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Word from the editor
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After the first charity anthology (Words to Remember), I was pleased to donate the profits to Cancer Research and Marie Curie.
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I hadn’t planned on doing another because it was time-consuming and my own work had finally picked up. However, with the recent cost-of-living crisis, I had so much I wanted to write about and highlight. Instead of just rambling on, I thought it would be better to let other people speak out and publish their poems, prose and non-fiction to help amplify their voices. So, that’s how this anthology came into existence.
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As the editor of Nobody Left Behind, I thought it was important to only edit when it was absolutely necessary, to allow everyone to have their say in the exact way they want to say it. For this reason, some of the work included is in non-traditional formats because it was sent to us that way and/or the author specifically requested for it to be published that way.
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Choosing my own pieces to include was probably more difficult than selecting work from the talented writers we accepted for this anthology. I had so much I wanted to say, but in the end, I knew I couldn’t cover everything. The other voices in this anthology cover different aspects of the struggles many of us face, but it’s impossible to include everything, and it’s difficult for some people to be open about their experiences.
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For every person who has shared their thoughts and experiences in this anthology, there are countless more who suffer in silence. I hope that the money raised through this anthology will help them in some small way, and the awareness will make anyone reading this think twice before passing judgment.

––––––––
[image: image]


Nobody should ever be left behind, regardless of gender, race, ability, health, or anything else.

Togetherness

(Elaine Savage)
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Walking in the rain, him with his umbrella as I wore my carrier bag from Lidl.
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Romantic surprise of sharing a bag of chips, instead of being taken to a boring restaurant.
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Despite living in the car, I am loving my new kitchen. A gift from the pound store, a blue washing up bowl. Who cares about running water when you can see the sky in a bit of plastic. So romantic every night. A view of the stars. I only need stick my head out of the car window. Who needs leg room to sleep, when you can get your leg over whenever you fancy, gearstick permitting.
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We also have our very own bar. Yes, almost a pub. Whoever said that White Lightning cider was a few sups short of a cocktail, has little taste. Indeed, our clientele come from all walks of life. Some are steadier on their feet than others, but they all are connoisseurs of the nectar, which is also unkindly labelled, "loony juice". Indeed, we have come to call this park bench our own, after the car was repossessed.
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Still, we keep the romance alive. On balmy nights I take off my wig, and we dance to the rhythm of the sirens, never forgetting our honeymoon, back when he was prime minister, and me his paramour.
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If only.

Foxy

(Elaine Savage)
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The local foxes have started to befriend me, probably because I smell, having cut down to one shower per week, to save on the leccie. The other night, I got out of my car and there was one of our local foxes, just looking at me.
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The fox came over and sniffed me, nodded his head in an approving way, obviously not showering much is an advantage in fox land. I followed him, and soon we came to his lair.
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Not a lot to write home about structurally, but inside it was full of foxes who were holding what looked like musical instruments. They were fashioned from bits of wood and had strings which looked suspiciously like they had come from living creatures, as they had flecks of what looked like blood sticking to them.
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Having travelled around a bit, and observed that people have different customs, I try and fit in where I can. Imagine my surprise when one of the foxes offered me an instrument. It was not the guitar or banjo of my dreams, but it did have 4 strings. Nothing in the way of frets, but then my fretting was enough.
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I began strumming the instrument and singing. Initially, the foxes seemed happy. Halfway into my set, one of them stood up and said, “We were promised Springsteen, if we made the instruments.” Then they all started to get angry.
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Well, I did what any red-blooded woman would do in those circumstances. I offered them a recording deal.
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And that is why me and the Feral Slow Foxes are trying to hit the big time.

Bio

Elaine writes poetry, comedy pieces and songs, which she performs as Riley Savage. She is the video manager for Semitone Studios, a music studio located in Marple. In 2015/16 she achieved a distinction from Access to Music in Manchester, where she did the artist development course. Elaine recently graduated from Bath Spa University, with a merit in her master’s degree in song writing. To see/hear Riley's work, go to her website:

https://www.rileysavage.co.uk/

I’d Give My Vote

(Philip Burton)
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In an ideal world I’d give my vote to

Clement Attlee

(Prime Minister from 1945 – 1955)
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or someone not a shyster or a banker

someone who could stand and talk, but not AT me

and that was Clement Attlee
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yes, I’d have gladly voted for Clement Attlee

accused of arriving at Number 10 “in an empty taxi”

implying he was a nothing, a nonentity
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but he wasn’t

he quietly got on with the job

yes, I’d have gladly voted for Clement Attlee
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but – as there IS no Clement Attlee –

I’ll aim to give my vote to someone newly poor

or someone misunderstood
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one thing for sure

I’d give the world for Clement Attlee
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Bio

In 2019, Philip Burton concurrently held four poetry competition First prizes, including the Jack Clemo, the Sandwich (Kent) Poet of the Year, and the Barn Owl Trust. Philip received a commendation from Heidi Williamson in The Poetry Society’s Stanza competition, 2020, for his poem on the theme of dyslexia. In 2021, he won the East Riding Poetry competition. His publications include The Raven’s Diary (Joe Publish 1998), Couples (Clitheroe Books Press 2008), His Usual Theft (Indigo Dreams Press 2017), Gaia Warnings (Palewell Press 2021), and The Life Dyslexic (Palewell Press 2022).

To Survive the Crisis

(Michael Burton)
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All you’ve got to do is splurge a little less,

graft a little more, consolidate your debts.

Smoke roll-ups, drink ASDA brand rum,

cut out all things marked frivolous and fun.

Ditch your Netflix, your Prime, your iTunes.

Delay your nights out till early next June.

Reduce your gas and electric use,

your want to be warm is no good excuse.

Sell the books you bought and read them online,

the bus station in town now has free WIFI.

Replace with haste your taste for lattes,

from now on no breaks from black Nescafe.

It is all in fact just as simple as that -

the courage, the patience is all that you lack.

Learn from the man in the flat next to yours,

grateful for the scraps he can barely afford

or the mother you walk past almost every day,

offering herself for some overtime pay.

It’s time for you now to follow their lead,

forget all your talk of the corporate class greed.

There's enough to get by if you just sacrifice

all that you have that comes with a price.

Life after all has its booms and its busts

just make do with less and don't make a fuss.

Crisis, What Crisis?

(Michael Burton)
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There’s peace on earth like never before,

enough jobs for us all on warehouse floors,

enough houses - or at least caravans -

there’s stocks in the shops or that’s the plan.
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We’ve still got our schools and our not-so-crowded prisons,

the crime may be up but the violent type hasn’t risen (much).

We’ve still got our phones and our oh-so-loved devices

and we’ve never known such low avocado prices

So.....crisis, what crisis?

Crisis? What crisis?
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There’s police in our streets and most we can trust,

there’s so many shows online on Disney plus,

there’s never been a time more people had degrees.

Soon we’ll have more of them than we have trees.
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We’ve mobile games and for singles - dating apps.

we’re never lost now we’ve got Google Maps.

By all comparisons this is bliss,

life’s never been close to as good as this!

Crisis, you ask? What crisis?

Crisis? What crisis?
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There’s solar panels and windmills all around,

no coal plants or gasworks to be found.

No teenage smokers anymore,

no immediate threat of civil war.
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So what’s with all this dull and dreary news?

Don’t you know there’s always other truths you can choose?

You might as well take this hit

cos it’s never you or your lot who’ll decide this.

Crisis or not, we say, what crisis?
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Bio

Michael Burton is from East Lancashire in the UK and his poems have been published most recently in The Interpreter’s House, The Honest Ulsterman, and Pennine Platform. He also writes and performs as NotAnotherPoet and is the vocalist in the band, New Age of Decay. Their debut album can be found on all major streaming platforms.

Blue Collar/White Collar

(Isabelle P Byrne)
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Goat hoofed hands protrude from crisp cuffs.

White collar creased around a sweaty scruff.

Haven’t we had it all, haven’t we had enough?

No room for evil to give it to us rough.

We are the blue collars that discolour in the light.

We are the union of people that have been pushed out of sight.

No more will we listen to the devil to tell us our needs.

No more blue collars shall be sacrificed or brought to our knees.

Starve us out, turn off our lights, take away our tenacity, take away our rights.

You chose the wrong people to oppress and start a fight.

We are so learnt in being wronged; we know just how to get it right.

We are the ones that fight, the ones that shall bring
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