


Welcome to Hope Rage Sunflowers, an online bookje by 
the Flaming Flower Society 

The Flaming Flower Society is a group of writers from Scotland, England, and 

Germany. This is our first online bookje (small book in Dutch and yes, we just like the 

word!). 

The early days of Russia's invasion of Ukraine, which began on February 24, 2022, 

have been horrifying. 

We are shocked. 

We feel helpless. 

We want to inform ourselves, but watching the news, especially on social media, can 

quickly become doom-scrolling. 

And at the same time, our lives go on, the hard things, but also the beautiful things. 

How can we not feel guilty about that? 

In his poem ‘Letzte Warnung’ (Last Warning), Erich Fried describes how difficult this 

co-existence of our little things with the big things going on in the world can be. 

One of the poets in this anthology writes, “We cannot watch. We cannot help”. 

And yet she does, by sending out a poem into this world, like so many of you have 

done by sending us poems, by trusting us with your words, your fears, your hopes, 

with all the little things and all the big things that are still here, like we are right now. 

We try to help in every way we can. This is one of them. 

Thank you for sharing our hope, our rage, our sunflowers. 

Thank you for reading and for donating. 

All the proceeds will go to the Ukraine-Hilfe in Berlin: 

https://www.ukraine-hilfe-berlin.de/spende/ 

You can of course pass the PDF on, once you have received it. In the spirit of the 

idea, please ask recipients to donate.

Annick Yerem 

Editor, Flaming Flower 

Twitter @missyerem 

https://www.ukraine-hilfe-berlin.de/spende/


Lynn Valentine 

Crossing the Days off 

These days won’t last,  
the days you expect a cry in the night, 
a man hammering at the door.  
The rinse and spin cycle  
of bad news from abroad.  

These days won’t last, 
all you can do is hang  
another country’s flag up, 
take down the old.  

These days won’t last,  
hellebores trying to find light 
above the soil. Some days 
all you can do is give 
an old blind dog a pat,  
make soup, sort clothes;  

worry if your jumpers are warm 
enough for others, donate  
money left in the drawer.  

These days won’t last,  
tell someone you love them; 
hope the sunflowers grow. 



Ankh Spice 

25/02/22 

the only map out of here 
a relief of puckered scars 
this road that country aren’t we all 
such libraries of old hurt 

overnight seams split 
more ugly bias revealed 
here is horizon’s curved needle  
sharped by howls of far daylight 

there is a gathering stitch 
that gives a bleeding place a chance 
we never learned it 
too busy pinning down the enemy 

water, cloud, earth 
on this smooth page light hands 
keep moving together 
showing us over and over 



Ankh Spice

Peace Herald



Kyla Houbolt 

This Is For All 

For all of everything that is 
not in books, nor on the internet, 
all the wild truth only to be found 
under our shoe soles on pavements or 
in the desert, sand underneath bare feet 
on a beach, washing out the way it does 
all around the foot so leaving a little hill 
right under the center of the sole and you  
can't help but wiggle a little then to make it 
go flat. 

     Or in the woods, where you really 
have to spend some time paying attention 
in a way you never could learn to do in any 
school unless you are ignoring the teacher 
with great commitment so that the air stops 
being so shy and begins to whisper to you 
directly.  

     For all of this, I offer thanks.  
For you, you truths, you body of being  
here. We have ignored you for far too long. 
Please stay with us, we need you desperately, 
stay like the trees do and the rocks. How sad 
we have become without you. 

Originally published by Roi Fainéant Press 



Margaret Royall 

Nonet: Seeking peace 

What can we do when peace talks fail us? 
Who can we turn to in our need? 

Do we call up the peace-gods 
To save our fading hope? 

Or are we the ones 
To take the call? 

The hopeful, 
Forging 
Peace?



This day rises 

Karin Hedetniemi



Glen Wilson

Under Harvest Moon

In a wheat field that tapers down to the Dnieper 
the yellow blued by lunar cipher, 

a farmer surveys the swathe of his years, 
each ear sung into being by his labour. 

In the coolness of this he also remembers 
when the crops failed, where his brother 

earned his limp, how the furrows 
that were fallow were coaxed to grow 

by his wife's gentle persistence to keep 
sowing, in this light he still feels her touch. 

So much of the morning is what survives 
the thresh of the long night. 



Anne McMaster 

Things to remember in spring 

In the long queues to give blood,  
people talk quietly as they wait in line.  
As houses empty, many take their first tentative steps  
into the underworld as they shelter underground.  
Bundled from buses, or halted on their trek to Poland,  
men are torn from their families and sent East to fight. 
At the train station, a father's slim fingers lightly cup  
his daughter's head as he weeps goodbye.  
Once-familiar routines – still so fresh, so real – are fading now. 
Air-raid sirens howl as explosions punch the air.  
Above them, the sun-bright church bells ring.  
Roads are gridlocked. Petrol stations empty. 
Cars are abandoned like toys left by careless children.  
All people can do is leave them and begin to walk. 
The children and the elderly carry what they can.  
On the radio, I listen to a woman talking of a mulberry tree 
where, in happier times, she and her family  
gathered to pick the delicious fruit.  
My happiness is different now, she says.  
I leave my city on this beautiful sunny morning,  
as I look around me to see the first signs of spring.  
I am simply happy to be alive.  
Once, I remembered more.  

I turn to my own small space. 
Sweep snow from the ground. 
Seek signs of living things. 
Wait for spring.

. 



Juli Maëlle



Kerry Darbishire 

Hope 

is to carry the hard knock of the year 

in your favourite bag and remember 

the cuckoo calling  the green fell 

fox bark  vixen shriek    and the colour 

of honeysuckle  your neighbour’s washing 

waving at you 

    Hope is to watch the trampled months     

repair themselves    mend empty nests  

let morning air cleanse every corner of your room 

    Hope is to carry the weight of separation    

arms you long for     allow passings and time 

worn thin as winter to walk the path  

by the river      scent of bluebells     swans  

gliding the silence of their lives  

    Hope is to carry damaged pieces of the world  lost 

moments together      stir of streets  boys at the bar 

chat of girls    listen for the click  of everything 

falling back into place  a summer afternoon 

sunlight easing through a curtain 

     Hope is a butterfly  

fluttering towards the window knowing 

the other side of glass 



Marie Isabel Matthews-Schlinzig 

between 

a shower tampers with the envelopes,  
sun sneaks in a slice of light among the 

lines as I step out the wind adds gentle 
scents of bluebell & wild garlic, of  

grass & seaweed, wheezes as it tries 
to squeeze in more before I reach  

the post box’s red mouth, expectant, 
hungry for news, affection, & some  

disaffection, too. On the way back I 
reflect: about the me I just sent off  

to friends & that which remains here – 
& the incessant space of wonder  

in 



Gerry Stewart 

Noli Timere 

Be not afraid, 
a poet’s last words 
anchor us. 

Not issued from his lips 
or against paper, 
but his fingers texting 
a last note of love. 

Weighted Latin 
with electric wings, 
armoured against time. 

Language slips away from us 
as soon as it is released, 
words to bullets 
we cannot take back. 

They alight at will or return 
changed by their journey. 

Our life in constant translation 
between the child and adult, 
the lover and the widow 
packing and unpacking 
meaning in the shuffle. 

We cannot remove 
the darkness we must face, 
only step forth, remembering 
those by our side. 

Be not afraid. 



Oormila Vijayakrishnan Prahlad

Peacetime Fields



Beth Brooke

Today there is a ceasefire 

The day offers itself – a gift – 
wrapped in translucent silk 
paler than a blackbird's egg; 

mine to open. 

Inside is the first 
hour of all the mornings 
there have ever been, 

sunrise that tingles with 
lemon-sharpness, 
paper silhouettes  
of trees against  
the apricot wash 
of a dawn horizon; 

there is the cry of jackdaws, 
the growl of pebbles 
on the shoreline; 

there is the silence that comes 
after the guns stop firing. 



Beth Brooke 

Birch Song 

We are the first, the new beginning, 
ten thousand green hearts 
raised towards the sky. 

We are wind borne, 
seed-small whispers laid upon the earth 
to root in the heath and heather, 
soften the hard edges. 

Our grace is upright, white, dressed in 
the transparency of moonlight, a beacon 
to bring you from the frontier of night,  
the long darkness of death. 

The male and the female of us 
bloom on the same bough, 
we are the new beginnings, 
green hearts raised up to the sky. 
Look for us in the edge places, 
in the damask rose of sunset 
and the morning’s bright. 



Emma Lee 

A Library in Syria 

Friends called him to what was a house, now a trail of books. 
He thought they were joking, but he picks one up, digs out  
as many as he can. Between them, the truck is filled.  
It becomes an addiction between air raids.  
A place to construct as buildings reduce to rubble, 
as if each story was a block of warmth to a hopeful flame. 



Sandra Birnie 

I will squeeze the cream on to your scabby knee 
And butterfly kiss away your tears 
I will trap the spider in an empty jar  
And glue the pieces back to make it whole 
I will find the missing piece that rolled away 
And take your hand to cross that busy road 
I will stand by you and give you hope. 

I will take a midnight call 
And stroke your hair 
I will chase the balloon string whipped away by breeze 
And transfer all I have to make things right 
I will put on all the voices in the book 
And hand mix bubbles to a perfect froth 
I will stand by you and give you hope. 



Arran Potts 

The Peace Room 

We built a peace room.
A place for love and thanks 
At the bottom of the garden beneath the tree.

We’d visit at the end of each hard day.
After the mess and misery of the news,
Away from the angst and anger of our work;
To cut hearts from rippled crepe and flutter
Notes across prayer mats.
We would sing eulogies to the living and 
Paint slogans on the walls with bright colours:

Go for it
You’re amazing
I love you

We saluted the sun as it rose past the 
Wide windows;
And in the evenings, watched our hearts 
Rise and fall in time with the 
Children’s breathing.

When they forced us out, the occupiers
Painted the room black and tan and drab green.
They filled the room with metal and stone;
Narrowed the windows and cursed at us from the gloom
With fear and evil words.
The clatter of violence dispelled the soft spirit of our peace.
Their boots stamped out our songs.

I have long since left the graves in our garden;
But I carry a peace box with me.
A bright space in the darkness.
I wander the world and fill it with eulogies for the dead, 
Bright songs with happy colours, until they burst out.
Despite everything, it belongs to us all. 



Juli Maëlle



JP Seabright 

Elpis 

hope in Greek means 
expectation 

 the promise of better 
things 

hope in Latin means waiting 
 anticipation, aspiration 

what is hope, but this 
the action of drawing breath 

a hand reaching out in 
darkness 

a word of reassurance 

faith, a promise 

a kiss 



JP Seabright 

Autumn 

I bend down 

to search amongst the brown 

broken withered things 

that litter the floor at our feet. 

I am searching for something 

beautiful, perfect in its decay, 

I will know it when I see it. 

Torn from the tree by autumn winds, 

thrown to the ground to rot, 

sacrificed to bring new life, 

it’s all I've got to give to you, 

this offering from above. 

Ubiquitous but unique, 

this crippled warrior 

of infinitesimal power, 

this leaf of love. 



Juli Maëlle



Barry Tench 

10 to The Moon 

sweating it out 
moon clock 
twitching night 

four explosions 
over a moon 
gone underworld 

a street moon 
in the vagueness 
of why  

deep is her  
moon, a crater 
punched out 

on window 
on mirror 
a cracked moon 

a forest moon 
where we slept 
leaves pressed 

a summer in seeds 
the moon itch 
of growing 

our lives 
like moon fish 
in shoals, shine 

to morning light 
of a drift moon 
escape  

the moon hangs 
over Kyiv, Kharkiv 
still, bright 



Moira J Saucer 

Battle Cry 

I went to war under the coat of arms 

called water, in a body made 

of water, in armor made of water. 

When they shot at me  

the bullets went  

right through me. 

When they tried to wrestle me 

to the ground 

they drowned. 

When the war ended I 

rained down on the land, 

and flowers grew on 

the battlefields. 

I am the storm 

that you never heard coming. 



Moira J Saucer 

Fascism 

You thought if you 
blinded me, 

I couldn’t see the sun, 
but in my mind’s eye 

I see a thousand suns, 
each one brighter than 

the last 

Originally published by Ice Floe Press` blog magazine 



Paul Ings 

Day 4 

The inundated head and pounding pressure 
squeezing the chest are quieter now 
because a layer deeper. They are there, 

but days of mental butterflying must grow 
into resolve, direction, and decision. 
I accepted: this is war. And that is how 

the fear retreated just enough within 
to release the man of action to prevail 
in securing what hinders and can never win. 

On my return to home the smile 
of my daughter infused me and my pain 
which pressed hard at my new shell a while, 

holding me fixed but unyielding; almost the same 
to her who, raised up, pulled intently but gently 
at my ear lobes, her latest favourite game. 



Juli Maëlle



Britt Doughty-Godchaux 

This moment, right here 

sees a boy hunched in front of the glow of a 
screen with bodies launched out into the world. 
Our bodies look searching into darkness, inherited memory, 
exposed nerves, themselves a luxury. We cannot accept 
clothing donations, overwhelmed warehouses. 
And yet they run. And yet the sun shines. And yet, molecules 
cling to bodies, grow to bodies, kill bodies. We turn off 
our lights to say to someone who doesn’t care, so there.  
And I think I like it in the dark with our world pulled  
round until it is only the diameter of the glow from a single flame.  
I try to forget the me who always said more more, when 
we had everything. Looking away, that choice has always been our 
luxury too. There is peace in the sports centre, the base drone of people 
intentionally sweating in small, safe rooms other people 
would give anything to be in. Parents joke how many babies  
they will or won’t have. This boy, cheeks rosy as his body 
prepares for life. We cannot know. 

We cannot know. We cannot help. 



Sarah-Jane Crowson

Hope, a kineograph



Sarah Connor 

We are all connected now. We're watching war in real time – TikTok videos of 
soldiers going into battle. We're helpless, watching cities being bombed.  

My son's Ukrainian friend was turned back at the Slovakian border. He updates 
regularly. He's back near Lviv. He wants to join a militia. He's too young, his mum 
wants to keep him safe. They'll try to leave again, this time without his dad. I worry 
about him. I worry about them all. I worry about us all. I worry an old man is mad 
enough to destroy the world. 

snow coming  
but the green shoots 
can't be hidden 



Sarah Connor 

And now, the mothers should take a stand. 
We should link our arms,  
place our soft bodies 
between our children 
and the guns.  
We should show our bellies, 
scarred and stretch-marked, 
that held our children safe, 
cradled in the warm dark.  
We should defy 
the bullets, 
the mad old men 
demanding blood 
as proof of loyalty.  
We should bare our breasts 
that fed our children’s bodies. 
We should stand silently 
in front of the tanks – 
we should hold each other’s hands, 
form a barricade of flesh, 
a moat of tears, 
a wall of love.  



Oormila Vijayakrishnan Prahlad

Myrtle Dreams



Oormila Vijayakrishnan Prahlad

Piecemeal destinies 

New dawn, new day, the fortunate ones 
wake in their peaceful worlds – luxuries  

of stability. In faraway realities, peace  
implodes – helpless beings scatter – pixels 

on screens, crumbling under trauma to maps, 
geographies, whirling in the vortex of exodus. 

Those basking in peacetime suns rush 
at first to channel pain – copious offerings 

of thoughts, tears, prayers, promise of succour, 
before the gradual withering to apathy begins. 

Those who have journeyed on the sands 
of this microcosm long enough know 

how souls grow inured to suffering – 
benumbed, compassion-fatigued,  

how hope can wear thin – an atrophied relic,  
growing threadbare over a lifetime. How easy 

to be resigned, quote dirges of history, 
its horrors playing on repeat, brutality 

of humankind compounding with every epoch. 
It is powerlessness, to let shadows of what  

has gone before snuff all conscience now – 
Stand up once more. Do not turn away. 

Smooth old scabs, weed out tendrils creeping 
around jaded hearts. Stand up one more time. 

Even in rancid darkness, believe breaths  
pledged to stars, chart piecemeal destinies. 

Look beyond the rays of your fortunate sunrise. 
Do not turn away now. Do not turn away now. 



Giovanna MacKenna

Witness 

I have searched the suit of my life and find 
I have no pocket to put this in: this war  
brought to my doorstep, these lives decreed  
to be unneeded, these people, mirrors of me, 
of mine, of everyone in all our countries. 

My arms are full of my own fears; the terrors  
of my children, the voices of those displaced, 
the soldiers fresh from toys deployed to fight  
a war they had not heard of, both thrust from  
peace to arms by the pulse of a dictator’s lust. 

I search for an unfilled well within me, one fit  
to carry tanks and tears, a people framed as prey, 
this rage and all this history; the stories, carefully  
cooked and left to fester, the ones fed fat to fill  
a fable with more hatred than can be contained.  

Finding no place for them, I rip a chasm 
in my own chest, pile in all I can carry. 
I will witness until my eyes bleed tears,  
until my paper burns, my inks run dry. 

From this war-less woman, from this Europe- 
less country, I pledge, I will not look away. 
You are stitched within me now, your futures  
weeping from our self-inflicted wounds. 



Marie Marchand 

Seeds of Presence 

Do your little bit of good where you are; 
it’s those little bits of good put together 

that overwhelm the world. – Desmond Tutu 

I lift up my little bit of peace  
in my little corner of the world, 
this rocky field in a rural town known for hay. 
I walk beside azure becks and listen to their secret harmonies. 
I tell a certain attentive sparrow I believe in peace 
manifesting it in my whole being for 
the sake of the world’s young breath. 

How widely can I love? 
How widely can I extend compassion, 
disperse seeds of presence first sown 
in the stretch of ten sorrowful winters? 
How boldly can I love? 

This is a prayer to the midwife of the new world. 
On the eve of her birth, we stand together 
each in our small corner 
adjoining spirits to overwhelm the world  
with our little bits of good – 
seeds of presence that will grow  
in the fertile ground of peace. 

Sunflowers for our children’s children. 
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