
Autumn 2014

This year is likely to be a landmark
year in our sixty-year plus existence
and hopefully well into the future. Not
only have we held the first Festival of
Suffolk Poetry, showcasing (I hate that
word but you know what it means)
our considerable local talent in writing
and presenting poetry but it is also the
year in which we seek to transform
ourselves into a Charitable Trust. Of
course, we are not only a society of
poets, though they are many, but we
are a society which enjoys poetry and
promotes and shares it in our county
and beyond.

A Charitable Trust is a legal entity and
the language in which it is defined
allows less tolerance of meaning than
a poet might choose, nonetheless the
importance of words and their import
is as vital in a legal document as in a
poem. The document also has to allow
us to fulfil our objects in as wide a
way as we may require, not only now,
but in the future so the society may
continue to grow in such a way it
chooses.

In drafting a Trust Deed on our behalf
and with the input of your committee,
Lord Phillips of Sudbury has proposed
the following wording for our objects :

The advancement ofeducation in the arts
and in particular in the art ofPoetry
howsoever and wheresoever and
particularly in the County ofSuffolk in all
respects for public benefit.

The existing society is one of members
and it is important therefore that the

transition to a Charitable Trust
receives the endorsement of the
membership. To this end it is likely
that we will be calling next year's
AGM towards the end of January 2015.
If accepted and our application
forwarded to the Charities
Commission their acceptance is likely
to follow some 4 to 6 weeks after that,
at which time we will legally become a
Charitable Trust.

I have set out only the bare bones here
and I shall be writing to you all before
January with the full text of the deed
document and supplementary
information so that you will have a
chance to study it closely before
attending the meeting. Lord Phillips is
currently revising the document
following further input from the
committee and he has very kindly
agreed to attend the AGM to assist in
answering any questions you may
have at that time. I very much hope for
a high turnout.

In the meantime I hope café members
are giving some thought to your
Festival presentations for next year
which promises to be even better than
2014. And I hope to see you all at our
James Knox Whittet’s presentation at
the Poetry festival in Aldeburgh in
November.

Wishing you continued joy in the
sharing of Poetry

Ian Griffiths, Chair
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Born and brought
up in Swansea and
the Gower, South
Wales, Ian started
writing poetry at
school and had two
poems published in
an anthology of
Poets ofTomorrow.
His current
collection of poems
Conversations With

Birds is intended
for publication
later this year.

Formerly an editor of Twelve Rivers, he is currently
Chairman of the Suffolk Poetry Society and a
frequent attendee at Arlington's and Browsers café
groups.

An admirer of the work of Dylan Thomas, his own
work is also intended to be read aloud and bears
some of the same lyrical qualities. He is often also
to be found in his home town of Swansea as part of
the current poetry scene, performing such popular
pieces as Hanover Street, a universal documentation
of an art student's life in the seventies.

"At school the two things at which I excelled were
poetry and drama, though in written work it was
always a struggle to be appreciated beyond my
terrible handwriting. If only there had been
computers then! The spoken word was my joy and
had I not been prevailed upon to follow a sensible
and regular career I would probably have gone to
drama school. In the event I went to Art College
and did as much drama as I could on the side,
whilst finishing with a Secondary teaching
certificate.

I was not cut out to be a teacher at that time and
eventually emerged as a designer and project
manager of restaurants around the world. In 1993
this work took me to Moscow where I was living
for six months running projects, and had the
opportunity to discover and experience Russian
poetry in its native tongue. I became familiar with
the work of poets like Esenin, Fet, Blok and
Pasternak, in whose house library I discovered a
copy of Under Milk Wood. I knew then I was on the
right track. I had the good fortune also to be
introduced to the then 111 year-old poet Sacha

PPooeett PPrrooffiillee:: IIaann GGrriiffffiitthhss

Krasny, at that time writing a collection of poems to
his wife, who had died 30 years previously. Sacha
had known Esenin personally, as well as having
been a bodyguard for Lenin. I recited Fern Hill for
him. He recited Esenin for me, his voice as clear
and sonorous as a Russian bell. The ability I gained
to recite verse in Russian led to my meeting with
my wife, which just shows how unlikely paths may
yet bring us good things when you pursue the
thing you love."

He has performed both at home and abroad,
notably Los Angeles, Carmel, San Francisco,
Baltimore, Woodstock, Oslo, and the Cavan festival
in Ireland. As well as his own poetry, he specialises
in the performance of Dylan Thomas, the poetry of
John Donne, Milton and Shakespeare’s Sonnets.

Drawing much of his inspiration from childhood
and schooldays, his own poems, which are often
infused with nature and birdlife, also address
wider issues of humanity.

Two Golden Orioles

They lived in the top of the tallest tree
quivered with the Southern breezes
Their song liquid sunlight
told tales of orient
of paramours and secret trysts
Their flight was only up

Up one day from their poplar tree
by the lake that mirrored stars
they flew into the great barn
Only up they flew
amongst the great Oak beams

There was no opening to the sky
Only the swallows knew
the entrance to the day
and round and round they flew
No tales of Amethyst or Pearl
could free them from the dark

Evening came on
The barn came one with night
Two golden birds that could only fly up
trapped within its roof

In the morning the birds were gone
and were no more seen or heard
atop the sighing trees
and only tears filled
the pool that mirrored stars

Ian Griffiths
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Ian cast a spell in the way he brought to life the
character of Dylan Thomas; we learned through
the story of his life, gradually revealed, about his
passions and motivations. Ian’s presentation was
simply a beautifully crafted, constructed and
delivered talk and readings: Thomas came alive,
and his ‘music’ flowed through the words – a
spellbinding web of sound and rhythm woven
around the evening. The audience packed and
hushed; the chapel perfectly candle-lit; Thomas’s
voice through Ian resonant from the pulpit – a
wonderful experience.

Because Ian clearly cherishes the memory of the
poems and the poet, and the shared memory of
place, he did not need to impose interpretation or
how to listen, but through a carefully built
structure – Thomas’s life, poetry and stories and
Ian’s personal reflection – he drew one in and

brought forward the qualities of Thomas’s
sensibility.

The first half was devoted to readings concerned
with people and place (Under Milk Wood, with
poems and witty, affectionate stories from
Thomas’s childhood experience, and In My Craft of
Sullen Art we encountered the poet contemplating
the stuff of poetry itself. In the second half the
deeper-toned themes of death and the passing of
time, which seemed to obsess him (Death Shall Have
No Dominion; Do Not Go Gentle into that Goodnight;
Poem in October), were recited as the chapel itself
began to darken through the twilight; then Fern
Hill, and to close Reverend Eli Jenkins again from
Under Milk Wood – the enigmatic power ofwords, as
Ian expressed it, penetrating mind and heart, and
fabric of the place.

Colette Magnus and David Martin

September 6th 2014 - Long cross-county journeys
are part of belonging to SPS . Fortunately, on this
lovely late summer evening we meet no traffic at
all on our dash through narrow lanes from a
Woodbridge Poetry Reading Group meeting, at
which Peter Davey had given an enthralling,
meticulously researched talk on Shelley in Italy, to
Walpole Old Chapel and Ian Griffiths’ recital and
celebration of Dylan Thomas centenary - Singing In
My Chains.

We arrived just in time to be greeted by Christina
in hi-viz jacket smilingly directing us into the very
last parking space. Five minutes later, after a bit of
a scramble up stairs to find seats on the balcony,
there is Christina again, serenely welcoming us, a
large audience, and introducing Ian who, within
moments has established an ‘almost’ family link
with Dylan Thomas, growing up in the same part
of Wales, and fortunate enough to have had an
early introduction to his work. Ian, with his gentle
Welsh lilt, transports us at once to the Wales of his
childhood, Dylan’s world, speaking from the high
pulpit with its perfect acoustic, we could well be in
a chapel in Wales.

As the light fades after the interval, during which
Christina and her trusty helpers dispense
scrumptious cake and her legendary elderflower

cordial, Ian reads from Fern Hill. I glance through
the chapel window, and somehow the dark oaks
and shallow Suffolk valley towards Cookley are
transformed into the very different Fern Hill itself.

The sudden fluttering of a flock of bats outside,
attracted by the light of the single reading light on
the pulpit just adds to the atmosphere of other
place, other time.

Standing for a moment by the iron railings of the
chapel yard, to accustom our eyes to the dark –
torch left in car is never much use! – we talk a little
of the differences in content of today’s two events.
Firstly learning of the private life of Shelley, which
adds immensely to our appreciation of his work,
and second, here in the Chapel, an enlightening
presentation of the words, prose and poetry, of
Dylan Thomas, avoiding any mention of his
chaotic private life, which so often detracts from
the importance of his work.

Two SPS happenings in one day, both hugely
enjoyed.

A compliment to a poetry society that can stage
two such intensely interesting and illuminating
events on the same day.

Nicola Hughes

SS iinnggiinngg IInn MMyy CChhaaiinnss

A recital and celebration ofthe Poems and Prose ofthe poet Dylan Thomas

Performed by Ian Griffiths
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Ronald Blythe in Conversation with Anne Boileau

I drive cautiously down the sunken lane to
Bottengoms, anxious about my oil sump. A carved
wooden sign says Turn Here. I turn, park and walk
under branches heavy with green plums, out into a
jumbled ebullience of mallow, strange succulents,
Himalayan Balsam, fragrant sweet peas; a pink
rose called John Clare. The famous White Cat
lounges in the sun on a wooden seat. This garden
was created by John and Christine Nash, and has
been nurtured and gently disciplined by Ronnie
Blythe since the 1970s. I knock and push open the
door. Ronnie? He's upstairs in his writing room.
Hello Polly dear, do come in! He comes down the
stairs, looking very fine in his linen jacket.

We sit on wooden chairs by the kitchen hearth. A
brick floor, a corner cupboard with antique tea
cups; wooden draining board with a square sink
and 1950s taps. John Nash's paintings and posters
hang around us on the white walls. This crooked
old farm house could be miles from anywhere, it is
so still, just birdsong and the stream running; but
Colchester is only a ten minute drive away.

Anne: I've been re-visiting some of your many and
various books, including Aftermath, which is a fine
compendium of your forewords, introductions,
essays and so on. What strikes me is the way in
which you get under the skin of the great literary
figures whose names we know so well. You make
them leap out from the page in flesh and blood,
with all their human frailties, vanities, fears and
genius. You allow your reader to meet them,
almost. Samuel Johnson, William Hazlitt, George
Herbert, John Clare, and so on. Would you say
they are your friends?

Ronnie: They have become part of my life I
suppose, my companions, you might say.

Anne: And this house, which is still completely the
home of John and Christine Nash. Could you tell
us how you came to know them?

Ronnie: It was Christine. I was working in
Colchester reference library and she came in and
asked me for a score of Domineo by Mozart (I have
what a lot of writers have, a retentive memory, so
eventually you write things down). She was half
Scottish, half German, her name was Christine
Kuhlental.

Anne. So you used to come to Bottengoms and
help them in the garden and so on?

Ronnie: Yes, I did lots of things for them, they took
me on, you could say. And they left the house to
me.

Anne: Could you tell us about something about
James Turner. You call him your guru. You said of
him: he was the personification of a road which I
had to take.

Ronnie: I was immensely influenced by James; he
was a poet, about twenty years older than me. He
went to public school then Cambridge but didn't
get a degree, it was just a social thing in many
ways. He never passed any exam. He was a
contemporary of Evelyn Waugh, they were friends.

James was a great countryman, a wonderful
gardener; he and his wife Cathy lived in a
succession of houses, they would do them up, sell
them and live on the proceeds for a while; they
tried mushroom farming at Borley; they grew them
in the cellar and thought they'd make a fortune,
called it the Food ofthe Gods, packed them in little
reed punnets and put them on the train from
Sudbury for the posh hotels; but it was an awful
flop. I remember the rather ghostly sight of them
growing in the dark and I helped with turning over
the manure. I can still remember the strange musty
smell of it too.

He introduced me to Cedric Morris and the other
artists at Benton End in Hadleigh;. I can't really
explain it but I suppose when you're young you're
rather attractive and I was enthralled by these
artists and writers; 3 guineas a week, bring your
own sheets, so we used to go and stay there
sometimes.

Anne: Did you paint as well?

Ronnie: As a boy I could draw fairly well, but I
was really a poet. Lett Haines, Cedric's friend,
found little jobs for me, I used to write the
programmes for Cedric's exhibitions.

Anne: And is that the kind of thing you did at
Aldeburgh, for the festival?

Ronnie: Yes, I got drawn into that really. I wanted
to be a full time writer, and at Christine's insistence
I left the library and went to live at Thorpeness, in
a little beach house called Fairhaven which the
Foljambes lent to me. It was frightfully cold, there
was snow on the ground and it had very thin walls.
I'd hardly been there three days when a note
appeared under the door, Do come to tea. EM Forster.

""II kknnooww iittss eevveerryy fflliinntt""
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So I walked along the beach through the snow to
Benjamin Britten's house on Crag Path - he and his
companion Sebastian Sprott were house-sitting
while Ben and Peter were abroad. They were
compiling a biography of his aunt Marianne
Thornton, whose money had given Forster the
financial security to write. Indexing being part of
my trade as a librarian, I made short work of that
for them.

Anne: You've met so many other writers over the
years: like William Golding, when you were on the
panel for the Nobel Prize for Literature. And
Mervyn Peake, for instance?

Ronnie: Ah, Mervyn Peake. Well, when those
Gormenghast novels first came out, we were quite
fascinated by them; and I was dancing with this
girl at a party in Sudbury - she had the arms of a
man, she was an acrobat, part of a circus trio, and I
said to her I'm reading this book by Mervyn Peake -
and to my great surprise she said, Oh he's a friend
ofmine, would you like to come and meet him, he's
staying in a cottage in Bulmer. And we went to see
him the next day, we sat in a very hot dark room,
with circus posters on the wall. He went to live in
Sark then and wrote me wonderful letters in brown
ink. I'm always sorry we never met again, he fell ill.
He had these amazing violet eyes, deep sunk and
very penetrating.

Anne: You 've been very generous in encouraging
of small publications, local publications, by writing
introductions for them.

Ronnie: Traditionally poetry in particular did
appear first in what we call little magazines. I've
got a lot of them from the First World War, they
belonged to John, like the Poetry Bookshop ones,
they're wonderful to read.

Anne: Do you recall the early days of Suffok Poetry
Society? Did you meet the Engelhearts?

Ronnie: Yes, I was a friend of the South African
poet, RN Curry, and I remember going to the
Priory with him. I was the judge for the Crabbe
Memorial Competition one year too.

I was also in at the beginning of The Aldeburgh
Poetry Festival. I went to the Baptist Chapel with a
very well known poet (Michael Laskey?) and we
inaugurated the festival.

Anne: Would you say not driving has been a help,
a sort of freedom from choice? You are so
remarkably prolific as a writer and engaged with
non-writing activities, and yet you always have
time for other people, give of your time and

attention and never seem stressed or too busy.

Ronnie: When I left the Library I thought, how can
I live without any wages? I had £250 in the world,
so I never owned a car and never learnt to drive; I
had a bike. I walked. I still walk. My legs are very
strong. I hardly ever ask for lifts. I take the bus to
Colchester or Sudbury. Once a month I go to
Waitrose with Vicky Minette, do you know her?
She's partly Greek.

Anne: You live alone but I get the impression you
are never lonely.

Ronnie: Far from it. There's the Church of course,
sometimes it gets a bit much really. I'm a lay Canon
now. But it's not a hardship. I enjoy it. I love the
liturgy of the Anglican Church. We've got a very
nice Vicar, he's a retired bank manager; they
wanted to ordain me, but how could I possibly do
that and write as well?

Anne: Of George Herbert it was said His sudden
soul caught fire. When did your soul catch fire?

Ronnie: When I was in my twenties James and I
used to give readings of George Herbert's poetry
in the country churches all around here, Little
Horkesley, Stoke by Nayland, Lamarsh and so on; I
used to design little handbills advertising them. We
would have about thirty people usually.

Then I wrote a book called Divine Landscapes and
they extracted the chapter on George Herbert
saying this was the best thing that had ever been
written about him! (he laughs). Vikram Seth, you
know he writes novels, he's been here, an
enchanting man. Well, he lives in George Herbert's
house, Bemerton Rectory, near Salisbury and I've
stayed there with him.

Anne: You've seen so many changes in the
countryside, not all for the better. But you do not
dwell on the bad, on the losses.

Ronnie: There are protest movements and when
you're young you join them but I don't go on
marches now. But my attitudes are fairly radical,
rather different from many of my neighbours, who
can be quite conservative. Because I go to church
they assume I share their views. But most of my
artist and literary friends don't go to church,
though they take me sometimes when I visit them.
I've always gone to church, I love it. The music, the
fellowship, the language, the buildings; Matins and
Evensong in a country church is very beautiful.

Anne: I take Church Times largely because of your
Word from Wormingford.
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Ronnie: I write it every Wednesday morning and
walk up the lane to post it. I look on it as a little
meditation. It happened like this: I was on a
committee to choose the best piece of Christian
writing for that year or something and a woman on
the committee said to the Editor, Ronnie ought to
write for the Church Times. So the Editor at that time
(he's dead now) asked me if I would take on the
weekly Diary of Events. That sounded very boring
and I refused; so then he said would you do a
‘Word from Wormingford?’ That was 22 years ago.
I've never missed a single one! They gather them
together in little books, you know.

Anne: Richard Mabey writes this about you: His
genius is to so faithfully reflect this wonderfully
connected muddle that some ofthe most beautiful and
precise prose in modern English reads like a
conversation.

Anne: Of all your enormous output and various
books, do you have a favourite?

Ronnie: Well, I think my novel The Assassin is one
of the best things I've written.

Anne: It's a gripping read; it has what you call the
indefinable odour ofplace; Pentlow, Rannoch Moor,
La Rochelle, the Tower. And you capture not only
the place but that uneasy period in history, just
before the Civil War. But I wonder why it did not
do better, make more of a splash?

Ronnie: I made a terrible mistake with that book. I
just gave it to a small publisher and it was not well
done, nor well publicised. But I am hoping that
Faber is going to re-issue it.

Anne: Do you remember what inspired you to
write it?

Ronnie: When I was about twelve my brother and I
were cycling around Clare, our cousin lived there.
We were eating our sandwiches in Ovington
churchyard, and an old woman came out of her
cottage and said to us two boys A murderer lived
here! This was in the seventeenth century! The story
haunted me. So seven decades later I decided to
novelise it; I found out about the Duke of
Buckingham who was this wonderfully beautiful
young man from Pentlow; James I was enamoured
of him, in his thrall really.

Anne: You are always highlighting the lives and
works of others, people from the past, from the
present. You encourage emerging writers, but you
yourself remain rather in the dark. And we have
not spoken about your own poetry, your own life
as a poet.

Ronnie: Well, Enitharmon are bring out a small
collection of mine this autumn. It is to be called
Decadel. I'm just reading the proofs now, do you
see, they're on the table. There's to be a launch in
the Aldeburgh Bookshop. I'll let you know when it
is to be.

Anne: You write about Staverton Thicks, the
strange landscape of ancient oaks in a park close to
Snape.

Ronnie Yes, I took John Nash there.

Anne: You say a very perceptive thing: The mood of
the Thicks depends on the mood ofthe visitor. And I
think of you as one of those immutable old oaks.
Venerable but still full of vigour, still putting out
fresh green shoots at Lammas.

Ronnie: Well, I don't feel old!

We drive up the sunken lane, of which Ronnie has
said I know its every flint. And along Water Lane to
the Anchor at Nayland. We find a table beside the
river and order the fish. It's a perfect day, with a
Constable sky.

The food is delicious. And the conversation? A
poem, really.

Anne Boileau

on Dunwich beach

Across and through
the thick shingle
I run my hands:
a miser with her hoard.
Mine. All mine,
exult I, plunging in,
letting it all pour
through the spaces between
my opened fingers.
Smoky and rounded,
stippled or mottled
as eggs, facetted
like flint, grey,
brindled, dun
and brown. This whole
beach and all
the world attendant
to rifle, sift,
transpose and gorge upon.

Elizabeth Cook
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SSuunnfflloowweerrss aanndd PPllaassttiicc DDuucckkss

Caroline Gill and I took the train through the

Autumn colours to attend a workshop on the

theme of ‘Coast’ on Saturday 11th October, run by

Rebecca Goss. Rebecca is a Forward Prize-

shortlisted poet and is now resident in Hadleigh.

The workshop was based at the Writers’ Centre,

Norwich, which I had not visited before. The

Centre itself is near the twisty cobbled lane of Elm

Street. We paused on our way to the workshop to

visit the lovely church, St Peter Hungate, which

held brasses, medieval coloured glass and a

contemporary art installation. One contemporary

work consisted of a birch tree rising from a large

square patch of fallen sunflowers. This reminded

me of an Anselm Kiefer exhibition I had seen the

previous day at the Royal Academy, where

sunflowers were a motif used by the artist both in

painting and more sculpted work, linking the earth

with the cosmos. They were an echo of Paul Nash’s

Sunflowers too perhaps and the cycle of life and

death. Interesting how one journey could forge so

many connections for me, with art as well as

poetry.

After a cup of coffee on a little cafe balcony

overlooking old Norwich, we arrived at the Centre

to find Nicola Warwick there, another member of

Arlington's, so with three of us from Arlington's,

there was good representation! We discovered that

Nicola has had a collection of her poems

Groundings just published by Cinnamon Press, so

that was exciting news.

What did we make of something small and tiny

placed in our hands? We had to write poems once

we were allowed to look at what we were holding

– a small cowrie shell. Rebecca was unfailingly

constructive and positive about all our different

responses and was extremely good at picking out

key words and phrases which had struck her. We

then moved on to study six poems that Rebecca

had chosen on the theme of Coast. These were:

Seeing the Sea by Menna Elfyn, Pier by Vona

Groarke, On Pett Level Beach by Tim Liardet, A

Seagull Murmur by Robin Robertson, Nerrivik by

Susan Richardson and Feared Drowned by Sharon

Olds. We finally did some more exercises

responding to words that Rebecca had given us to

help start a narrative poem. It was interesting to

see how different poets in the room approached

this. One poem focused on yellow plastic ducks to

great effect!

We all took away ideas and writing to work on.

The next workshop (of two) in November is on

landscape with the TS Eliot-shortlisted poet Esther

Morgan.

Sue Wallace-Shaddad

VViivviieenn WWhheellppttoonn oonn PPooeettss ooff TThhee FFiirrsstt
WWoorrlldd WWaarr

Tea at the Priory, Stoke by Nayland – September

14th, 2014

We thought we knew a bit about the poets of the

First World War. At the Priory, Stoke by Nayland

on September 14th, Suffolk Poetry Society member

Vivien Whelpton , who has written a number of

publications on the subject and conducts battlefield

tours on the Western Front, showed her audience

just how much more there is to learn.

In a thought-provoking talk, Vivien championed

the role of poetry in helping us understand the

history of the First World War. Her choice of

poems by two writers from the ranks, Isaac

Rosenberg and Ivor Gurney, provided a poignant

new perspective on the time. We were also given

fine readings of these poets’ work by members of

the Woodbridge Poetry Group.

One of the privileges and pleasures of membership

of the Suffolk Poetry Society is the opportunity it

provides to listen to members with specialist

knowledge, who generously share that knowledge

with us. This was certainly one of those occasions.

More information about Vivien’s work and

publications is available on her website at

vivienwhelpton.co.uk

The Society is once again most grateful to Henry

and Victoria Engleheart for providing a lovely

venue and equally lovely tea.

Elizabeth Bracken
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The 1st Festival of Suffolk Poetry was an
overwhelming success. Festival organiser, Colin
Whyles, and his fellow members of the Suffolk
Poetry Society committee are to be congratulated
on this huge achievement. Thanks are also due to
The Limbourne Trust for its sponsorship. The John
Peel Centre in Stowmarket made a good venue.
The festival offered an eclectic and inclusive mix of
homegrown poetry from the county.

I attended the morning workshop on the Sonnet,
delivered by Suffolk Poetry Society President,
James Knox Whittet. James led us through sample
poems, offering tips to follow and pitfalls to avoid,
before encouraging us to craft a Shakespearean
Sonnet of our own. I am already looking forward to
the 2015 Villanelle workshop.

Café Green provided vegetarian snacks and
irresistible cakes throughout the day. I treated
myself to Mike Bannister ’s Orinsay Poems (Orphean
Press 2012) from the bookstall.

Suffolk Poetry Cafés and affiliated groups
provided the afternoon entertainment. Sudbury
Café Poets were followed by University Campus
Suffolk (with David Gill representing the staff, and
Jessica Karen Krishan and Sally Green reading on
behalf of the students), Arlington’s Poetry Café
(Ipswich), Browsers Poetry Café (Woodbridge),
Poetry Aloud (Bury St Edmunds), New Words:
Fresh Voices (the Seagull Theatre, Pakefield) and
Pinky’s Poetry Café (Halesworth). The
performances ranged from a multi-authored Renga
to a ‘human demonstration’ of the Sestina. The
festival contribution from the Bungay Library Poets

comprised a display of short poetic pieces
about Suffolk. The day was largely a
celebration of the spoken and written word,
but Peter Hood's songs about the east coast
added a welcome musical dimension.

Sue Wallace-Shaddad, Joan Sheridan Smith
and I represented Arlington’s. Sue read
from her new pamphlet, AWorking Life. I
chose a William Blake tribute poem from
my recent chapbook, The Holy Place, and a
light-hearted piece about a visit (in my
guise as the chocoholic woman) to the Eden
Project in Cornwall.

Ian Griffiths, Chairman of the Suffolk
Poetry Society, narrated a sustained
metaphor poem about ‘Robin’ and

‘Blackbird’ to great applause. Short Open
Mic slots between the formal events proved

popular: a memorable performance was delivered
by Tim Gardiner.

The evening session began with the Stowmarket
launch of so too have the doves gone, an anthology of
poems largely from Suffolk and Essex to mark the
centenary of the Great War. The book, published by
Jardine Press Ltd., was edited by Stephen Boyce
and initiated by Pam Job and Judith Wolton. I feel
privileged to have played a small role in this
project.

Florence Cox gave a polished reading of her witty
poems on the foibles of human nature.

Thanks are due to all who made the day so
memorable. Do keep an eye open for details of the
next festival. May there be many more.

Caroline Gill, 2014

TThhee 11sstt FFeessttiivvaall ooff SSuuffffoollkk PPooeettrryy

Sally Green, David Gill, Caroline Gill, Kimberley Webster,

Jessica Karen Krishan

ssuuffffoollkkppooeettrryyssoocciieettyy..oorrgg..uukk

is the website of SPS. That is where you will find up-
to-date information about future events and reports of
past events. We have photographic galleries of many
of them.

There is an archive of all of the winning poems from
the George Crabbe Memorial Competition all the way
back to 1954. It is an interesting read. We encourage
you to use it.

A new addition is Poets' Profiles. We would like to
build this into the definitive directory of Suffolk poets.
Send your profile including a photograph and sample
poem to webmaster@suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk.
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A personal view — Colin Whyles

We all know from our army days that it is not wise
to volunteer ideas, effort or time. Well, in fact, I've
never been in the army or near any military
endeavour, but I still know the statement is true. So
I should have known better than to suggest that
after 60 years of never staging a festival it was time
that SPS did so. The committee agreed and
appointed a sub-committee of one to undertake the
task.

After some
debate the
festival was
titled the 1st
Festival of
Suffolk Poetry.
Its remit was to
celebrate the
wide variety of

poetry being written in Suffolk today. The idea was
to bring together the six Poetry Cafés and poetry
lovers and poets who might not attend the cafés in
order for them all to share in this feast of poetry.

Workshops also seem to be an essential part of any
poetry festival, so workshops were to be arranged.

Not much to it
then. Plan the
programme for
the day, book a
venue and
artists, cost the
venture, raise
funds, recruit
the Poetry
Cafés, design
posters and flyers, produce and distribute them,
create e-newsletters and send them out, design and
produce tickets, sell tickets, organise a team to run
the day, arrange refreshments, publicise, publicise,
publicise.

It might have been a one-man sub-committee, but
the whole committee was kept informed and

engaged
throughout the
process, but
they probably
still had
considerable
shoe leather at
the end of it all.
For me, I only
had the uppers

of my shoes left.

The plan was to place the
festival squarely in the centre of
Suffolk in order not to favour
any corner of the county or
disadvantage another.
Stowmarket had conveniently
occupied that position, and also
offered the John Peel Centre for
Creative Arts. Close by lies St
Peter's Hall, which provided
extra space for the workshops
and refreshments. With cheap
all-day parking just two minutes away and the sun
on full display, it could hardly have been better.
True, there could have been more disabled parking,
and we will see if anything can be done in future.

The structure of the day was to have a festival of
three parts: workshops in the morning, the
afternoon was for the cafés, University Campus
Suffolk students and staff, and open mic. The
evening was for the six named readers. This
arrangement worked well, although we have
learned what needs to be improved for next time.

When festival day arrived, everything that could
have been done seemed to have been done. By
10:30 three workshops sprang into life, with a
study of the sonnet underway with James Knox-
Whittet, a group was putting passion and politics
into poetry with Kate Foley, and Cameron Hawke
Smith was busy persuading his students that there

were modern ways
to use rhyme,
although the search
for a rhyme with
'teapot' continues.

As there was so
much to pack into
the day, few
intervals were

planned. I fully expected, and even encouraged,
people to make their own breaks. I was surprised
to find that people were reluctant to do this for fear
of missing anything. So that will change for next

An attentive audience

Peter Sandberg with the human sestina

Joan Sheridan-Smith

Caroline Gill – the chocoholic woman

Marguerite Wood

Rodney Pybus on free verse
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year. The interstitial open mic spots will go, we will
have just the one open mic session. We will also
have to be quite strict about use of time,
particularly because there are now seven cafés.

The John Peel Centre can be commended for being
wonderfully
accommodating to both
audience, performers and
organisers. There wasn't
anything they didn't
seem prepared to do for
us in the weeks leading
up to the festival or on
the day itself. The stage
was laid out to our
requirements, a sound
system was supplied and
we were even offered
access to John Peel's
music archive if we had needed it. At the last
moment we decided that we had room to put out
tables to provide a café atmosphere. The centre
staff leapt into action and tables were installed.

The afternoon opened with a good gathering of
poets and audience and an air of expectation as we

settled down for an afternoon of surprises. There
had, as far as I know, been no collusion between
the cafés. Each had been invited and encouraged to
provide a presentation of poetry in whatever
manner it chose. The only criteria laid was one of
time. Obviously I knew what the cafés I attend,
Sudbury and Poetry Aloud, were planning, but I
was careful to be impartial and did not try to

influence them. I
only had a notion of
what the others
might do.

I was also not
prepared for the
presentation that our
chair, Ian Griffiths,
made to me as
thanks for organising
the festival. It was a

splendid hand-made mug and card. I know I didn't
show my appreciation properly at the time, I was
so taken aback, so let me say now I am very

grateful.

The cafés certainly did
not disappoint, far
from it, the standard
was consistently high
and interesting.
Neither must we
forget the contribution
from the UCS
students, who showed

what fine poets we have coming through. The UCS
staff was also represented by David Gill.

I will not comment on each café individually, there
is a review elsewhere,
except to say that the
variety of poetry,
entertainment and even
education was more than
one could have hoped for.

We had arranged for Café
Green to provide day
long refreshments in the
adjacent St Peter's Hall.
Because of my lack of foresight over planned
intervals, they were kept guessing as to when they
would get trade, but came into their own for the
break between afternoon and evening. St Peter's
Hall was certainly buzzing with enthusiasm –

when I managed to get over
there! Note to self: Festival
Directors need refreshment as
well.

The evening started with read-
ings from Suffolk poets who
contributed to so too have the
doves gone, the anthology com-
piled by Pam Job and Judith
Wolton of poems on conflict.

Florence Cox followed with her often witty and
pithy comments on life.

This was a great start
to the evening, so
after a well-deserved
break we continued
with two SPS
stalwarts, Caroline
Gilfillan and James
Knox
Whittet, our President. Caroline largely read from
her rumbustious poetry on Pepys and her new book
Yes.

James brought us his evocative reminiscences on
his home in the Hebrides, Islay, among some of his
broader interpretive work.

Frank Wood

Judith Wolton – "so too have the doves gone"

Oonagh Segrave-Daly

Tim and Dot Lenton

Kaaren Whitney

Elizabeth Bracken

Richard Maslen
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After another
break the con-
trasts of the day
continued with
our final two
poets, and they
couldn't have
been more con-
trasting. We first
heard from the

taut pen of Kate Foley, a much-loved poet who di-
vides her time between her homes in Suffolk and
the Netherlands.

We finished this first festival with a roar from the
youngest (prob-
ably) poet of the
day, Suffolk's
own perform-
ance poet, Luke
Wright. The
lectern was
cleared away to
make room for his
energetic performance, although he also demon-
strated his expertise with traditional forms like the
sonnet.

I felt the day was a
success, and the sense I
picked up was that
people wanted further
festivals. Read on and
you will find that the
second Festival of Suffolk
Poetry is already in the
pipeline, so we hope to
see everyone again next
May, along with their

friends! This was not just a day for writers, but also
listeners.

Not long ago I would not have believed that listen-
ing to a whole day of poetry could be so inspiring,
but our first festival has dispelled that belief and I
am looking forward to many more.

I have to add that the editor made me put this final
picture across the page here, but what it does remind us
is that all day long we did hear Poetry: — Aloud, and
very much alive in Suffolk.

Barbara Strangward

Caroline Gay Way

Florence Cox

Caroline Gilfillan James Knox Whittet

Kate Foley Luke Wright

The massed stanza ofPoetry Aloud – Bury St Edmunds
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22nndd FFeessttiivvaall ooff SSuuffffoollkk PPooeettrryy

No sooner than the bright, warm May Stowmarket
sun had set on our first festival than we started to
think about its successor. And already we have the
main line-up settled.

As with this year, we will have three workshops in
the morning running concurrently. Our president,
James Knox Whittet will lead a workshop on the
villanelle. The villanelle is a difficult form, but
remarkable in its effect when executed well. James
will unfold its mysteries and guide you on your way
to its heart.

Angela Locke began to write at the
age of 16, as a pupil at Ipswich
High School. She joined SPS then
(she is still a member) and received
valuable guidance. She is now not
only a poet, but also a novelist and
travel writer. She also has a Master
of Arts in Creative Writing with a
triple discipline – The Writer as
Tutor, Poetry and Prose. She also
organises the Maryport LitFest,
held in November. On top of all of
this she leads writer's retreats on
Iona, in the Lake District and in
France.

Angela now lives in Cumbria, but will lead a
workshop for us on the impact of landscape on
poetry which she calls Elemental Fire: Landscape into
Imagination. She will also be reading in the evening.

The third workshop will
be led by Michael Laskey.
This will be an open
workshop, with no upper
limit on numbers, so
although we would
encourage early booking
to get the best seats, you
should be able to turn up
on the day. Michael's
workshop is called The
Poem As Time Machine. It
will be a writing
workshop though, so don't forget paper and pen!

Most of you will know that Michael was one of the
founders of the Aldeburgh Poetry Festival. He also
co-founded the poetry magazine Smiths Knoll in 1991
and edited it for fifty issues and twenty-one years
until 2012.

As before, the afternoon will be given over to
Suffolk's Poetry Cafés, plus students and staff from

University Campus Suffolk and Open Mic. This time
we will just have one Open Mic spot to round off the
afternoon.

We now have seven cafés to fit in, so everyone will be
under strict orders to stick to the time allotted. The
cafés are (in no particular order), Pinky's
(Halesworth), Sudbury Café Poets, Poetry Aloud
(Bury St Edmunds), Arlington's (Ipswich), Browser's
(Woodbridge), New Words:Fresh Voices (Lowestoft)
and Felixstowe Café Poets. Perhaps one day someone
will write the history of Suffolk's poetry cafés. It will
be an interesting read.

This year we heard some excellent poetry from just
two students from UCS. The festival coincided with
the students' May Ball, as no doubt it will each year,
but the students took time out to join us and made
invaluable contributions. Perhaps we will tempt a
few more next year.

We are also planning some
sideshows for St Peter's Hall for
the afternoon. We hope to have a
Poem Surgery, where you can take
a poorly poem for a consultation
with one of our Poetry Doctors. We
also hope to have a calligraphy
demonstration.

The evening format will be slightly
different to add variety and also
allow for the breaks that have been
requested (I think 'demanded' is
more like it! ).

We will start with readings from
two notable SPS figures, our former Chair, Anne
Boileau, and former President Mike Bannister. They
are both very fine poets.

This will be followed by Oonagh Segrave-Daly In
Conversation With three Crabbe winning poets, David
Healey (2014), Pamela Job (2013), and Caroline
Gilfillan (2012). It will be interesting to learn where
their poetry has come from and is travelling to. No
doubt we will hear some examples of their work past
and present.

The day will conclude with two people who started
the day, Angela Locke and Michael Laskey.

Then no doubt we will all retire to our beds satisfied
but exhausted. Well, actually, while you do that, some
of us will still be clearing up!

Ticket prices have been reduced and are available

now. Book early to avoid disappointment!

Tickets are available from the Festival
Director. See details opposite.

Mike Bannister
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VVooiiccee WWoorrkksshhoopp lleedd bbyy CCaatthheerriinnee DDeellll

It's not what you say,

it's the way that you say it.

It's not what you read,

it's the way you convey it . . . .

The purists might say that the words must speak
for themselves. But those who attended Catherine
Dell's excellent workshop, held in the Friends'
Meeting house in Beccles on 28th June, know that
the mode of delivery can enhance or detract, arrest
an audience or, at worst, induce sleep.

Speaking for myself, the few hours spent with
Catherine were invaluable and have really helped
me to improve my delivery. The first part of the
session concentrated on the theory. Following are
some of what I considered to be essentials to
keeping our audiences awake:

Believe in the poem you are reading – focus on the poem,
not yourself.

Have regard to the length ofyour poem and its
accessibility – the poems we choose to read out loud
must make an impact first time round.

Practise beforehand – this will help you to control your
nerves and boost confidence. Nerves can flatten a voice.

Practise making the poem come alive. Varying pace,
pitch and power will help make your poem sound
interesting.

Don't be afraid to pause. Respect the lines and punctu-
ation.

When reading aloud, use your own conversational voice.

The group was taken through some breathing,
relaxation and articulation exercises – all key
considerations when reading or speaking to an
audience. Body language, where not to stand and
eye contact were also discussed at some length.

After a delicious lunch, members of the group
were invited to read aloud their chosen poems and
welcomed individual feedback, both from
Catherine and the rest of the group. This exercise
heightened our awareness of the importance of
putting what we had learned into practice. To
finish, Catherine gave everyone a set of notes
together with her advice not to just put them away
in a folder never to be looked at again!

Janni Ellmoos

Poetry Quiz: Name that Poet!

1 . Find the five poets in the clues

2. Take the first letters of their surnames and put them
in the right order for the name ofanother poet.

A. I will live on beans and honey on an island…..

B. I married another poet with an Italian poet’s
name…..

C. I’m nobody…..

D. I weep to see the daffodils haste away so
soon…..

E. I have no name….

Answers on p.20

There was a young poet of Suffolk
Who got in a bit of a huffolk,
He searched all the time
To find a good rhyme,
But decided he'd had enougholk.

ANON

Tickets
Workshop
Poetry Cafes
Suffolk Poets
Any two above
All three above

Non-SPS
member

£15
£12
£12
£20
£30

SPS
member

£12
£10
£10
£17
£25

Lower Prices!

2nd Festival of Suffolk Poetry Tickets

are available from the Festival

Organiser.

Contact: SPS Festival Director,

festival@suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk

or by post:

64 Broom Street, Great Cornard,

Sudbury, Suffolk, CO10 0JT

tel: 01787 374516
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FFeelliixxssttoowwee CCaafféé PPooeettss

The story so far………………….

Penelope Cutler met Florence Cox at Suffolk Poetry
Society events, around 2008/9, and discovered they
both lived in Felixstowe. After that they
occasionally bumped into each other around the
town. Both of them having attended other poetry
cafes, the conversation each time included the
phrase, perhaps we should start a Felixstowe Café
Poets? . This went on for some years with a gap
when Penny became ill in late 2010 early 2011. 3
years later at the SPS 2014 AGM, Penny mentioned
to the Chair of the meeting, the possibility of
starting a Felixstowe Café Poets which could be
affiliated with SPS. The Chair of that meeting
announced it to the gathered company, so Penny’s
next job was to find a suitable venue. Pounding the
pavements and coffee shops she eventually
received an offer she could not refuse from the
Orwell Hotel and so the first meeting of Felixstowe
Café Poets took place in His Lordship’s Library at the

Orwell Hotel, Felixstowe. Publicity was Penny’s
next task, so items appeared in all the Local Press,
EADT, Star. Next job for Penny was poster
advertising. With the poster designed and printed,
book shops, the library and the town noticeboards
were targeted with posters. Florence got an item
put on SPS website for us and told other groups
and poets she knows of this new venture and so at
our launch meeting on 15th May 2014 we had
about 40 people attend!

We meet on the 3rd Thursday of each month. We
have held a ‘Project’ to write poems on the theme
of Sea and displayed some selected poems from our
project at Art on the Prom, Sunday 7th September
following which we read our Sea poems as well as
others at our September meeting. At our October
meeting we had our normal sharing of poems
including a short reading by Florence Cox, a well
known Suffolk Poetry Society poet and joint
organiser of Felixstowe Café Poets.

Penelope Cutler

PPooeett PPrrooffiillee :: PPeennnnyy CCuuttlleerr

Florence Cox’s profile is on the SPS website but you
may like to know a few details about Penny, organiser
of Felixstowe Café Poets. Born in South Yorkshire, her
family moved to Kent. Penny enjoyed poetry at school.
She wrote some children’s stories which nieces and
nephews enjoyed. Penny then started to write poetry.
She commuted to work in London. Penny lived in
Denmark in 1970 while working for a doctor and his
family and then back in England for a London solicitors.
She married and moved to Hitchin, Hertfordshire where
she briefly ran a small poetry and creative writing
group, won a newspaper poetry competition and had a
poem about an item in Hitchin Museum published in a
poet’s guide to North Hertfordshire. Re-locating to
Harrogate, Penny had several poems included in small
pamphlets. She then moved again to Huntingdonshire.
On her husband’s early retirement they moved to
Felixstowe.

Penny has had poems in Festival Poems, Hertfordshire, a
number of John Cotton’s 10-line anthologies, as well as
30 and 40 year anniversary books of Ver Poets,
Hertfordshire. She won a newspaper poetry
competition when in Hitchin and was asked to write a
poem for a Chamber of Commerce booklet when in
Harrogate area. She keeps a ‘low profile’ refuses radio
interviews or other personal publicity: having once been
on Radio Bedfordshire – never again! She reads and
writes poetry for her own enjoyment, enters
competitions, has had one commendation and would
like to win at least one!

Beyond Belief

This bright sun shining is beyond belief
colours amazing, brightness blinding
casting its beam over the whole bay
between rock groynes where people enjoy the day.

Sea glistening as diamonds
waves washing the shore
gentle sounds as the tide turns
sucks back sand, shells and shingle brought in.

Yellow sand at the brink tempts
barefoot shenanigans
flannelling observers
splashing faces

colours of sun indescribable
but not the beach scene, shore,
sand, shingle, people in the bay.

The sun is hot and were it not
for time marching on, duties calling
I would find myself falling for its charms
swimming through the diamond sea

to reach, touch, embrace the huge sun
before it sets.

Sense prevails and the cost of dinner
reminds me to cook but there is
no cost to continued dreaming.

Penelope Cutler
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KKaayy CCrraauuffuurrdd--BBeennssoonn..

Born September 26th 1919, died 4th August 2014

Like so many of our generation World War 2
prevented us continuing our education at
University with a ruling that after one year
students were required to join one of the armed
forces or work in hospital. I chose the hospital
and qualified as a physiotherapist, Kay joined the
ATS. In due course she went to Africa where she
met her husband. They married, and continued to
live in Africa for 12 years. He died there and Kay
returned to this country in 1960. From 1966 to
1977 she taught in a school in the East End of
London, moving to Ipswich in 1978 to live with
an aunt. She did secretarial work there, retiring in
1982. During that time she joined the Ipswich
Society and Friends of the Ipswich Museums (of
which, I believe, she was Membership Secretary)
and the Suffolk Poetry Society, becoming Portfolio
Secretary in 1986.

I remember, when Douglas and I came back to
our native Suffolk, after he retired, to live in
Hadleigh we visited Kay and she immediately
enrolled us in the Friends, and persuaded me to
become a guide at Christchurch Mansion – she
was very efficient. She was Portfolio Secretary
until January 2001, when John Withers took over

for a year, followed by Peter Davey.

She was a close friend of Kate Dell, Catherine’s
mother, and I got to know them both well when I
was Chairman of the SPS. Kay and I continued to
be good friends, and after our return to Suffolk I
often used to call in to see her when I was in
Ipswich. About once a month we would have an
M&S sandwich and she would catch up on family
news. Having no children of her own, and, as far
as I know, no close relatives, she took a great
interest in the doings of her friends’ children and
grandchildren.

As well as poetry, Kay was interested in art and
music. I remember on one occasion going to
London with her to see a new exhibition at the
Tate. I wasn’t exactly slow myself, but she was
quicker, much quicker. She stayed with us for a
week after she had been in Papworth Hospital for
a new heart valve to be fitted. I had taken on the
portfolio while she had it done, but the moment
she was better she took it back. She was working
on it one day when I think I offered her a cup of
coffee, only to be told she was too busy. ‘I like to
be structured, Marguerite.’ She said, ‘I’m very
structured, you know.’ Indeed she was. I shall
miss her greatly.

Marguerite Wood

TThhee SSiinnggiinngg SSttoonnee

Suffolk Poetry Society's 60th Anniversary volume
selected by Pauline Stainer, mainly from the Crabbe
Prize winners, is still available.

Contact Elizabeth Bracken on 01502 715907 or
membership@suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk. Price £8.00.

'It is simply a wonderful evocation of this county by
those who have come to know it personally and who
have found their own words for it. '

Ronald Blythe

NNeeww MMeemmbbeerrss 22001144

Peter Tweddle – Woodbridge

Kate Groom – Saxmundham

Andrew Phillips – Sudbury

Penelope Phillips – Sudbury

Alison Dart – Bury St Edmunds

Michael Quentin-Hicks – Lowestoft

Jerry Rowlands – St Neots

Carol Ormes – Stowmarket

Cecil Qadir – Sudbury

Catherine Stephens – Sudbury

Paul Veitch – Holt

Alexandra Davis – Felixstowe

Kimberley Webster – Aldeburgh

Barbara Bonner-Morgan – Stowmarket

Leslie Cuthbert – Sudbury

Emily Bilman – Geneva

Jane Henderson – Sudbury

Mark Filtness – Sudbury

Debbie Thornton – Saxmundham

(Do they put something in the water in Sudbury?)

We regret to announce the death of David Hayward-Sampson of Bury St Edmunds on 28th July 2014.
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AA WWoommaann BByy AA WWeellll

A SelfPortrait by Emily Bilman

This is an interesting and often moving collection
of poems by the only member of the Suffolk Poetry
Society who lives in Switzerland. In these poems,
the writer explores the deepest and most
mysterious aspects of herself and we the readers
are assisted in our own self -explorations. The
sense of exile from the world and from oneself
which Emily explores, goes all the way back to that
most potent and enduring of myths: the expulsion
of Adam and Eve from the Garden of Eden. Like
Edwin Muir, Emily convinces the reader that this
expulsion from paradise was not all loss and that
exile can deepen human perceptions and can lead
to a breathless sense of freedom. By confronting
danger, we can experience more fully a sense of
being human and alive. In other words, we needed
to be expelled from Eden in order to help us grow
up.

Emily is a widely read poet — an increasing rarity
— and the book abounds with references to T.S.
Eliot, W.B. Yeats, William Wordsworth, Samuel
Taylor Coleridge and so on. Indeed, one of the
finest poems in this collection, a free verse sonnet,
is inspired by perhaps Coleridge's finest poem,
Frost At Midnight. This poem is dedicated to a
friend of Emily's, the late John Coleridge who lived
in Norfolk and who was a descendant of the great
poet. This poem is entitled The Stranger: we are so
often strangers to ourselves and one of the
principal benefits of reading poetry is that it helps
us to get to know ourselves better.

. . . that other stranger, once

behind bars, who helped free the troubling

stranger in me, helped me make

the inkling ofa song into

a home-pledged poem given

to the pure in heart like the frost's

crystal ministry secretly growing in me.

There is a subtle weaving of the words of Colerdige
and the words of Emily like a delicately woven
tapestry which we all must weave in order to
create a mirror image of ourselves like a woman
gazing at her shifting reflection in a poem entitled
Well:

My water-image whispers back at me;

my curiosity is a well-spring dug

deep by my scanning senses . . .

Scanning senses with its pun on scanning is a
wonderful description of how the sensibility of a
poet works. A poet scans the world with minute
observation: Thomas Hardy described himself as
one who notices things. At the same time, the poet
scans the lines flowing from his pen in order to
make memorable the images which have been
captured.

In a number of the poems in this collection, one
senses a constant striving to cleanse the windows
of perception, to see the world with a dazzling
clarity as if viewing the everyday world for the
very first time. In the words of a Scottish poet, to
glimpse the marvellous in the mundane. It's so easy
to lose sight of the sheer strangeness of the physical
world which we inhabit. In the poem, Washing we
read:

Bent over my body like an icicle

hanging down a cave, I wash myself

to utter cleanliness.

Sometimes the language in AWoman By A Well can
appear rather precious and archaic but one comes
away from this book with a heightened sense of the
complex nature of selfhood and wonder at the
world which we inhabit.

James Knox Whittet

TThhaannkkss ttoo oouurr SSuuppppoorrtteerrss,, PPrrooffeessssiioonnaall
AAddvviissoorrss aanndd SSppoonnssoorrss

For many years the Society has been generously
supported by Fairweather, Stephenson and Co. of
Leiston, Aldeburgh and Felixstowe, who have
once again donated the prize money for the
Crabbe Poetry Competition.

We are also grateful to the Limbourne Trust
which has set aside funds towards the cost of the
Festival once our status as a charity is confirmed.
This has been achieved through the good offices
of Lizzi Thistlethwayte, who is herself a fine poet.

Lastly, we are being taken through the
labyrinthine process of forming a Charitable Trust
by our long-standing friend and supporter, Lord
Phillips of Sudbury (Andrew Phillips), who is
giving his time and expertise pro bono publico.

I would also like to thank all the members of the
Society, who give so readily and freely of their
time and energies to make SPS one of the most
successful poetry societies in the country.

Ian Griffiths, Chair SPS
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AA GGlliimmppssee ooff WWoorrddss

Owen Robin Davies

At a recent Aldeburgh Poetry Festival workshop,
the tutor lamented many modern poets’ reluctance
to embrace sincerity in their writing. It is with
heartfelt sincerity and affection that Owen Robin
Davies approaches his subject of the natural world.

The poet’s close observation and intimate
knowledge of his home corners of rural Suffolk,
Wales and Scotland give the reader pleasing
images of the earthy business of moles, redwings
with heads bowed in food frenzy and the
Northwest Highlands of Scotland’s Torridon
Hills.. . a basement of time. There are echoes of
early 20th century poets Edward Thomas and
Rupert Brooke in his work. A gentle humour
emerges in April 24th and the stark contrast
between Wester Ross and East Anglia is nicely
drawn in Sun, moon and stars.

His awareness of the threat to our flora and fauna
in The Bee Orchid and The Arable six gives an added
sense of purpose to the poetry. Owen Davies is
perhaps on less certain ground when writing about
more abstract themes, when it can sometimes be
harder for the reader to follow his line of thought,
as in Life force (1 ) My life.

The poet mostly but not always uses traditional
rhyme. This is handled with subtlety in Memories
but less successfully elsewhere, for example in
Eurostar when describing the First World War
cemeteries in Picardy. Rhythm can at times also
elude the writer.

This collection of 25 poems is attractively
produced. It is available for £5.99 from the author
at: Pound Cottage, Wetherden, STOWMARKET
Suffolk IP14 3LZ or
robandsusandavies@btinternet.com

Elizabeth Bracken

From left to right we have Harriet Thistlethwaite, Gregory Warren Wilson, Cameron Hawke Smith (highly
commended), Rodney Binns (highly commended), Diana Hirst (commended), David Healey (1st), Angela Pickering
(commended), Anne Boileau (3rd and a commended), Peter Sandberg (commended) and Elizabeth Soule
(commended). Caroline Gilfillan, who won 2nd prize and also had a poem commended was not able to be present.

GGeeoorrggee CCrraabbbbee MMeemmoorriiaall CCoommppeettiittiioonn 22001144

This year's Crabbe Poetry Competition had a record number of 67 entrants sending in an average of 3
poems each. Gregory Warren Wilson was our adjudicator and he gave wonderful feedback to all winners
and commended participants at the Crabbe lunch in Aldeburgh on October 12. You can read it all in the
Anthology which is available at £4 from Harriet Thistlethwaite (crabbeprize@suffolkpoetrysociety.
org.uk).

Our winner was David Healey, second Caroline Gilfillan and third Anne Boileau.
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A Touch Of Light

It was a slip of the eye
I saw the garage door
left open overnight
and thought you were back,
had slipped into the house
all unbeknown to me,
but it was only the sun
shining on wet metal,
a moving shadow cast
by the acacia tree
of course, that was all
it was. Nothing more!
The dead don’t bother
with opening a door
just melt through it
if they want to return.
I wish that is what you
might do one day
but you seem to be
happy wherever you are
and that, I try to believe, is encouraging.

Marguerite Wood

SS eelleecctteedd PPooeemmss
Chosen by James Knox Whittet, President SPS

Funny

Funny how silent he is.
Eyes look askance from under his fringe
grown like a privacy hedge.

Funny how a sound says more than a word.
An aural sneer in a mother’s ear
through the crash helmet of his hair.

Funny how I find myself grieving his loss
as he sits there. I fantasise about holding
a séance to summon him back.

Funny how stock responses glance off each other.
Air between us solid, two northern poles,
magnets that cannot connect.

Funny how sitting on hard ground in a tent
while comedians shred this world with words
turns one of us ferrous and mends it.

Alexandra Davis

Now the Dancing is done

and wax seals the combed hive,
my wings, veined with ink,
unhook themselves.

I lay down the bags of gold I carry
in this murmuring field
where I will write my songs,
lay out the notes on purple staves.

In these filigree days,
my skin brown as bees,
I wait, and the humming
weaves itself to silence.

Pam Job

Milk and Honey

The tree hums, buzzes,
drifts of bees are drawn
to its fat saucers of blossom -
soft white, like rich milk.

They come like black shadows
through the shimmering air,
and dip their heads in sweetness,
fur against petals,
tongues towards nectar.

And around me, as I sit here on the
dry grass, lie the bodies
of bees who lived
their last perfect moment
as light as paper, sweetly
covered by drifts of white.

Andrea Skevington

A delicate and sensuous lyric ofold age and the coming silence. JKW A beautiful and lyrical poem with mystical overtones. JKW

A delicate and touching poem about loss with moments ofhope so
soon dissolving into doubt. JKW

A complex poem about the way in which the gulfbetween even the
closest people can be partly bridged by humour. JKW
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Daedalus at Sunrise

Day breaks.
The blood red smear at the meadow’s edge
revives my pain,
tints twigs and leaves,
grows to a glowing ball above the topmost branch,
tugs from its embrace,
to rise in swollen haste.

He would not heed my warning.
My fault in part -
I told him to aim high, my Icarus.
Foolhardy he built wings,
feathers held with wax,
and soared to join the lark sung sky.
For a while he swooped and dipped,
whooped with youthful joy.
Then, ambition mounting,
rose up and up …
With squinting eyes I tried to see.
It was too hot. Mid summer.
Wax melted, loosened things.
By nightfall I was childless.

Each morning now I shun the dawn,
cower in dark corners
as light climbs the horizon,
slyly pasting clouds with pastel pinks and golds,
shrivelling washed-up plumes,
and I howl my grief at the opening day.

Angela Pickering

The Politician’s Feet - 10 o’clock TV
News

The News Director sits at a vast bank of
monitors,
decides which screen to broadcast.
The sound engineer balances the acoustic.
Camera One is focussed on the politician’s face.

In our millions we hear the Minister ’s words
clearly,
see his expression, calm, serious,
an eyebrow raised, a frown.
He rubs his hand across his chin
as grilled by the interviewer he states his case.
But he doesn’t know
the Director has called on Camera Two
and we, the watching millions
see the politician’s feet,
crossing, uncrossing, shuffling, scraping the
floor,

one shiny black shoe rubs against the other.
Camera One again, a slow half smile
then, an awkward question.
A quick switch back to Camera Two.
Both toes turning inwards,
heels moving up and down, alternately.
Back to Camera One but now,
thanks to Camera Number Two
we know.

Nicola Hughes

This is an imaginative and moving retelling ofthe famous Greek myth.

JKW

At The Publisher's

All these commas have to go.
It looks as though you have a pepper-pot full
and just sprinkle ad lib over the finished poems.
If they are finished, that is.
For a start you don’t need commas at the ends of
lines.
You pause there anyway.

What about enjambment? I often want enjambment.

Well, you can’t have everything. Just get rid of the
clutter.
Then there’s the semi-colon, usually a comma will do.

But a journalist once told me it was diabolical
that hardly any schools seem to teach the use
of the semi-colon these days.

A journalist? You’ve made my point.
Semi-colons are obsolescent, at least. Now for the
dashes –
a lazy person’s way of indicating a stop.

They should only be used in an emergency.

Emily Dickinson must have had hundreds of those,
then.

As for exclamations, use rarely. Use rarely!
You’ll see I’ve already made numerous
improvements.
Don’t panic! All my changes are reversible.
As a matter of fact, most of your poems are reversible
-
and would be better for it!
And I haven’t started on the text yet.
I can’t wait to get my hand on the thats and the as’s
and
Oh God, there’s a myriad - that must go.
Talking of going, where are you….?

I’m going to look for another publisher.

You’ll be lucky!

Frank Wood



20

FFoorrtthhccoommiinngg EEvveennttss

6th January 2015 – Geraldine Green workshop, The Old Rectory, Harkstead

Late January 2015 – AGM, Red Cross Hall, Woodbridge (liable to change)

10th April 2015 – Desert Island Poems with Terry Waite interviewed by Lord Phillips of Sudbury, Friends
Meeting House, Bury St Edmunds

30th May 2015 – 2nd Festival of Suffolk Poetry, John Peel Centre, Stowmarket
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SSTTOOPP PPRREESSSS

Progress On The Trust

The SPS Committee met Lord Phillips on 31st
October to consider the latest draft version of the
Trust Deed.

The document is long, being largely standard for
any Charitable Trust.

The Committee was most concerned that the
Members should feel ownership of the Society and
Lord Phillips agreed to make revisions to the Deed
to reflect this fully.

It was agreed that Trustees would be in future
elected by the membership, as will the Chairman
and Treasurer although there will need to be an
initial interim arrangement with existing elected
committee members setting up the Trust.

Lord Phillips agreed to explain its provisions and
advantages, and answer questions from members
at the AGM. Because of his busy timetable, a date
could not be fixed, but it will be towards the end of
January.

All members will receive a copy of the proposed
Deed in advance of the meeting.

IImmppoorrttaanntt NNoottiiccee TToo CCoonnttrriibbuuttoorrss

The deadline for all items other than poems for the
next issue is 30th April 2015. The preferred format
is a Word attachment to an email to
editor@suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk but you may
send by post to me at my address: 6 The Crescent,
Steeple Bumpstead, Haverhill, Suffolk, CB9 7DX.

It is very important that your name and
email/ address are written on the item you are
sending.

ARTICLES

I welcome all articles to do with poetry in the
county and would especially encourage news from
the cafés and other groups.

POEMS

The deadline for poems will be 31st March 2015.
This will enable me to circulate them to our
referees and receive their recommendations. If you
are sending poems please put your name and
address on each page.

Unfortunately, a number of poems arrived too late
for consideration for this current issue and some
had no name and contact address to identify them.
I am sorry if some people are disappointed. I can
assure you they will receive fair consideration for
the Spring 2015 issue.

Cameron Hawke Smith, Editor Yeats,ChristinaRossetti,EmilyDickinson,Herrick,

Anon:HARDYAnswers to Poetry Quiz (p.13)




