STEAK AND
MUSHROOM PIE

POEM BY ANDY HICKMOTT
ILLUSTRATION BY RYAN INZANA

A few key elements of the poem
lifted. Collaged together. Good flow
through the image from top left to
bottom right. Limited and relevant
color palette. Appears to be a link
from the head at the top, through
the veins and tubes, to the blood
trickling out at the end. Visually
arresting, in keeping with the grissly
nature of the poem.

Let us play detective, like a character

from one of your throwaway novels.

Whadunit? Who sowed those mushroom spores?

Line up the suspects n ipas chiching p\uccrds
o cl

@ breathes d thraugh
ere a snorkel,

od diché,

the man who furrowed a mil II jon miles

at the pile-inducing helm of a lead-excreling
Bedford diesel, or the one who fell foul

of a spiteful God. All or none of the above,
Now here's the twist, the last page reveal,
your final meal will be your bulcher's death

A FAMILY VISIT

The balance, or lack of it, in the MG A A
layout of the text is mirrored in the
balance of the illustration. Again, oot
elements of thetext have been lifted AN
and collaged. Lack of a face makes S o _
an immediate impact. Beautiful use implsions
of colour — monochromatic with a o e
touch of pink.

e doipr cors

Candy floss finger prints
all over my glassy insides.

WHERE THE ICE SINKS

POEM BY LYNN HOFFMAN
ILLUSTRATION BY SANDRA DIECKMANN

Surreal and fantastical. Appealing
patterns and shapes. These
contrast well with the realism of

the sleeping creature (bear?).
Fantastical colour palette works well
with the nature of the poem. The
overall impact of the illustration is
good, but slightly sickening.

(FOR MH)

_ _ BLACK INK
Beautifully illustrated. Very Edgar S e—

Allen Poe. Perfectly amtched

the essence of the text. Makes

you want to fall into the image. It
adds to the poem, rather than just
complementing it. The illustration
could work as an image in its own
right. The poem definitely adds to it,
though. Very successful.

POEM BY SEAN CHARD
ILLUSTRATION BY PEDRO SEMEANO

Tio tops i flof block nk
'




RAGE AGAINST
THE MACHINE

Creating a literal collage of the
various aspects covered in the
poem. The frightened face of the
child being prominantly placed
brings home the message. It
reminds me of the murals painted
on the walls in Northern Ireland.
Its abit of a confusing mess, but

perhaps that’s the point.

POEM BY IRETI ODUGBESAN
ILLUSTRATION BY MARCO BEVILACQUA

or the lies on the lis of leaders
Ave leading them astray.

AS CITIES RUN

LIKE COLOURS
I love the houses in this illustration. PP o
Their fragility contrasts well with
the solidity of the black mountains.
I’m not sure if the overall illustration
gels well with the message behind
the poem. It definitely has a ghost-
like quality which seems to work.

TRAWLING . .
_— The style of this illustration emulates

the dreamtime origins of the poem
well. The figure blending into

the other elements of the image,
creating a not-quite-solid, not-quite-
there feel really helps complement
the text. | love the starry space seen
through the ribbons of the figure. A
beautiful image that draws you in to
look at, and explore further.

POEM BY VIVIEM STEELS
ILLUSTRATION BY CHALERMPHOL HARNCHAKKHAM

YOU DO NOT
The ambiguity of the poem is HAVE TO SAY
mirrored in the illustration. | really e o1 e sranon
love the style of illustartion, using HUSTRATION BTRSEICA DURDEN
black and white, crudely coloured
over. There is beautiful detail —
textures, dripping sap, flaking bark fovdortboiy
— all of which build a picture of the "*”dlb\,‘hwozb'bw‘:;“'
forest that complements the picture 1o e e undresing ofer ot s

how we found you, drunk on sap,
bU | |t b the text sporling hips and haws like rophies.
y . Even now, your split-bark skin leaks laughter,
recks of rof. Warnings waste in callused ears,

your reputation purpled by berried
statements from your brambled fingertips.




SLEEPOVER

Poem by Bethan Parker-Luscombe
Illustration by Esra Reise

The pose of the girl perfectly
captures the nervous fragility of
adolesence. The simple colour
works well, the pinky-purple
reminiscent of teenage girls.
The covered face and black ink

Sticky horibo against my lips,
Stopping the words | wish to whisper,
In the darkness of the night
Giggles floating along the air,

ke musical note:

run to the bathroom,
Too scared of ghosts ond men wielding axes
To brush our teeth alone.

We unfold our h like d ! S . H
L SR W splodges help to make the image
Sheltered by the torch’s glow. 7 : . . . .
oo e e b . more intruiging and effective. The
That heart and that crumpled hair » . . .
?:reodouer|hep|\\ow[wkeom0p. & % My L|tt|e Pony IS a nice tOUCh
@ scent of excitement 1o AN 4
Flow into my heart, moking it beat like | N 7
It once did, as in spotty pyjamas we huddled near, :’ - 4

Watching those grown-up films,
Back then, our only fear.

. _ LACES
Perhaps a bit too much of a literal Hivarchon by Devid Lo

interpretation. It doesn’t show much

thought beyond what was offered

by the poem. But it is a visually o sy s e
appealing image. Again, the colour el your kacos, pultec

off your shoes and held
one to my nose, pretending

palette |S b|aCk and Whlte, Wlth l?snlifisama:oulodlaurh
. if only to make you laugh?
one other colour used sparingly.

As you grow older you will

The line drawing of the old man is oo e come o o
i ) it, an open envelope o
particularly nice. ki By

adult; an alphabet sung backwards

COME FIND ME | love the use of the background
et by fom ihen wallpaper as a medium through

which the subconscious is
communicated. This image is
flattened by the age/height marks
that abruptly bring the surface of the
wall back to the foreground. Again,
black, white and one colour. The
muted khaki/beige emphasise the
dispare of the protagonist.

Come find me when my hands are small
bite-sized, bloody, half bitten off by geese
the size of me when | am a few years older.
Come find me, crumbs snow-drifting o my feet
my throw too weak

to scalter further across the water

Come find me under cushions and throws
hiding, stowaways

in the living room that will in no time at oll
hide hurt feelings, secrets

eating into the walls

Baby blankets

stulfed into mouths, fraying, fraying

no one’s saying toa much now

when nothing’s changed

years down the line.

Come find me sitting on the stairs

sleep filling my eyes like grey cement
worry etched on baby’s brow

who even now won't go 1o bed

| quite like the use of the LUNGS

Poem by Peter Jenkins
titular lungs as a frame for the aen oy Herde ot s
main illustration. The way the

image brings together the brief

Lacking words you rely on pure

suggestions mentioned in the pndocyumdeila
poem works well.The lights/gaps . - e
surrounding the main frame also oy A e

a soft wing-beat, the faintest trace

help create a fragile, ephemeral W so0asmple being

in moment after moment,

feel each whistle of air hesitant, brief,

thin threads paying
out ceaselessly, weaving @ garment,
alife, from lung-spun breath




ASTRONAUTS
& COWBOYS

Poem by Jack Varnell
llustration by Matthias Seifarth

There is something querkily
appealing about this illustration. The
not-grown-up sentiment of the poem
allows for this jovial approach. It
hasn’t tried to be too literal, or cram
the whole poem in to one image.

I have not grown up o be

the cowboy, Indian, or astronaut,
| wanted to be when | was a child.
I own no pistols, arrows, or horses.

I have not grown up 1o be

the lawyer, judge, or doctor

my father would have been proud of

Yet | am far toe much like him for my mother to be.

| have nof grown up fo be

the soldier, hero

of prince charming

that would have kept my loves in love
Standards and expectations-

mine or others - real or imagined,
prove only one thing.

I have not grown up.

TO LOVE

Foem by Emmo Jones
llystraticn by Kote Copeland

I love this illustration. It makes you
want to touch the page. She has
taken one resonant moment from
the text, and used it to produce an
image that relates to the whole. It
manages to communicate a sense
of strength, tenderness, grief and, of
course, love.

| saw you once at the site of on earthguoke.
A worr !

BEFORE WE MET

Poem by Krishan Couplond
lustratian by Florian Meacei

This illustration has a very

dated look, very 1980s poster.

It is technically very good, but

| don’t think the illustrator has

done anything that innovative or
imaginative with their interpretation.

This is how the world reduces
ta a single point arcund
which you feel your life

rav

lungs and heart and head in fission,
thoss Blua hours, Waiting

There is something very appealing ANOTHER
about this illustration. The positions CO,{V‘MON ROOM

of the figures, and the lines of

the floor boards, and the raised
hand, all add to the intrigue and
discomfort. | can see why the
shadows are there, but | don’t
think they are necessary — the
considered, distracted face of the
male contrasing with the animated
figure of the female tells the story.

|

fe

he hoad flab,

| erawiled 1o the corner and cried myself thin
T




A%ch-IlONS This is a very garish and unsettling
e by By oot image, in keeping with the
sentiment of the poem. | find the
ghosta and squiggles a little bit
too crudely drawn and childish. |
don’t know if this is intentional, but |
don’t feel it helps communicate the
poem’s message. I'm not that keen
on the colours, either, but it isn’t
supposed to make you feel nice and
settled — so in that way it works.

The need | feel is not audible

but it pounds its fists against

vy egg-shell skull

trying to break out in o spill of yellow goo.
It pinches me as | loy down,

bwisting my legs up,
ike cables in o sweater,
nd s | cross the room,
ning foilure

veins
It knocks my cups to the
poltergeists of anger anc

I | could shut it up,

In a cage, in a closat, in a dust bin,

I would tear away the film that chokes,
swipe it away like an empty spider’s web,
grind it fightly with my hoa

| don’t particularly agree with 1S
the sentiment of this poem, but Thtion b Eva Solons.

| quite like the treatment of the
illustration. The combination of
|ine, photo-rea”sm and coloured ot he paeudorscince of mashed ongues o tngllgs

not somatic, dramatic or exciting; your hear

splodges works well. Not sure %EEEE‘E‘U:UCS‘;%’S'DL A !

er
the monotonous hum of hotchbacks on the school run;

it communicates the message comsaen s e o oo ke st

a two-up two-down in a leafy suburb;
a Christmas card with yo ayon

effectively. | find myself drawn to the v oy vty o e ot
twisted legs.

MAKING TRACKS

Poem by Sean Chard

Hllystration by Ben Brooks

This illustration is very different

to the others, and is a refreshing
change. The layers of newspaper
print, screen printed blocks and
photographic imagery, enhanced
by the vibrant orange, create an
arresting impression. It is a unique
and effective way of communicating
the message of the poem.

.....
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POSSIBILITIES

Poem by Saolly Blockmore
lllustration by Gabriella Barouch

The overall effect of this illustration
works well. | like the pastel shades
and limited colour palette. Dividing e v o o
the images up into ‘pebbles’ is a s Id o egret or greve

the web of drsams unspun,

nice way to lead the eye round the lowendes mere o 0 seive
. . . there could in fact be someone
page and links in with the text. for me, out thers,for love, for fun

From brain's dim cellars I'll retrieve

dusty hopes, schemes half begun f»sg } )
of fond romance, two into one - AS_,& LN

that ancther heart and mine could cleave = SL— 7

and weave new patlerns, warm, fine-spun . - G
P
; SRl
T



