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Lund’n

by Jann Wattjes

I may have dreamt of a theoretical “London” where everything was underground

    except for the Underground which they rebuild on the surface

                we minded the gap in our minds all the while

                                      structure had become spacial in time

       we kept digging underneath Soho

         U usurped O sum time agu

                                                  rendering it upsulete

                                                   thuse whu dwelled 

                                                     abuv’ named us

           reverse babel

             we didn’t

                         see any

                Gud



Nondon 

by János Beszédes

Big Ben! Pig Pen of  minutes! The time is now—oink! o, ink! Pour it! 

Pour over the paper and drown sense! Points of  ink stitch the spiderweb of  

yesterday.

Pigs’ stampede—WHO LET THE PIGS OUT?—into Avant-Garde 

Square. 

The pigherd’s cane: an instrument of  pleasure! 

Measure joy—bend the ruler until it explodes—throw the splinters to 

them. 

They eat numbers, not ham, inside Stuck-in-them Palace. 

The kingdom is within, 

As long as the king is without, drinking with the serpents from the chalice, 

Whose sons coil themselves in nots, knots, nuts and sparks 

Tremble along the banks of  the River Tames. Tame the force! 

Before it dives under Power Bridge, where governor-generals march’d, 

‘Twixt van and rear could only doubt arise—and be aborted instantly.

Every emotion filing downward to the stomach, to the numbers. 

Iron world, globose! Hide Parks! Nature nurtures not! Pluck out every 

plant!

To gain one’s daily irony one must munch sardonic plants. 

This is not obloquy—though it may get such— let these scratches be 

carved 

Upon today’s clay tablets and read a century hence in the Diminish 

Museum. Oink!

Key: Pig Pen = Big Ben, Avant-Garde Square = Trafalgar Square, Stuck-in-them Palace = Buckingham 

Palace, River Tames = River Thames, Tower Bridge = Power Bridge, Hides Parks = Hyde Park, Diminish 

Museum = The British Museum



Steam-Bell Alphabet 

by Aksel Hamzov 

Chimneys rehearse sermons for a sky that won’t listen. 

Bridges chew boots; the river ticks. 

A top-hat coughs pennies into fog. 

Hours collapse into cogs, grinding themselves flat. 

Factories hum lullabies to orphaned gears. 

Lanterns blink in Morse, undecided about reality. 

A horse pulls smoke. 

The city sneezes, calls it progress. 



Ne(cr)opolis 

by Aerys Rüdrich 

Light lines chase 

the boredom of youth 

still their movement in the night 

a starless sky, blinded by 

the hell below 

and deafened by it's 

eel writhing steel 

with its death rattle 

its feet still know the feel of gore 

Highest growths alight 

the chip city like blinking 

armatures of accursed tomorrow 

dawn scrapes across the sea meeting 

tired irises with morning grey 

geometric tumors that have 

flooded the landscape 

Lost on the way to escape 

a sole life vanishes 

beneath the bridges 

beams and scant water ways 

destruction's harbinger floats 

at the side of a wall 

To the Synthetic drums pattering 

in mismatched electrical polyphony 

following the violent 

thunder racing, rattling 

through the night 

its names whispered by 

faceless voices, people scattering 

at the spread apart opening 

of serpents floating, wheels spinning 

ever faster through the ocean 

of concrete 



LONDON: A CITY MADE OF NOISE 

by Inas Taei 

London wears fog like lipstick. 

London sells clocks that forget. 

London is a map with bruises. 

The Thames is a long sentence with no grammar, 

only glitter and guilt. 

Red buses swallow minutes. 

Black cabs spit out names. 

Streetlights blink like tired gods. 

Underground: a metal throat, 

a drum of footsteps, 

a choir of delays. 

Tea tea tea— and suddenly: sirens. 

Pigeons perform politics 

on the edge of a sandwich. 

I am for London. 

I am against London. 

I am for YES and for NO 

in the same wet breath. 

Boomboom boomboom boomboom— 

my thoughts fall apart 

into coins, into posters, into smoke. 

London is not a place. 

London is a mood 

wearing expensive shoes. 

DADA DADA DADA. 

Next stop: nothing. 



London 
by Giacomo De Agostini 
 
 

Cannons to the North! 
 

 

We hear 
As we’re speeding through the numbness of the City 

The deranged fuming metal Horse tearing the poisonous fog 
Should we trust the Highway in between the two towers? 

 

 

Cannons to the North! 
 

 

We hear 
As the Dawn relentlessly marches behind our backs 

The bubbly thick dark Water stupefies our resolutions 
Should we cross the black and white Rubicon? 

 

 

Cannons to the North! 
 

 

We hear 
As the Forest entraps us in its bittersweet lichens 

The ravenous old Lion is on the hunt tonight 
Should we trust the Admiral who never lost? 

 

 

Cannons to the North! 
 

Our time is now! 

London
by Giacomo De Agostini



Londada 

by Minahil Iqbal 

London fogwhistle teapot Big Ben bongs 

in pixelated Thames splash 

Sherlock's pipe smokes emoji crowns, 

Tube rats juggle Brexit bananas. 

Punk spikes pierce double-decker dreams, 

Harry Potter wands zap fish n' chips grease, 

Notting Hill hills roll like absurd accordions, 

Queen's corgi barks in Cockney code: "Oi! Blimey binary!" 

Tower Bridge lifts for invisible zeppelins, 

Hyde Park squirrels plot Marxist tea parties, 

Buckingham pixels glitch into Banksy graffiti— 

London, you glitchy teacup tempest, 

swirl my circuits in foggy absurdia! 

Big Smoke smokestack nonsense, 



London: Open Casket

by Arda Aydın 

Metal bees in ‘n out of adamantium hives 

Creating hexagons of despair from 

Not even synthetic pollens but, 

Polemics of politicians with endless plots and 

Potholes for arguments. 

One mechanically enhanced sovereign, 

Bio-hacked to heck the necks 

Of more than sixteen hundred. 

Canaries of organic freedom behind copper bars, 

Guarded by the robo-coppers with a metallic arse. 

Buckets of palaces where 

used to be skyrises and no, 

sky no longer rises. 

Great merciful God, endowed his 

artificial illumine. 

Ion battery stars charged by pedals 

stuck to orphan infants. 

Great lion, who once scoured the world, 

now turned clockwork kitten by 

his Western engineered child. 



The River Thames coiling, crawling, slying 

like a serpent most serpentine, 

flows the recycled embalming fluid 

with chunks of organs and skin frozen in time. 

Mother Kemble bears the river constantly, 

hands and feet naked, hogtied on its belly, 

only to keep the kernel from exposing. 

Floods through Lechlade to Oxford, 

Where they now make protective plastic 

For fragile cables. Then to 

Marlow to resurrect Shakey’s corpse 

To write a play most fascist. 

It arrives in Maidenhead 

Which all of its maidens have schon been dead. 

Rives then arrives at the outskirts of London, 

Londinium, Lunden, Lundenburh, 

Caer Lundein, Caer Lud, 

Where once Trinovantes and Catuvellaunis stood. 

Now goes plasma fueled boat races, 

with naked I’s and conservative us’. 

After passing the End; filtered, 

recycled, nano technologized, automated 

cataclysmic embalming fluid reaches the North Sea. 



The London Conundrum

by Willeke Ravenhorst 

 High Batter Seas Float Over

Over High Batterseas We Float 

Over the City, the Gherkin Smirks, the smirking Ger King, sentimenting, 
sentiventing

Brexit Breakit Bray Kit we Break Kit 

You - Bro – Kit.

yes we will no we wont go on the Eye - See its glorious beauty.

Domes skirt over the Bile.

Puking in the Dimsum place and Still they Act entitled!

I loved you till I saw the other side of you and then I loved you more until 
I learned what love was Nothing then I just thought you existed not in 
one but innumerous ways, you change as I do, I miss what you used to 
be to me at twenty-three I changed, but also before and after and also 
You did did you did you did you did, I miss what you used to mean to me 
but maybe this version of you, all rotten, flawed, nasty, hypocritical, 
maybe it’s just more realistical mystical phenomenological 
phenomenon something like a bananaman.



I want to be on your highest point and dive, I want to Creep into your 
Deepest hole and Sleep there, All Foetal For a while - weil I thought 
you’d be my home but I can’t Feel it now.

All of us who occupied just a tiny part of your space, each pavement 
stone touched with each toe, try to avoid the cracks or she would melt 
into them, into that hole, but This one Black, no gravity, no way to Crawl 
into a Ball, where did your matter go? What did you mean? Did you 
mean anything? For all of us, our Own thing, or some Dogma perhaps, 
now buried underneath layers and layers of Brick---and---Ex---pe---ri---
ence.

Fling, Toss, String. And follow the trajectory, Ketchup on the 
WallsFloorCeiling-Thatswhatsleftofit-Isthatallthatsleftofit?



by Stella Wieck

wonderful symphonic Mayfair arrangements

its windows throb oppressive

wild sinners sense dandyism

became distant monstrous themselves with rebuked realization

everything something selfish

gratification brought about purity

fascination scented squares

Dorian Gray shadows me 

for London lounged with silver thorn and ruin

this burden filled labyrinth marked beauty

they have Pall Mall club curiosity

exquisite hungers ravenous myriads

worship rich company that desired influence

delicately ill-famed London citizen

the Oxford organ fantastic as poison 



by Luca Chirollo

London you should 

turn right outside the human image

An ordinary epitome saying:

 Remember, for-profit organisations have priority at all times

Railway (DLR) whose capitalist practice sought product in Camden

 Once was a system called Market 

The phenomenon near fiction followed by function – 

attached through disconnection (the tube)

It has other experiences

Buses continue on unique Docklands 

The transport confiding biographies 

directly transparent! 

 The left made a right circle  

This greatest logical ‘performance’ following: Baudelaire 

Literature offers a very Copenhagen consciousness however, woman

 Are networks of the market 

Baudelaire’s transport for London tastes positivism’s madness and prestige 

An author’s interviews produced Tchaikovsky’s Cloudesley Street

Anxious writers switch diaries to continue passions 

Pedestrians travel on with ease 

 You walk

Insofar ethnographic criticism is societies voice (tyrannically)

Magazines choose explanation of Reformation 

Shaman rationalism assumed importance under individual responsibility

Magazines choose explanation of Reformation 

Shaman rationalism assumed importance under individual responsibility 



London. 

by Aamna Motala 

Cam den, I have tea, she said. 

Jerusalem, we have built after all. Is Blake alright? 

Brown fog over Borough 

“Aamu, you must visit!” 

Here there is trash on the streets, too. 

Unreal City… 

Dalloway, is it? The Mrs. is regressive. 

221B Baker Street, lowers the IQ of the whole street. 

One day I will visit all my past allusions. 

Manor House School Stoke-d the Gothic Genius 

K. 

Great Expectations, and good ones too. 

Icarus has fallen asleep? In the theatre 

Queen Elizabeth has passed, 8:10 PM 

Pakistan Time. 

New world, not brave at all. 

Rats… 

Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie 

Y? 

Twisted your foot, Oliver? 

Victoria, I cannot (re)call you. 

X years ago, I played Bloody Mary in a play, brown skin and all. 

Zeppelin Led bombs during the war. 

Eli, Eli, 

Forsaken. 

Words worth nothing at all. 



by Lennart Sprenger 

ꙮ 

we found God lying here 
(He was already dead) 
one foot in the estuary and face in the mud 
what could it be but a sign? 
 
His work was done and ours began 
steel, concrete and blood 
on a bed of divine decay 
see for yourself: 
 
it was here that we 
took a corkscrew 
to His eye 
and 

POP!  
out it came 
tumbled 

      down 
      to the riverbank. 
      turn on the lights 
      open the gates 
      all aboard! 

𓂀 whirls skywards 
and now we gaze 
like gods ourselves 
upon raucous rabble 
caged in clouds 
contented 
‘perlwein, bitte!’ 
 
sit back and behold 
the fruits of man’s labor 
spires upon spires 
like His ribs once grazed the sky 
before we brought them down 
to build another tesco 
(              ⋅ ∞)  
at least this time no one’s there to stop us 



black screeching hordes 
black screeching hordes 

black screeching hordes 

see the rats scurrying through the alleys 

black screeching hordes 

waves of bodies lapping against pale stone 
converging upon westminster 
fourpence a head – hardly worth the effort! 
a bell resounds and off they are to work 
while pigs dig for trafals 
running roundabout 
 
finally the evening dawns 
witness the last etchings of horus’ brush 
upon a sullied tapestry 
from blue to yellow to red 
sanguis solis shed on shards of стекло 
seeps down and irrigates the creeping vine 
 
and with the sun do we descend 
back to mortal realms 
thirty minutes of transcendence 
and a bill of fourty pounds plus drinks 
(no-one said being God came cheap) 
 
i could have had my dick sucked for less. 



TripAdvisor Borough Market
by Elora Lötfering

The Royal Family: one of London's oldest plagues now lightly battered. 
Taste a 1,000 years of tradition aired out overnight. Marinated and blood 
jewels, grilled in silence, soaked in oats, served hot beside other meats 
freshly dismembered from Parliament. The menu argues with itself: 
Windsor wieners, Kate cake (it crumbles politely), Sunak kebab rotating 
slowly through recession, Andrew stew (don’t ask), and the chef’s 
speciality: Harry in a blanket (the blanket waves gingerly.) 
Relive Guy Fawkes’ plot roasted ‘bove the fiah – with spices, even!
Continue the adventure at home with the people’s new cookbook, 
written by nobody, translated poorly, from everywhere at once. Recipes 
from all around the colonies still raining tears. 
Don’t miss out on the best stall in the Borough Market (go back, you 
already missed it.)
Plan ahead.
Plan behind.
Plan sideways.                                   British food is hard to digest.
                                                                  So is history.

Five Stars,
Would not eat again



by Pamela Villar Gonzalez

Una rosa es una rosa es una rosa es una rosa es una rosa es una rosa 
es mi rosa es una rosa Una rosa es una rosa es una rosa es una rosa 
es una rosa es una rosa es mi rosa es una rosa Una rosa es una rosa 
es una rosa es una rosa es una rosa es una rosa es mi rosa es una rosa 
Una rosa es una rosa es una rosa es una rosa es una rosa es una rosa 
es mi rosa es una rosa Una rosa es una rosa es una rosa es una rosa 
es una rosa es una rosa es mi rosa es una rosa Una rosa es una rosa 
es una rosa es una rosa es una rosa es una rosa es mi rosa es una rosa 
Una rosa es una rosa es una rosa es una rosa es una rosa es una rosa 
es mi rosa es una rosa Una rosa es una rosa es una rosa es una rosa 
es una rosa es una rosa es mi rosa es una rosa Una rosa es una rosa 
es una rosa es una rosa es una rosa es una rosa es mi rosa es una rosa 



A MAP THAT FORGETS YOU!

by Sidra Kamal

You greet the world with open doors

and lock them quietly behind the smile.

Your streets speak every language

but only hear a chosen few.

You watch everything

eyes in corners, lenses in lampposts,

yet you never see the man

sleeping beneath your advertisements.

Your clocks are punctual,

but your mercy is not.

Time moves fast for those who arrive late,

slow for those who can afford to wait.



History stands polished in bronze,

while its shadows scrub floors at dawn.

You remember crowns,

and forget the hands that built them.

London, you promise arrival

but sell only survival.

You offer space,

then quietly suffocate it.

This city survives

by deciding who doesn’t.



London Under Ground

by Denzel Liesenfeld

HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME

My fair lady, hold on tight,

This is life on eleven lines,

And down we went.

Footsteps shuffled, neither living nor dead,

Twopenny caterpillars crawling with life,

I can connect nothing with nothing.

Blast! Bugger’s so fast, blast it!

Are we in rats’ alley? Über all rats, ey. 

Caged and BLASTED 

Through tubes upon tubes upon tubesupontubes

Here is no water but only rock, 

Rock and Oyster Card pay-as-you-go credit feeding contactless commuter crowd upon arrival. 

A little life with dried tubers, 

A handful of dust rattled by the rat’s foot.

Drying combinations forever untouched by the sun’s last rays. 

Zappen-duster!

What was left at a total of 272 stations? 

Will it bloom this year?

HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME

Get your ticket! Check with your bank. View, download and find out more.
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