
 

 

November 2014 Poems of the Month 
 
The judges have chosen two joint winners for the November Poem of the Month. 
 
 
Remembrance 
 
A town stood under a cold marbled sky. 
Still black figures in neat rows exhaled haze 
Into the November air, it went high 
Above heads as others watched from doorways. 
A list of names read to the silent crowd; 
As it is done every year on this day 
A long list considering that this town 
Was half the size when those men went away 
White-headed survivors stand to recite 
The old classics: We will remember them 
A promise solemnly kept, as is right 
As figures lay wreathes for those fallen men 
Finally the last post plays, then the silence 
Of a town rooted in remembrance. 
 
 
Josie Alford – UWE English Graduate 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Mist 
 
The mist is thick and heavy. 
It stretches out, across the horizon, 
As far as the eye can see. 
It looks alive, like it breathes. 
It sounds silvery on the wind. 
It hovers, tentatively, like it wants to speak and fill the air with whispers. 
Two sisters – 
We are racing through that mist now. 
Racing against time. 
Traveling across the land 
To meet with you – to speak with you, 
Before you go. 
On the road – 
I watch the world flash by my window 
As the dense mist daces around our speeding vehicle. 
I remember your hands. 
Your thin translucent fingers tracing mine. 
Your papery skin folding with fine green veins, 
Rippling across your knuckles, as you held my hand in yours. 
I remember the serene silence then, 
As we sat together, 
Listening for something unsaid. 
I remember your face. 
Your hooked nose and sparkling emerald eyes. 
In the mornings, I remember how you used to say, “I’m off to put my face on.” 
Then you’d disappear and resurface, our cheeks gleaming with blush, your eyelids shimmering turquoise and your 
lips metallic pink, 
Your eyebrows sketched on in brown pencil – your timeworn face suddenly filled with expression. 
I remember how the face that you put to the world was different from the one that lent down to kiss us goodnight, 
Or smiled proudly at us, as we played in the August-sunshine of your rose garden. 
Today there is only mist, veiling a sunless sky. 
When we finally arrive, sad women with watery eyes tell us that we’ve missed you. 
They say you’ve gone – passed away, like the wind brushes mist across Sussex plains.  
They take us to see you and your body is cold. 
Your face and hands have turned to stone. 
I do not recognise you at all. 
A kind voice reassures me that you knew we had tried. 
But I wish I’d had time to kiss your cheek goodbye – to hold your fragile hands in mine. 
Outside the country air is quiet – there is only silence under the haze of clouds. 
I tilt my head to the sky and breath. 
The mist is thicker now. 
Its humid mass swallows-up my sighs, 
As the wind throws my tears to the ground. 
You will be missed – forever, now. 
 
 
By Naela Rose, UWE English Graduate 
 
 
 
 


