface:
rocks, anomalies and debris;

behind you: fifty years, a world of screens
flickering blue and waiting.

f u‘ } 68 ;
t h 1€ RIogPegt to te promeniory -

ndthe! Ahdn
of Kant Plateau:
where the

%u%s across d'nfhighares rshé)tg o
the bounding promenade,

out

our first steps in protective suits

and time is vertigo in space,
we flail in reaching outwards
whirling specks of dust.

Il
Pieir i@ PySe s tt PO P) we dond

very much or seem to see in camera arrays
Nhat we have made, we sometimes see ourselves

modul ed Scon‘g'ng tgv&agjws and going away in spaces

so utterly different from those out there,

in ways we only hdlfrget, a dream to the dreamless
there are no powerful rockets to take us

only something glimpsed once back in the desert
of caves we turn to with dawning thought

of ochre, of beads and bones stained red.

David Annwn

/ Conviction

| believe you went

to the moon and back,
praying as you rattled
through the dark,

felt you moving over us,
a twinkle in the sky,
wondering what though art.

\_

Experience

At the turn into adult
I lay on red clay,
the rains had passed.

| saw my first one,
t wo, three
like waiting for a bus.

Still, I cling on to the ride,
a comet

t hat 0s

shoot i

alate Qo © -

~

| see it in the descending seed,
itdéds whirl wid
of ashen rock riding
our tide in time;
s t ar swétching the stars
down to Earth.

Observation
After Adorno

197
QD
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The Dark Side of the Moon Ghosts

Looking up into the sky at night | see a familiar sight:

the big round lunar satellite with an asteroid-peaed face. Gazed flickering stars.

The name for your face belonged to a deceased, monocled astronomer Glitter-filled eyes lighting up
who informed me as a child about solar flares, black holes, in this scattered space.
gas giants and the rings of Saturn. The burntout stars leave a trace

. . as shadows in this distance.
When he died he became the man in the moon.

The moon which he mapped and telescope scoured.

When he died, asteroid 2012 XE54 passed close to our planet, a distant star
turned supernova. A nebulous dusty cloud stretched lazily across space Lee Prosser
and a brightailed meteor hurtled onwaiidpast the dark side of the moon.

Manoeuvre Hanging
Eagle of the SuGod The harsh light a cold burn, blinding,

falls on Tranquillity and flashed, reflecting off the visor

stands footpads first the end of the path foreshadowed

in front of our TV just as it began: airless, hope shattered

desiccated, exposed, or buried beneath dust made from rocks shattered.
a carpetds diamond And after, after the end of the affair
for its base. Count and after the end of the end of hostilities, even

we left behind what we left behind
and we can dream of finding old things anew
because the moon forever hangs, as we do

down to departure
beyond childds grip

till its return here
plying lunar dust Antonio Fusco.

Tim Youngs
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Moon, Landing 20July 1969

| was moorhungry, ten years old,

So | set a mirror on the beach

And lay in wait that night.

Moon landed there, looked up

And was a child! Like me, an only child,
Tentative and curious, hoping to play.
To have him as my friend, | saw

| 6d have to | et hi
And come at will. Chastened, | prayed
That all the astronauts would lose their appetites.

m go

Angela Graham

21.5 hrs / the two of you

Those first steps on the uneven moon; was a trail left
when you walked from darkness into light? | know

Communion

Buzz Aldrin performed Christian communion while waitir]
historical walk on the moon. It wasn't highly publicized b
because they were afraid of the criticism it might genera

Silent and cold among rocks,
the secret to life:

everything turns to dust,
even on the moon.

Safe inside lunar lander:

wine sipped from silver chalice,
bread broken purposely,
prayer spoken.

Richard LeDue

Moon Landing

On that warm July night,

g for hi
) NASA
[e.

it hadndt beenEagldidlgnd, but after all, the my father watched moonstruck
you became the first souls to stand there. That amber as Neil Armstrong took his giant leap.
crescent in a cloudless sky that day; with you, pounds I remained firmly earthbound,
of flesh, to bring back home. Soon afinrritt Island watching our new puppies in the TV screen light,
their small black and white bodies tumbling,
was a place of sheer joy; with faces, ripe coconuts and stepping hesitantly into their futures.
a golden seabeach, men banging on numerous desks,
Now--ensorcelled by moagiow-
computer panels, mouths wide open as black holes; | plummet back, landing my tireeket
that day it wasndt just you that had run t onthelrdky Bugaedlof memory.
Jzyant Kashyap Merril D. Smith
Broadside 5 6 hNRAIAYLE ! dziK2NE HAamMpd . £+ O] .2dAK t250NE



me line

Speaking to Houston
in clipped Midwestern phrases

he kept a tightoiled line

of poetry under his tongue,
the same hedd carri
through engagement, marriage,

the birth of his children,

waiting to be uttered
to an airless moon and watching world

e

Magnificent desolation

Desolate, he rallied,
this eldest son
in the role of second man.

| f

hi s

words
we all know, the prints

arenot

of his boots will outlashountains,

d

in that fine grey dust where no
foot has been since,
that desolate magnificence

Thomas Tyrrell

One art

Their mission patch

was his design, but as the bald eagle
swoops down on the Sea of Tranquility
olive branch in claw, who thinks

df theeessentiad astist, pilot

of the ark, about to slip away from the glory
behind the dark side of the moon?

Later he would leave
his Everglades and fighter jets unsigned

fearing they would be valued beyond their mefi

/

Stroller at Dusk

a toddler
wheeled past tree bark

parked cars, rddud sign
looks up

says the branches
are brushing the moon

Bill Stadick

earthrise

in night we watched silicate
studied the formula of sky

bodies attenuate, pale:

we're left with  white

points

remembering was not enough
then she rose wetted our eyes

Tamsin Blaxter

Broadside 6
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For Karen

On the Moon

Nothing but magnificent desolation

My footsteps remind me

Of all those you will never take
Every step

Each impression unyielding
Eternal,

Af at herds | ove
Incandescent like the stars

Daniel Page

Man on the Moon

| can see you, my love
From craterds
A blue and white vision

I n moonds dark
Dusty, burnt with stars

My eyes tear, | brace my heels
Into the regolith

91/2B
(Where Neil trod)

Ghost silver sphere

glowing bright.

Tidesd commande
beyond my reach.

Distance dwarfs you

yet amongst shadows

manods footprint

Richard Waring

50 word transcript

choos
shado Wght% Bnr a%vbn(‘tw'b%rfb do' 31 g
t;h? her things, forward, faint
shadow, not because they are
easy, picking up some dust, but
because they are hard, because

day

Twist off my helmet that challenge |
Blood boils we are unwilling to, we copy you, "
postpone. Tranquillity Base. . R S 14
David Fry FTUITENON RN TR s HHRININTITT
lan Richardson
Broadside 7
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Apollo First Moon Landing

When | was a kid, | only needed My brother, sister, and | take one small step
a big cardboard box, to build a spaceship. closer to the console television, gather around
Neat tinfoil plates polished, engines bleeded, as if itds fire, cooking meat fpr
charting a course for a nearby {inge and wedre | eashed dogs, salivatfng
Mom hands us a bowl of hot, buttered popcorn.
There is a guy | know, who succeeded Parents, grandparents perch on the edge
in baffling folk without any censorship of couches and chairs. Brother fpnn
with his claims that nasa had completed | shout Gl 8msBuamndt bsereamstronautls.
a similar trick with their lunar trip. Mom shushes us. The Eagle lands. Neil walks, speaks for us all.
We dondt move, bowl of popcorn punt
Cardboard, sand, mirrors and tin foil gilded
pods. No space explorers. More craftman- Robin Wright
ship.
John McLachlan
The sitting room mission Apollo 11
Jessie, Maggie and me, in hknited balaclavas thehandned own sofa in my auntos lourge

familyd friendsd neighbours huddled together

squashed into the Tunnocks 11, awake into the nigbtwhite pipe smoke swirlédoasts with jars of homebrew

our cardboard box capsule

fully equipped with crayoned control panels. all of uschildreagain excited/frightened

The fine craft shuddered through the long unknown. by the astronomic events showing on the b & w television set
Steelcalm teamwork brought us a safe landing. the only one on the-Islacking the room towardSibuzzing/cracklingpnversation dead
Over mounds and craters of icing sugar, - a black hole

our avatars, Sindy, Barbie and Ken,
Slowly skipped and squawked their path to history
And planted a Saltire.

oée f ar a b-defysng dgrakitgthree onen indclouds

Alan Parry
Marka Rifat
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Brotherds Moon Landi

ng

The rest of us knelt close to the screen as
Lazarus stepped out, no longer entombed.

But you ran outside with your Instamatic,
priestlike you raised it to the distant moon.

| 6ve | ooked it wup: it was
though in my memory it is alwaysdull
full of your belief, despite our teaging
your camera had witnessed a miracle.
Anything could happené and

You would have been 60 this year, had you lived.

Ellie Rees

Black and White Baby Steps

My whitehaired lover tells it in monochrome
relocation by way of #ank katunk concrete highways
New York to New Mexico

in a Rambler station wagon

heaped with smadtep memories

while Earth traveled

to the moon

in buoyant leaps and bounds

Christine Owens

a crescent ,

t hen

The Flea Market

Artists painting river stones

at a flea market table yield

pet rocks as Apollo reaches the moon.
Mine has the moon lander.

| carry that promise of technology

with me until | turn from space.
waxing

Now, washed by dust and light from
other galaxies, my smooth head reflects
a chemotherapy travelogue. | return

to technology and drifting planets.

it did.  \ichael Dickel
One small step

There is a crater in my foot, stars are spinning around my bed;
new orbits are but one small step away.

But while a man walks on the moon, | am confined, cannot
put one slippered foot in front of the next.

| feel the gravity of my eleven years, dream of planets beyond
the ward, am giddy with the pull of the universe.

Fifty new dawns, half a century in my veins, scars are healing;
| leave footsteps in the moon dust, dock.

Pat Edwards

Broadside 9
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Giant leap

Strange to think

that the first giant leap
the hairless ape took
was standing,

that a quirk of fate changed them.
A treeds ripened
hanging like suns

and one small step.

Later

in steel capsules they went beyond
this dying world

to claim a barren moon.

David Rudd Mitchell
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Il - Cosmic poems

(for Helen Sharman, first Briton in space)
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