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  First published in Great Britain in 2022 by Hannah J Shaw


  Author’s copyright © Hannah J Shaw 2022.


  Illustration copyright © Georgina Colman 2022.


  The moral right of Hannah J Shaw to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act of 1988.


  The moral right of Georgina Colman to be identified as the illustrator of this work has been asserted in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act of 1988.


  All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form, or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior permission of both the copyright owners and the above publisher of this book.


  This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior consent in any cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser. 


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


  About the book



  Imagine New Beginningsis my collection of poems written to describe my hopes and fears of moving to the other side of the world. In July 2022, I will be flying away from the UK to start my international year abroad in Australia.


  Studying Creative Writing in a new country is an exciting prospect for myself, and I thought a poetry collection would be the perfect way to immortalise my feelings before I embark on this journey. 
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  Author's note 


   


  Thank you for purchasing a copy of Imagine New Beginnings. This is my first poetry collection published by myself as an eBook. I wrote the collection alongside my study of the ePublishing module at Bangor University; where I learnt about the online book market and how it differs to the physical book. Whilst I am still a lover of physical books, this module has left me more openminded to the possibilities of online publishing. 


  This eBook is a journey of my thoughts and feelings before starting my international study, but also an exploration into the different processes of technology used to publish online. The cover was designed by my friend Georgina Colman. 


  I have very much enjoyed writing and creating this collection. I hope you enjoy reading through my thoughts as they are transformed into poetry.



  Hannah J Shaw  




  What if 


   


  I looked around. Looked at the assignment deadlines list I had just created. Saw the folders stacked on my desk, and the books cascading off my shelves. What would life look like in a years time? I asked myself. What if I would be living at home, with the books put away, whilst I was always out at work? What if my job didn’t include my writing? What If I couldn’t picture what I would do? I knew I wanted to write, but I didn’t feel ready to leave education. I felt that I had so much more to learn. Covid had robbed us of a second year. So, I felt that I had only completed two years of university. I needed to learn more, yet I didn’t feel ready to commit to a postgraduate degree. I didn’t have a plan outlining what I would do with it, or what I would study. Small streams of overwhelmed drops ran down my face. I turned to the pages of the prospectus for Bangor university, something I had not touched since I started my degree there. From that moment, my plan began to take shape. 


   


  I began to think:


  What if I didn’t have to return home?


  What if I didn’t get a ‘normal’ job like I’d been told to do before?


  What if I could show people how serious I was about my career?


  What if I chose to continue learning?


  What if I moved away? 


  What if I became the writer, I had always seen myself as?


  What if I chose an opportunity that would enhance my creative outlook?


  What if I stopped making a list of what ifs? 


   


  So, I wrote my application and applied for a year abroad. 


   


   


  


  Imagine New Beginnings 


   


  ‘Imagine’ is such a powerful word.


   


  I was once told 


  by the author Hannah Shaw,


  that the most powerful thing


  I possessed, was my imagination.


  We shared the same name,


  the same love of storytelling.


  Though as different people,


   we led different lives.


   


  Her words have always stayed with me, 


  I keep them


  as a reminder,


  as a motivator, 


  as a memory.


  Adding fuel to my dreams,


  where I imagine new beginnings.


  New places, new spaces, new faces.


  Ones who I will remember for 


  the rest of my life.


   


  Though I have not seen the world


   I am about to explore.


  I think about it every night.


  My thoughts as light 


  as fingers slipping through sand,


  trying to catch fragments 


  of imagination,


  that lead me forwards, 


  into realms where I am already there,


  and the adventure has already begun. 


   


   


  To My Friends from Home


   


  Guardians of my secrets,


  weavers of tales treasured.


  Thank you for supporting me


  in my journey across the sea.


  For whilst we are apart,


  our memories shine through,


  keeping me company as I travel.


  I’ll think of you all,


  as I settle my new life.


  The things you’ve said


  to make me laugh,


  make us smile.


  The lessons I have learnt 


  will all be locked away,


  available to view when


  I need it most.


  Know that I am here,


  only nine hours ahead


  reaching out across time,


  proving to you


  I never really left.  


   


  To My New Friends 


   


  In three months time, 


  we’ll be sitting side by side.


  In a place both new to me,


  old to you.


  In six months time,


  we’ll have talked more.


  I’ll know more about you.


  You’ll know more about me.


  In nine months time ,


  I’ll be getting ready to return,


  back to my home in the UK.


  You’ll stay, and over the vast distance


  we’ll reminisce on memories. 


  Ones yet to be made.


  So, to my new friends,


  we have not met, 


  but we have some work to do.


  For once we meet,


  we’ll unlock the stories


  I have yet to write in my head. 


  




  



  Last Harvest 


   


  A small farming town


  is where I grew up,


  surrounded by fields and hedgerows. 


  My adventures followed 


  the shape of the river,


  winding down and around


  our little house on the hill.


  Now my horizons are broader


  as my eyes linger 


  on that vast island.


  The other side of my globe.


  The other side of my world. 


  Now I will say goodbye


  to the fields, the hedgerows,


  for I have outgrown them.


  Just as the last rotation of crop


  outgrows its familiar field.


  When the soil can no longer 


  provide the nutrients,


  to sustain its further growth.


   


  Wonder  


   


   


  I wonder how the rain will fall


  as it moves across the ground.


  Will it be soft, melodic, as it pours


  into puddles, how will it sound? 


  I wonder how the sun will feel


  when it shines upon my face.


  Sunrises with my morning meals


  conceal the stars in space. 


  I wonder how the light fades


  into purple and orange hues


  Taking the day from a warm haze


  into the light of the stony moon. 


   


  I wonder if I will go far


  away from my writers’ room.


  Taking my pens out from the jar


  to taste new airs perfume. 


  I wonder if I will follow


  the new accent of words, 


  familiar to my ears tomorrow


  mixing in with the sound of birds. 


  I wonder how this year will finish


  The growth I’ll be able to see


  As my days in this land diminish


  I’ll face my return across the sea.  


  Spaces of Home 


   


  Sunlight places its long streaks of gold 


  over my desk as I write. The touch is warm


  over my fingers as they hit the keys, typing a steady rhythm.


  My mind flies away, nestling into a space where the future hasn’t happened.


  Where it is free to imagine all the spaces I will step into as a person.


  I look around my present room, taking in all I have created.


  The poems on my wardrobe, the posters on my walls,


  the makeshift cardboard bookcase to house my overflow of books.


  Perhaps my next space will be less full. 


  For I will only have a suitcase of belongings, packing less clothes, 


  fewer books to line my shelves, less writing materials to litter across my desk. 


  My new space shall be a home, even with less things to fill it,


  because once you are restricted to lesser things,


  you realise the ones you have, will be your favourites.


  To have a space filled with my favourite things,


  that space will become a home;


  one where I will sit and type away new pages of poetry and prose.


  Journaling away my thoughts for the day.


  For as long as I am happy in my space,


  the thoughts will surely flow.  


   


   


   


  Time Travel 


   


  Time is an invention,


  made by humans to measure


  how long the sun stays in the sky,


  and whilst we can go back


  through our memories.


  We can move forwards


  into the space, 


  once occupied by our dreams.


  The scariest thing about the future


  is that it hasn’t been written,


  the chapter not quite fully formed.


  Yet, I think there’s a certain beauty to it.


  Where the impossible exists


  waiting to be discovered,


  by eyes that will slowly open


  to embrace all that


  can now be seen. 


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


  




  



  Nine Hours Ahead 


   


  Five hundred and forty minutes


  is the time to set us both apart, 


  while we move through our different spaces.


  Bordering between light and dark. 


  You’ll be sitting down, 


  morning coffee, hot mug in hand.


  Whilst I’ll be closing my curtains


  to darkness gazing in from another land. 


  The lights will go out.


  In the sky, stars appear.


  Whereas you’ll be welcoming the sun


  at the warmest time of year. 


  Temperatures drop, it’s winter here.


  Our seasons are out of tune.


  But between those nine hours,


  I’ll find an hour,


  just to talk to you. 


   


  




  

Around the Sun We Go 


   


  A year would be an interesting story,


  told from the perspective of someone,


  who looked out of a window; 


  down on earth, from their place in a galaxy,


  many light years away.


  They would see the earth spin a ring 


  around a burning, blazing ball, 


  whilst a little smooth stone twirled 


  with sequins of starlight


  around the earth. 


   


  I much prefer my view,


  where I am free to see


  infinite details of life 


  spun into an elaborate web.


  It continues into the next 365 days.


  Weaving on and on and on.


  We call the beautiful patterns they make:


  years, decades, centuries.


  As those trips around the sun


  build onto multiple lifetimes. 


   


  Who knows where I’ll be,


  once my next trip around the sun


  is finally complete?  
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