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NNoottiiccee  ttoo  CCoonnttrriibbuuttoorrss

13th September 2019 is the deadline for 
poems from SPS members for the next issue. 
This will enable them to be circulated to our 
referees for their recommendations. If you are 
sending poems please put your name and 
contact details (preferably email address) on 
each page. Submissions not conforming to 
this requirement will not be considered. 

11th October 2019 is the deadline for the next 
issue for all items other than poems: articles, 
write-ups of events or workshops, reviews etc. 
The preferred format is an attachment to an 
email to editor@suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk but 
you may send them by post to: 

The Editor, 
64 Broom Street, 
Great Cornard, 
Sudbury, 
Suffolk, 
CO10 0JT.

It is very important that your name and 
contact details (preferably email address) are 
written on the item you are sending.

Images, drawings or photographs are 
welcome. Please send them, in as high a 
resolution as possible, to 
webmaster@suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk.
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66tthh  FFeessttiivvaall  
ooff  SSuuffffoollkk  PPooeettrryy

This year's festival on the 11th May 
has a few extra treats and surprises 
before we close the day with our 
invited guest readers of Grevel 
Lindop and Kate Foley.

We welcome the return of Kate to 
lead a workshop and give a reading 
as our new President, following 
James Knox Whittet's retirement.

We are lucky to be able to engage 
Grevel, he is a Manchester poet, but 
has recently been in East Anglia for a 
Fellowship at Girton College, 
Cambridge.

Grevel has seven Carcanet books to 
his name, so a considerable catalogue 
to draw from!

Here are a few quotes from more 
eminent reviewers than I can be:

 ‘The handling of sound and cadence 
is so assured …Imagination and 
strength of feeling are wedded to 
verbal precision.’ – Edmund 
Prestwich, The North.

‘The tone is modest and the 
technique is masterly. This poet’s 
best gifts – care for detail, love of 
nature, clear eye and formal 
excellence.’ – Elizabeth Jennings, 
Independent.

Grevel will also lead a workshop in 
the morning, 'Writing the Music of 
Place', which he describes as: 

"All our experiences happen 
somewhere; we become part of 
places, and they of us; we have 
childhood memories of rooms, 
gardens, school playgrounds – they 
may be lovely or frightening, or 
contain mysteries we never quite 
solved. And then there are the places 
we imagine, or the places we go in 
dreams. The workshop will explore 
the different places, actual and 
imaginal, that are meaningful to us; 
look at how we can evoke, structure 
and explore them in poetry, and at 
how the shape and sounds of the 
poem itself can form a 'music' to 
invite the reader into those places 
which are, ultimately, inside 
ourselves."

Kate Foley will also lead a 
workshop, 'Small Parcels' – "How 
can we best pack the concentrated 
essence of poetry into a parcel that 
begs to be opened?". Being concise is 
such an important part of poetry.

Dilys Wood, (ARTEMISpoetry) said 
of One Window North, "the keynote is 
… her own direct voice, slightly 
subliminal, ‘in the ear’, saying 
significant things in the memorable, 
dense phrases associated with her 
strongest work".

The third workshop is from James 
Knox Whittet, 'A Key to the Past' 
will consider the mysterious way in 
which everyday objects can carry the 
imprints of those who in the past 
have loved and touched them and 
how to reflect this in poetry.

After this exhilarating morning, the 
participants can join those already 
enjoying lunch with the Green Café, 
who provide our refreshments yet 
again, before the afternoon is 
presented by the county's poetry 
cafés. This year we provide some 
breaks from the cafés with close 
readings by Michael Laskey, who 
will provide a deep insight into two 
poems.

After the poetry cafés and Open Mic, 
we can again refresh ourselves at the 
Green Café before the evening opens 

with our own Pam Job. Pam is 
followed by another SPS member 
poet, Rob Lock. Both poets are 
highly regarded and not to be 
missed.

After a short break, Antony and 
Therese Johae will expand our 
horizons with a presentation 
'Lebanon: Poetry and Place'.

Immediately following this we have 
an unusual departure from readings. 
Lynne Nesbit and Colin Whyles will 
perform six songs from a song cycle, 
Islands of Love, by James Knox 
Whittet and Colin Whyles. 

We can then fill our glasses and settle 
down for the final readings of the 
day from Kate Foley and Grevel 
Lindop.

Do come and support the festival at 
the John Peel Centre for Creative 
Arts, Stowmarket, IP14 1ET. More 
details and tickets are available  from 
shop.suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk or, on the 
day, at the door.

Colin Whyles, Festival Director
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I’ve just been watching a TV 
programme about archaeology in 
Egypt. In the time of Tut, miners 
using the crudest of tools would 
take a whole week to extract a mere 
spoonful of gold from veins in 
quartz; they extracted the gold by 
bashing the quartz with lumps of 
hard stone, hour after hour in the 
blazing sun. For many, writing a 
poem is just like this – a huge 
amount of effort to extract the tiny 
nuggets that can be made into a 
successful poem. But it’s a great joy 
to work at poetry, or “knead words 
to bread”,  as our new President, 
Kate Foley, described it at our AGM 
in Eye on 24th March. 

The AGM took place in the pleasant 
surroundings of Eye Bowls Club. At 
the meeting we wished James Knox 
Whittet well on his retirement after 
five years as President of Suffolk 
Poetry Society, and inaugurated 
Kate Foley as his successor. Kate is 
well known to members for her 
poetry readings and workshops and 
has had an interesting and varied 
life which you can read more about 
elsewhere in this magazine. After 
tea, we heard a variety of poems on 
the theme ‘Exits and Entrances’, 
during which I read a poem about 
the birth of my son, written at a 
workshop run by Kate Foley in Eye 
in 2012.  

One of the things that emerged from 
the AGM was the continuing 
difficulty of running events at a 
surplus, partly because not enough 
people commit to buying tickets in 
advance. Even if you fully intend to 
come, it’s easier to change your 
mind if you haven’t bought a ticket. 
But this makes it very difficult for 
Suffolk Poetry Society to provide 

successful events requiring some 
outlay in advance, especially when 
costs continue to rise. This year our 
overall profit was just over £80, and 
as we are heavily dependent on 
sponsorship for the Festival (May 
11th this year) and for the Crabbe 
Poetry Competition (deadline June 
29th), we need to bear in mind that 
continuing sponsorship is not 
guaranteed. Therefore we need to 
consider carefully what we do and 
how we finance our activities going 
forward.  At the AGM, a motion was 
passed allowing for membership 
subscriptions to rise in 2020 to a 
maximum of £23 for joint members 
and £18 for single members, if 
judged necessary.  The committee 
welcomes income-generating and 
sponsorship suggestions from 
members. 

I’m thrilled by the quality of poetry 
I have found in the poetry cafés I’ve 
managed to visit in the last few 
months. The great thing about these 
groups is that their varied locations 
mean that you should be able to find 
a group not too far from where you 
live, and have the opportunity to 
share the poetry you write and love 
with an appreciative audience. The 
wide range of poetry, even in 
response to a particular theme, is 
striking. 

Poets are an interesting bunch; their 
individual mix of imagination and 
experience provides them with great 
tools for creativity and the results 
can be astonishing, thought-
provoking and entertaining. Each 
poetry café creates its own special 
atmosphere and there is nothing to 
stop you shopping around to find 
the one where you feel most at 
home. Alexandra Davis and I have 
been running Felixstowe Café Poets 
since May 2018 and enjoy the 
variety of poetry that our attendees 

bring to share.

As usual, our annual Festival of 
Suffolk Poetry at the John Peel 
Centre in Stowmarket on May 11th 
2019 gives poetry cafés the chance to 
show what they can do in front of an 
audience. Do support this day-long 
event, find new writing challenges 
in one of the workshops, hear 
accomplished poets perform and 
bring your friends for a rich feast of 
poetry at a bargain price. 

Other Suffolk Poetry Society events 
to look out for are Inspired by The 
Ruba’iayat at Museum Street 
Methodist Church, Black Horse 
Lane, Ipswich, at 1pm on Thursday 
13th June, and the annual Members’ 
Reading at Walpole Old Chapel on 
Sunday 30th June at 3pm. The theme 
is Bridges and Crossings, which can be 
interpreted as freely as you like. 
Please send me one or two poems 
you would like to read, titled and 
marked Bridges and with your 
name and full contact details, to me 
at chair@suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk so that 
I can organise the programme. There 
will be a performance time of 
roughly 3 minutes per poet.

And don’t forget the Crabbe poetry 
competition – deadline 29th June 
this year! Send in your finest poems 
and make your mark.

Remember, poetry does you good – 
the first poetry pharmacy is now 
dispensing suitable poems for all 
occasions*.

*William Sieghart, The Poetry 
Pharmacy: Tried-and-True 
Prescriptions for the Heart, Mind and 
Soul, Penguin, 2017.

Podcast: https://podtail.com/en/podcast/
5x15/the-poetry-pharmacy-william-sieghart

Florence Cox

NNoottee  ffrroomm  tthhee  EEddiittoorr

I sit down to write after listening to 
a repeat of Gyles Brandreth’s Poetry 
by Heart on BBC Radio 4.  This has 
sent my mind hopping from – ‘In 
Xanadu did Kubla Khan/A sacred 
pleasure dome decree;/Where Alph, the 
sacred river ran/Down to a sunless sea.’ 
– to the twelve Suffolk rivers that 
‘join land to sea’, which Ian Griffiths 
reminded us lay behind this 

magazine’s name (‘What’s in a 
Name’, Twelve Rivers (2017)) Vol.8, 
Iss.2, p.3).  Now, the controversy 
about the number of rivers in 
Suffolk fails to go away.  Poets from 
the north of Suffolk still remind me 
about the missing Lark that flows 
between Suffolk and 
Cambridgeshire to join the Great 
Ouse and, as Ian said, ‘Throw in the 
Lark and we will connect with land, 
sea and air’.  Twelve Rivers is not 
about to change its name but I 

would like to introduce a ‘Lark’ 
section from this issue onwards: a 
section for humour, limerick, 
whimsy (see poems pp.18, 24 & 31) 
and possibly a cartoon.  I look 
forward to seeing what the Lark will 
wash up on this editor’s shore.  
Meanwhile I hope this issue will 
inform and delight your summer 
months regardless of which rivers 
bring you pleasure and inspiration.

Fran Reader

WWoorrddss  ffrroomm  tthhee  CChhaaiirr
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Photo by Mark Strodl

George Wallace

Born and bred on Long Island, 
George Wallace is Writer in 
Residence at the Walt Whitman 
Birthplace, first Poet Laureate of 
Suffolk County, Adjunct Professor of 
English at Pace University, and 
author of 35 chapbooks of poetry, 
including books published in the US, 
UK, Italy, Macedonia and India.  
From his base of operations in 
Huntington he travels 
internationally to perform his work, 
conduct poetry workshops and 
lecture on literary topics.

George's most recent publication is 
Smashing Rock and Straight as Razors 
(Blue Light Press, 2017)  

*******

Much is made of Walt Whitman's 
misadventures as a school teacher in 
Southold, on Long Island's North 
Fork.  Less well known, save among 
serious Whitman scholars, is the fact 
that in the 1840s America’s Good 
Gray Poet regularly frequented a 
nearby town – the burgeoning 
whaling town of Greenport. 

There was a good reason for it – a 
dutiful family member in the 
Whitman household, Walt seems to 
have felt a responsibility to support 
Mary Elizabeth, his younger sister, 
who was in something of a difficult 
marriage to one Ansel Van Nostrand, 
a local ship builder.

Ansel, accounts have it, was a heavy 
drinker, and despite fathering 
several children with Mary 
(constituting the principle line of 
descent from Walt Whitman Sr and 
Louisa Van Velsor to the present 

day), he did not make things easy on 
his wife.

The situation may have been 
problematic, but the ride out was a 
pleasant one for the gregarious 
Whitman, we're told – though 
somewhat more of a commitment 
than hopping on the Hampton 
Jitney, like people do these days.  By 
horse-drawn coach, it took two and 
a half days from Brooklyn to the 
North Fork of Long Island. 

Still, Whitman is said to have made 
the most of the trip and, in typical 
fashion, enjoyed riding out in the 
open air with the driver, a fellow 
named Hull Conklin – ‘a tall, robust 
man…who had lost an eye in a coach 
accident but not his sense of humor 
or high spirits,’ notes Whitman 
biographer David Reynolds, ‘one of 
those hearty, direct types that Walt 
found characteristic of Long Island.’

Whitman visited the North Fork of 
Long Island for decades, usually in 
the summer or fall.  Sometimes 
staying with Mary and Ansel at their 
home near the corner of South and 
Third Street in Greenport, other 
times in one of the various inns in 
the growing town.

Walt was ‘delighted in the 
comfortable life that Mary 
lived, despite her husband’s heavy 
drinking,’ notes Paula Garett in Walt 
Whitman: An Encyclopedia – ‘Mary, 
unlike many of her siblings, enjoyed 
an average, normal existence, and 
she separated herself from the 
eccentricities of the Whitman family.  
For Whitman, time spent with Mary 
in Greenport was peaceful and 
contented.’

By the 1850s he was riding out on 
the Long Island Railroad, clear to 
Orient, and writing about his 
experiences ‘travelogue’ style in 
New York City newspapers, 
including this description, quoted in 
the Long Island Herald by journalist 
Scott Brinton a year or so ago but 
from an 1849 article in the New York 
Sunday Dispatch, written by 
Whitman himself: ‘The bay that lies 
in here, and part of which forms the 
splendid harbor of Greenport, where 
the Long Island [Rail Road] ends, is 
called Peconic Bay; and a beautiful 
and varied water is it, fertile in fish 
and feathered game.’

When he wasn't tending to family 
matters or wandering the 
countryside, Whitman hung about 
town.  He’d fish from the piers, 
engage the locals in conversation, 
and sometimes strike up somewhat 
flirtatious friendships.  It was, Walt 
said, an opportunity to ‘scare up’ 
examples of humanity in all its 
display – from the heroic and 
spiritually involved to the mundane.

How mundane?  In one telling 
incident, a boatload of 19th century 
pleasure-seekers basically pick him 
up for a jaunt out to Montauk Point, 
where they all spend the night – on 
board the sloop, moored under the 
stars.

The story's opaque, anecdotal, 
bourgeois and worldly.  We find Walt 
quietly fishing off the end of the 
Greenport town dock when he is 
whisked away by a sloop full of 
lively girls and a clergyman.  ‘The 
girls were unaffected ... and the 
minister laughed and told stories 
and ate luncheons, just like a 
common man, which is quite 
remarkable for a country 
clergyman,’ notes biographer Jerome 
Loving in his book Walt Whitman: 
Song of Himself.

One suspects Thoreau might have 
disapproved – there was much 
throwing of hats in the air and other 
displays of mid-19th century 
merriment.  Whitman readily 
confesses they ‘hurled stones at the 
shrieking sea-gulls, mocked the 
wind, and imitated the cries of 
various animals in a style that beat 
nature all out!’ 

OK.  On the face of it, it's not one for 
the 'Hindoo texts'... sounds a bit like 
a 19th century tailgate party.  But as 
recollected by Whitman there's that 
'something else' going, a perception 
given to us by one of the great 
American Transcendentalists, an 
experience in possession of a quality 
of magic and charm that 
communicates itself 150 years since 
the incident occurred.

Yet, on reflection, America's Good 
Gray Poet manages to find the 
transcendental centre before 
concluding his reminiscence: ‘to bend 
over and look at the ripples as the 
prow divided the water – to lie on my 
back and to breathe and live in that 
sweet air and clear sunlight – to hear 

WWhhiittmmaann  TTiimmee

Rediscovering America’s 
Good Gray Poet* In 
Greenport, Long Island

Celebrating the 200th anniversary of the birth of Walt Whitman
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the musical chatter of the girls, as 
they pursued their own glee – was 
happiness enough for one day.’ 

Whitman also took these visits to 
Greenport as an opportunity to read 
up on European literature and 
reinforce his strong adherence to the 
region’s environment.  In fact, 
though he had family reasons for his 
visits, in his written recollections 
Whitman focuses intently on the 
literary and bucolic aspects of his 
visits to Greenport.  ‘I used to go off, 
sometimes for a week at a stretch, 
down in the country…,’ he says in A 
Backward Glance Over Travel‘d Roads 
(1888), ‘in the presence of outdoor 
influences I went over thoroughly 
the Old and New Testaments and… 
absorbed Shakespeare, Ossian, the 
best translated versions of Homer, 
Aeschylus, Sophocles, the old 
German Nibelungen, the ancient 
Hindoo poems, and one or two 
other masterpieces, Dante among 
them.  As it happened, I read the 
latter mostly in an old wood.’

Also, the Iliad ‘…(which) I first read 
thoroughly…in a sheltered hollow 
of rocks and sand, with the sea on 
each side.’ 

Whitman tips his hat to these 
influences in shaping his own work:  
‘If I had not stood before those 
poems with uncover'd head, fully 
aware of their colossal grandeur and 

beauty of form and spirit, I could 
not have written Leaves of Grass.’  
And one source asserts that it was 
during Whitman’s walks from 
Greenport to Orient, down the 
beach, that some of Leaves of Grass 
was written. Quoting Vince 
Clemente, a poet and Whitman 
scholar, a New York Times article in 
1993 claims that Whitman on 
occasion would ‘walk to Orient 
Point and write some of Leaves of 
Grass at the old Orient Inn.’

But the Good Gray Poet offers more 
than a tip of his hat to the 
experience of nature during these 
visits, too.  In fact, Walt ranks the 
importance of nature decidedly 
above his literary scholarship, 
placing himself squarely in the camp 
of contemporaries John Burroughs 
and Henry David Thoreau: ‘I have 
wonder'd since why I was not 
overwhelm'd by those mighty 
masters.  Likely because I read 
them, as described, in the full 
presence of Nature, under the sun, 
with the far-spreading landscape 
and vistas, or the sea rolling in.’

Whitman’s visits to Greenport were 
just that – visits.  Though he flirted 
with the idea of buying land there, 
according to Whitman scholar Karen 
Karbinier, he was just too much of 
an urbane New Yorker (for all his 
‘one of the roughs’ posturing), to 

retire to a place where he could 
satisfy his ‘yearning for the 
freshness and quiet of the country – 
that love of freedom from the 
ligatures and ceremonies of a life in 
town,’ (‘Letters From a Travelling 
Bachelor’, from New York Sunday 
Dispatch, October 28, 1849) – ‘But to 
be born and ‘brought up’ in an out 
of the way country place, and so 
continue there through all the stages 
of middle life – and eat and drink 
there only, and ‘dress up’ of a 
Sunday and go to church there – and 
at last die and be buried there – is 
that an enviable lot in life?  No, it is 
not.’

Still, to this day, when considering a 
visit to the haunts and habitations of 
Walt Whitman, it’s not just the West 
Hills Birthplace or the bustling 
streets of lower Manhattan one 
might turn to – but also to 
Greenport, Long Island.  Sit on the 
dock.  Listen to the quiet lapping of 
the Peconic waters.  Read his 
words.  You can almost hear the 
world the way Whitman heard it.  
Feel the world as Whitman felt it. 
You can almost lie back and put 
your hand in the water as young 
Walt Whitman once did, and 
experience the plashing waters 
yourself.

You might just find that it’s no 
longer 2019 – it’s Whitman Time.

See p.31 for 'Whitman Time' citations

* William Douglas O'Connor's The Good 
Gray Poet first appeared as a free-
standing pamphlet (New York: Bunce 

and Huntington, 1866). It later was 
reprinted as part of Richard Maurice 
Bucke's biography of Whitman, Walt 

Whitman (Philadelphia: David McKay, 
1883).

Photo courtesy of 
The Walt Whitman Birthplace 
Association
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This is an interesting poem by Les 
Murray, arguably Australia's 
leading poet, with over 30 poetry 
collections published, winner of the 
TS Eliot Award 1996 and awarded 
the Queen's Gold Medal for Poetry 
in 2000. 

It is a contemporary sonnet, by 
which I mean it does not have the 
strict rhyme scheme of the classic 
Petrarchan or Shakespeare’s 
variation. 

It is 14 lines long and is divided 
into a octave that consist of two 
four-line stanzas and a sestet that 
consist of two three-line stanzas.

The poem starts I am seeing this: a 
line which tells you that this is a 
scene the poet has actually 
observed or at least leads you to 
believe that this is so. He then goes 
on to use the octave to describe the 
scene before him two men are sitting 
on a pole. They are two workmen 
who have been putting up 
telegraph poles or poles for 
electricity, having their lunch at the 
roadside, in a rural setting.  Murray 
tells us Bees hum their shift in 
unthinning mists of white // bursaria 
blossom, under the noon of wattles. 
Bursaria, sometimes known as 
Australian blackthorn, is a shrub 
that colonises disturbed areas and 
fallow farmland, and wattles are 
acacia trees native to south-eastern 
Australia with golden yellow 
flowers. The bees are workers too 
on their shift. The men are making 
tea, boiling water in a prune tin and 
eating big meat sandwiches out of a 
Styrofoam /  box with a handle. I think 
Murray is painting us a picture 
here of two straightforward, hard 
working, fair dinkum Aussies. This 
is reinforced by echoes of 'Waltzing 
Mathilda' here, with the men 
brewing up in a can over a fire at 
the roadside under the shade of the 
acacia trees, Under the shade of a 
Coolabah tree; And he sang as he 
looked at his old billy boiling, "Who'll 
come a-waltzing Matilda with me?". 

The poet overhears part of their 
conversation "drought that year. Yes. 
Like trying to farm the road." from 
which we gather that they may not 
have always been workmen, it 

sounds like at least one of them 
used to be a farmer, maybe fallen 
on hard times following the 
drought he speaks of.

After the first eight lines, like any 
good sonnet we have the volta or 
turn, and the poem switches from 
what the poet is seeing to what his 
imagination concocts from the 
scene. 

The third stanza starts The first 
man, if asked, would say "I'm one of 
the Mitchells." – after which there is 
a long silent pause from the other 
man, which Murray emphasises by 
giving us two lines of description 
and a stanza break before he 
replies "I'm one of the Mitchells". In 
that pause he looks at dried leaves 
in his hand, is he thinking back to a 
time when he farmed the land and 
the drought? When he speaks there 
is a look of pain and subtle 
amusement on his face, another hint 
at a fall from grace from a family 
that once had some sort of status or 
respect. The statement "I'm one of 
the Mitchells." tells us that the 
person asking them may not know 
exactly who these two men are, but 
is expected to know of the Mitchell 
family.

The rest of the last stanza makes 
three statements ...Of the pair, one 
has been rich / 
but never stopped wearing his oil-
stained felt hat... , Nearly everything 
they say is ritual. and Sometimes the 
scene is an avenue. 

I believe that Murray is once again 
holding up a slightly idealised 
view of down to earth true blue 

Aussies, even when  one of them 
had lots of money, he would have 
been an unpretentious, straight up 
guy! Even their conversation is 
straightforward, even if full of 
clichés, these ‘rituals’ that support 
traditional forms of social 
hierarchy and to help maintain a 
group ethos. And finally he tells us 
that this scene could be happening 
elsewhere too, that there are these 
type of men to be found all over the 
place, in the city as well as in the 
country.

I said at the beginning of this piece 
that this sonnet is not classically 
rhymed, but the poet uses plenty of 
technique to raise the lines from 
prose. There is plenty of internal 
rhyme and near rhymes: pole, hole, 
tin, in, unthinning, eat, meat, 
wattles, handle, say, gaze, palm, 
pain, oil-stained, pair, wear, 
Mitchells, ritual, rich. 

There is assonance: Styrofoam, 
road; pain, pair. He cleverly uses 
'ea' to echo through ...overheard 
saying: / drought that year... to 
connect later with ...dried leaves...

There is alliteration in almost every 
line: seeing, sitting; dug, dinner; 
wires, water; bursaria, blossom; 
men, meat; sandwiches, Styrofoam; 
year, yes; man, Mitchells; would, 
while; never, nearly; sometimes, 
scene. I think it is a sign of Les 
Murray's mastery of his craft in 
that he manages to include all this 
word play without ever losing the 
rhythm and pattern of everyday 
speech.

TThhee  MMiittcchheellllss''  bbyy  
LLeess  MMuurrrraayy::  

 aa  cclloossee  rreeaaddiinngg

Derek Adams

I am seeing this: two men are sitting on a pole
they have dug a hole for and will, after dinner, raise 
I think for wires. Water boils in a prune tin.
Bees hum their shift in unthinning mists of white

bursaria blossom, under the noon of wattles.
The men eat big meat sandwiches out of a styrofoam
box with a handle. One is overheard saying:
drought that year. Yes. Like trying to farm the road.

The first man, if asked, would say I'm one of the Mitchells.
The other would gaze for a while, dried leaves in his palm,
and looking up, with pain and subtle amusement,

say I'm one of the Mitchells. Of the pair, one has been rich 
but never stopped wearing his oil-stained felt hat. Nearly everything
they say is ritual. Sometimes the scene is an avenue.

From New Selected Poems, by Les Murray (Carcanet 2012)
reproduced with kind permission of Carcanet Press Ltd

''
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Modern poetry is a diverse and 
fabulous beast.  Poets are 
increasingly experimental, 
producing work with 
unconventional line breaks, stanzas 
and layout, all designed to 
challenge the reader.  Sometimes 
modern poetry seems to have 
forgotten how to use language, 
how a beautiful phrase, image or 
line can stay in the reader’s mind.  
Sometimes, the experimental is 
successful and the lyric essay is one 
of the more accessible.

I encountered the form while 
studying with the Open University; 
as a poet and occasional prose 
writer, it appealed to me because it 
seemed like a good method of 
combining the two.  I was also at a 
point in my writing where I was 
looking to be challenged and 
wanted to write more 
experimentally. 

So what is the lyric essay?  Also 
known as the lyrical essay, it is 
essentially a piece of prose which 
contains poetic devices associated 
with more traditional poetry; like 
the prose poem, with which it 
shares similarities, it uses aspects 
of poetry such as rhythm, imagery, 
internal rhyme, assonance and 
alliteration, coupled with an 
emphasis on language and the way 
the text is set out on the page.  It is 
often meditative, self-reflective and 
playful in layout, with the text 
shifting from what looks like 
conventional prose to poetry.  It can 
appear as a sequence of prose 
poems or scenes separated by 
punctuation.

All of these features mark the lyric 

essay as something of a hybrid 
form, embracing elements of both 
prose and poetry, but with more 
allegiance to the latter.  David 
Bruce Hood in The Art and Craft of 
Creative Writing describes the lyric 
essay as ‘a sub-genre of the 
personal essay (1), explaining how 
the form can also encompass found 
objects of writing from different 
sources and that it can therefore be 
composed of fragments which can 
be separated by white space, an 
asterisk or numbers.  Unlike a 
conventional essay, the lyric essay 
does not have an organised 
narrative.  Instead it contains 
fragmented images formed of 
poetic language. 

The following extract gives an idea 
of how the lyric essay can be laid 
out:

Extract from ‘The Woods’ (2) 
(unpublished):

In the Middle Ages a forest was a 
hunting ground.  ‘Wood’ is the fibrous 
material that makes up the trunk of a 
tree, or a golf club with a wooden head, 
a wooden barrel for storing alcoholic 
drinks (‘wines from the wood’, Oxford 
Dictionaries online) or an area of land, 
smaller than a forest, that is covered 
with growing trees.  The word ‘wood’ 
has its roots in the old English word 
‘wode’ meaning mad.  Think Ted 
Hughes’ wodewose and how things 
turn wild in A Midsummer Night’s 
Dream.  The Magic Faraway Tree with 
new worlds in its branches.  Blossom 
that stars the trees in spring.  There 
are shapes in the trees, a creaking and 
groaning, as if they’re talking to each 
other; Tolkien’s ents, dryads, sprites, 
hamadryads.  Tree trunks that split 
open and trapped women burst out.  
Daphne melting into a tree to escape 
Apollo’s advances. Healing trees – 
hawthorn, willow, sweet chestnut.  A 
green man with foliage curling round 
his face. 

*

Behind a tree, a woodland god,
horned and hidden, skin
coarse as bark, hair
drenched with spiders’ webs.

You hear his breath first, 
a soft puff of air, holding
the smell of leaf mulch 
and blended earth.

He does not speak and 

if he did, his voice would
be the groan of earth,
the deep speech of nature.

In this example, the text begins in 
meditative mode, the writer 
drawing in allusions to myth, fairy 
tale and literature to create 
something which merges these 
fragments, then switches to 
something more like conventional 
poetry, but which also relates back 
to the preceding prose section.

The lyric essay also has similarities 
with creative non-fiction, where 
traditionally the writer describes a 
personal experience, or their 
reaction to an event or subject. Like 
creative non-fiction, it is more than 
reportage; the writer’s skills with 
language need to draw the reader 
in. All this suggests, of course, that 
the lyric essay is a bit of a 
chameleon in terms of what it is, a 
sort of all things to all people, a 
hybrid form, often referred to as 
liminal.

What appeals to me about the form 
is that liminality, the fact that it can 
be a mixture of both poetry and 
prose, that it revels in the 
enjoyment of language, the ability 
to blend both forms into something 
that is and isn’t either.  All this 
suggests that the lyric essay is a 
slippery form.  It does, however, 
have certain set features.  In short, 
according to David Bruce Hood, it 
is a personal essay that combines 
poetry and prose and is often 
crafted like a prose poem. Like a 
prose poem, it does not contain a 
sense of narrative or argument; 
rather it is made up of images and 
ideas, and there are no rules about 
what these images and ideas 
should be. 

Like much experimental writing, 
the lyric essay has its roots in 
North America, reportedly created 
by the Seneca Review in 1997.  The 
Review defines the lyric essay as a 
combination of prose and poetry, 
constructed from a distillation of 
ideas, mentioning but not 
expounding, suggestive but not 
exhaustive, relying on associations, 
imagery and connotation.  It refers 
to other genres such as film, music 
or literature.  It is arranged in 
fragments, based on metaphors, 
uses the intimate voice and is 
crafted with lyrical language.

LLyyrriicc  EEssssaayy

Nicola Warwick
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To complicate matters, four types 
of lyric essay have been identified:

• The prose poem – laid out on the 
page like prose but using poetic 
devices

• The collage essay – based on 
fragments from different sources, 
such as  prose or poetry and 
broken down into sections

• The braided essay – where the 
writer uses fragments of detail 
from different sources. The essay 
can be fragmented into pieces 
that are repeated in the piece. 
Quotations, description, facts, 
lists, poetic language and 
imagery can be woven or 
‘braided’ throughout the text. 
There can be an outside voice to 
shadow the writer’s voice.

• The ‘hermit crab’ essay – an 
essay formed from the shell of 
another, borrowing from fiction, 
poetry, description, personal 
narrative, songs, recipes or 
diaries which are used as an 
outline to construct something 
new.

The main exponents of the lyric 
essay include Claudia Rankine and 
Anne Carson in the United States 
and on this side of the Atlantic 
Vahni Capildeo, Luke Kennard and 
Vona Groake.  It is worth reading 
these poets’ works to help 
understand how the form can be 
used; suggested reading follows at 
the end of this article*.

For me, the lyric essay has a range 
and versatility lacking in other 
forms, allowing the writer to 
explore and develop links between 
each passage by using leaps of 
imagination.  In my own attempts 
at the form, constructing a text 
made of fragments creates 
something with its own identity, 
yet still retaining its links back to 
non-fiction, poetry and prose. This 
allows me to create something 
unique and which speaks to the 
reader of both poetry and prose.  It 
is the opportunity the form 
provides to write both prose and 
poetry which appeals to me; it is 
also an opportunity to go beyond 
non-fiction and develop something 
that is more universal than 
personal.  In another example, here 
an extract from ‘Lost Sons’, written 

as one of a group of poems about 
Suffolk. 

Extract from ‘Lost Sons’ (4) 
(unpublished):

Sons are never lost the way girls are.  
A girl can be lost and ‘fallen’; boys are 
never fallen.  They are off having 
adventures, climbing trees and 
scraping their shins, decorating their 
bodies with scars to make them look 
good, like an initiation rite.  But boys 
are lost in other ways; lost in action, 
not really lost, but losing their lives, 
losing limbs.  The ghosts of a 
generation of lost sons marching back 
from war.  Kay spirited away by the 
Snow Queen.  Peter Pan’s entourage of 
tiny terrors.  The Lost Boys in a 1980s 
horror comedy.  Lost sons are always 
boys, no matter how old they are, no 
matter how much their mothers age.  
No one to follow them down to the 
underworld and bring them back.

Sons who are sighted in crowds, who 
are any young man with the same hair 
colour, height, way of walking.  Sons 
whose names are given to any remains 
uncovered on building sites, back 
gardens, planned excavations.  Sons 
who make the national news, who are 
spotted in Aberdeen, in Cornwall, on 
the beach at Puerta Ventura.  Sons 
who stop being missing when their 
remains are deemed irretrievable.

*

A woman pacing the banks of the 
Alde, the Ore

She could be wringing her hands, 
twisting
her wedding band around her 
finger.

She might, of course, not be 
married, 
or has lost her husband to a war.

She might have nothing of the 
boy’s father 
except the boy himself, the way he 
walks,

talks, the tilt of his head as he is 
listening.
She could be alone in the world, 
the boy
the one planet she orbits. 

*

In this extract, the lyric essay is 
multi-layered and multi-textured. 
Here, the form gave me the 
opportunity to go beyond the more 
conventional style of poem I would 
normally write and develop a piece 
I had already started based on a 
young soldier, who was born in my 
home town and who had been 
killed by so-called ‘friendly fire’ in 
Afghanistan at the age of 19.  I saw 
this piece as a braided essay, using 
fragments from different sources.  
The more I wrote, the more I 
started to include other lost sons 
from fairy tales and myths of lost 
children.  As the poem was 
inspired by Suffolk and research I 
had previously carried out, I had 
already encountered the composer 
Benjamin Britten, through his most 
famous opera Peter Grimes, 
fortuitously the story of a 
fisherman who is accused of 
murdering his apprentices who 
were, therefore, more ‘lost sons’.  I 
went on to discover a piece he had 
written called Curlew River, based 
on a Japanese folk tale, where a 
woman is searching for her missing 
son.  I have also been haunted by 
Carrie Etter's Imagined Sons since I 
first read it, particularly the use of 
repetition which emphasises the 
constant guilt and regret the 
narrator of the poems is tortured 
by.  Although Etter’s collection 
describes a different kind or 
parental loss, there are elements in 
the book which can be translated to 
the experience of losing an adult 
child.  The full essay uses repeated 
phrases from Carrie Etter’s work 
and ends with a quotation from 
Kate Bush’s 1980 single Army 
Dreamers.

The lyric essay is a fluid, protean 
form.  Words such as ‘hybrid’ and 
‘liminal’ help towards and also 
cloud a definition of what it is and 
what it is not.  It is a blending, a 
collage of forms, that challenges 
both reader and writer, but also 
creates something unique and 
familiar.  I hope to explore this 
form again in my own work, to see 
where it leads me, to stray beyond 
the conventions of traditional form.

*See p.31 for Notes 
and Further reading



10

TTuurrnniinngg  JJaappaanneessee
PPaarrtt  33::    HHaaiibbuunn

Dr Tim Gardiner

The great Japanese haiku poet, 
Matsuo Bashō, first coined the term 
haibun in 1690.  Haibun is a 
prosimetric literary form combining 
prose and haiku.  Haibun often take 
the form of autobiography, essay, 
travel diary and short stories.  They 
are very similar to prose poems, but 
the haiku and prose must work 
together to form a coherent piece of 
writing.  Bashō was the most 
prominent Japanese writer of 
haibun, with his classic Narrow Road 
to the Interior detailing his epic 1500 
mile journey on foot through Edo 
Japan in the late 17th century.  In 
this extended work, the prose and 
poetry segments alternate 
throughout to create a cohesive, and 
often profound, story.  The 
following prose and haiku are from 
the prologue:

The gods seem to have possessed my 
soul and turned it inside out, and the 
roadside images seemed to invite me 
from every corner, so that it was 
impossible for me to stay idle at home. 
Even while I was getting ready, 
mending my torn trousers, tying a new 
strap to my hat, and applying moxa to 
my legs to strengthen them, I was 
already dreaming of the full moon rising 
over the islands of Matsushima. Finally, 
I sold my house, moving to the cottage 
of Sampu, for a temporary stay. Upon 
the threshold of my old home, however, I 
wrote a linked verse of eight pieces and 
hung it on a wooden pillar. 

The starting piece was:

behind this door
now buried in deep grass
a different generation will celebrate
The Festival of Dolls 

The haiku should complement but 
not repeat the content of the poem 

and be meaningful as stand-alone 
poems.  Haibun can have multiple 
haiku contained within the prose.  
The usual format is prose, haiku, 
prose, haiku...and so on.  Haibun 
have titles which reflect the content 
of the piece.  The title should catch 
the reader’s attention and not 
simply be a description of the 
haibun.  Footnotes are generally best 
kept to a minimum with the haibun 
being largely self-explanatory. 

The literary form has transferred 
successfully to the English language 
and is a very commonly written 
form of prose and poetry.  The haiku 
often deviate from the 5-7-5 syllable 
structure, with a greater emphasis 
on the cutting words (kireji), 
seasonality (kigo) and juxtaposition 
of images between the two parts of 
the poem.  These free-verse haiku 
allow a certain amount of freedom 
for the writer and the movement is 
being driven forward by 
organisations such as the Haiku 
Society of America and the British 
Haiku Society.  Specialist 
publications exist to promote the 
writing of haibun including 
Contemporary Haibun Online and 
Haibun Today.

Examples from the author 

The following haibun were written 
on the author's recent visit to 
Matsushima on the Pacific coast of 
Japan.  The first ‘Sliding Doors’ is a 
two-haiku piece (poems are one-
liners) with the final haiku a 
pastiche of Marlene Mountain’s 
classic one-liner ‘pig and i spring 
rain.’  The second haibun (Nirvana) 
is more traditional with only one 
three-line haiku at the end of the 
prose.  No footnotes are necessary. 

Sliding Doors

This is why I came to Matsushima. 
Unfortunately, it’s a cloudy evening, 
with the waxing moon rarely seen. 
Wandering along the promenade, I’m 
afforded brief glimpses of its purity, the 
night acquiring a gothic feel as the sky 
above Fukuura Island is illuminated by 
a partially concealed moon.

teasing thick clouds Bashō’s crater

The town appears closed down by nine, 
the streets deserted. Samurai road signs 
blink like stars along the uneven path, 
but still no break in the clouds. I wait.....

moon viewing bush-cricket and i

Nirvana

Bashō had the full moon over 
Matsushima, I shall have the sunrise. 
Descending the seawall steps to the 
beach overlooking Oshima Island, I 
graze my foot on a rock, but the searing 
pain cannot touch me here. For once, the 
isolation seems appropriate, interrupted 
only by a heron flying overhead and the 
occasional arc of a fish leaping through 
the stillness. An old man wanders along 
the shore, fishing rod slung over his 
shoulder. 

cut foot
the sun bleeds 
into the bay

To conclude, haibun are one of the 
most effective types of poetry and 
prose hybrid.  The haiku and prose 
combine together to form a 
powerful piece of writing, although 
dry humour works well too.  In the 
author’s opinion, haibun offer an 
excellent vehicle for storytelling and 
often work well when read at poetry 
evenings.

Matsushima Bay at sunrise
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TThhee  SSoouunndd  ooff  WWoorrddss

A Personal Perspective Shared

Lynne Nesbit

In the beginning was the Word.  And 
the Word was with God and the Word 
was God.

The Gospel according to St. John 
states this but what does it mean?  
What “Word”?  And how can it be 
both the material substance of the 
Creator and yet simultaneously 
separate from the Creator? Who or 
what, indeed, is the “Creator”?  
Perhaps the nature of words 
themselves can provide an answer 
to this conundrum which has 
puzzled mankind since man was 
kind enough to consider it.

As quantum physics is revealing, in 
the beginning is vibration.  I don’t 
understand quantum physics 
either, so I must approach my 
understanding by the only sure 
method I have – experience.

I’m in love with words. I love their 
taste.  I let my tongue roll them 
round my teeth and smack my lips 
with them.  I love their music.  
Take the word “bell”.  You strike it 
with your lips and it resonates for 
as long as your teeth and tongue 
remain in contact.  It could be 
forever, or at least while your 
breath lasts.  Here is a word 
describing an object whose 
function is attracting attention, 
persistent, vibrating musically over 
fields, towns and cities, calling 

people to prayer or warning of 
danger.  When uttering the word, 
we stop it only with our own will. 
We remove the tongue from behind 
the teeth and the sound ceases.  
Let’s now take the word “will”.  It 
starts with a kiss!  The lips come 
forward into the "oo" position and 
desire kicks in to form the word.  It 
is a very strong sound. That’s all 
about desire, creation, generation 
and it’s very personal.  Nothing 
happens unless I will it.  And my 
will rests on the "ll" sound until my 
breath finally runs out – at death.

I love words with “M”.  Mother, 
matrix, mate, matter, maternal, 
Mummy, more, mellifluous, 
maybe, mellow.  They vibrate on 
our lips - used to express love, to 
connect with others.  I also love 
words with “L”.  Love, longing, 
allow, languish, lofty, alone, lonely.  
There is something of the element 
of water in the sound of “L”.  It 
flows.  But take the word “lack”.  It 
starts off okay but then has 
nowhere to go.  It’s stopped in its 
tracks.  That hard crack at the back 
of the tongue closes everything off.  
On the other hand, “allow” is like 
an open door, open at both ends, 
permitting free passage.

Some years ago, I had a neck 
problem.  I went to a chiropractor.  
He started with some muscle-
testing exercises.  I lay on his couch 
and he told me to resist the 
pressure of his hand on my arm.  
He told me to think of the worst 
that had happened to me.  He was 
an irresistibly handsome 
Frenchman, but I did my best.  I 
couldn’t resist his pressure.  He 
said that was normal.  (I think he 
was talking about the test, rather 
than his persona).  My chiropractor 
then told me to think of the best 
that had happened to me.  But it 
was the same; I couldn’t resist the 
pressure.  He then put a white 
phial on my forehead and repeated 
the exercise.  Amazingly, I could 
resist his pressure with both 
positive and negative thoughts 
going on.  He informed me that the 
substance in the phial was 
“Gamma” and it was missing from 
my brain.  He told me that he 
couldn’t treat me until this balance 
in the brain was restored and said 
its absence was due to a very 
negative idea I then held about 

myself.  I was feeling pretty good 
at the time so didn’t believe him.  
He said the idea was hidden deep 
in my unconscious, not even my 
subconscious mind.  He gave me 
an affirmation which, again, I 
couldn’t come to terms with, and 
told me to repeat it each night for a 
month before going to sleep.  

Despite my reservations, I dutifully 
repeated the affirmation nightly.  I 
was astonished to find, on 
returning, that I could resist the 
pressure of his hand on my arm no 
matter what I was thinking.  The 
very words I had been repeating 
mentally appeared to carry an 
energy which had changed the 
substances governing my brain and 
positively affected my physical 
strength.  This was a revelation, an 
aha! moment in my life.  I realised 
that words carried a power which I 
had never thought possible.  I 
suddenly understood spells, 
blessings, curses and, above all, 
mantra.  Here was the root of 
magic – words.

Of course, what I’m writing about 
is not new knowledge (if there is 
such a thing anyway).  Jesus knew 
it; Hitler knew it; every good writer 
knows it.   It comes naturally to a 
poet.  But perhaps we forget how 
powerful this knowledge is.  We 
gloss over the impact our words 
have on others. Here’s some more 
old knowledge:

Water takes on the nature of a word 
or sound.  I first heard this some 35 
years ago at a lecture on the power 
of sound.  The speaker showed us 
water crystals magnified under a 
microscope after the body of water 
had been subjected to different 
types of music played and then 
frozen.  On “hearing” Mozart, the 
water formed amazingly complex 
and beautifully arranged patterns 
in its crystals.  Beethoven also 
provoked beautifully balanced, 
though less complex, patterns.  
Then he showed us crystals which 
had been subjected to “Heavy 
Metal” music.  Chaos!  There was 
no pattern at all, just a mess.  He 
reminded the audience of how 
much of their brains are comprised 
of water.  (I don’t remember the 
percentage – probably because I’ve 
dried up a bit since then!)  I then 
read a book which illustrated the 
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idea using the same experiments 
but with words rather than music.  
It was startling.  Love and 
associated words created 
beautifully arranged crystals, 
whereas swear-words and words 
expressing hatred and rejection 
created Heavy Metal type crystals.  
After reading that, I talked to my 
plants more earnestly, even 
apologising if I forgot to water 
them.  I can’t say, in all honesty, I 
no longer used some well-worn 
expletives if I make an error or 
drop a much-loved vase.  But, hey-
ho, I’m also a work in progress…

We all experience how words can 
heal or hurt; it is an intrinsic power 
in their sound.  We feel totally 
depleted in the face of someone’s 
anger or abusive language and 
even their uncontrollable, 
inconsolable grief.  How different it 
can be when we are praised, 

encouraged, treated with words of 
loving respect and kindness.  And, 
back to my affirmation all those 
years ago, the power of positive 
thinking using uplifting and 
encouraging language can change 
our perception of our world.  It is 
how we create the very worlds we 
individually inhabit.  In fact, we 
each are responsible for the world 
we live in.  There are as many 
worlds as there are people on the 
planet.  And we must take 
responsibility for creating our own, 
rather than blame someone else for 
its creation.

Writers of every kind, especially 
journalists and broadcasters who 
can influence millions in a moment 
with a sentence, have a grave 
responsibility not to sentence 
humanity to death.  We who write 
poetry seek to crystallise the very 
essence of our thought, to 

communicate that essence and 
thereby connect with our reader.  If 
a word is a vibration and 
everything in the Universe is 
constantly vibrating, words are the 
bridge to that universal vibration 
throbbing in every atom and are 
the means to connecting, not just 
with fellow humans but with 
everything.

I should like to steal a quote from 
one of James Knox Whittet’s 
essays: Dr Rowan Williams on 
Waldo Williams, the Welsh poet.

“What comes first in the universe is 
connectedness – recognition.  In 
that sense, the enterprise of poetry 
is taking us to the level of 
primordial language; ultimately, 
the Word of God – the speech 
which underlies our humanity, 
indeed our very being.”

Pengames

The pen moved over the page, playing games.
She toyed with this idea and that.
Pensive, she sat.
The pendulum swung through each second 
And a thought, an idea, pending its fruition
Hung from wispy whispers in her mind.
Some she clung to, depending upon inspiration.
But she was an independent woman.
No hanging around waiting for the fruit to drop.
The pen moved quickly, words pendulous on lines,
Like cherry blossom inviting closer examination
To see the beauty of minuscule symmetry in each tiny flower.
And then the penny dropped!
Her pen became pennate as it flew swiftly across the page
To be the brightest pennant fluttering in the light of the sage.

Lynne Nesbit

from SSeelleecctteedd  PPooeemmss
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FFrroomm  CCoonnfflliicctt  ttoo  
RReessoolluuttiioonn

A report on the four-year poetry 
project to commemorate the 
centenary of WW1.

Pam Job and Judith Wolton

In the beginning, we focused on 
Wilfred Owen – his poetry and his 
death on the Sambre-Oise Canal in 
Ors on the Western Front in 
November 1918. This was because 
we were fortunate to be invited via 
Art Connexions Lille, in 2010, to 
the initial stages of the re-
imagining of La Maison Forestière by 
the British sculptor, Simon 
Patterson. The house where Owen 
and fellow soldiers from the 
Manchesters spent their last night, 
just outside the village of Ors, is 
now a celebration of the poet’s life 
and work. It was the inclusion of 
an outside performance space in 
the plans which inspired our 
thinking about commissioning a 
poetry project to take advantage of 
this in the future.

We were grateful to the Suffolk 
Branch of the Western Front 
Association for donating seed 
funding, and to Mosaic Stanza and 
poetrywivenhoe, to whom proceeds 
would be donated to further 
community poetry activities. We 
began by commissioning mainly 
local poets to submit work on the 
general theme of ‘Conflict’ and we 
also invited interested students on 
the M.A. Fine Art course at 
Colchester Institute to choose a 
poem from the final selection and 
respond with an illustration. The 
resulting anthology, edited by 
Stephen Boyce of Winchester 
Poetry Festival, so too have the doves 
gone (Jardine Press), was published 
in 2014 to coincide with the 
outbreak of hostilities 100 years 
previously. 

To commemorate the ending of the 
War in 1918, we commissioned a 
further anthology on the theme of 
‘Reconciliation’ from as many of 
the original poets as possible. 
Towards the Light was published in 
2018 and includes translations of 
some of the poems into French, 
German and Italian, in the spirit of 
reconciliation. This anthology was 
edited by Vivien Whelpton, an 

expert in the poetry of the First 
World War and author of the 
acclaimed biography Richard 
Aldington, Poet, Soldier and Lover. 
Proceeds from the sale of Towards 
the Light are to be donated to 
Colchester Refugee Action.

The Project was brought to a fitting 
conclusion at La Maison Forestière in 
the performance space, as we had 
originally envisaged, by a reading 
on November 5th from both 
anthologies by some of the 
contributing poets, with the 
support of the editors, as part of a 
Battle Honours Tour, Wilfred Owen 
on the Western Front.  This reading 
followed a moving ceremony at 
Owen’s graveside where a bagpipe 
lament was played, a German 
bugle owned by Owen sounded 
the last post and there were 
readings of his poems. This was 
broadcast live by the BBC on 
Armistice Day.

A list of events associated with the 
Project follows.  It has been an 
amazing few years and our 
grateful thanks go to all those, 
especially the poets, who made it 
possible. 

A few, too few for drums and yells
May creep back, silent, to village 
wells . . .

Wilfred Owen, 'The send-off'

Events generated by the project 

Readings: so too have the doves gone 
2014

Launched at: Essex Book Festival at 
The Minories Gallery, Colchester; 
Poetry Wivenhoe (sponsor of the 
first part of the Project), Essex 
Poetry Festival at The Cramphorn 
Theatre, Chelmsford.  Other 
readings: Winchester Poetry 
Festival; The Martello Tower, 
Jaywick; Arlingtons Poetry Cafe, 
Ipswich; Felixstowe Book Festival.

Pam Job’s poem, 'The Parcel', 
written for the project, was chosen 
to be read at Ipswich Remembers, a 
multi media event held at The Corn 
Exchange in March to mark the end 
of the First World War and was 
subsequently set to music, together 
with poems by Siegfried Sassoon 
and Carl Sandburg, by the tenor and 
composer Tom Randle and received 
its world premiere performance by 

Ipswich Choral Society at Snape 
Maltings in April 2019.

Readings: Towards the Light 2018

Launched at: The Minories Gallery, 
Colchester. Other readings: Halstead 
Library as part of Essex Poetry 
Festival; part of a Remembrance 
event at Quay Place, Ipswich; WW1 
Exhibition at the Minories Gallery 
commemorating the end of WW1.

Workshops based around the 
anthologies were held over the four 
years for students at Suffolk 
University, artists from the Institute 
of Fine Arts, Mozaic stanza in 
Colchester and Parsons Heath 
primary School. 

A few copies of the anthologies are 
available at a special ‘end of Project’ 
price. 

Contact: editor@suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk

Aftershock.
A jawan remembers.

Nobody met our ship when we 
 came home;
no flags, no bands, no cheers,
no state occasion,

Unrecognised we docked,
our sacrifices unremarked –
just an ordinary day.

At home I sit and try to forget
the unbearable cold,
the freezing rain, 

the stench of the mud
the enemy who was not our enemy,
while bombs poured down like 
 monsoon rain.

That mud wiped out our darker 
 skins,
our dead were camouflaged, their
bones crushed under our feet.

Now as rains hammer on my roof
I cower in corners,
hide from invisible bombs;

watch whirling shrouds
wrapping our dead jawans,
spinning in my mind like 
dervishes.

I run through tortured labyrinths,
bounce off padded walls –
there is no escape.

Judith Wolton

FFrroomm  SSeelleecctteedd  PPooeemmss
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The Editor thanks Kate Foley and James Knox Whittet for acting as referees for the selected poems.
Note: All poems are submitted to the referees anonymously.

Coffee and Radio

Weak, citrus sunlight gleams in the window
where white chrysanthemums stand still.

Apples stay put in their bowl, smile knowingly,
as bananas stretch cramped fingers towards
some question not yet asked.

‘Saturday Live’ is the accompaniment
to our shared breakfast.  Coffee filters
as croissants crisp in the oven.

We have not yet touched the lip of the day.

Sally Warrell

Dreams of Flight 

Each day at dawn over our house they fly.
A clamour of rooks from south-east to north-west.
Not far behind, a colony of seagulls test
more graceful wings against a salmon sky.
Walking with my dog by spikes of corn
I wonder where these birds might build their nests,
where peck and scavenge, squabble, take their rest?
Worms turned up by plough, seed freshly sown.
Our ancestors obeyed this route for long 
before the Colne was channelled, marshes drained.
Men ran behind migrating aurochs, sheep,
and then by night they joined their kin in song; 
crouched by crackling fires, told stories, yearned
to rise on wings like rooks; flew in their sleep.

Anne Boileau

Warham Camp

The earthwork wears a flowery dress
spread skirts of flimsy cotton lawn
sprigged with ladies bedstraw, field scabious
and mignonette, jeweled with pyramid orchids. 
This aged warrior in drag, heaves his bosoms 
looks down on his monochrome neighbours.
He is undeniably the belle of the ball. 
Chalk hill butterflies flutter like a fan 
a hint of blue behind lowered lashes
the scent of thyme on his tough old skin.  

Susan Mobbs

Development  
     

Dead, gashed rail-track trees
attacked, dispersed,
litter our journey.
There’s asphodel’s talcum splattering,
cow parsley’s pierced plates,
complicated insect lives,
while a lone magpie guards the divide
between black and white,
the sunset test.

Where else can nature go
and hang its messy clothes?
Behind the buddleia’s wild spread
cows and sheep await the abattoir,
while in their glassy boardrooms,
buying one field after another
the fat violent babies draw straight lines,
cutting overgrown fields into shape
carving out neat profits.

Pat Jourdan
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Poem for Paul

Like a series of photographs, I picture you
Your face here, in black and white
A child, smiling out at the camera.
Your face as a man on that windswept hill
Smiles, twinkling eyes, despite the rain.
In the church porch at Blythburgh
You sit, your head sprouting flowers and greenery
But no hair
Smiling at the absurdity.

Rising at six, you meditate
Or move slowly through slow motion 
Steps
Tai Chi in the garden.
Emailing poems daily to those you
Love
And you loved so many, so 
Powerfully.

Sitting sorting snapshots
You’re directly here
Present
At each moment.
Open – transparent - at each moment
Tenderly, you eye the face behind the lens
Smiling
Conveying so much with a 
Look.

Ian Hartley

Recycled Love

Through will o’the wisp crackle-lipped kisses.

Through hoar-frosted heartsore for undefined times.

Through willowing billowing winter-sleep tears.

Through silver-slate bark on dew-dripping trees.

Through burgeoning budding and soap-scudding skies.

Through unfallowed fields nodding in unison.

Through cricket and swift in darting profusion.

Through sun-dinted diamond-night drowsy dog days.

Through lilting lamenting portents of change.

Through mustard and russet plum drop and fig fall.

Through scuttle and rustle through scampering dark.

Through sleet and mist and fleet-footed rain.

Through will o’the wisp crackle-lipped kisses……….

Roger West

Earthworm Awakens 

Tight as a knot.
Drought.
She slumbers
in her own clay pot.

Until raindrops 
drumming soft
unlock
the confines
of her cell.

Recalling the joy
of friable soil
the smell of wet,
she loosens the knot,
uncurls.

Insinuates
her glistening point 
up to the light,
the sparkling.

Anne Boileau

Shells in the Sand

He studies the shells in the sand
where moments ago
children had been playing.
Recalls days at the beach,
seaside amusements in the evenings
feeling at home on the shooting range
plinking metal ducks with an air rifle,
the first time he’d held a gun.

He grips the rifle in his hand,
curses the desert heat,
ducks metal as shrapnel 
pocks the wall that shelters him;
the wall of a house
outside which moments ago
children had been playing.
He studies the shells in the sand.

Derek Adams
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Walpole Old Chapel 

In the chapel
watched by all those ghosts
who refuse to conform
we read poetry of one kind
or another

One by one we leave our ancient stalls
open the ancient doors
and read new words from the 
lower pulpit

The whistle of bats 
like radio stations not quite tuned in
interrupts the liturgy,
and a frightened bird from nowhere
is trapped beneath the ceiling

But we are not easily distracted:
we have something to say
and though the dust gets in our eyes
the opportunity is clear

No-one stops us:
we read on and on, and our words mingle
with the cobwebs,
sounding much like a sermon
though there are prayers too

The light fails:
the bird is exhausted,
and so are we:
we and our words file out into the graveyard
set free, 
set free

Tim Lenton

War and Home
Sunday 16th September 2018 at 3pm

War and Home performed on Halesworth Road
where Shingle Street played and Suffolk poets’ voices
blend in fellowship with Walpole Old Chapel,
independent since 1649,
its load-bearing knee braces and oak tines grip the roof
while choices of box pews and benches,
seat the many who attend.

Witness the silhouette of a crow in the trace work 
of the arched window on this late summer Sunday as lines
tell of ordinary lives and ordinary incidents united by their place
in times and trenches; Culloden, WW1 and now Gaza,
to name but a few.

A son growing up like his father,
a photograph inside a shoe box,
a bullet that missed me but found the next soldier.
A granny
who filled the world with shadows when she died, 
in a bit of time - just one of the bits of time - 
and a son who died in another.

Their song was of a disordered world.
The crow on the cradle, what can you do?
This is the thing that I’ll leave up to you.

They’ve spoken too of an ordered world where
old birds are not turned from their nests.  A world
I am not ready to leave - not this world of sense -
but squeeze once more into the Chevy, 
(three adults in front, five children in the back),
and lose friends who needed to be lost and 
leave the toilet seat up, only a token, no offense,
and think you would forget,
well I was wrong.

This is the thing that I’ll leave up to you.

A poem that is softly spoken
so that you would have to strain to get
its meaning.  For that is all that will remain, when,
in this bit of time, the graveyards are all gone and
old words are returned to their nests.

Paul McLintic
September 2018

Image from ChurchCrawler / Walpole 
(Suffolk) Congregational Chapel
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Covehithe Treasure Hunt

Now I am alone
I can search in earnest.
An ebbing tide extends
my range.

I zig-zag, stoop,
sometimes crouch low
to home in on a chosen patch,
most stones left unturned.

Intrigued 
by my snail-pace scrutiny
a passing couple wonder
if it's amber.

Content in the moment
of late afternoon
my thoughts are of little more
than nothing.

I'm as focused
as foraging martins
who circle round their nest 
holes
in the cliff.

So far my finds are few -
three seaglass jewels
in fern, olive, sage.
I'll settle for these.

Then
lying in wait
a richly banded agate
finds its burnisher.

Janni Ellmoos

Pandora

I thought I told you not to touch the box
Said God.
Let alone open it.

He has said this kind of thing before,
Wheedling for food
For guilt or shame.

This time she ignores him. Jars of sparks
Cross into heaven sideways.
Everything goes up.

Early next day she goes to visit the wood,
The walnut and
The wicker light.

And under the greenest tree sits down,
Steps off the world
Unexpectedly,

Leans back on the trunk, enclosed.
Day’s touch
And silent bees.

These actions have the desired result, namely
No more
Deity involved,

Winked out, like the extinction 
Of tail lights
First thing in the morning,

Like when the sun comes up over the sea
And mirrored night
Lets us all off again.

Neil Fleming

Keys

This old typewriter was in a room I
slept in at Barnhill, Jura – doubtless not
the one used by Orwell to write Nineteen
Eighty-Four. Note the moss growing inside
the window: a veritable garden.
I tried the typewriter, and the only
key that printed was ‘h’. I have that ‘h’
in a soiled exercise book I took from
the room. The book was empty, save for page
one where there’s a child’s attempted letters
‘L’ and ‘T’ in green felt, and the final
page (upside down) where an adult’s written:
wind changes, Ships Masters, diseases and
Edgar Allan Poe on Corryvreckan.

Jane Henderson
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Florence Cox talks with 
Kate Foley

I first remember meeting Kate 
Foley at Suffolk Poetry 
Society’s 2012 AGM, where 
we had an interesting 
conversation, and in May that 
year I was inspired to attend a 
poetry workshop she ran for 
us in Eye, returning home 
with Kate’s poetry book A 
Year Without Apricots.  I found 
her an inspirational tutor but 
was largely unaware of the 
extraordinary life that she had 
lived, which contributed 
greatly to her evolution as a 
writer and teacher.  In 2015 I 
attended a poetry reading of 
Kate’s in Woodbridge library 
and enjoyed the quiet power 
of her uncompromising 
poems from The Don’t Touch 
Garden, many evoking images 
and events of her childhood.

On 3rd August 2018, Fran 
Reader and I visited Kate 
Foley to ask her if she would 
consider the possibility of 
becoming President of Suffolk 
Poetry Society when James 

Knox Whittet retired.  She 
seemed genuinely surprised 

by this.  We found Kate in 
a tucked-away cottage in 
Easton.  Sun splashed 
through the quiet rooms 
while we talked and 
drank coffee from very 
continental dark green 
coffee cups.  Later we 
walked across the 
footpath with Kate and 
Tonnie to the long garden 
where vegetables were 
growing in the summer 
heat.

Kate and Tonnie divide 
their time between 
Suffolk and Amsterdam 
and are clearly dismayed 
by the prospect of 
possible impediments to 
the free movement 
between their two homes 
which they have enjoyed 
for over twenty years.

Kate Foley generously 
shared her history with 
us.  Her mother, 
unmarried and pregnant, 
was hidden away in a 

Kensington convent by her 
“respectable” family until 
Kate was born.  Kate was then 
adopted by a family of very 
modest means; her adoptive 
mother had lost seven babies 
and longed to have a child. 
Her adoptive father was a 
carpenter of Irish descent.  
They were living in two rooms 
in a small semi in Neasden 
when WW2 began.

Kate’s mother was constantly 
terrified that Kate would find 
out that she was adopted.  A 
bookish child, her father put 
her forward for the convent 
school and she won a place 
there.  It was because of her 
quirky pranks that when she 
was 14, a nun spilled the 
beans, suggesting to Kate that 
she was like that because she 
was adopted.  As soon as she 
got home, she searched for the 
adoption papers which indeed 
confirmed this hidden truth.  
Kate’s addiction to reading 
and the fact that she didn’t 
look like her mother had 
already made her feel 
“different.”

Kate Foley reading at the AGM

AA  LLaarrkk  ......  ffrroomm  SSeelleecctteedd  
PPooeemmss

Antique  Clutter

No more have I the need to own,
A precious vase or coin,

No more the steep insurance bill
For keeping it all going.

I’ve little left that’s any use,
I’ve little left at all,

Yet paintings by some unknown artist,
Are still hanging in the hall.

The glass cabinet that fills the alcove there,
Holds a silver spoon and pot,

And if you delve by the unsigned bronze,
There’s some others I’d forgot.

And in the wood wormed table drawer,
You’ll find an old three - diamond ring,

With a military button and a military badge,
That I found with my ‘detector thing’

So throw down the Dalton tea set,
(Still valued though it’s cracked),

Throw down the ageing longcase clock,
Without it’s proper back.

Lift out the large dark sideboard,
It’s an affront to my keen eye,
While the top is late Victorian,

The bottom’s MFI.

Throw out the leaded soldiers,
Who await their Sergeant’s sign,

And if there’s room, throw in the van,
This model yacht of mine.

Someone else can keep these treasures,
The old relics of the past,

And gaze for twenty years like me,
Through pale Edwardian glass.

Load up load up the hired van,
The auction rooms are staged,
And see if you can resurrect,

The prices I once paid.

Before you leave, put on the kettle,
A biscuit from the tin,

And if the dog still barks outside,
Just let the poor dog in.

David Ferguson 
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By the time of her GCEs, the school 
had said they could not keep Kate, 
and she failed all her exams except 
English, but her mother insisted 
that she should be allowed to 
return for re-sits and this time she 
passed.  From school she went to 
work for Westminster Council, 
where fortunately a medical was 
required; this led to a diagnosis of 
tuberculosis and Kate was in 
hospital for months.  She enjoyed a 
rich social life with other patients, 
reassessed her future and became a 
nurse. 

These were times when Kate was 
tussling with religion and sexuality, 
confused about what she believed 
and wanted.  She started to 
specialise in midwifery, which led 
to some very moving poems about 
the very thin line between life and 
death, and then later she began 
teacher training because she 
realised that she wanted to make 
words the bedrock of her 
professional life.  At a Catholic 
teaching training college – not the 
easiest place to begin such a 
relationship! – she met her partner 
of the next three decades. 

Living in Lincolnshire and London, 
Kate then studied at university to 
gain professional and academic 
qualifications in the conservation 
of antiquities, becoming Head of 
English Heritage’s research 
laboratories in her last post before 
retirement.  She is a Fellow of the 
Society of Antiquaries and was 
awarded an honorary doctorate by 
De Montfort University for her 
work in conservation education. 

At a conference in Washington in 
1993, she met Tonnie, a 
Dutchwoman, and after some years 
they realised that they loved each 
other and were married in 2000.  In 
the same year, the biological 
mother that she had recently 
discovered to be alive in America, 
died.  Subsequently she contacted 
her brother and his family. 

From this rich earth, a fine poet has 
sprung, one who has written 
poetry since the age of 11 but only 
belatedly was recognised and 
published.  The poets and poetry 

that captured her attention were 
Gerard Manley Hopkins, the 
Metaphysical poets, Medieval 
Latin Lyrics translated by Helen 
Waddell and T. S. Eliot, as well as 
Adrienne Rich and very many 
other American women poets.  
Kate says, “I’m partial to women 
poets, who often don’t get a fair 
crack of the whip. I like innovative 
new poets – but sometimes 
struggle to understand.  I 
appreciate any poet who captures 
and concentrates something that 
can’t be expressed except through 
poetry.”

I asked Kate about the process of 
producing a poem, and she said 
that practice is fundamental: 
“Scribbling, crossing out, drawing, 
all in a never-to-be-parted-from 
notebook.  From notebook to 
layout pad, from pad to computer, 
the process, which is very 
reductive but also very visual, 
progresses - if indeed it’s going to 
be a poem.”

Kate’s inspirations come from 
“music, art, books, the natural 
world, happenings, people, rage … 
you name it!”  She adds, “I’m 
becoming much more political.  As 

long as I have my notebook handy 
to catch the fugitive word as it flies 
past … I’m interested to see how 
my writing has largely left behind 
my own personal history and 
broadened out. I feel a poem about 
those poor refugee sand martins 
coming on!”

Kate has had poems published in a 
wide variety of magazines and 
anthologies.  She has won 
numerous prizes and has ten 
collections to her name, the most 
recent A Gift of Rivers (Arachne 
Press, 2018) and Electric Psalms 
(Shoestring Press, 2016).  She 
regularly reads and runs 
workshops in England and 
Holland.

At Suffolk Poetry Society’s AGM 
on March 24th, our members 
ratified the appointment of Kate 
Foley as our new President.  We are 
glad to welcome this modest 
mistress of her craft to her new role 
and look forward to seeing more of 
her, in particular at her workshop 
and reading at our 6th Festival at 
the John Peel Centre on Saturday 
May 11th (see p. 3).

Publications:

A Gift of Rivers (Arachne Press, 2018)

Electric Psalms new and selected poems (Shoestring Press, 
2016)

Don’t Touch Garden (Arachne Press, 2015)

Other collections from Shoestring Press:

One Window North (2012)

The Silver Rembrandt (2008)

Laughter from the Hive (2004)

Other collections:

A Year Without Apricots (Blackwater Press, 1999), direct 
from Kate Foley 

Soft Engineering (Only Women Press, 1994), shortlisted for 
the Aldeburgh Best First Collection prize.

Chapbooks:

A Fox Assisted Cure (Shoestring press, 2012) 

Night and Other Animals (Green Lantern Press, 2002)
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Fran Reader with Pam Job

FR  When and how did poetry 
become such an important part of 
your life?

PJ  Something I have realised is 
that I grew up with poetry because 
my parents had had to learn poetry 
at school and they liked reciting it – 
so I knew all about ‘Hiawatha’, the 
boy stood on the burning deck, 
‘Mariana’, and ‘The Lady of 
Shalott’. 

FR  So were your parents big 
readers?

PJ   My mother was, my father 
wasn’t, but had been.  My 
grandmother lived with us and she 
read all the time so there were 
always books around.  I was an 
only child and I was given a lot of 
books, some of them poetry – I 
loved 'John Gilpin' – I could 
probably recite it now.  My mother 
took me to join the local library 
when I was five, I remember.  
They’d run out of fairy tales to read 
to me!  At grammar school, I 
enjoyed the Metaphysical poets, 
Gerard Manley Hopkins and 
Shakespeare, and later T.S. Eliot.

FR   When did it become mega? 

PJ   Well, that was when I gave up 
work; I retired from education, had 
more spare time and I started to 
write.  I knew it was always there 
as something I was sort of working 
towards.  I did courses in short 
story writing at City Lit in London 
– really good courses and good 
teaching.  It taught me how 
important it is to work in a group.  
I’m totally wedded to working in 
groups; you learn so much from 
other people.  However, I found 

short stories are just ridiculously 
difficult to write.  I can’t do 
character and structure.  We moved 
to Essex and I started an MA in 
creative writing at the University – 
it was a new course which I didn’t 
enjoy, but I did write one essay that 
gave me my next direction – it was 
on contemporary women poets 
writing about war.  I left the course 
and tried a ten-week online 
introduction to writing poetry with 
the Open University and then 
another online poetry course with 
the Open College of the Arts for 
two years.  They were really good – 
they made me read in a focused 
way.  Again, I was with a group – 
an online group.  I do realise I am 
lucky, being able to afford to go on 
courses while a lot of people can’t. 

I have found I need an objective.  
Although I write all the time, it’s 
hard to be motivated to shape stuff, 
which is why competitions work 
for me because of the time 
deadline, much more so than 
sending work off to magazines.  
The first competition I entered was 
the Fakenham, with Ronald Blythe 
as judge.  I took part in an eco-
poetry course organised by Anne 
Boileau with the poet Judy 
Gahagan. Fred Ellis was in the 
group and he brought leaflets 
about the competition one day.   So 
I sent some poems in and won!  I 
thought “Oh it works – I’m OK”.  
This was in 2010, I think, so I went 
up to Fakenham to pick up my 
prize – £100.  I thought this is 
amazing, great fun, and I joined 
SPS.  Then I won the Crabbe 
Competition with James Knox 
Whittet as judge and that made me 
take it all much more seriously.  

I’m constantly working, reading, 
thinking, and doing courses and 
writing retreats when I can.  My 
favourite retreat is the Welsh 
Writing Centre in Lloyd George’s 
old house at Ty Newydd – a very 
inspirational place.  Workshops 
and courses are very helpful for 
generating ideas.  Poetry School 
courses are excellent.  I belong to a 
poetry reading group, as well as to 
Mosaic in Colchester, which is a 
Poetry Society Stanza group. I was 

on the team organising 
poetrywivenhoe with Peter 
Kennedy for ten years and I’ve met 
some inspirational poets through 
that.  So poetry in many forms has 
been very important to me over the 
past ten years.  Carrying on and 
winning some awards just gives me 
the next push to be more 
adventurous. 

FR    What about local workshops?

PJ     I’ve enjoyed all the 
workshops organised by SPS very 
much.  For example, Beth Soule’s 
workshop on local folklore was 
terrific.  I also did an excellent 
workshop with Rebecca Goss at the 
White Farm in Little Glenham.  
Kate Foley’s workshops have 
always been such fun and very 
inspirational.  Michael Laskey’s 
workshops at the SPS Festival have 
been good starting points too.  We 
are lucky to have such professional 
poets working in our area.  We 
need more local workshops please!

FR    Are there specific poets that 
have influenced your work?

PJ     I absolutely love Lorca, 
although it’s always tricky reading 
in translation.  I did a whole year 
with Kathryn Maris, an American 
poet and tutor at the Poetry School, 
and that led me to read masses of 
new American poetry.  It’s hard to 
say who I’m influenced by because 
I’ve absorbed so much.  Emily 
Dickinson is quite central now – 
her startling images.  Elizabeth 
Bishop is amazing in every way.  
Anne Carson and Jorie Graham I 
find very interesting, formally and 
in their subject matter.  Some of 
Plath’s work is extraordinary but 
I’m never quite sure about the 
‘confessional’ thing.  Sharon Olds is 
someone I’ve come to respect more 
because of the way she writes, 
although she is often ‘labelled’ a 
confessional poet.  It’s an 
interesting debate, especially in the 
light of women writing today 
about their experiences.  Lorine 
Niedeker is somebody I’m just 
getting to grips with; she’s not the 
easiest but very interesting when it 
comes to writing about landscape.  
In the UK I think Alice Oswald is a 

Pam in her inspirational 
"little garden house"
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true original.  There are other 
women writing about landscape – 
I can recommend the book Ground 
Aslant edited by Harriet Tarlo.  I 
don’t only read women poets! 
Mark Doty and Mike Imlah and 
Jacob Polley are poets I like a lot.

FR   Would you say that it is 
landscape that draws you most? 

PJ    Yes, and that is why I’m not so 
drawn to the urban poetry that is 
coming out now, especially from 
America.  I can see that it is 
capturing their times, their 
moment, but I think maybe we as a 
people are still far more ‘pastoral’ 
somewhere in our imaginations.  
However, it’s very difficult not to 
fall into sentimentality and 
nostalgia.  I am interested in 
finding new ways of writing about 
landscape, about the natural 
world.  I’m always landscape, 
always place.  And, of course, there 
is so much now about climate 
change and species extinction that 
gives it urgency.

FR   Can you talk me through your 
writing process?

PJ    I just take notes the whole 
time – things I hear on the radio, 
things I see on the television – I’m a 
compulsive note-taker.  I’ve got 
millions of notebooks.  I’m sadly 
fetishistic about notebooks and 
pencils.  I sharpen pencils 
obsessively too.  It’s part of my 
process – I always write in pencil.  
And I love my notebooks, always 
plain paper, preferably cream.  If 
I’m reading, I’m writing notes at 
the same time.  If I go to exhibitions 
I’m constantly writing notes.  I’m 
very keen on writing from art or 
photographs – what they trigger in 
me, not so much descriptions of the 
work.  Once I get an idea, I’ll pull 
words out from notes and 
constantly write, rethink, revisit, 
rewrite.  Kate Foley calls it 
composting. 

FR   Do you use form at all?

PJ    Oh yes, it’s a terrific 
discipline.  I have worked recently 
on the ‘exploded’ sonnet with a 
couple of poet friends, looking at 
how you can do 14 lines in 

different ways.  See Don Paterson 
40 Sonnets!  We read Terrance 
Hayes, who was short-listed for the 
T.S. Eliot Prize with American 
Sonnets for My Past and Future 
Assassin (2018) for inspiration.  I 
find when I write poems they take 
their own form in a quite magical 
way but you do need that 
grounding before you can rely on 
your intuition about form. 

The two competitions I did well in 
last year were for Magma 
magazine and Cornwall – both 
poems were in couplets – and they 
were short, 20 lines sort of thing.  
My poems fell into couplets quite 
naturally, so I think I’m going 
through a couplet stage!

FR    Can I come now to your WW1 
centenary project? (See ‘From 
Conflict to Resolution’ p.13)

PJ     Vivienne Whelpton, who 
edited our second commemorative 
anthology, found that my father 
had probably fought in the Second 
Battle of Arras in WW1, so the 
project brought my father back into 
focus.  He was fifty when I was 
born, so my father had been 
through that war but never spoke 
about it – there were these tiny bits 
of information but I had no picture 
of what had happened to him.   
Because I had very little, I was 
prompted to try and find out more 
but I still don’t know very much.  
And then I wrote the poem that 
won the Crabbe, ‘A String of 
Shallots’, which was about not 
knowing and trying to piece bits 
together, so it was very good for 
me to bring my father back.

FR    For most people it would be 
grandfathers

PJ    Yes, that generational shift has 
been difficult to manage.  Visiting 
Arras and going into the 
underground tunnels – they’re 
made of chalk and they have films 
projected onto the walls, that were 
taken at the time – I found myself 
looking for my father.  I have some 
photographs of him in the war, 
which have become incredibly 
precious.  It seemed so long ago it 
has been hard to imagine how that 
could be my father – a life that I 

never knew he had.   I wrote two 
new poems for the WW1 exhibition 
in Colchester, 'Not Yet at Ease', 
about shell shock, which my father 
suffered from (see Judith Wolton’s 
poem, p.13).  Writing these brought 
the whole thing to a kind of 
conclusion for me.

FR    And you managed to involve 
so many East Anglian poets in the 
whole project.

PJ     Yes, and people were so 
generous; it was wonderful how 
they responded and got involved in 
events.  

FR    Are you planning to produce a 
pamphlet of your own poems, or a 
collection?

PJ    Now I’ve eventually got my 
poems in some sort of order, I 
could do something but what puts 
me off is the idea of promoting it.  I 
try to avoid putting myself under 
pressure, it takes away the 
enjoyment!  But I might do a 
pamphlet, nothing huge, just the 
things I’ve had published put 
together.  I have to say no theme 
emerges! I’m still happiest writing 
somewhere with a group of poets, 
discussing poetry and our poems.

Hear Pam reading at the festival 
on Saturday 11th May. See p.3.

She is joined by Rob Lock, who 
is also reading in the evening.
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SSPPSS  EEvveennttss

WWaavviinngg  NNoott  DDrroowwnniinngg  
––  tthhee  PPooeettrryy  iinn  

 AAllddeebbuurrgghh  wwaallkk    

On a brisk grey morning in 
November 2018, a gallant band of 
poet-walkers turned up at Fort 
Green car park to start the walk 
around Aldeburgh organised by 
Suffolk Poetry Society as a 
contribution to Poetry in 
Aldeburgh’s weekend programme.  
Luckily, we were spared rain but 
the organisers had selected stops 
along the way, where cover was 
available if the weather had 
changed.  One unusual venue was 
the RNLI’s Lifeboat Station, where 
participants read a range of poems 
next to the lifeboat itself as well as 
looking round the exhibition.  Each 
participant was given an acorn; 
lifeboatmen use the acorn as a 
good luck charm when they go out 
to sea.  Poetry was also read at the 
Moot Hall where SPS has its 
statuette of George Crabbe.  The 

participants were taken along the 
seafront and round the back streets 
of Aldeburgh, with poems along 
the way.  The selection of poems 
included some extracts from 
Crabbe’s ‘The Borough’, some old 
favourites (like Kipling’s ‘A 
Smuggler’s Song’), some modern 
classics and contributions from 
members and participants.  We 
finished the tour at the very 
welcoming Brudenell Hotel, where 
refreshments were had by all.  
SPS also took the opportunity there 
to hand over the Crabbe Poetry 
Competition cup to the 2018 
winner, Caroline Price, for her 
poem ‘Chamber Organ’ (see p.30).  
New friends had been made and 
poetry about the sea and seafaring 
enjoyed.

Sue Wallace-Shaddad

MMiicchhaaeell  LLaasskkeeyy  
WWoorrkksshhoopp

Friends’ Meeting House, Beccles.
Saturday, 23rd February, 2019     

Michael Laskey has published three 
pamphlets and four books of poems, 
including his widely-admired New 
and Selected Poems The Man Alone, in 
2008.

He has been shortlisted for the T.S. 
Eliot Prize and his books have twice 
been PBS Recommendations.  As a 
poet he expresses ‘originality of 
thought and quality of execution’ – 
Robert Potts, The Guardian.  Michael 
co-edited Smith’s Knoll for 21 years 
and co-founded the Aldeburgh 
Poetry Festival in 1988, which he 
directed through its first decade and 

with which he is still associated.  
Michael now works as a writing 
tutor with a wide range of adult 
groups, and also sometimes in 
schools at all levels.  He lives in 
Suffolk.

With his characteristic verve, insight 
and warmth, Michael read a variety 
of other poets’ work and then 
encouraged us to write our own 
poems on that topic or in a similar 
style.  

He opened the workshop by 
introducing the idea of the sounds, 
taste and feel of words.  Feeding our 
collective love of words we were 
invited to create a list of our 
favourite sounding words, which 
we shared.  As a warm-up exercise 
we wrote a list of preferences in a 
similar manner to Wislawa 
Szymborska‘s ‘Possibilities’, which 
whetted appetites for writing.  
Michael read aloud the poems: 
‘Roboblackbird’  by Suzannah Evans 
and ‘Owl’ by Mark Roper.  We were 
invited to use these as recipes for 
our own ‘Bird’ poems.  Some of 
these were shared by reading aloud 
to the group.

‘Insomniacs Inc.’ by Brian Waltham 
and Peter Sansom’s ‘Outward 
Bound’ encouraged us to write 
poems about belonging to a 
particular group.  Making a list of 
things we are fond of at home led to 

hearing Michael read ‘Bike’ by Sally 
Goldsmith, ‘Mirror’ by Paul Farley 
and ‘I Am The Scythe’ by Gael 
Turnbull.  This diet of poetry 
inspired my best-poem-of-the day 
‘Welsh Blanket’.

After a short break we read 
Raymond Carver’s poem ‘Fear’ and 
Emily Berry’s ‘Some Fears’; ‘The 
Jacket’ by Michael McCarthy, ‘The 
Blue Dress’ by Sharon Olds; another 
poem by Wislawa Szymboirska ‘To 
My Heart, On Sunday’; and finally, 
Robert Hamberger’s ‘Postscript’ and 
Connie Bensley’s ‘You Can’t Argue 
With The Dead’.   These poems were 
a feast for our ears and fodder for 
our imaginations.

The workshop ended with 
participants sharing poems about 
fears, well-loved items of clothing, 
celebrations of body parts and 
poems speaking to the dead.

The sum total of my day was the 
beginnings of a dozen new poems – 
plenty to be working on, developing 
and editing - more than I might have 
written on most other days.  
Altogether a workshop that 
stimulated good writing, with a 
meal of well-chosen poems feeding 
us all with the restorative power of 
‘inexhaustible plenty’.  Thank you 
Michael.

Susan Foster

Photo: Derek Adams
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DDeesseerrtt  IIssllaanndd  PPooeemmss  
wwiitthh  LLuukkee  WWrriigghhtt  

 44tthh  AApprriill  22001199

As organiser of Desert Island 
Poems, I have the enjoyable and 
intriguing task of allocating the 
castaway's chosen poems to the 
readers. The readers are volunteers 
(on the whole!) from the poetry 
cafés. I do not reveal to them the 
poems available to me, not even 
when I have made the allocations. 
They only get to see the poem I 
select for them.

This way there is surprise for 
everyone on the night, and this year 
there were many surprises! Some of 
the poems were clearly written for a 
male voice, but by dint of the voices 
available to me had to be read by 
females. It put a different spin on 
those poems, but I think it worked 
very well. Luke seemed very 
pleased with the outcome.

Luke became a patron of SPS in 
2018, and this was our first 
collaboration as a result.

Our own Alexandra Davis was the 
interviewer, and she did a 
wonderful job.

Desert Island Poems was held in 
the wonderful venue of the 
Conservatoire EAST, an intimate 
theatre that is part of West Suffolk 
College in Bury St Edmunds.

The poems and readers were: 

'Dead in the Barmaid's Bed' by 
Martin Newell – Lynne Nesbit 
(Swan Poets)

'Gaddafi Gaddafi Gaddafi' by 
Hannah Silva – Florence Cox 
(Felixstowe Café Poets)

'Pity The Plight of Young Fellows' 
by John Cooper Clarke – Colin 
Whyles (Sudbury Café Poets)

'Invasion Exercise on the Poultry 
Farm' by John Betjeman – Luke 
Wright

'Heckmondwicke' by Catherine 
Smith – Susan Mobbs (Swan Poets)

'The Mower' by Andrew Motion – 
Richard Whiting (Poetry Aloud)

'Anniversary' by Elaine Feinstein – 

Kaaren Whitney (New Words:Fresh 
Voices)

'Rhetorical Questions' by Hugo 
Williams – Sally Warrell (Poetry 
Aloud)

'Raised by Humans' by Molly 
Naylor – Alfie Davis (Felixstowe 
Café Poets)

'Aubade' by Phillip Larkin – Rob 
Lock (Poetry Aloud).

The readers have to be 
congratulated on the professional 
attention they gave to their 
readings.

After the interval, Luke gave a 
performance, which completed a 
memorable evening.

Colin Whyles

AAGGMM  2244tthh  MMaarrcchh  22001199

This year the AGM was held at Eye 
Bowls Club, a very pleasant venue, 
light and airy with a view of the 
bowling green. The trustees and 

members recognised the 
tremendous contribution James 
Knox Whittet had made to the 
Society over the last five years as 
President, and it was lovely to have 
both James and Ann at the 
meeting. 

Kate Foley was endorsed as the 
new President. She made a short 
but wide-ranging speech thanking 
members for the honour of being 
entrusted, commenting on the high 
quality of members’ poetry and 
sharing an amusing insight into the 
fierce teacher who stimulated her 
interest in poetry. 

All the current trustees were re-
elected but Elizabeth Soule 
confirmed that she was stepping 
down as Crabbe Competition 
Secretary, so a volunteer is needed 
to take up this role from autumn 

2019 (the person would not 
necessarily have to be a trustee). 

Colin Whyles, as Treasurer, made a 
very full report on the finances of 
the Society (see 'Words from the 
Chair' p.4).  Other reports were also 
presented to members and all 
resolutions proposed in the AGM 
Notice were approved.

The theme for the poetry reading 
after a refreshing cup of tea was 
‘Exits and Entrances’ and, as usual, 
there was a rich range of 
interpretations, from birth to death 
to doorways. 

Thank you to those who 
volunteered their help for the 
bookstall and catering.

Sue Wallace-Shaddad

Outgoing President James Knox Whittet 
and incoming President Kate Foley

Luke Wright and his interviewer Alex Davis enjoy a chuckle
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FFrroomm  SSeelleecctteedd  PPooeemmss  --  aa  wwhhiimmssiiccaall  LLaarrkk

The Oh So British Am-Dram. 

Ah yes, then, the village hall. Adrift along dilating air the songs, the acts all swallowed in time spent. 
Adrenalin’s slow subsiding. The hoovering, dusting, stacking of the chairs and planning of the new but 
better still. The headache after party, so self-adoring where the last ‘darlings’ of the last night remain. The 
strutting men in lady's wear, unearthing hidden gems, gone. The women back from scanties, dressed, retreat 
to modesty. Leaves empty life. Refill, inflate. The committee’s grinding. The costumes and the characters. 
The choosing, all inclusive, tempers, egos, rehearsals, slowly goading to a shape, a play, a pantomime gone 
gay, not just in the one manner, or music hall revival. Till comes the day all glory, of treading boards, re-open 
curtains, filling wings with anticipation and brain-fogged lines, shouts: ‘LADIES AND GENTLEMEN........let 
the show begin.’ And sits the audience, neighbours, friends, family, the double laughs of recognition.

 Jaques Groen 

OOtthheerr  EEvveennttss

EEddmmuunndd  BBlluunnddeenn

On the 11th of November 2018, 
some members of the Suffolk 
Poetry Society took part in an event 
at The White House in Stansfield to 
commemorate both the centenary 
of the Armistice through poetry, 
and the friendship between two 
great poets of the First World War. 

The White House, now the home of 
Rod and Jane Taylor, was once the 
home of the First World War poet 
Edmund Blunden.  At that time, 
the house was known as Belle Vue 
and Blunden lived there with his 
first wife, Mary, and their two 
young children, John and Clare.  

Blunden took an active part in 
village life in Stansfield; he played 
for both the football and cricket 
teams, and edited the village 
magazine.   In June 1922, there was 
an historic meeting at Belle Vue 
when another famous WW1 poet, 
Siegfried Sassoon, came to stay for 
a few days.

The event on Sunday 11th 
November was the brainchild of 
Richard Whiting, member of 
‘Poetry Aloud’ which meets 
monthly in Bury St Edmunds.   
Richard MC’d the reading, read an 
extract from Sassoon’s diary about 
his visit to Stansfield and a short 
poem by Blunden ‘The Way Was 
Long the Church was Cold’, about 
a visit to All Saint’s Church.  
Members of Poetry Aloud and 
invited guests read poems by 
Blunden and Sassoon alongside a 
collection of work by other WW1 
poets linked to both men.  There 
were also poems from two women 
writing throughout the conflict, 
Vera Mary Brittain and Margaret 
Postgate Cole. 

We were delighted to welcome a 
very special guest to the event, 
Margi Blunden, Edmund's 
daughter, who talked about her 
father's great friendship with 
Siegfried Sassoon and his time at 
the White House, as well as the 
difficulty Edmund faced, like so 
many of his contemporaries, with 
the memories that war left behind.  
Margi also read her father’s poem 

‘1916 Seen From 1921’, which she 
said is likely to have been written 
at the White House.

Other guest readers were the poet 
Elizabeth Cook, who read ‘Dead 
Man’s Dump’ by Isaac Rosenberg - 
a poet killed in WW1 whose work 
was championed by Blunden and 
Sassoon, and who did his training 
at the barracks in Bury St 
Edmunds.  Andrew Phillips, Lord 
Phillips of Sudbury, read ‘When 
You See Millions of the Mouthless 
Dead’ by Charles Hamilton Sorley. 
This was Sorley's last poem found 
in his kitbag after he was killed at 
the Battle of Loos in 1915 while 
serving in the Suffolk Regiment.

Reading for Poetry Aloud were 
Derek Adams, Peter Appleton, 
Martin Hayden, Rob Lock and Jen 
Overett. 

Colin Whyles videoed the 
proceedings for posterity and 
uploaded it to YouTube  
https://www.youtube.com/channel/
UCNiYFLpUSuxbeUoXhIivGQg.

After the two-minute silence, our 
gracious hosts, Rod and Jane, 
provided welcome refreshments.  
After the break, some of the poets 
from Poetry Aloud read poems 
they had written especially for the 
event. 

Poetry Aloud meets in Bury St 
Edmunds on the last Tuesday of 
the month – poetryaloud.org.uk.

Rob Lock

Local WW1 poet remembered on 
Armistice Day

Andrew Phillips, Margi Blunden, 
Elizabeth Cook, Jane Taylor, 
Rod Taylor, Richard Whiting
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BBooookk  RReevviieewwss

TThhee  LLaanngguuaaggee  ooff  RRoocckk

by Dave Martin
(Eye Wild Books, 2018,  £10)       

The second poem in this collection, 
‘Birth of a Sun’, has traces of Dylan 
Thomas’s  ‘Poem in October’ and, as 
most of this collection is founded on 
the Pembrokeshire coast, this Welsh 
echo is appropriate.  Dave Martin 
takes us on an endless walk along 
the seashore where The gull’s cry 
seems/jubilant in lament.

It is a scene of solitude, except for 
the appearance of a mysterious dog 
which could as easily be the dog 
star, a phantom, a myth or a 
spiritual companion.  Constantly, 

the preoccupations of artist and poet 
mix, as Pure currents sweep the palette 
clean and score the varnished sky with 
shouts of praise.

This is the voice of someone 
endlessly searching for a spiritual 
fulfilment, and looking for clues and 
significance in the certainty of those 
rocks.  The liminal, mystical floats 
over the precise scientific names of 
the rocks, era by era of geological 
time…Pre-Cambrian, Ordovician 
and Silurian worlds.  Dave Martin’s 
task is to knit the two – like sky and 
soil –  together.  Each poem shows a 
different approach which he likens 
to a pilgrimage.  He is seeking a 
deeper spiritual meaning in poem 
after poem with the working of a 
deeper symmetry and sees Wales itself 
At the horizon of time/Where the birth 
of myth meets/The jagged thrust of rock.

Two poems, ‘Confined’ and ‘We 
Believed, He Said’ refer to the 
creation of the world.   No wonder 
the title of the collection is The 
Language of Rock – Where rocks still 
slide upon millennia.  Throughout, he 
is trying to fix, catch and write 
down the luminous and indefinable 
where void and matter meet. In ‘The 
Guardians’ the cliffs are themselves 
becoming vulnerable whereas, in 
surreal contrast, the weight of the 
world/ Is poised on the tip of the wing/of 
the floating bird.

He writes what most people would 
appreciate as poetry, with its 
hallmarks of mystery.  There are 
half-lit Keatsian echoes in the 
Bewitched, and locked in dreams of  
‘Snare’.  And there is the same 19th 
century romanticism in 
‘Embarcation’, which has more than 
a hint of the knight alone and palely 
loitering.

The poetic tension throughout is 
between the solidity of the 
landscape and that lone man 
walking the coastal path, Our 
footsteps thus a cautious carving/On the 
fragile curve of land, trying to figure 
out his reactions to the ever-
changing surroundings.  ‘The Path Is 
Narrow Here’ is a written picture, 
an artist planning out a painting 
with the deftness of watercolour 
more than the solidity of an oil 
painting.  With a back cover photo 
of Dave Martin’s studio, we see into 
his surroundings, a final image.  
Paintings and poems are 
intertwined, neatly left as evidence 
and the dark sky/is ruffled by fleeting 
brushmarks of the hastening clouds.

This book is a pleasant experience to 
look at and hold. It shows how good 
presentation can give added value to 
poems, with clear modern sans serif 
font, and reproductions of paintings 
throughout.

Pat Jourdan

EEnnoouugghh  ttoo  LLoovvee  aa  
MMuullttiittuuddee

Poems for the Spirit in Dispiriting Times 
By Peter Watkins
Illustrated by Carol Lawrence
(Eye Wild, 2018, £10.00)

This well-made book of poetry with 
illustrations is a pleasure to hold 
and look at.  The title puts it in a 
nutshell; these poems did indeed lift 
my spirits in the dark, dispiriting 
days of January 2019.  The front 
cover is illustrated with a colourful 
abstract image, and the back cover 
with a photograph of a man 
squatting beside a sparkling sea (I 
imagine it is the Stour Estuary) 
beneath an equally sparkling sky. 
Perhaps this is the poet, watching, as 
described in ‘How I spend my 
Time’, p. 28. Interspersed among the 

poems are Carol Lawrence’s 
enigmatic paintings.

The author draws on sources close 
to my heart: Matsuo Basho, the 
master of close observation; Walt 
Whitman, that most physical of 
poets; the painters Turner, 
Constable, Breugel the Elder, 
Giacometti; the music of Beethoven; 
the mystic, Julian of Norwich. 

I hear in Watkins’ voice the rhythm 
of the Bible, the Book of Common 
Prayer, and hymns.  Even so, these 
poems don’t come across as 
religious but are certainly spiritual, 
and some of them read like prayers.  
The poet’s church is the outdoors: 
the rivers, skies, trees and birds of 
Suffolk. 

Having lived for 28 years on the 
Shotley Peninsula, he knows his 
own habitat and draws the 
numinous from it.  He sees with the 
clarity of a child but interprets what 
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SSlleeeeppiinngg  AAmmoonngg  YYaakkss

by David Healey 
(Choir Press Poetry, 2018, £6)

This poet’s name will be familiar to 
many readers, as he regularly 
appears in Crabbe Poetry 
Competition anthologies and won 
first prize for ‘A Wild Swan Feed at 
Welney’ in 2014.  It is satisfying to 
find over fifty of David Healey’s 
poems gathered into this book and 
to have the opportunity to explore 
his work in more depth.

The poems are helpfully arranged 
in four sections, three grouped by 
place (South West, Felixstowe and 
Out and About) and the fourth 
(Archie) about his young 
grandson.   

The developing relationship 
between Archie and his 
Grandfather is complicated by 
Archie’s cerebral palsy and the 
poet’s lifetime career in medicine.  
He captures that uncertainty 
familiar to many new 
grandparents: I’m subsidiary,/ 
retired,/ one of his granddads,/ but 
want to be more in ‘New Arrival’.  
However, he also expresses the 
growing rapport between them, 
with Archie wanting more,/you 
picking up on us,/sharing something 
in ‘The Sensory Room’.

The writer’s own physical 
limitations as a grandparent (I 
daren’t tell his mum/how dizzy I get 
coming down in ‘The Mountaineer’) 
and his close observation of 
Archie’s achievements give us 
poems which are full of realism 
and freedom from sentimentality.

In South West, the first section, 
David Healey’s native Cornwall is 
explored.  The ambiguous feelings 
stirred by a return to our native 
places are caught in several of 
these poems.  In ‘Landlake’: Some 
memories are dressed in myth/and 
therefore distorted.  Others wait to be 
repeated/but never can be, while in 
‘Launceston Castle’ he writes: I stay 
a while to feel obsolete,/to save the 
original of who I am.  He becomes a 
tourist there in ‘Selecting Postcards 
of Old Shipwrecks at Mumford’s 
Newsagents, Scilly’ where we are 
shamed/by wanting more visible 
evidence of distress.

The moral dilemmas of modern 
tourism are also a theme in Out and 
About, the final section of the book.  
These are handled with humour in 
‘The Excursion’ (The Canary 
Islands) and ‘The Interior’ (Africa) 
and painful insight in ‘A Low 
Blood Count at Iqaluit’ (Baffin 
Island).  Out and About also takes 
us to Constable Country (in the 
moving ‘Opening the Lock’, winner 
of the My Stour Valley Poetry 
Competition in 2013) and Covehithe, 
not to mention the Antarctic and 
California.

The nine poems in the set headed 
Felixstowe describe various aspects 
of the town, from the beach hut 
community to birdlife, Landguard 
Point to the history of RAF  
Bawdsey.   David Healey’s interest 
in wildlife conservation is evident 
in ‘How I Join the Military’ and 
‘Snow Buntings at Christmas’.  His 
interest in his fellow human beings, 
as a GP in a fairly small 
community, is very much part of 
these poems, too, as in ‘Test 
Results’ …how to care/without my job 
getting in the way.

What was intended to be a short 
initial browse through David 
Healey’s collection concluded 
much later that evening, after I was 
drawn in to a concentrated reading 
of the whole collection.  He has 
stories to tell in his poetry, and I 
wanted to listen.

Elizabeth Bracken

he sees with the wisdom of a 
prophet, using this landscape as a 
base from which to examine wider 
perspectives.  Among the themes 
addressed are: love, mortality, war, 
suffering, hope, stillness, 
redemption and healing. 

In the prose poem ‘Bearers of Hope’ 
he begins by extolling trees in 
general, then homes in on specific 
trees of hope: six Ginkgo Biloba that 
survived the atomic blasts at 
Hiroshima / A  Callery Pear …was 
nursed back to health and thrives still 
by the Twin Towers in New York. 

There is anger, too, as in the two 
mirrored poems ‘Hoping it might be 
so’, pp. 68-69, in which he addresses 

the tragedy of war, the innocent 
victims of war.   

I was moved by the Title poem, 
‘Enough to Love a Multitude’ on p. 
66 in which the deep but unspoken 
love between his parents became 
evident only after their death, in a 
well-worn letter found in a drawer: 
A sentence smudged by marks that 
could be tears; / his or hers we cannot 
tell. The love between his parents, 
never expressed openly, was 
nevertheless passed on to his 
children.  And love is the recurring 
theme which runs through this 
collection like a golden thread.

Hans Magnus Enzensberger, the 
German poet and polymath, says a 

poem should be comprehensible to 
an intelligent ten-year-old, but yet 
can be unpeeled like an onion to 
reveal extra hidden meanings.  This 
poet observes like a child and 
expresses what he sees with 
simplicity; but the poems are far 
from simplistic.  Above all, he 
knows how to be still and pay 
attention.  He watches the slow 
rivers of Suffolk, the wide skies, the 
flocks of birds, the trees; and he 
draws from them metaphors for life, 
taking the reader further afield.  He 
is a Suffolk poet, celebrating and 
interpreting the landscape familiar 
to us all.

Anne Boileau
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Bereavement and loss affect us all.  
Death happens.  Full stop.  In 
1 Corinthians 15 we read: “The last 
enemy to be destroyed is death.”   
For most, this is how death will be 
considered.  But, for those in pain, in 
despair and wasting, it might be that 
death will be welcomed as a friend.  
What prompts, inspires or suggest a 
book of poems written on the 
subject of death?  A rhetorical 

question really.  Do we need to 
know?

Whilst all the poems are to do with 
death, and its aftermath – hence its 
title – there are patches of light, and 
helpful lines, and touches of 
humour.  The clouds do not 
completely fill the sky.  Initially I 
was somewhat stunned to find that 
every poem was about death – but 
loss, to lose someone, some thing, 
indicates that there was connection, 
relationship or claim, prior to that 
loss.  I turned to my shelves – 
reaching for Elspeth Barker’s 
anthology Loss, as a preparation, a 
pre-read, before I began to open the 
pages of In the wake of dying.  But 
that was like any preparation – one 
can only do so much. 

So I turned the pages … and yes, I 
found poems which I liked, for their 
common sense and clear thought.  I 
mourned when some touched 
deeply.  And I smiled.  Also, I 
recalled Golda Meir’s words 
(remember her?), one time Israel’s 
leader, she said: “Those who don’t 
know how to weep with their whole 
heart, don’t know how to laugh, 
either.”   Is life all about opposites – 
Love and Hate, the Quick and the 
Dead?

I liked the poem ‘Grief’ with its 
strangely familiar and restricting 
words.  ‘It’s a process’ I found 
helpful, especially the last two lines, 

linking ‘mourning’ and ‘morning.’  
And, yes, the bright title of the book 
and the use of ‘wake,’ that too 
helped draw me in – and to reach 
for my dictionary to confirm ‘wake’ 
and ‘wake.’  And ‘wake’ of course!  
The terse verse of ‘When’, with its 
questions, has its own poignancy 
and perhaps serves us well, to 
remind all those bereaved that there 
will be no answers to any questions. 

The poem which mostly held my 
attention?  ‘Long dark night’ – 
experience loss or bereavement and 
every night becomes a long dark 
night.  The poet speaks, writes the 
words: I take my pen, begin to write/
dry-eyed weeping/the long dark night.  
Writing … prose, poetry … prayers 
… putting on paper one’s thoughts 
and hopes, and regrets, following a 
death, especially of someone near 
and dear – this will help the grief 
process.  No, the loved ones, who 
have died are not written out of 
one’s life, but writing about them 
will ease the grief process, and bring 
healing.  Journaling is a helpful way 
of bringing relief in the gnawing 
sadness, the disbelief. 

The more I read this unique 
collection – the more it resonated 
with, and appealed to, me. I hope 
that this book of poetry will do so 
for other readers.

Michael Stagg

BBooookkss  RReecceeiivveedd,,  nnoott  rreevviieewweedd

IInn  tthhee  wwaakkee  ooff  ddyyiinngg

by Lynne Nesbit
(Beccles Books, 2018, £9)

Title Poet Year Publisher Cost Quotes

The Threshold Of Broken 
Waters

Emily Bilman 2018 Matador £15 Explores … transformative experiences 
of human life …in which birthing 
becomes a metaphor for writing

The Dictionary Boy Chris Reeve
Illustrated by
Mike Tingle

2018 Bite Sized Books £6.82 Humorous, witty and ultimately sad 
poetic tale that will delight children 

and parents

as read at Richard’s events 
at the Red Lion, 

Manningtree

Gordon Hoyle 2018 £3.50 Humour and deeper.  A bit wild, 
formal and free.

OOuurr  WWeebb  PPrreesseennccee

Our website: suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk

Facebook: facebook.com/SuffolkPoetrySociety

Instagram: @suffolkpoetrysociety 

Twitter: @SuffolkPoetrySo
twitter.com/SuffolkPoetrySo 

YouTube: 
youtube.com/c/SuffolkpoetrysocietyOrgUk2015

Donations:
totalgiving.co.uk/donate/Suffolk-Poetry-Society
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LLoovviinngg

by Heather Goddin
(Matador, 2018, £8.99)

“A Woman's Love and Life” 1)

(Robert Schumann)

Heather Goddin's third anthology is 
a pleasant and a rewarding read. 

Eighty-four pages of sound verse in 
contemporary mode, touching on 
several decades of a life lived to the 
full, with all its celebrations, 
reflections, recollections and 
discoveries. These poems suggest a 
generous and open-hearted view of 
life in every aspect, light and dark. 
There is an emotional intelligence at 
play here, which demonstrates the 
transcendant power of Poetry to 
bring us consolation.

Above the silent clamour of the meteors
I hear at last the distant music of the spheres.

Piercingly sweet and crystal clear,
The stars are singing. 

('Star Song')

We warm to the poet's empathy. We 
attend her various journeys, 
encounters, and loving friendships. 
We are transported, from Calypso's 
Isle to the Atlantic fringe, from high 
vantages of Switzerland and 
Scandinavia, even into Space itself. 
The scale and scope of this collection 
is nothing if not far-reaching, yet its 
underlying sensibilties raise it far 
above mere travelogue.

I carry within me a burden of tears;
The tears that form but never fall
The unbearable weight of years

Of never showing what I feel.
Great frozen wastes of grief and loss

Too deep to ever melt in tears. 
('Tears' )

Heather Goddin's craft is plain 
spoken. Her lines are lyrical, largely 
unrhymed, stress-metred with end 
stops and enjambments that are 
assured, and instinctive. Her diction 
has its roots in a life-time of reading, 
folklore, rich conversation and song. 
It hints at an enjoyment of less 
familiar languages. Her lines are 
sometimes allusive, if unconsciously 
so, echoing great masters.

Their voices come back to me
Like the buzzing of tetchy bees

“We're running out of chocolate cake.”
“I wish we'd brought more scones.”

“Top up the urn, Evangeline.”
“Oh dear my feet are killing me.” 

('Village Fete' )

From the whirligig of life, fate and 
fortune that gave rise to the poet's 
many wanderings and adventures 
we discover her innate musicality 
and enjoy the art of a lyric poet who 
dwells among us in Suffolk.

Mike Bannister

1) Translated from Heather Goddin’s poem pp.51&52 'Frauen Liebe und Leben' (Robert Schumann)

BBeeffoorree  DDuusskk  

by Barbara Strangward 
(Littoral Press, 2018, £7) 

This is a pleasingly varied collection 
of poems.  They draw on deeply-felt 
personal experiences, carefully 
observed everyday life, great art and 

the natural world.  Barbara 
Strangward tells us she is influenced 
by Gerard Manley Hopkins and Ibn 
‘Arabi (the Sufi poet) and, like them, 
she is a keen-sighted watcher, 
accepting that truth is often found in 
small things, the details, which 
make up the elements of the whole.  

Human and natural worlds often 
entwine in these poems.  For 
instance, in ‘Meeting’ He is quieter 
now, apart from us, preoccupied / 
gathered in the years’ meld of ripeness…
While ‘Freezing Life’ looks at 
loneliness with great sensitivity:

the spirit folds into a kind of hibernation
perpetual winter
and so the freezing of a life comes 
  silently 
with stealth, making a shadow out of 
absence.

In ‘Peacock Butterfly’ the poet’s 
belief in the absolute necessity of a 
connection with nature to safeguard 
our humanity is beautifully 
expressed as the butterfly alights on 
her hand:  

And you and I transfixed in a moment 
  of existence 

coalescence of matter chosen randomly 
coming together in a storm of wonder.

Like Alice Oswald, Barbara 
Strangwood shares the pleasure of 
taking a well-known path and 
finding something new, delighting in 
the familiar becoming marvellous.  
Seeing a beetle scuttling though the 
grass – There goes a beetle, the sun on 
his back / unaware that he carries a 
burden of light (‘Beetle’) while 
starlings in ‘The Gathering’ ...claim 
the dead trees / branches shimmer, sing 
with anticipation. 

But this is not a collection of nature 
poetry.  ‘Sacrifice’ takes us to the 
modern horror of a beheading.  
There is an exploration of love 
inspired by Seamus Heaney (‘Last 
Words’) and there are ekphrastic 
poems for example, ‘Vision’ (from 
Fra Angelico’s painting The 
Annunciation).   You will also find 
poems which draw on personal 
memories like ‘Uncoordinated’ – 
Hopeless at games, hopeless at fun (it 
has a happy ending!) and ‘My Desk’ 
which was the safe haven my 
sanctuary in triumph and debacle, 
longings / agonies and vicious laughter.
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CCaafféé  PPooeettss  CCoorrnneerr

Poetry Aloud – Bury St Edmunds

Fragments from a conversation 
between Rob Lock and the 
founder of Poetry Aloud – 
Joe Thraveson-Lambert

RL:  Hi Joe! I well remember the first 
meeting of Poetry Aloud that you 
organised in The Lounge coffee bar 
in 2008.  What inspired you to take 
that step - had you always been a 
poetry enthusiast?

JT-L:  Far from it.  I’d written some 
verses when I was young, but I 
didn’t regard myself as a literary 
person.  I suspected that poets were 
an odd lot!  

RL:  Really?! What changed your 
mind?

JT-L:  I visited Bury Books, where 
Stephen de Sautoy held monthly 
poetry readings with guest readers, 
and they were interesting people – 
publishers, broadcasters and so on, 
as well as poets.  I became a regular.

RL:  And that led to the formation 
of the group?

JT-L:  Not immediately.  Through 
the group I met Irene, who in time 
became my wife, and we visited 
Pinky’s, the Poetry Café that Mike 
Bannister had set up in Halesworth.  
Sadly, Irene died, and Stephen 
closed Bury Books, so I found 
myself looking for another group 
where poems were shared.  That’s 
when I met you – at a small group 
based in the Quaker Meeting House, 
and later in a private house.

RL:  I remember. And that is when 
you got us going with a poetry café 
in Bury?

JT-L:  Yes.  And by a happy co-
incidence, the Bury Books premises 
had been resurrected as a coffee 
shop - the obvious choice of venue, I 
thought.  Unfortunately though, it 
was L-shaped and when our 
numbers grew some people were 
left out on a limb, so we moved to 
the upstairs room at Benson Blakes.  
We were very happy there until the 
noise from the bar became too 
much, some years later.

RL:  Another short-lived thing was 
your chairing role.   What prompted 
you to relinquish it so soon?

JT-L:  I wanted to travel and live in 
Portugal for a while and I decided 
to practise lone travelling with a 
road trip, based round an article 
about 50 Great Artistic Masterpieces 
that everyone should see, here in 
Britain.  This eventually proved a 
really good experience, but the first 
day, a Monday, was disastrous.  I set 
off first for The Fitzwilliam in 
Cambridge – but it doesn’t open on 
Mondays.  Undaunted, I drove to 
Oxford, to savour the Ashmolean’s 
treasures – only to find that that it 
was closed for renovation!  Not a 
good beginning.  More serious long 
term, though, was colliding with a 
bus while in Oxford.  The paramedic 
who checked me found that I had an 
irregular heartbeat so I reluctantly 
thought it might be wiser to stay in 

this country.  But by then I had 
agreed to rent out my house!  So I 
rented a place in Stanton and 
eventually moved into one of the 
new flats being built as part of the 
Arc development here in Bury, 
where you find me now.

RL:  Good.  Coming back to the 
poetry, I recall that you were keen 
on the idea of an associated website 
from the outset.

JT-L:  Yes, in fact a website was set 
up before the café.  I’d been to a 
reading with my step-daughter and 
she asked where she could read the 
poems we’d heard, and I had to tell 
her she couldn’t.  But it got me 
thinking, and I set up a prototype 
version of the site that Colin Whyles 
now runs so well and tried to 
interest local poets in submitting 
work.  There wasn’t a very good 
response from the people I 
approached, though, so I decided to 
launch a café in Bury if I could, and 
to include the poems read there on 
the website, with the authors’ 
permission. 

RL:  How did that work? 

JT-L:  Very well in the early days 
but, after a while, most poetry 
magazines and competitions 
wouldn’t accept entries that had 
appeared on the internet, so people 
became reluctant to let us have 
poems that they thought might have 
a future elsewhere.  It was fun, 
though, and I’m pleased that Colin 
has been able to keep the site, and 
the group, going for so long.

RL:  Thanks, Joe.  So much more 
could be said.  However, I wish you 
well and look forward to seeing you 
at our meetings again – now in the 
Risbygate Sports Centre, last 
Tuesday of the month.

Risbygate Sports Centre, Westley 
Rd, Bury St Edmunds IP33 3RR

https://poetryaloud.org.uk

These poems show understanding 
and loving respect for people who 
might be seen as ‘ordinary’ or even 
‘flawed’.  (The notes about the 
author tell us her profession was in 
Psychotherapy.)  The craftsman in 
the 'Crafting' poem who is a simple 
man who eats coarse bread….is also 

part of a ‘trinity’ of wood, and blade 
and man that produces a carving that 
never fails in its power.  ‘An Elderly 
Couple at a Shared Meal’ tenderly 
evokes a long, shared life, and ‘Girl’ 
is equally full of compassion for 
youth. 

To bring us right into the zeitgeist, a 
poem called ‘Plastic’ starts I was star 
stuff …and ends Now fixed, I drift a 
joyless, killing thing – this poem 
surprises in its unique approach; 
like all of the poems in this 
collection, it is well worth reading. 

Susan Mobbs



30

FFuuttuurree  EEvveennttss  ––  22001199

Saturday 29th June
Deadline for Crabbe Poetry competition

Tuesday 18th June 10:30
Lavenham Press workshop and tour. 
See back cover.

Beth Soule in collaboration with The Suffolk 
Walking Festival and booked through 
suffolkwalkingfestival.co.uk

Tuesday 14th May
'Poetry of the Labyrinth' – Thornham Walks 

Wednesday 22nd May
'Portals' – Ferini Gallery, Pakefield

Saturday 11th May 10:00-21:30
6th Festival of Suffolk Poetry
John Peel Centre, Stowmarket, IP14 1ET

Thursday 23th May
Border Crossings with poetrywivenhoe
Royal British Legion, The Quay, Wivenhoe CO7 9BX

Thursday 13th June 13:00-13:50
Inspired by 'The Rubi'yait of Omar Khayyam' 
Methodist Church, Blackhorse Lane, Ipswich

Sunday 30th June 15:00
SPS Members' readings on ‘Bridges and Crossings’ 
with songs from Triangle at 
Walpole Old Chapel, IP19 9AZ

Sunday 8th September
Tea at the Priory, Stoke by Nayland
Members only

Thursday 3rd October 2019
National Poetry Day – theme: Truth
South Look Out, Aldeburgh beach

Thursday 26th September 10:30
Lavenham Press workshop and tour. 
See back cover.

Beth Soule in collaboration with Waveney & Blyth 
Arts and booked through waveneyandblytharts.com

Tuesday 13th August
'Bugs and Blossoms' (hoping to  create a Poetree 
on Falcon Meadow) – Staithe Centre, Bungay 

Tuesday 20th August
'They Toil Not' (focusing on flax, silk, spinning, 
weaving and spiders as an inspiration for writing) 
– The Bank at Eye Arts Centre.

As the programme develops, more events and more detail will be available. 
E-mail webmaster@suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk to be added to our e-newsletters.
Alternatively visit our website: suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk

Membership: £15 individual,  £20 joint – membership@suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk 01379 642372

Caroline Price (right) receiving the 
First Prize Rose Bowl from Beth Soule

Chamber Organ
Castle Grant, 1766

They lie back replete
in their padded seats, bibs spotted
from dismantling the birds they shot earlier

and prepare for the magic he's promised, their host 
tiny at the acanthus -swagged mahogany,
his hands as they dance
between octaves and stops

shaking the hall with a fanfare
engulfed moments later by thunder, followed as abruptly 
by the eerie floating of a single flute

while on the far side of the wall and braced against it his 
servant pumps the handle
without pause, gasping
as he gives the instrument breath,
his grunts and sweat- streaked face

as invisible, impossible to imagine
as the deer grazing in the dusk
or the soft chuck chuck
of a roosting pheasant, an answering grouse.

Caroline Price

Crabbe Poetry Competition 2018 First Prize Winning Poem
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Notes from 'Lyric Essay':

(1) David Bruce Hood - ‘Writing 
Creative Non-Fiction: The Lyrical 
Essay: https://davehood59.wordpress.com/
2013/07/22/writing-creative-nonfiction-the-
lyrical-essay/ 

(2) Nicola Warwick – ‘The Woods’ 
unpublished © 

(3) Vona Groake:  quote taken from: 
http://poetryspotlight.com/vona-groarke/ 

(4) Nicola Warwick – ‘Lost Sons’ 
unpublished ©

Further reading:

Seneca Review: 'Introducing, 
Defining and Promoting the Lyric 
Essay'* https://www.essaydaily.org/
2010/11/seneca-review-introducing-
defining-and.html 

Vona Groake: ‘Four Sides Full: A 
Personal Essay’ extract: https://
www.gallerypress.com/wprs/wp-content/
uploads/2018/03/Four-Sides-Full-
Preview.pdf 

Luke Kennard from 
‘Anagrams’ [xiii]: https://
www.poetryfoundation.org/poetrymagazine/
poems/89371/xiii

Claudia Rankine: 
‘Citizen’ (extract): https://
www.poetryfoundation.org/poetrymagazine/
poems/56848/citizen-you-are-in-the-dark-in-
the-car 

Anne Carson: The Autobiography 
of Red (Cape Poetry, 1999)

"I believe a leaf of grass is no less than the journey work of the stars" – Walt Whitman, Leaves of Grass

Haiku 

Waddling grey pigeon
Endlessly searching for food
Or casual sex. 

Charmion Watson

AA  SSpprriinngg  LLaarrkk




