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INTRODUCTION

Off The Shelf is the name adopted by a group of writers with real ambition to be an indie publishing force of the future. The group meets on the first Thursday of each month in Birmingham and is always looking to expand its membership. See www.andrewsparke.com for details of future meetings.

This book is the first chosen showcase for our writings and takes advantage of some of the unique attributes of eBooks by acting effectively as a serialised collection. You get it now and without any extra charge, it'll be regularly updated with additional material on themes chosen by the group.

We hope you enjoy it and if you want to make contact email andrew.sparke@blueyonder.co.uk . And if you have any work you'd like to share...

Andrew Sparke
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FOUR OR FIVE LINES...OR A LITTLE MORE

WHAT DOES IT TAKE?

What does it take to walk a line 

What does it take to strike a chord 

What does it take to ring that bell 

What does it take to go that extra mile 

For some I fear, it takes too long.

(Lee Benson)
ARCO LOUNGE

New words

At birth

Going round

Arco Lounge

(Scott Moore)

THE BOX

A broken earring sits among,

The ribbons and the pens,

A faded picture postcard,

And invitations from a friend.

(Andrew Sparke)

TO MY EX WHO SHOULD HAVE THOUGHT TWICE BEFORE YESTERDAY’S COMMENT

I know that you won't like this.

It's really sad, but true:

I found the me

I used to be

Just after I left you.

(Lynda Bowen)

OF WRITERS...

When Shakespeare wrote of roses

they were of his time.

Now i have my iPod 

and look them up online.

Chaucer never surfed the net 

to check up on a fact.

He lived amongst the people

and told the truth of that.

So if you are a writer

then do not stay online.

Get out and smell the roses

and listen for the rhyme.

(Lee O'Connell)

TO MY CRAZY GIRLZ

The world would be a poorer place

If everyone were sane

Don't dare conform, don't leave your space

In anybody's name

(Scott Moore)

REPENT

A shadow of your former self

The shame, the guilt the self-possessed,

The shadowed ecstasy of life misspent

Deceit and lies maligned dissent

Anaesthetised; must now repent.

(Jim Ryan)

IN-SOM-NI-A

rock a-bye baby, count right down to none

don't you sleep, baby, thy cradle is gone

the night it is empty, the night it is full

the dawn cometh slowly, the new day to lull

(Scott Moore)

STASIS

Jaws clamped upon a memory,

Hands knuckle-gripped in pain,

A paralysing moment,

Which passes and is lost.

(Andrew Sparke)

CRAZY WOMAN

There’s a crazy woman on the bus, she will na’ accept no rest

Bare feet, wooden cross, pendants on her breast

She reckons she’s the next in line by the Pope to be blessed

But that Ratzinger he just canna’ take so much pious excess.

(Scott Moore)


TIME

WANDERERS

Memories wander like lost, lonely thoughts. I’m at her bed... No.

Fast-forward.

Something positive. Flowers, yes. They bring joy don’t they? A lotus on a shimmering lake. The deep reds of a dahlia. Dahlia. Betrayal. I erase and there’s that familiar loss of control where the wayfarers get access.

She’s always front and centre. Young again. She’ll always be young no matter how far I go forward. And then she vanishes, becoming a rambler, carried along by bit rates and meta-data. Back there, hidden among the folds of facsimile, I’m always at her bedside. I forever push the button, no matter how hard I scream at myself

Erase?

Why can’t I push that button now?

(Phil Blake)

TIME

Time waits for no one. The habitual progression of the clock, only ever aware of the second hand, perpetual motion, trying to catch that lost minute. Missed it again. Checked, mislead, and cheated. Its existence living within its performance. Occasional penetration. Ordinarily unnoticed. No emancipation, surrounded but so discreet. A scent, a sound, a vision prompting the lost moment. Recollection imagined and recreated returning to a place in time but never fully granted. Merely a fabrication.  Calculating, a number, makes more sense.   Outreached. Returned. Repeated.

(Jim Ryan)

DJAM (OR JAM) KARET THE HOUR THAT STRETCHES

tick tock tick tock says the Virgin Mary clock. switch browser tab and refresh check phone. tick tock car goes past tick tock. message beep? check phone. green light? no. switch browser tab refresh where are you tick tock. go to kitchen nothing new. check phone tick tock. read the news and the views was that the phone? green light no, hell no. where are you tick tock. switch tab and refresh tick tock tick tock. make some tea was that the phone tick tock tick tock. 

(Lynda Bowen)

TIME

Time pressed down of Declan’s chest and pulled out all of the air. He tried to keep the memories pushed far away and deep in his mind. But the 25th of August always beat him and past flooded in without any defence. On this day he had no breakers to stop the power of each driving wave of remembrance, nothing to stop past sins from driving the air out of his lungs, nothing to stop the gasping need to forget. Nothing but the 25th of August.

(Lee O’Connell)

FRIMSDAY

Have you ever considered what might be achieved with an extra day in the week, not the weekend,for two days are enough to enjoy and any longer would be a holiday or a mini  break . I mean you go at full pace , work all hours physically and mentally and still have not completed your tasks.

Well, The answer is at hand , a simple entry called Frimsday , usually added between a Thursday and a Friday with enough hours to enable you to chill afterwards put your feet up, pour a large drink or simply sneak off to the cinema in the middle of the day and watch that particular film before it vanishes off the big screen.

It is so easy and useful except for one thing , human nature might hijack it ,adding extra repeats along with overtime and the likes to stress yes stress you more , so now you have a real eight day week and no time to stop no life ,no time.

Stop!  I mean it, stop !

Take a breath, you don't need my special day , it's mine and she is copyright to yours truly. So find your own way of getting the task done . My day is Frimsday and mine alone 

PS. I died on a Frimsday and nobody knew , never had the time to RIP

(Lee Benson)

THE SACHEVERALL SYSTEM FOR WRITING TIME

No matter what the scientists say, time is non-linear. Nor is it constant. Time is a subjective illusion.

As a child, every day stretches into infinity. In later years the rockface of personality is denser, less permeable, the gradient steeper for the tumbling experiences racing to meet the sea. The physically conjoint excitements of life and love tear past, a seeming blink of an eye and gone. Only tedium and perhaps old age slows time down again.

But even in the moments of fastest travel, there are rooms within time for dreaming; for the hip-hopping of hope, memory and expectation and for the mourning of loss. When a dream is a person, the best kind of dream, it occupies a whole mansion of rooms from which the day-to-day is entirely excluded.

And what reality can stop time in its tracks to feed such dreams? The sight of a beloved face; the unique timbre of her voice; the subtle jigsaw rightness of her hand in your own; just walking together, arm in arm; standing on a street corner, seeing her being driven away, not knowing if you’ll ever be with her again; or holding her and watching her sleep. Simple pleasures and uncertainties; cause enough for heartbeat’s insanity.

To personalise the Sacheverall System for you, if time were merely linear, no one moment could have greater significance than any other. But your moments have disproportionate impact. They are oases of time never lost, never ever wasted.

(Andrew Sparke)

WHAT IS TIME?

Is time the hours, minutes and seconds on a watch?

Or the movement of hands that go tick tock?

Is time emotions, like anger, sadness and rage?

Or maturity, elderly or tender age?

Is time the beginning and the end of life and death?

The first and the last breath? 

Is time something you want when asking for repentance?

Or what you endure carrying out a sentence?

Some say it’s the movement of sun and moon,

The growth of trees and flowers that bloom.

Or four seasons, bitter ending winter

A moment, a period or era?

Is time a medium where problems find solutions?

Where one man’s ape theory becomes evolution.

Is time money, leading to obsession?

362 years of slavery and repression

Do we now have progression?

Is time day or night or morn or evening?

Depending on context has new meaning.

Is time what you have on a waiting list?

Or something elusive to hold onto to exit?

Time is a kind of mystery,

It’s the present, the future and also our history.

What is time?

(Carol Cliffton)

JUST IN TIME

A long time ago, I stood with the mourners around her grave. By the time it was my turn to throw a handful of earth onto the lid of Sarah’s coffin, I could barely hold back my secret tears. Now, forty-five years later, will be the first and probably the last time I will visit Sarah’s resting place. This time I stood alone, letting my tears flow freely and openly. And then I saw her, a girl who was the image of Sarah, the same dangerous beauty reached out from the past. My walking cane clattered to the ground, my knees buckled and time passed away from me. The girl rushed forward: ‘Caught you just in time’ she said. 

(David Muir)

BROKEN STUFF

It's not enough to say we walk through the debris of centuries in this place. Damaged columns pierce the sky and old clay and straw brickwork claws up from marble slabs covering the living ground; slabs themselves frost-heaved and buckled by the ages and by its most persistent agent of decay, the roots of long-maturing trees, spiky thorn bushes and thickets of briar. The province in reality not of human beings but of tiny birds and reddish-grey squirrels. Of prowling feral cats and disconcertingly large armoured beetles. Whether in the heat of the day or the late autumn mists these are the truly significant denizens of Ephesus. Of Pergamon. Of Troy. Human presence is fleeting. Grating American accents which carry sharply across the spaces between the ruins. The snip-snapping camera shutters of Chinese visitors. The muted murmurs of the politer British. The excitable rise and fall of the Italians and their Mediterranean cousins. All voices here momentarily and then gone. Scattered with the onset of night. Yielding to the darkness. And lost in the passage of time.

[image: https://ssl.gstatic.mail.blueyonder.co.uk/ui/v1/icons/mail/images/cleardot.gif](Andrew Sparke)

BLACK HOLE IN MY BEDROOM

There’s a black hole in my bedroom. It may sound crazy, but I do know what I’m
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