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FOREWORD

The moon’s rhythm has guided humans for thousands of years. Following lock-
down, and two years of building poetry through Zoom, that same rhythm guided 
GOBS Collective in coming together - in the flesh - to create this body of work.

From October 2021, GOBS gathered at Nonsuch Studios every full moon to share 
and develop poetry as we moved towards a performance showcase as part of 
Nottingham Poetry Festival in May 2022. The poetry you have in your hands is 
the work performed at that showcase - Full Moon - on Saturday 7 May 2022.

Together with Ioney Smallhorne, I founded GOBS Collective in February 2020 
as a way to bring Nottingham’s hidden poets onto the city’s stages and pages. 
Through workshops, masterclasses, and performance opportunities, we wanted 
to create a space for writers and performers to feel nurtured, inspired to push 
themselves, and able to build work they’re proud of. 

I’m sure you’ll agree, after reading this zine, that we’ve certainly achieved the 
latter. We wouldn’t have been able to get to this point without the initial financial 
boosts from Nottingham Trent University’s cultural arm, Curated & Created, back 
in 2020; the mentorship, guidance and ongoing financial support from Apples and 
Snakes’ John Berkavitch and Lisa Mead; the generosity of Alex Traska in building 
our brand and website for free; and Nonsuch Studios for offering us a home when 
we found ourselves at a crossroads.

A special thanks goes out to Arts Council England who made this entire project 
possible and who, along with Dizzy Ink’s Ed Phipps, allowed us to put this zine 
in your hands. For our showcase, ACE also gave us the opportunity to work 
with industry experts like our Lighting Designer Sam Osbourne, and the brilliant 
composer Randolph Matthews, who has dressed our individual and overall live 
performances with the most luxurious of soundscapes.

Like the moon, this work has the power to eclipse. It brings an ebb and a flow into 
your being. It reflects light in the darkest of spaces.

We hope you enjoy it, to the fullest.
Bridie Squires
GOBS Founder
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I’M TRASH, I'M RUBBISH! WORTH NOTHING
Who am I? I've already been given 3 names before I was 5
Am I really just a number in the system
14 by age still struggle to spell my name
This Mum's passed out again so I can get to the wine cabinet
At least she’s got no energy to beat me like the 3rd mum
All night throwing up, down the cisternAll night throwing up, down the cistern
Dragged myself to the bed head-spinning way past wavy
My pink hoodie stained, I pull it off now I'm cold
It's silent as dads engine as it pulls in close
I recognise the tire screech, now I smile daddy home
He found mum passed out, sprawled on the sofa
He saw me the same when he looked over his shoulder
At that point, he left her, daddy attended to meAt that point, he left her, daddy attended to me
…
Woke up…
I’M TRASH, I'M RUBBISH! WORTH NOTHING
I tell the social worker this every day
But they don't hear me, I've learnt nobody listens
My “experiences" don't lead to a traditional job
Positivity and love doesn’t run in my bloodPositivity and love doesn’t run in my blood
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