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NNoottiiccee  ttoo  CCoonnttrriibbuuttoorrss

16th March 2018 is the deadline for poems 
from SPS members for the next issue. This 
will enable them to be circulated to our 
referees and receive their 
recommendations. If you are sending 
poems please put your name, address and 
preferably e-mail address on each page. 
Submissions not conforming to this 
requirement will not be considered. 

13th April 2018 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 
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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WWhhaatt’’ss  iinn  aa  nnaammee??  

There has been some questioning of how 
the name of our magazine or newsletter 
 ‘Twelve Rivers’, came into existence. As 
the person who first proposed the name 
and created the format in its present 
form, of which I was the first editor, I 
can tell you. I was a committee member 
under Fred Ellis’ Chairmanship at a 
committee meeting held here at Shotley 
when Fred asked us all to submit 
proposals for a name. Mine of ‘Twelve 
Rivers’ was the one selected. The reason 
for the name was not that Suffolk only 
has 12 rivers, which we were all aware 
was not correct, but that Suffolk is a 
county of land and coast and the thing 
that flows through it which connects 
them as does our poetry are those 
twelve rivers. Make it thirteen and 
throw in the Lark and we will connect 
with land sea and air. Long may they 
flow.

Ian Griffiths
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WWoorrddss  ffrroomm  tthhee  CChhaaiirr

Since the Committee presented the 
idea of appointing Patrons at this 
year’s AGM, we are delighted to 
say that Luke Wright and Caroline 
Wiseman have agreed to be the first 
Patrons of Suffolk Poetry Society.  
See page 4 for more about this 
exciting development.

Leaving Aldeburgh after a sunny 
poetry reading at the South 
Lookout tower on National Poetry 
Day, I stopped to admire a field of 
purple flowers (Phacelia). After 
clambering over a five-barred gate 
to take a photo of sheep grazing 
among the flowers, I found a sheep 
with its head completely stuck in 
some heavy-duty wire mesh 
fencing hidden from the road by a 
hawthorn hedge. Judging by the 
scuffed ground at its feet, it was 
clear that the sheep had struggled 
for a long time to free itself without 
success. After knocking on the 
doors of the two nearest houses, I 
found a man with some wire 
clippers, but the fence was too 
strong. Eventually the man 
managed to pull the sheep out 
backwards, leaving a square wool 
necklace on the wire. I wonder if I 
would have stopped at all if my 
heart had not been full of poetry.

Since the last edition of Twelve 
Rivers was issued, poetry has been 
shared in a variety of settings, 
starting with the John Peel Centre 
in Stowmarket, where a fine 4th 
Festival of Suffolk Poetry took 
place. Other venues were the 
Orwell Hotel, Felixstowe; Wickham 
Market Village Hall; the Suffolk 
Punch Trust in Hollesley; the new 
Two Sisters Arts Centre in a 
redundant church in Trimley St 
Mary; Brandon; Walpole Old 
Chapel; the Munnings Museum in 
Dedham; the Aldeburgh Beach 
South Lookout; and the Wentworth 
Hotel in Aldeburgh, where Crabbe 
competition winners and Esther 
Morgan shared their talents with 
an appreciative audience. Of 
course, the various poetry cafés, 
with their regular feasts of poetry, 
add to the rich list of venues where 
poetry is to be found. I strayed into 
Essex to visit the newly formed 
group Poetry Plus in Manningtree 
recently and was impressed by the 
lively atmosphere in the crowded 
room at the Red Lion pub. 

I would like to say a word about 
audiences. For some events, there 
were large audiences even though 
this wasn’t expected. On other 
occasions, despite prior publicity, 
refreshments and free entry, very 
few members came. It would be 

useful to have feedback indicating 
what brings you to an event and 
what action the committee could 
take to provide you with what you 
want, covering issues such as type 
of event, public transport, advance 
notice, cost, location, time of day, 
performers etc.  Email me as per 
‘Contact details’ on page 2 and let 
me know of any issues which you 
think affect attendance.

Writing, reading and listening to 
poetry are all part of poetical life. 
Critical thinking is also important. I 
have attended a poetry writers’ 
workshop regularly for over a 
quarter of a century, where the 
poems I bring undergo close 
scrutiny and helpful criticism.  This 
year I have been to more one-off 
workshops than in the whole of the 
rest of my life and I have been 
stimulated by them to write poems 
that I would not have written 
otherwise. I have always felt that 
poetry writing is a deeply personal 
matter and doesn’t need outside 
“interference” as part of the 
creative process but the input of 
fresh perspectives has been 
surprisingly fruitful for me and I 
have really enjoyed organising my 
thoughts in different ways. Does 
this work for you? Let me know!

Florence Cox

NNoottee  ffrroomm  tthhee  EEddiittoorr

Poetry – the best words in the best 
order 

(Samuel Taylor Coleridge, Table Talk, 
1835)

The first poem I wrote at the age of 
eight was in the narrative voice of a 
milk tooth lost in the hard chocolate 
top-layer of a cupcake! Ah well, we 
all started somewhere. As an adult I 
only shared my poetry as a gently 
humorous expression of love for 
family and friends written to 
celebrate their important life events. 
The rest of my poetry was an 
intensely private affair: my way of 
making sense of a complex world. 
Reading poetry had a similar 
purpose and established my 
admiration for the poet’s craft while 
at the same time honing a love of 
words. It is only in retirement that I 
have reinvented myself, dared to 

call myself a poet and go public. 
Now I have the freedom to 
completely revel in the power of 
words, like wrapping myself in a 
favourite security blanket. 

This year I have enjoyed hearing 
and learning from young poets 
embarking on their own poetic 
journeys. They have already had the 
courage to ‘go public’ in the poetry 
cafés I am part of – Browser’s in 
Woodbridge and Arlington’s in 
Ipswich. In this issue I therefore 
decided to follow the lead of the 
Festival of Suffolk Poetry and 
showcase the work of poets across 
the generations. 

Please write to me if you would like 
to share your own journey through 
the world of poetry – at whatever 
stage you may have reached – see  
Notice to Contributors p.2 for 
contact details.

Fran Reader
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PPaattrroonnss  ffoorr  SSuuffffoollkk  
PPooeettrryy  SSoocciieettyy  

At our AGM in March 2017, 
members agreed that we should 
appoint Patrons to enhance the 
profile of Suffolk Poetry Society 

and the role of poetry in Suffolk 
life, as well as promoting our 
objectives as a charity. Luke 
Wright is a nationally acclaimed 
and unforgettable poet. 
Caroline Wiseman deals in art 
of all kinds and hosts events 

including National Poetry Day 
at the Aldeburgh Beach South 
Lookout. We are delighted to 
welcome Luke Wright and 
Caroline Wiseman as our first 
Patrons.

Florence Cox

CCaarroolliinnee  WWiisseemmaann  ––  
PPaattrroonn  BBiiooggrraapphhyy

Caroline Wiseman is a qualified 
barrister who went on to become 
founder of Caroline Wiseman 
Modern and Contemporary in 
1988, dealing in paintings, 
drawings, sculpture and original 
prints by major British and 
International artists. She has lived 
and worked in both London and 
New York.  She established the 
Aldeburgh Beach South Lookout in 
2010 and now lives most of the 
time in Aldeburgh.

Caroline Wiseman has promoted 
the South Lookout as a venue for 
poets as well as artists and has 
hosted poetry workshops, readings 
and Suffolk Poetry Society’s 
performances there on National 
Poetry Day. She is keen to provide 

an environment where various 
forms of creativity can meet, 
interact and flourish. Caroline is 
planning a short abstract art-film 
event on the theme 'Alive in the 
Universe' for the Venice Biennale 
2019, which will be an ideal 
platform for artists, film-makers 
and poets working together.

As an author she has a number of 
publications relating to modern art 
including The Leonardo Question 
(2009,Strawberry Art Press). The 
Leonardo Question has been adapted 
as a play which toured the UK and 
was part of the Edinburgh Festival.

She is an Ambassador of the 
Princes Trust and Senior Visiting 
Fellow of the University of Suffolk.

LLuukkee  WWrriigghhtt  ––  PPaattrroonn  
BBiiooggrraapphhyy

Luke Wright is a poet, theatre 
maker and broadcaster. He’s been 
performing his own work for 
eighteen years and has toured all 
over the world.

He is currently touring The Toll, his 
ninth spoken word show. The 
show comprises the best material 
from his second poetry collection 
of the same name. His new verse 
play, Frankie Vah, had a good run at 
the Edinburgh Fringe August, 2017 
and will tour in 2018.

Since 2006 he has written and 
performed nine spoken word 
shows and two verse plays, touring 
them to top literary and arts 

festivals from Australia to Scotland 
via Hong Kong and Bruges.

He’s won a 4Talent Award, a Stage 
Award, a Fringe First 
Award, a Saboteur Award, and 
an NFBC short film competition at 
the 2010 Cannes Film Festival. He’s 
been shortlisted for an East Anglian 
Book Award, an Off-West End 
Award and an Amused Moose 
Award,

Wright has published three books 
with Penned in the Margins – 
Mondeo Man (2013), What I Learned 
From Johnny Bevan (2016) and The 
Toll (2017); Frankie Vah is 
forthcoming in 2018.

Celebrating National Poetry Day at The 
South Lookout, Aldeburgh Beach  – 
September 20th 2017
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SSuunnrriissee  aatt  SSuunnsseett

Gregory Warren Wilson

I may not be a connoisseur of ice 
cream, but every gelato I've ever 
bought at Il Doge  – on the corner of 
Campo Santa Margherita in Venice – 
has been delicious. Pistachio, peach, 
lemon, raspberry, hazelnut, melon, 
liquorice, blackcurrant... You stand 
outside on the pavement to order, 
and the ice cream is handed to you 
in a cone or a small plastic tub, over 
a scrupulously clean glass counter. 
There is an assortment of brightly 
coloured little plastic spoons to 
choose from, and coordinating the 
colour of the spoon with the flavour 
of the ice cream is well worth a 
moment's deliberation: blue is 
acceptable for vanilla, but would be 
all wrong for melon. 

Ice cream is subject to fashion – like 
everything else. Trends come and go. 
Salted caramel is a comparatively 
new confection; so too is yoghurt ice 
cream. I remember, aged four, being 
handed a frozen rectangular slab 
between two wafers. It was yellow. 
This was Cornish ice cream in 
Cornwall in the 1950s. It came 
wrapped in greaseproof paper that 
had to be carefully unfolded like the 
foil on a pat of butter. I have never 
tasted ice cream like it since, and I 
expect the cholesterol level was 
paradisal. 

In Australia, where I grew up from 
the age of five to ten, family-sized 
tubs of ice cream were as difficult to 
prise open as the contents were to 
get out. That all changed when 'low 
fat' became the rage. Instead of the 
serving spoon bending in my hand 
as I tried to lever out a chunk large 

enough to satisfy my greed on a 
blazing afternoon, ice cream had 
suddenly turned into a soft 
crystalline paste that could be 
scooped up effortlessly. As you drew 
the spoon across the surface the 
new-fangled ice cream furled up – 
compliant and unresisting – just as it 
did on television in the ads. Ease of 
serving had become a priority. It 
didn't taste of much so you ended 
up eating far more in the attempt to 
conjure the high-fat original. A solid 
lump of old-fashioned hard-frozen 
ice cream could be stirred into hot 
custard to make gorgeous swirling 
patterns, but the low fat stuff melted 
in a trice like a sorbet in hell. 

One evening last September I asked 
the woman serving at II Doge for a 
scoop of lemon and a scoop of 
chocolate. It was sunset, late in the 
day, and she was tired, but she 
served me graciously as ever. An 
Italian friend has told me that this 
combination of flavours is 
considered childish by Italian 
aficionados, but there wasn't a 
flicker of condescension in her 
manner as she handed me my 
choice. Tasting the first scoop of an 
Italian ice cream is a moment to 
savour, and I was standing near the 
shop when a group of young 
Americans ambled up to the counter. 
The tallest of them, with a straggly 
adolescent beard, said abruptly, 'Can 
I have a taste of mango?' before he'd 
so much as glanced at the range on 
offer. 

The woman replied unhesitatingly, 
'No taste.' 

Presumably she had turned down 
just such a request many times 
before, but this concise ten syllable 
exchange took me by surprise. 
Selecting an ice cream had always 
been, for me, the equivalent of 
choosing from a box of chocolates – 
the kind that comes with an 
indecipherable index. What does 
Montelimar actually taste of? You 
learned by trial and error, made 
mental notes as you went, and the 
whole process was something to take 
pleasure in. If the world can be 
reduced to Can I have a taste? one 
might as well ask to taste all sixteen 
ice creams on display and walk 
away without making a commitment 
to buy any of them. The boy-in-the- 
sweet-shop syndrome came to mind: 
he made himself sick by tasting one 
of everything, and thereafter tasted 

with a distempered appetite. (I 
imagine a glint of schadenfreude in the 
sweet shop owner's eye.) 

The American took this refusal – as 
succinct as his request had been 
casual – in his stride. In fact the 
exchange seemed to signify very 
little to him. But Italian ice cream is 
not an insignificant matter. It's a 
traditional speciality – along with 
mozzarella, balsamic vinegar, 
parmesan, fresh pesto, prosciutto, 
gorgonzola, prosecco and countless 
other delicacies – and the making of 
it could well be considered an art 
form in its own right. Moreover, this 
lad seemed indifferent to the 
courtesies that Italians take for 
granted where food is concerned. 
Food matters, and the protocols are 
well worth observing. Bread, for 
example, should be sliced attentively 
– not least because of its religious 
significance. Un buon pezzo di pane (a 
good piece of bread) is a compliment 
that translates as something like 'a 
good egg'. 

But this teenager didn't seem to care 
much whether his request was 
indulged or refused. It was 
inconsequential – either way. And 
that, precisely, was what I found 
myself taking exception to . So I said 
quietly but audibly, 'Everything will 
be good.' 

And at that moment the woman 
behind the counter and I glanced at 
one another. She was poised to serve, 
but her beautiful tired eyes were 
eloquent in their gratitude – not so 
much for my compliment, but for 
what it represented: trust of a kind 
that can dignify, even redeem, the 
most banal of human actions and 
interactions. We didn't need to 
exchange a word – we shared an 
understanding. 

There are few pleasures more subtle 
and more exquisite than tasting a 
mouthwatering ice cream at sunset 
in Venice. The moment suddenly 
took wing. And this, I realised in 
retrospect, is how it can feel to read a 
really great poem. 

 

He who bends to himself a Joy 
Doth the wingéd life destroy; 
But he who kisses the Joy as it flies 
Lives in Eternity's sunrise. 

WILLIAM BLAKE
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AABBrriieeff  IInnttrroodduuccttiioonn  ttoo  tthhee  

PPrroossee  PPooeemm  

Jill Eulalie Dawson

Despite the fact that it has long been 
accepted and practised in France 
and North America, the prose poem 
has been regarded as somewhat of a 
non-form in the UK, although used 
by writers such as David Jones, 
T.S.Eliot and George Szirtes. 
However, recent years have seen a 
cautious rising interest in it. 

The form originated in France 
around the mid-1860s as a way of 
breaking free from the strait-jacket 
of alexandrine metre, its use of 
heavy rhymes and declamatory 
style. Those prose poems of 

Baudelaire, Mallarme and Rimbaud 
are somewhat more abstract and 
philosophical than our 
contemporary prose poems. 

Like the short story, the prose poem 
defies definition but has definite 
properties. On the printed page it 
looks like a piece of prose with wide 
left and right margins. The text falls 
flush, is justified, on each margin. "I 
am not a piece of prose, nor am I a 
poem-poem," it says. 

The structure of the prose poem is 
laid down by the sentence, 
sometimes omitting parts of 
conventional grammatical 
construction or merging parts 
together. The structure of the poem-
poem is laid down by the line-break. 
This is the one technical difference 
between the two forms. 

The prose poem has no formal 
beginning, middle or end; it can 
make jumps between thoughts, 
place, time, person, from one 
sentence to another. It does not seek 
to reach a clear conclusion. Imagine 
looking through a window where 
the top part is covered by a blind, 
the bottom by a row of tall books: 
you see only a partial outside 

landscape. This is the territory of the 
prose poem. At its best it requires all 
the skills of a poet save the use of 
line-breaks and the implications that 
they entail. It has nothing in 
common with 'poetic prose.' It has 
cadence, pace, musicality to it, as 
has all poetry. Often there is a fine 
narrative thread, unusual detail, an 
elusiveness that reaches out into the 
wider world beyond. It may become 
surrealistic. Despite its freeness, it 
must contain within itself an inner 
coherence, a heart. It is not just a 
jumble of images. 

A practising poet, I find the prose 
poem a very liberating and exciting 
form. Freed from the technical 
concerns of the line, it seems that 
some part of my mind can focus 
more on what my imagination is 
wanting to tell me. Some of my 
failed free verse poems have become 
good prose poems. But it is not a 
form for everyone, nor for every 
poem. For example, a poem that 
wants to express an evocative 
description of a place through 
imagery that remains constant and 
where there is little narrative thread, 
would probably not do well as a 
prose poem. 

Here is a fascinating example of a prose poem by Ian Seed: 

The first green. Crows squawk away from treetops. In the river, a replica 
of the branches we walk under, but colder, without colour. A dog  
wanders, indifferent to rain. You question that 'finally' once more, the 
husk of our lives swept away by one casual  encounter  too  many.  Wine  
on  the  terrace.  I've  been dreading  the  moment,  too  terrified  to  turn,  
but  they  are  all smiling,   glad   to   see   us.   What   has   changed   is   
hardly perceptible. The work is ours.                                                 

Reproduced by kind permission of the author and publisher

Recount

It's an intense, enigmatic poem 
which challenges the reader to 
make sense of it. Each word counts, 
starting with the title. 'Recount' can 
mean 'A taking stock of things, a 
re  counting', or, as an imperative, 
'Tell a story (again).' The first 
sentence, which is highly 
compressed, provides an initial 
setting in time and place: 'green' 
suggests spring, a time of growth 
and new beginnings — a central 
theme of the poem. It also suggests 
a place such as a croft, village 
green, a golf course. There's no 
main verb, the phrase is 
monosyllabic, terse, emphatic. 
Sentences grow longer, the reader 
is drawn in, the poem continues its 
description of a physical and 
psychological landscape where 
there's an atmosphere of 

discordance ('crows squawk'), 
purposelessness and aloneness ('a 
dog wanders'), and where depths 
('in the river a replica') are as bleak 
as what lies on the surface. There's 
a sudden jump from this landscape 
into a situation that involved, and 
still involves, disagreement, 
discussion, decision. All this 
compressed into six words, 'you 
question...more'. This sentence is 
the longest and most complex in 
the poem. It lies at its heart. The 
wonderful image of a husk 
suggests the vulnerability of a seed 
(new growth) when its protection 
is swept away. We are left 
questioning the nature of the 'one 
casual encounter too many'. There's 
another sudden leap, to a terrace, 
people other than the (presumed 
two) protagonists. The sentence 

lengths begin to shorten. The final 
sentence is again highly 
compressed, monosyllabic and 
sudden. We're not ready to leave 
the poem. Seed has deliberately not 
given us 'answers'. For example, is 
the couple heterosexual; who are 
all the people; why the wine? We 
go back into the poem and into our 
own minds to create some of the 
story we are missing as we read 
Seed's poem: we create a story 
within a story. We recount. The 
work is ours.  

Reading suggestions: This Line is 
not for Turning, Jane Monson (ed.), 
(2011, Cinnamon Press). It includes 
the poem quoted above. Root, 
Linda Black (2011, Shearsman) and 
Stalker, Lucy Hamilton (2012, 
Shearsman).
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LLeeaarrnniinngg  PPooeettrryy  bbyy  
HHeeaarrtt  

Richard Stewart

I grew up in a family where almost 
everyone had only a basic 
elementary education at just one 
school, though I later learned that 
some of my aunts had actually 
passed the 11 plus exam but, with 
no grants available, their parents 
couldn't afford all the extra 
expenses necessary for a grammar 
school education. One part of that 
basic education was the learning of 
poetry, mainly narrative, probably 
remembered in the same way as 
mathematical tables, i.e. repetitive 
class chanting. 

I can remember some aunts, in pre-
television days, entertaining us 
with long passages from poems 
such as 'Hiawatha' and 'High Tide 
On The Coast Of Lincolnshire'. In 
those days most children attended 
Sunday School and once a year our 
village Baptist and Methodist 
churches held a combined service. 
This was largely composed of 
anxious parents listening to their 
offspring reciting from memory 
what could best be described as 
'religious verse'. No such formal 
opportunities were offered to me in 
my grammar school education – 
just theorems like Pythagoras, 
which had to be written out after 
being hopefully learned for 
homework. 

Nowadays, my experience is that 
few people recite poetry learned by 
heart. I can't recollect anyone doing 
so at the many poetry cafes I have 
attended. I must at this point 
mention one notable exception – 
well known Suffolk Poetry Society 
member Gillian Bence-Jones, 
whose remembered poetry 

repertoire is extensive, much of it 
learned at her father's knee and 
often recited at appropriate 
moments during poetry evenings. 

My own list probably extends to 
about twenty, if you include hymns 
and Bible passages. Much of it 
reflects my life-long passion for the 
natural world and poets included 
are Edward Thomas, Emily 
Dickinson, Robert Frost, W.B. 
Yeats, Wordsworth, Tennyson, 
several short witty lines by Ogden 
Nash and the longest being Belloc's 
'Jim And The Lion'. The link 
between almost all of them is that 
they rhyme. Nowadays, most 
poetry doesn't and this obviously 
makes it more difficult to 
remember – the ones my aunts 
knew always rhymed. I have 
written over 1600 poems but can 
remember very few, other than 
short haiku. Those I can recite by 
heart are invariably in rhyme, such 
as:

The second reason is probably 
frenetic lifestyle and the fact that 
many poem words can be looked 
up quickly on Internet sites. 
However, all is not lost because in 
some ways the learning of 'poetry' 
has taken a different direction. 

Recently my wife and I watched 
the whole of local boy Ed Sheeran's 
headlining performance at 
Glastonbury. We wanted to try to 
understand exactly why he has 
become such a superstar in a very 
short period of time. We didn't 
succeed in this quest but one aspect 
of his performance was that most 
of the massive crowd knew the 
words of his songs, to such a 
degree that he sometimes stopped 
singing and let them take over. 
This phenomenon could be 
repeated at many similar events 
and there has always been a close 
relationship between song and 
poetry. 

Think of Christmas and Christina 
Rossetti's 'In The Bleak Midwinter' 
then, a few days later, 'Auld Lang 

Syne' by Robert Burns, part of a 
section in his collected poetry that 
is titled Songs and has well over 
two hundred entries. Sometimes a 
traditional song is appropriated 
with very few changes, such as one 
I know by heart, 'Down By The 
Salley Garden', where Yeats has 
simply altered a few words and 
deleted some to tighten the lines 
for the poem. 

Turning to more recent examples, 
one of the greatest singer/
songwriters, Leonard Cohen, 
started off as an internationally 
acclaimed poet. One of his most 
famous songs, 'Suzanne', originally 
appeared in his poetry collection 
Parasites Of Heaven and was 
transformed into a song with 
virtually no changes to the words. 
Another song, 'Take This Waltz' is 
based on the poetry of Federico 
Garcia Lorca.

Increasingly, since song lyrics 
accompanied Sgt Pepper's Lonely 
Hearts Club Band by the Beatles, 
song words have accompanied 
released albums. As to whether 
many of these words are good 
enough to be considered as 'poetry' 
is debatable but I can make out a 
very strong case for many song 
lyrics by the Beatles, Leonard 
Cohen, Simon and Garfunkel and 
Bob Dylan. 

The recent awarding of the Nobel 
Prize for Literature to Dylan was a 
recognition mainly of the high 
quality of poetic expression 
conveyed in his songs and other 
writings for over half a century. 
Dylan's oeuvre has ranged from the 
powerful yet essentially simple 
words of 'Blowing In The Wind' to 
the more nuanced protest song 'A 
Hard Rain's A-Gonna Fall', from 
love songs like 'To Ramona' to the 
dystopian 'Desolation Row', from 
witty but almost vacuous 
humorous offerings to the 
enigmatic complexities in 'Visions 
of Johanna'. His words are well 
known by his devotees and will 
almost certainly stand the test of 
time. Along with other modern 
poets such as T.S. Eliot and W. B. 
Yeats, he has also earned what is 
perhaps the ultimate accolade, that 
of having his most memorable lines 
implanted into our everyday 
modes of expression.

Retribution 

They gave the whole world my email
And the messages seem never ending 
Because I was the one whose mobile 
                                                   went off 
In the middle of 'The Lark Ascending'.
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IInn  CCoonnvveerrssaattiioonn  wwiitthh  
DDeerreekk  AAddaammss

Fran Reader with Derek Adams

Derek Adams is a professional 
photographer and poet, originally 
from London, now living in 
Suffolk. He has a Masters in 
Creative and Life Writing from 
Goldsmiths College, University of 
London. 

His poems have appeared in many 
magazines including Acumen, 
Ambit, Rialto, Magma, Smiths Knoll, 
Stride and Tears in the Fence, and 
have been published in a variety of 
anthologies such as 50 Ways to Fly 
(2017, Rhythm & Muse) Ornith-
ology: the poetry of birds (2016, 
Poetry Wivenhoe & Mosaic), Days 
begin… (2015, Wivenbooks), 
Inspired by Hungarian poetry: British 
poets in conversation with Attila József 
(2013, Balassi Institute, Hungarian 
Cultural Centre, London), From the 
City to the Saltings: Poems from 
Essex. (2013, Poetry in Practice). 

He has a collection Everyday 
Objects, Chance Remarks (2005, 
Littoral Press) and pamphlets 
Postcards to Olympus (2005, Littoral 
Press) and unconcerned but not 
indifferent: the life of Man Ray (2006, 
Ninth Arrondissement Press). 

He was the winner of the Poetry 
Monthly Booklet Award 2004, BBC 
Wildlife Poet of the Year in 2006, 
and Poetry Space competition 2010.

His poems have been broadcast on 
Poetry Please BBC Radio 4, BBC 
local radio and were featured in I 

Leave This at Your Ear the listening 
wall at the Clore Ballroom at The 
Royal Festival Hall as part of the 
2014 Poetry International.

He has performed his poems at 
various venues including: Derwent 
Poetry festival, Essex Poetry Festival, 
Festival of Suffolk Poetry, Coffee 
House Poetry at the Troubadour 
(London), Oxfam Reading Series 
(London) and Shakespeare & Co 
(Paris).

His on-going photographic project 
Traced in the Shadows (portraits of 
poets with their poems on 
photography) has had five 
exhibitions in the UK and France, 
including being shown at the 
Poetry Society’s Poetry Cafe in 
Covent Garden, and at the Ledbury 
Poetry Festival.

Derek is keen to promote poetry, he 
facilitates poetry-writing 
workshops and has organised a 
variety of Poetry events in London, 
Essex and Suffolk. For fifteen years 
he has been involved in organising 
the Essex Poetry Festival, and is 
now a trustee of the Suffolk Poetry 
Society with responsibility for 
publicity. 

FR 

When did you first become 
interested in poetry?

DA

When I was 15 years old. It was a 
spectacular introduction, I was 
doing English CSE and not 
interested in poetry when I went to 
Walthamstow Town Hall on a 
Sunday for a day of music bands. 
Between songs one band read 
poetry – like performance poetry; it 
was really good. It was live and 
vibrant – not just words on a page. 
On Monday I told my English 
teacher, ‘It was better than the stuff 
you’ve given us to look at.’ On 
Wednesday my teacher came up 
with a book and said, ‘This is one of 
the poets you saw on Sunday and if 
you like it you can keep it.’ I’ve still 
got it – it was Roger McGough. I 
had heard Roger McGough and 
Brian Patten performing with the 
band Grimms. 

FR 

So I guess reading came before 
writing poetry for you?

DA

We used to have a box at school for 
recycling books and I remember 
getting a book of Spike Milligan’s – 
and writing poetry followed. I 
started writing like mad. 

FR

Did you find writing poetry was 
helpful in growing up – making 
sense of the world? Were you 
using poetry in that way?

DA

Yes, I was. Obviously, I was writing 
love poetry, and I was using poetry 
to sort out my emotions about 
different things, but I wasn’t 
keeping it. So, when I left school at 
16 to become a photographer, I 
hadn’t got any of that poetry apart 
from one poem that I’d committed 
to memory. 

It wasn’t until I was about 28, and 
working as a photographer at the 
Royal Commission for Historical 
Monuments, and commuting from 
Walthamstow to Oxford Street that 
I noticed Poetry on the 
Underground, which started me 
thinking about poetry again. I got 
out poetry books and began to 
write because I had time on the 
tube. I got enthusiastic about 
poetry and joined the Poetry 
Library, which was in Piccadilly at 
the time. When I was working for 
the Natural History Museum and 
moved out to Essex I had an even 
longer commute – three quarters of 
an hour gave me lots of time for 
reading and writing. 

I moved to Southend and saw in 
the local paper that there was to be 
a talk on 'Poetry and the Spanish 
Civil War' – both things interested 
me – so I went along. It was an old 
guy named Jim Jump who had 
written the Penguin English / 
Spanish Dictionary. At the age of 18 
he had left Liverpool to fight in the 
Spanish Civil War where he 
discovered Spanish poetry. He said 
that even people he was fighting 
alongside who could only just 
write would be given Lorca to read. 
So that was my introduction to the 
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Southend Poetry Group and I met 
people like me who talked about 
poetry – wrote poetry – I’d  never 
met anyone else like that before. I 
thought poetry was something you 
got in books not what people did.

FR

Almost like – not what people 
like me do?

DA

Yeah, and then I met people who’d 
published books, published in 
magazines. I started going to places 
like The Hard Edge Club in London 
where they used to have 
performance poetry, but I was too 
frightened to get up and do it 
myself. 

FR

You took it further and went on 
to do Creative Writing at 
Goldsmiths.

DA

I did that much later. It had been my 
plan to do an MA when I retired and 
then the museum turned round and 
offered me redundancy seven years 
early. I decided to take it and 
expand my horizons poetry wise. I 
was a bit frightened I wouldn’t be 
up to standard. I’d done a bit of OU 
stuff before. I knew that the course 
at Goldsmith’s was Creative and 
Life Writing. I knew I would be 
covering a whole range of creative 
writing genre and could go onto 
specialise in writing poetry. 

FR

Are there specific poets that have 
influenced your work?

DA

The Liverpool poets to start with. In 
2000 I decided I really needed to get 
serious about writing. I’d been 
sending stuff out to get published 
but I felt I needed to step up a notch. 
I noticed that at Morley College in 
London Matthew Sweeney led a 
workshop and I really liked 
Matthew Sweeney’s stuff – it’s dark 
and surreal. Unfortunately it was a 
Thursday when I was at work, so I 
spoke to my boss and negotiated a 
week's leave as ten Thursday 

mornings and I did one term with 
Matthew Sweeney. I did that week's 
leave arrangement for the next 5 or 
6 years: another term with Matthew 
Sweeney, a couple with Maurice 
Riordan and other poets such as 
Kathryn Maris. At the end of my 
first term with Matthew I didn’t 
know what to do and a friend told 
me about this chap who did a really 
good class at City University on 
Monday evenings called Michael 
Donaghy. He was a bit chaotic – 
always turned up late – he’d get 
side tracked really easily but was 
really good. He majorly influenced 
me because he used to memorise all 
his poetry. He taught me to say 
everything out loud to see what it 
sounds like – and then he died. He 
was a massive influence. Later on, 
Pascale Petit used to do some classes 
at Tate Modern. I really like her stuff 
– its surreal. 

FR

Yes, I’m struck by how macabre 
your poetry can be sometimes 
and how you use or hint at the 
theme of death by violence or 
suicide in several poems. Where 
does this darker side come from? 

DA

I had an older brother who died 
when I was two so I have no 
memory of him but we used to go to 
the cemetery every week – so I 
guess that’s an influence on my life 
that has always been there. I love 
cemeteries. Whenever we go on 
holiday the first thing we do is find 
out about the cemeteries. I belong to 
the Magic Lantern Society and they 
sometimes have meetings abroad 
and take you to places you may not 
have been to before and we always 
tack on another couple of days to 
visit cemeteries. We went to Brussels 
a couple of years ago and we found 
out they had three really interesting 
ones but it was illegal to take 
photographs in a Belgium cemetery 
and I spent three weeks emailing 
cemeteries in Belgium to get 
permission to take pictures. 

Can you see that cupboard at the 
end?

FR

Oh yes, I can see a skull.

DA 

Well that cupboard is absolutely full 
of books about cemeteries, Victorian 
death customs and undertakers. I 
like horror stories, I like M. R. James 
and Edgar Alan Poe, always have 
done.

FR

You have published three 
collections of poetry – is there 
another one in the pipeline?

DA

Yes, there are two in the pipeline. 
Mervyn Linford has been nagging 
me for about the last five years to 
get something together so he can 
publish it. It’s there (points to pile of 
papers).

FR

Have you got a name for it?

DA 

No. I’m being very fussy. My first 
one was based on Greek myths, not 
actually about the myths but using 
them as a starting point. I won a 
competition with that and got it 
published and I won another 
competition with a collection but the 
publisher was having problems with 
a book that was to be published 
before mine and nothing happened. 
After a year Mervyn looked at it, 
liked it, took it over and published it 
but later when I thought about the 
finished book I realised it was just a 
collection of all the poems I had 
published in magazines and a few 
extra surreal poems but it wasn’t 
cohesive.  My third collection was 
my book about Man Ray. I started 
writing these poems and sending 
them off and they’d just get 
published left right and centre, 
which was quite pleasing. I sent 
three to a bloke called Robert Cole 
who now lives in France, and 
produced a magazine called 
Chimera. He really liked them and I 
told him I’d sent six off to Stride and 
they’d published all of them – and 
he said ‘oh, how many have you 
got? Have you got enough for a 
pamphlet?’ So I said ‘not quite’ so he 
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said ‘well when you’ve got enough 
for a pamphlet – send them to me’. 
So that is what happened and I had 
a book launch at Shakespeare & Co 
in Paris. 

My other project that I’m working 
on at the moment, which started off 
as my MA portfolio, is a series of 
poems about Lee Miller the 
photographer and Man Ray’s lover 
– a kind of companion to the Man 
Ray. I had to have 25 to 30 poems 
for my MA, which have evolved 
over time. I’ve further revised them 
and added a few more – so I’m 
thinking it’s going to be a 
collection. 

FR

Man Ray and Lee Miller are both 
photographers – that leads into 
my next question – does your 
photography inform your poetry 
and vice versa?

DA

I never really see them as being 
compatible. If I see something I 
really like I’ll photograph it but if a 
photograph doesn’t work I’ll write 
about it.  People have suggested I 
make a book of photographs and 
poetry but I don’t think it really 
works like that. In the Man Ray 
book I write about some of his 
photographs, some of his paintings, 
some of his techniques and in the 
Lee Miller book, I do the same thing, 
but mainly it’s more biographical. A 
lot of people say from reading my 
poetry that it’s very visual. 

FR

Moving on from the visual on 
the page to visual on the stage – 
I wonder what makes live 
performance poetry very special 
for you? 

DA

I think poetry is an aural art. That’s 
how it began. I don’t really think of 
it as being something for the page 
most of the time. I think the real test 
of a poem is reading it out loud for 
the first time to an audience and 
that’s when you find out whether it 
works or not. 

FR

Reading your poetry I noted 
your eye for detail and attention 
to the sound of words. 

DA

Yes, sound is very important to me. 
It’s the music and rhythm of the 
words. I don’t really like prose very 
much. Sometimes I write short 
stories but it’s ages since I read a 
novel – they go on too long – they 
waffle. I like things to be precise 
which is why I like poetry I guess. I 
think it goes back to photography 
again. When you take a photograph 
it takes 1/125th of a second to take 
that picture but it should tell you 
more than what is happening in that 
fraction of a second. I like short 
stories because they don’t bother 
telling you about what happened 
before or what happens after – they 
just give you an incident and you 
make up the rest. A lot of my poems 
are narrative. I do like narrative 
poems and I think even if its only 
ten lines long it should tell a bigger 
story than what is on the page. That 
is kind of how poetry works for me. 

FR

That’s interesting and even 
though you wouldn’t make a 
book  that was poetry/photo/
poetry, there are similarities 
that inform both.

DA 

Yes, ‘the decisive moment’ as 
Cartier-Bresson used to say. You 
take a picture and it tells you much 
more – a story. That’s what a poem 
should be doing.

FR

Do you learn your own poetry or 
do you read?

DA

I read most of it but I do learn. I 
have about ten poems in my head I 
can call on any time. I’ll tell you 
why I started that: it was because 
my eyes began to go bad. So I 
thought I should practice them 
more, try and learn them. At the 
Festival of Suffolk Poetry Café 
readings, the poets from Poetry 
Aloud do one poem each to a theme. 

I think it makes it more interesting 
to listen to if there’s a theme. We 
also produced a book and even 
though I still hold the book I don’t 
read from it, because I’ve got it up 
here. (Derek taps his head).

FR

My last question is about you 
being Poet in Residence at the 
Ely Folk Festival on two 
occasions – do you think this 
role has been helpful for you in 
inspiring future generations of 
poets.

DA

I really like teaching. I did a 
teaching adults award so I can teach 
at college. I love giving workshops. 
I’m not quite so keen on working 
with kids. I find it hard to judge 
them on their level.

FR

What about teenagers / early 
twenties?

DA 

Oh no, that’s good. It’s just with the 
very small ones it’s quite hard to 
take my critical poetry head out of 
the equation. But I did exercises for 
the little ones where we did acrostics 
and they produced some quite good 
work and I got a few of them to 
come and read on stage – so that 
was really good. 

The other thing I did as a poet in 
residence was a crowd source poem. 
Both years on the Saturday I 
collected lines – I got people to write 
a line or two about the festival on 
post-it notes and stick them on a 
board. I wandered round and wrote 
a few things myself and then I came 
home after the last gig with this 
book of post-its. I typed them up 
into lines and rearranged them to 
make a poem to read the next day. 
The first time I foolishly stayed until 
after the last gig because I wanted to 
see the band and ended up not 
going to bed until gone three in the 
morning. Last time I left at six pm so 
I could give more time to the poem. 
That was an interesting exercise to 
rearrange all the lines and make a 
performance piece.
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SSPPSS  EEvveennttss

TTeeaa  aatt  TThhee  PPrriioorryy

This year Tea at the Priory took a 
different direction.  Members 
gathered in the drawing-room of 
Stoke-by Nayland Priory were 
treated to a presentation of the life 
and works of Charles Causley 
(1917-2003) in words and music – 
“Chas. Causley  & The Rhythm 
Kings: a leading 20c poet’s poetic 

and musical inspiration.”

Cahal Dallat played and sang his 
new settings of some 
of Causley’s poems, 
commissioned by 
the Charles Causley 
Trust for the 
centenary of his 
birth, while Anne-
Marie Fyffe read 
from Causley’s 
letters and poems 
with interesting 
insights into his life.

Charles Causley is 
known for his Cornish roots, love 
of legends, and sideways religious 
imagery but less explored aspects 
of his work were discussed.  Much 
was made of his Irish connections, 
which chimed with Cahal and 
Anne-Marie, and his keen interest 
in the popular music of 1930s and 
1940s, jazz, blues, folk which 

informed his work. It was Chas. 
Causley who played in dance 
bands.

Appointed by the Charles Causley 
Trust as poet/musician in 
residence, Cahal lived in Causley’s 
house in Launceston for several 
months, an immersive experience 
envied by many in the audience.  
To walk through the rooms and 
look out of the windows at scenes 
familiar to Causley gave Cahal’s 
interpretations a compelling 
authority.

Derek Adams expressed the thanks 
of members for such an admirable 
and inspired performance, before a 
delicious tea was served.  The 
Society is grateful to Victoria and 
Henry Engleheart for their 
unfailing hospitality in arranging 
this popular event.

Diane Jackman

Photograph: Derek Adams

WWaallppoollee  OOlldd  CChhaappeell  ––  
''CChhaarraacctteerrss''

A poetry reading by Suffolk Poetry 
Society members 

Sunday 24th September.  

Walpole Old Chapel provided a 
characterful venue for our 
afternoon of poetry readings.  The 
weather was clement and the 
Friends of the Chapel made us 
most welcome with their parking 
assistance and delicious home-
made refreshments.

Florence Cox welcomed everyone 
in her capacity of Chair of SPS and 
acted as our ‘master of ceremonies’. 
In all, a total of 30 poems were 
read. The ‘characters’ immortalised 
ranged from remembered teachers, 
with Elizabeth Bracken’s ‘Miss 
Fairweather, I like your dress’ and 
Sue Wallace-Shaddad’s ‘School’s 
out’, to Kate Foley’s ‘Foreigners’, 
reminding us of the upside of 
‘strangers’. There was even a 
characterful house in Halesworth 
belonging to Tim Gardiner’s aunt, 
recalled in his poem ‘Hide and 
Seek’. James Knox Whittet 
intrigued us with ‘Miss Havisham 
and the Suspension of Time’, while 
Antony Johae took us to Arabia 
with his ‘Lawrence at Wadi Rum’. 

Unfortunately Frank Wood and 
Marguerite Wood could not be 
with us in person so their poems 
were read for them. The ending of 
Frank’s ‘For Peri’ provided a gentle 
evocation of grief for the death of a 
cat, ending with the memorable 
words: ‘… although I have more 
space / I still step over your tail.’ 
Writing this brings back the lump 
in my throat I experienced on first 
hearing the poem … such is the 
power of poetry. 

Fran ReaderLynne Nesbit
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WWoorrkksshhoopp  wwiitthh  
RReebbeeccccaa  GGoossss

‘Making’ was the subject of the 
most recent SPS workshop on 30th 

September at White House Farm, 
in the glorious countryside of Great 
Glemham, home of the ! 
Cornucopia ! autumn festival run by 
Jason Gathorne-Hardy 
(aldevalleyspringfestival.co.uk). 
The poet Rebecca Goss who led the 
workshop said that we were her 
favourite kind of group – we were 
certainly a lively bunch with lots to 
say! Rebecca provided quotes by 
various writers, craftsmen and 
craftswomen about the creative 
experience of making, which were 
discussed with great interest. We 
studied a number of poems, 
looking for moments of joy and 
discovery – I particularly liked For 
the Shetland Laceknitters by Lynne 
Wycherley (from Images of Women 
published by Arrowhead Press).

 After tea and flapjacks it was our 
turn – the prompt being a tray full 
of wood items from a carpenter’s 

workshop. We read our draft 
poems back – poems that surprised 
and delighted us all. After a break, 
we moved into the early evening 
readings with some new additions 
to the audience. All those attending 
read poems and Rebecca gave us 
two longer readings of her own 
work, which encompassed very 
different topics such as the pain of 
pleurisy, standing next to her 
husband on the underground, and 
her relationship with her best 
friend. Rebecca writes of everyday 
experiences in a way that 
transforms them into something 
much more. She is currently 
working on a collection she calls 
‘The Suffolk Poems’ 
(rebeccagoss.wordpress.com) about 
people’s connections to Suffolk 
such as: blacksmith, thatcher, lime 
plasterer – to name but a few.

Sue Wallace-Shaddad

Rebecca Goss

OOuurr  WWeebb  PPrreesseennccee

Our website: suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk

Facebook: facebook.com/SuffolkPoetrySociety 

Twitter: @SuffolkPoetrySo

twitter.com/SuffolkPoetrySo 

YouTube: 
youtube.com/c/SuffolkpoetrysocietyOrgUk2015

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

Sunday October the 8th was a mild 
autumnal day that hardly ruffled 
the nearby North Sea as we 
congregated at the Wentworth 
Hotel in Aldeburgh to enjoy a 
lunch followed by readings of this 
year’s winning poems.  Before the 
readings Beth Soule said a few 

words in memory of Peter Davey 
and Paul Veitch, members of SPS 
who have sadly passed away 
during the past year. Peter and 
Paul had submitted poems to the 
2016 Crabbe Poetry Competition, 
so Beth Soule and Florence Cox 
read these poems as a mark of the 

Society’s respect. 

Our adjudicator this year was the 
poet Esther Morgan. After each 
reading Esther gave us helpful 
insights into her rationale for 
selecting the poem as one of the 
winners. The overall winner this 
year was Jim Green with his poem 
‘Swallow’; he was also commended 
for his poem ‘Dylan’s Ghost’. Jim 
was not able to be present to collect 
his award but had recorded his 
readings and a message which 
were relayed to the audience. 

The afternoon ended with Esther 
reading from her collection Grace 
and as yet unpublished poems 
from her next collection. 

A full list of this year’s prize-
winners can be found online at 
suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk/node/1659

Copies of this year’s anthology will 
be available at all SPS events 
throughout the year – price £2.50. 
See Future Events page 28.

CCrraabbbbee  PPrreesseennttaattiioonn  
LLuunncchh

R.G.Binns (2nd), Lizzi Thistlethwayte, Derek Adams (3rd), 
Esther Morgan (Adjudicator), Phil Baker, David Healey, 
John Vaughan, Pam Job

Fran Reader
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DDeesseerrtt  IIssllaanndd  PPooeemmss  
wwiitthh  BBuunnnnyy  

CCaammppiioonnee  

Friday 27th October 

The event took place in the 
Museum Street Methodist Church, 
a cosy but impressive building in 
the heart of Ipswich. The evening 
was off to a good start with the 
crisp piano playing of Alan Loader 
who also provided the music for 
the interval and the short 
interludes neatly placed in the 
programme. 

Bunny Campione, resident expert 
on the Antiques Roadshow was 
interviewed by her old friend Lord 
Phillips of Sudbury and proved to 
be more than just an expert on 
dolls and miscellanea. As she spoke 
of her early life, it became clear that 
Bunny would be a good subject for 
the BBC’s Who do you think you are?  

- the actor Stewart Granger was her 
uncle (when she expressed a desire 
to be an actress he said ‘Darling, 
don’t you dare. It’s a ghastly 
profession’) while her several-
times-great-grandfather, the 19th 

century Italian bass, Luigi 
Lablache, created the role of Don 
Pasquale in Donizetti’s comic 
opera. 

Bunny’s love of poetry was 
developed at a young age when 
she won prizes for recitation. The 
ten poems she chose for the 
evening were proof of this; they 
were all poems which worked well 
read aloud. There were old 
favourites: Wordsworth’s 
'Daffodils' and Edward Lear’s 'The 
Owl and the Pussycat' as well as 
something a little more 
contemporary and certainly racier - 
Pam Ayres 'Fifty Shades of Grey'. 
All the poems were ably delivered 
by representatives of seven of 

Suffolk’s poetry cafes. 

Becoming an expert on the Antiques 
Roadshow in 1985 was the result of a 
lucky break. After appearing in the 
national press for selling a doll for 
£6,600, a record  price in the 
early1980s, she was invited to 
appear on the show and has been 
part of the team for the past 32 of 
its 40 years. 

After interval refreshments, the 
conversation moved to more 
serious matters: politics (Brexit and 
Trump) and religion, a difficult 
subject for her, having suffered the 
personal tragedies of losing her 
mother at the age of 59 when 
Bunny was just 25 and, more 
recently, the far too early loss of a 
grandson. 

The evening concluded after a Q & 
A session where she revealed that 
she had been known as Bunny 
since the age of 2-and-a-half when 
she was given a coat with long 
rabbit ears. Although not revealing 
her real name, she did end with a 
story of how she pretended in the 
Antiques Roadshow that she had 
been born Anastasia, the name of 
the heroine in the Fifty Shades of 
Grey trilogy.

As the event drew to a close, Bunny 
thanked the readers, saying she 
had enjoyed all the performances. 
Florence Cox, Chair of the Suffolk 
Poetry Society, concluded the event 
with thanks to all involved in what 
was another successful event for 
the Society.

Nicola Warwick

Poems and Readers

Song by John Donne Nicola Warwick (Arlington's, Ipswich)

Oh Tell Me The Truth About Love by W. H. Auden Jenny Chantler (Poetry Aloud, Bury St Edmunds)

The Daffodils by William Wordsworth Steve Glason (Arlington's, Ipswich)

How To Get On In Society by John Betjeman Richard Hartley (Pinky's, Halesworth)

When I was one-and-twenty by A. E. Housman Kaaren Whitney (New Words-Fresh Voices, Lowestoft)

The Owl and The Pussy-cat by Edward Lear Sue Mobbs (Bungay Monday Group)

The Isles of Greece by Lord Byron Pete Lobb (Felixstowe Café Poets)

A Hand in the Bird by Roald Dahl Oonagh Segrave-Daly (Pinky's, Halesworth)

Sonnet 18 by William Shakespeare Sally Gardner (Arlington's, Ipswich)

Fifty Shades of Grey by Pam Ayres Derek Phillips (Sudbury Café Poets)
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44tthh  FFeessttiivvaall  ooff  SSuuffffoollkk  
PPooeettrryy  RReevviieeww

May 27th 2017: what a treat for all 
of us who were there, be it for one 
or all of the three sessions. The 
John Peel Centre was bathed in a 
warm glow due to the favourable 
weather, apart from one almighty, 
but fortunately short-lived, 
thunderstorm in the morning. 

The morning session consisted of 
three two and a half hour 
workshops:

Poetry and Music – led by Gregory 
Warren Wilson

Using Cinematic Techniques – led by 
Derek Adams

Getting Published – led by Antony 
Johae

Separate reports of these 
workshops are shared at the end of 
this review. 

The afternoon session provided 
choices to either stay in the John 
Peel Centre and listen to the Café 
Poets, or watch performances and 
take part in workshops organised 
by students attending Suffolk’s 
One Sixth Form College held in the 
adjacent St Peter’s Hall. Many 
participants moved between the 
two venues, especially as there was 
a break every 50 minutes between 
the Café Poets’ presentations. At 
the end of the afternoon the One 
Sixth Form College students joined 
the group in the John Peel Centre to 
present their poetry, and this was 
followed by a vibrant 40 minutes of 
open mic.

Fran Reader

CCaafféé  PPooeettss::  

The word that sums up the 
offerings from the Poetry Cafés 
was “Variety”. All in all, it was a 
fascinating 
afternoon, 
demonstrating 
once again the 
huge range and 
quality of poetry 
being produced 
in Suffolk today.

There were 
straightforward 
readings, 
although a few 
were themed. It 
was like being on 
a springboard 
from which one leapt into many 
corners of life and the world.

Two of the Cafés, Sudbury and 
Poetry Aloud (Bury St Edmunds) 
produced booklets of their poems. 
Sudbury worked to a theme, which 
was the Talbot Trail, which marks a 
number of historical events in 
Sudbury.

Poetry Aloud recast old poems into 
modern forms and situation. I hate 
to single out a particular poem for 
mention, but Richard Whiting, 
although not there to read his 
poem, used his professional insight 
as a postman to produce a very 
effective and amusing reworking of 
Auden’s 'Night Mail'.

Felixstowe also produced 
something original with a sketch 
from Carole & David Ferguson. It 
was set in a postal sorting room 
where place names became part of, 
and pushed along, the 
conversation. Very clever and very 
funny.

It was good to hear many poetic 
forms being used, from haiku and 

tanka through 
rhyme, free 
verse and 
performance 
poetry.

Poetry in 
Suffolk is in safe 
hands with the 
cafés. Long may 
they prosper.

Colin Whyles, 
Festival 
Director

OOnnee  SSiixxtthh  FFoorrmm  
CCoolllleeggee::  

An infectious energy emanated 
from the young poets: Courtney 
Chilvers, Beth Cope, Beth Ford, 
Archie Gault, Charlotte Humphrey, 
and Caitlin Rush – supported by 
their teachers Peter Milwright and 
Catherine Mann. The students 
entertained us with their poetry 
and music (original lyrics by 
Courtney set to her own musical 
compositions, along with some 
original music by Archie). A 
pamphlet of their festival poems 
and successful poems from the 
2016 Suffolk Young Poets 
competition was also available. In 
their workshops we were 
challenged with such prompts as 
‘What Happens While We Are 
Sleeping’, taken from Esther 
Morgan’s poem of the same name 
– poetryarchive.org/poem/what-
happens-while-we-are-sleeping. 
Their final contribution was to 
judge poems written and 
submitted on the day of the festival 
with certificates presented by Terry 
Waite to the winner Kaaren 
Whitney and a commendation for 
Fran Reader.

TThhee  EEvveenniinngg  SSeessssiioonn  

opened with two local poets: 

Antony Johae read from his 
collection Poems from the East (2015, 
Gipping Press) – dedicated ‘For the 
members of the Kuwait Writers 
Workshop, who came and went 
1993 – 2009’. This proved an 
enriching and evocative journey 
into other cultures and societies 
based on Antony’s experience of 
living and teaching in the Middle 
East. 

ONE workshop

Poetry Cafés – Pinkys
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Elizabeth Cook’s voice ensured we 
listened to the sound and nuance of 
her every word as she read from 
her collection Bowl (2006, reprinted 
2013, Worple Press) and other 
poems. Her unexpected imagery 
hovered over the hall inspiring us 
to reflect on the world and its ways 
with new insights.

This year the In Conversation With 
slot was filled by Terry Waite 
conversing with his friend Lord 
Phillips of Sudbury − a talkfest that 
ranged from their student days, 
through Terry Waite’s experiences 
as the Archbishop of Canterbury’s 
special envoy to the Middle East 
during the 1980s and his five year 
captivity in Lebanon, to his musing 
on life from the perspective of 
being in his seventies balancing his 
charitable public commitments and 
family life with a desire for 
solitude. 

The discussions were interspersed 
with Terry reading from his new 
book of memories, reflections and 
poems Out of the Silence (2016, 
SPCK Publishing) written while 
staying with friends in New 
Zealand and beautifully illustrated 
by Jenny Coles.

HHeeaaddlliinnee  PPooeettss::  

Nancy Mattson and Gregory 
Warren Wilson provided a fitting 
climax to a wonderful festival. 

Nancy Mattson has three 
successful collections to her name. 
She is a Canadian with Finnish 
roots who has lived in London 
since 1990 and currently organises 
Poetry in the Crypt in Islington. 
She entertained us with her poetry 
including readings from her latest 
collection Finns and Amazons (2012, 
Arrowhead) – particularly 
memorable was the poetry that 
evoked her childhood in the 
Canadian Prairies and her adult 
experience of searching for her 
Finnish great-aunt who 
disappeared in Stalinist Russia. 

Gregory Warren Wilson treated us 

to readings from his fifth collection 
Raking Light (a beautifully 
produced limited edition signed by 
Gregory available to purchase at 
the Festival) as well as other 
poems. His blended artistic talents 
as classical violinist, dancer and 
poet brought a musicality to his 
poetry that had us spellbound and 
wanting more.

Fran Reader

WWoorrkksshhoopp  RReevviieewwss::

PPooeettrryy  aanndd  MMuussiicc  ––  
GGrreeggoorryy  WWaarrrreenn  

WWiillssoonn

Like Philip Larkin’s ‘The Trees’ 
Gregory invited us to, ‘Begin 

afresh, afresh, afresh’ and think 
about the musicality of poetry with 
fresh minds. We thought and 
talked about rhythm and pace. We 
thought and talked about sound: 
volume, tone, hard, soft, assonance, 
consonance, alliteration etc. and 
how to use these to generate 
atmosphere and emotion. Primarily 
we focussed on repetition and how 
we can vary the expression with 
each repetition – in the same way 
as a musician will never play a 
musical repetition in quite the same 
way each time. We experimented 
with the different ways we might 
speak Mark Antony’s repetition of 
‘ambitious’ and ‘honourable’ in his 
famous ‘I come to bury Caesar not 
to praise him’ speech from 
Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar Act III, 
Scene 2. We shared other famous 
examples such as John Clare’s ‘I 
am’, Simon Armitage’s ‘It ain’t 
what you do it’s what it does to 
you’ from Zoom (1989, Bloodaxe) 
and ‘Meeting Point’ by Louis 
MacNeice where MacNeice repeats 
the first and last lines of each 
stanza. 

So, when it came to our turn, the 
task was to create poems focusing 
on the use of repetition. I think it 
was at this point the thunder 
roared encouragement – no rumble 
was quite the same!

We ended sharing our poems and 
closed with reading this poem by 
William Blake: 

I think we probably could have 
spent another two and half hours 
working through those questions 
and their answer but time was up 
and we ended refreshed and 
satisfied by our exploration of 
Poetry and Music.

Fran Reader

The Question Answered

What is it men in women do require?
The lineament of gratified desire.
What is it women do in men require?
The lineament of gratified desire.

Nancy Mattson

Antony Johae

Elizabeth Cook

Terry Waite

GGeettttiinngg  PPuubblliisshheedd  ––  
AAnnttoonnyy  JJoohhaaee

A full article on this will follow in 
the next issue of Twelve Rivers.
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UUssiinngg  CCiinneemmaattiicc  
TTeecchhnniiqquueess  ––  DDeerreekk  

AAddaammss

When you have been writing 
poetry regularly since your teens, 
which in my case is a period of half 
a century, you can easily think that 
you know how to write your sort of 
poetry and don’t need to learn 
from anyone else. Indeed, if you 
submitted to the excessive 
influence of others, it might fail to 
be your poem. 

Nevertheless, for over 25 years I 
have been attending the East 
Suffolk Poetry Writers’ workshop, 
where the savage but ultimately 
helpful slash-and-burn criticism 
has, I trust, improved the way I 
write, and also the Poetry Party, 
where supper and gentle 
expressions of support nurture the 
attending poets in different ways. 

I have attended very few other 
workshops, largely because they 

clash with earning a living, so it 
was with no particular 
preconceptions and some anxiety 
that I signed up for Derek Adams’s 
workshop Using Cinematic 
Techniques at the 4th Festival of 
Suffolk Poetry in May this year. I 
don’t watch films very often and 
have certainly never analysed how 
they are put together, so I was 
afraid I might be out of my depth, 
but Derek Adams, who became a 
Trustee/committee member of SPS 
this year, was a great teacher and 
began by listing all the things that 
a good poem and a good film have 
in common, including the 
importance of what you choose to 
leave out, the way you focus on 
your subject and the fact that you 
can use a single image to convey a 
universal message.

As well as illustrating particular 
techniques with clips from films, 
Derek gave us time to write our 
own poems using these techniques. 
Amongst those he described were: 

establishing shots, which give the 
audience a clear idea of the setting; 
zooming in, where you focus more 
and more closely on a particular 
object or idea; zooming out, where 
you move away from the particular 
to a broader picture; tracking shots, 
where you follow someone or 
something on a journey through 
the landscape; reverse chronology 
and extreme close-ups. It was a 
revelation. I don’t think I had 
consciously used any of these 
techniques before, and yet they 
worked so well with the subjects 
that sprang to mind for each 
technique. I was so excited by what 
I learned that I read my ‘Zooming 
in’ poem in the open mic spot at 
the festival, and I intend to send a 
‘reverse chronology’ poem to the 
National Poetry Competition.

Thank you, Derek, for a very 
productive and stimulating 
workshop.

Florence Cox

Zooming in

The bed is an island.
There’s a mountain 
of ironing on it
tipped from the laundry basket
lapped by last week’s Sunday papers,
a poetry book, a letter,
the TV remote,
that difficult novel
I use when I can’t sleep,
pillows askew in the tussle 
for comfort

and suddenly,
as I rifle through the jetsam
looking for a notebook
to write in
there’s a sharp pain
a pearl
of blood on my finger.
The light
squeezing through 
the bedroom curtains
reveals a silver sliver
by my hand.

Last week,
whatever possessed me
to mend that shirt 
in bed?

Florence Cox
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SSeelleecctteedd  PPooeemmss

The Editor thanks Anne Boileau and James Knox Whittet for acting as referees for the selected poems

Under Watching Angels 

Blythburgh Church

The last rays of sun filter
through leaded clerestory windows,
touching the choir with gold.
Robed in black, stark
under the rood screen
Ave Maria takes wing
as they raise Amens on high.

Angels gather above
as if to catch the soaring notes.
Once embellished,
now transmuted from glory 
to bleached wood,
they remain symbolic of the faith
woven into the fabric,
the cloth of this church.

Bathed in light, at one with the sky,
the cathedral of the marshes,
sails towards dusk.



Sue Wallace-Shaddad

Daylessness

(In memory of Diesel, 2000 - 2017)

Today feels dayless.

Overwhelmed by the need
to be among those grieving
I take my leave from lunch with friends.

I allow you to lift the towel.
He is curled as if in his deep cat sleep,
this box a favourite place.

I stroke and feel
the stiffness,
the forever sleep.

For the onward journey, some might say,
we place his treasured wire brush
beside him.

By the Acer, 
with every spade full
a hole takes shape.

I hand out sprigs of Nepeta,
recall the fun with cat-nip mice
at Christmas.

The box is lowered
sprigs and bouquet bestowed
words of affection shared.

We celebrate his years 
the place he held
still holds

this dayless day.

Janni Ellmoos

fall

now the trees divest themselves of leaves
I sweep – an old man’s pathways 
for fear he should fall  his cat

watches from the sill, wrapped in her sleeve
of autumn ginger we look at each other
knowing it’s the right thing to do

Jane Henderson
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Fen Blow

Sudden winds whip up the peat,
black gold of the Fens, 
steal it from the fertile fields, 
drop it into drainage ditches,
choke the droves and block the tracks.

An ominous, ungentle fog
prickles eyes and mouth and hair.
Gusts reach fifty miles an hour.
Drivers warned to take great care   
pull over;  switch on noontime lights;
strain to peer through marmite darkness,
waiting till it goes elsewhere.

Although the land is neatly furrowed,
ridges are just blown away.
Everything is desert dry.
Too late now to irrigate.
Tops of fledgling crops are snatched,
leeks, and carrots, beet all gone,
leaving ground to be re-drilled.

Dust invades each house and barn.
Inside, the farmers’ children watch
and write their names on window sills.

Angela Pickering

September’s Done 

September’s done. The elevated sky
Burns blue like gas jets. And me and the dog,
Both dipped in ochre, go over the stubble 
And along the edge of the wood,
Lamp-lit with hawthorn berries, blackberries,
And, by the fence, this one wild apple tree,
Well-fruited, strung with globes, which says
There was a house once, in under there
Among the snickering wings, among
The green maze. 

After some time, a slow-rowing heron comes past
Filled with disdain for earthbound things,
Angling over the field to where the road
Dips to the ford, and the dog chases him
Along the ground and in and out of shadow.
These things of no significance are turned
By autumn’s sly approach to something else,
Arrival, maybe, or an assembly of light,
A bit like meaning, anyway.

Neil Flemming

Autumn leaves 

light up grey skies
pattern puddles
intensify sun
soften woodland paths
hem roads with ruffled fringes
burn through frost. 

Round as coins. 
                      Webbed like ducks feet .
A shoal of golden fish.
                            Frilled, wave edged.  
 All sharp angles.
               Spreading little paws. 

Yellow, orange, rust red
we walk on their fluorescence 
knowing it is ephemeral
as are all things -
the melancholy dark
the bright exultation. 

Susan Mobbs
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Crinkles

This old English word
folds itself around my tongue,
furrows my forehead.

Crinkled eyes, fine lines
that speak of smiles,
a hint of humour every day of your life.

Crinkled paper as you fight
to nail the truth page by page.
Crinkle crankle walls

that bend and curve,
protecting the garden
as you protect me.

A crinkle free world
would not be the same,

the crumples and rumples
allow us to breathe.

Sue Wallace-Shaddad

Room

On A Room of One’s Own: Virginia Woolf

A white space, black sticks of writing
laid waiting for fire - but sometimes
there’s fuel poverty.

Room lives between battered covers
in my back pocket.
I suppose I’m landlady.
I try to keep an orderly house. Sometimes
it gets out of hand.

  Light? Two windows,
pupils of my own eyes.
On a good day they open to walking-trees
tiger-cats, dinosaur-cranes and rain
shining like flung assegais
but also I try to teach them a tender scrutiny
of landscape contoured like the lines on my palm
and faces, weathered as landscape.

Less room now than there was.
When it is finally empty
and so small
it fits the smallest cell of my heart
I hope it will glow
still stained
with the generous colours
that welcome winter.

Kate Foley
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FFrroomm

As members of the Suffolk Poetry 
Society would probably agree, 
Suffolk is arguably not short of 
opportunities for poets to develop 
their craft. For six students at One 
Sixth Form College in Ipswich, one 
of the most creatively stimulating 
events of the year took place last 
May, when they were invited to take 
part in the Festival of Suffolk Poetry 
at the John Peel Centre.

The day proved to be inspirational.  
There was of course the opportunity 
for the students to present their 
work to a wider, appreciative 
audience and see that it had a 
resonance beyond their own world; 
but there was also the  opportunity 
to tap into the enthusiasms of older, 
more experienced poets and see 
how much their passion was shared. 
For all of the students, the chance to 
present workshops was especially 
empowering – as imaginative 
creators themselves, they loved 
seeing how their ideas could inspire 
such fresh responses in older, more 
confident writers. As one student 
commented, “The atmosphere was 
amazing there and it was so 
inspiring.” 

All of the students who attended are 

(or were then) studying towards the 
Creative Writing A Level, first 
introduced nationally in September 
2013. With the close study and 
writing of poetry and fiction at its 
heart, the course has grown 
massively in popularity each year at 
One, from a pilot group of only four 
students in its first year to over 50 in 
Years 12 and 13 last year. For many 
students the course has been 
transformative, as some of their 
comments testify:

 “Creative freedom triggered the 
best in me and has only made me a 
more experienced and less fearful 
writer in the end.”

“It has taught me how to criticise 
and most importantly praise my 
work.”

“The privilege of being a member of 
this year’s class was to feel free in 
the classroom as I was surrounded 
by people who saw life as I did – as 
a writer.”

As teachers on the course from the 
very beginning, we have ourselves 
been privileged to work with 
dozens of excellent, talented writers, 
and have often been astonished by 
the range, quality and originality of 
so much of the writing produced – 
recognised not only in excellent 
grades but also in their success in 

prestigious poetry competitions.   
A number of our students have also 
moved on to study Creative Writing 
and English at university, including 
three who are currently in their first 
year at arguably the country’s most 
renowned course at UEA.

Last year over 5000 students 
nationally sat the AS and A2 exam. 
Undoubtedly, this innovative and 
challenging course could offer a 
fantastic opportunity to promote 
young people’s creativity and 
develop writing skills for many 
years to come.   Sadly, in September 
2015, only two years after the A 
Level was introduced, the then 
education minister Nicola Morgan 
announced it would close in 2018, 
claiming it was too ‘skills-based’ - 
curiously interpreted by her 
advisors as a negative thing. 

It will be a very sad loss. Thanks to 
SPS and others who recognise the 
importance of creativity, however, 
there should still be ways for our 
students and the many other 
excellent young writers in Suffolk to 
see their work appreciated. 

Pete Milwright and Catherine Mann

Teachers of English and Creative 
Writing at One Sixth Form College in 
Ipswich

A Backwards Wish

I wish I could back away and wait at the house 
And oh how I waited, 
Until you stood up and away from the trees
And that awful car reversed 
Up the road, back into town.

Until you’d back tracked and re-climbed the fence
And re-traced your steps to the house
And placed your food back in the bowl
Before making your way back into the living room 

And I would come back in, walking backwards
And you would do up my shoelaces as if you know how
And the blanket you shrugged off would jump 
      onto your back
And my arms would twist around you and pull you
Back onto my lap.
Then unwrap you. 

You would make your way back to the foot of the stairs
And look at me and your stare would say
‘I’m scared.’

Charlotte Humphrey

  
CCoolllleeggee  ––  SSeelleecctteedd  PPooeemmss The Editor thanks Anne Boileau and James Knox Whittet 

for acting as referees for the selected poems
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Harpenden

My mother
Takes me back to her

Care home. Back to the place she grew up
When I left that place, my childhood ended

She mourns over what has broken; 
Fallen apart as
Time passed.

Our journey sees 
Us manoeuvring through

The highway, following a tide
Of traffic. Imitating the toy cars

My brother and I once 
Played with.

A zombie-like
Fatigue lingers. Though 
Mum is awake and alert 

As we venture through an unsettled 
Detour – courtesy of the sat nav

Which tries to retrace
Steps now lost. 

We return to
The home, the oval that once

Shaped her world, surrounded
By the discomfort of the smallest of changes.

And yet she lights up with 
Contentment.

Walking through
Memories, snapshots

Of stories told in passing. 

Next comes 
Introductions. Mum

Recognises names with
Voices, faces are no longer the same.

Grown out of the faded
Photographs that fill

Old scrapbooks.

Maddi Hastings

April

I asked for a sign,
Although I don’t believe in gods or goddesses,
I asked for a sign.

A silly afterthought perhaps,
Staring longingly for deer.

Their sleek brown elegance,
Their fearful look,
Alert ears,
Their rarity.

I asked for a sign.
I’d seen them roaming fields Early morning,
Breath circling, dew sparkling.
I’d seen a stag gather his doe beside
The roaring motorway.

I wanted a sign.
Needed that precious gem,
That fantasy fairy-tale image

Because whenever I see them
There’s no roaring motorway,
No early morning
Just them:
Quiet, startled, wary.

I asked for a sign.
I waited and waited
And almost forgot.

Until round the side of our church,
Amongst the snowdrops,
Two deer
Brought to stillness from my footsteps,
Ears pricked, eyes wide.
I stopped, gasped,
Brought to my own stillness.

They ran and ran
And I stumbled after,
Watching their little tails disappear into the hedgerow.

I asked for a sign and
Whoever that deity be,
Man or woman,
One or two or fifty thousand,

I asked 
And you
Replied.

Beth Cope
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Two Bowls 

He’d prepare two bowls of cereal before he went to bed,
Ready for the morning after. 
One for himself and one for his queen, 
A diamond couple, 60 years spent together. 
He lived through two great wars, fighting in one,
And was captured here for a time 
That he cared not to talk of. 

There were dreams of home after the war’s end, 
The fields of his fatherland hailing a return. 
But he would stay, his queen giving him reason, 
And that cereal on the side greeting him each morning. 

Yet bullets, bombs and hospital drips are not even close
To the drowning anchor of time. 
It latches on to every victim, like a thriving bird of prey,
From him it took one queen 
And one bowl away. 

He would still pour that solitary bowl 
And I’d watch him as I grew. 
I never quite understood the preparation he took;
Only as I aged and his eyes began to fade, 
Did I see the surety of awakening it gave for the morning.
Without his queen, 
He still had his prince, who admired him more 
Than he could have expressed. 

I should have released the love that I felt, 
The pride and cherishment inside. 
I should have used my time for him, 
Before his bleakest day arrived.

I found two bowls side by side, 
Old and cracked but still
A pair, 
Empty. 
And my hero, 
Still, in his bed. 

Connor Williams

Ghazal - Nights

I kissed the air that bore us and sank
into the rivers of the sky. Right nights.

Tangled in rippling water I waded in
constellations. Andromeda. Columba. Far nights.

Afloat, we danced to spell our love
Tracing our outlines in a plant's dew. White nights.

There we existed to watch an atmosphere bloom
like Monet's water lilies. Our nights.

I raised my hand to the bleak skies and switched
off those stars. Light nights.

How I adored to sleep elsewhere
And bury myself in a beating heart. Last night.

Shania Richards

A Night in Florence

Watch the light wash over the marble walls
That melts a mark into the winding streets
The night is burning, and the music crawls.

See the humble roofs left shadowed, in thrall
The birdsong has ended, no chirp, no tweet
Watch the light wash over the marble walls.

The air is calm, and the subtle wind falls
The vibrancy of the city depletes

The night is burning, and the music crawls.

The light is dying and the full moon drawls
To leave the dusk and the dark to compete
Watch the light wash over the marble walls

The city settled in a huddled sprawl
The shutters swing gently on the wind’s beat

The night is burning and the music crawls

The streets are worn and the cobblestone mauled
The walls, chipped and the houses in defeat
Watch the light wash over the marble walls
The night is burning and the music crawls

Oliver Smart

Bronwen Lutz and Rachel Skipper from Suffolk One Sixth Form College were two of the ten winners in this 
year’s Suffolk Young Poets Competition.

Their poems can be read on the Poetry People’s website:  poetrypeople.co.uk/2017-winners/4594058730
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FFiirree  aanndd  FFlliinntt  aatt  BBrraannddoonn

Outside a man on a 12ft unicycle 
ate fire, flash mobs from Shoestring 

Theatre re-enacted scenes from 
Brandon’s turbulent past and a 
yarnsmith led a crowd around the 
town telling stories.  Crowds 
investigated the stalls to see stone 
carvers, musical instrument 
makers, history exhibits and food.

Meanwhile, back at the Library a 
more sedate audience gathered to 
listen to poems, written following 
workshops led by Melinda 
Appleby.  Much of the content had 
been collected at a reminiscence 
session at the Empanda Day Care 
Centre, where four of their 
customers (the oldest aged 92) and 
one member of the care staff talked 
of their memories of Brandon

From their stories the poets 
produced wide-ranging work on 
the two Great Fires of Brandon 

(1789 and 1946) the gasworks, the 
flintknappers, the National Egg 
Collection in the Great War and the 
Polish resettlement scheme after 
the Second World War. 

The climax of the event was a 
parade of lanterns made by 140 
children from Brandon schools, a 
sensational display of body art 
with models painted to represent 
Fire and Flint and finally a light 
show by Anomic Multimedia on 
the Town Hall building at the top 
of Market Hill.  As darkness fell 
flames crept around the building, 
music and songs including 
Melinda’s Song of the Little Ouse 
provided a sound track to images 
produced by the community and 
poems from the workshop.

Diane Jackman

Josephine Reynolds (the country’s first 
firewoman) reads from her book 
between poetry readings by Melinda 
Appleby, Tim Gardiner, Frances Hall, 
Rosemary Jones, Mat Sheldrick and 
Diane Jackman.

NNeeww  PPooeettrryy  CCaafféé  ssttaarrttss  uupp  aatt  BBrraannddoonn  LLiibbrraarryy..

First meeting of Brandon Library Poets was held on Monday October 2nd.  The meetings will take place on the 
first Monday morning (10.30-12) of every month excluding January and August.  Come along and bring a 
poem.  More information from Diane Jackman 01379 642372

CCoollllaabboorraattiivvee  PPrroojjeeccttss  
wwiitthh  WWaavveenneeyy  aanndd  

BBllyytthh  AArrttss

This year we continued our 
collaboration with Waveney and 
Blyth Arts, particularly with their 
Summer ‘Celebration’ which seeks 
to develop events exploring the 
artistic and natural life of the 
Waveney and Blyth Valleys past 
and present.

In April, Ivor Murrell and Melinda 
Appleby led a walk and poetry 
workshop focused on the Blyth 

Estuary. SPS members provided 
poetry for ‘Follow the Rails’ and a 
reader for ‘Writing from Wartime 
Farms’ as part of the ‘Celebration 
Walks’ Programme. Two poetry 
workshops on ‘Writing the 
Labyrinth’ and ‘The Poetry of 
Crows’ produced some exciting 
work. 

Three SPS members were short 
listed for the W&BA Poetry of 
Crows Competition. The poems by 
Judith Walton, Fran Reader and 
James Knox Whittet were read out 
at the Arts and Eats event at the 

Ferini Gallery and James Knox 
Whittet’s sonnet won the public 
vote. A film created from the art 
exhibition ‘A Murder of Crows’ 
and poetry from the workshop was 
also played at the event. These 
poems and the film were also 
featured at the W&BA AGM.

Our contribution is very much 
appreciated and plans are already 
underway for our participation 
next year. SPS members receive a 
discount on the events which we 
co-provide.

Beth Soule

Diane Jackman, Membership 
Secretary, representing Suffolk Poetry 
Society at the Helpston John Clare 
Festival on July 15th
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On 19th July a small group of 
people met at Thornham Walks to 
attend a poetry workshop with 
Beth Soule.  It was part of the 
Waveney & Blyth Arts summer 

programme and Thornham Walks 
was an idea venue, being quiet, 
wooded, a place for families and 
individuals to walk in peace.

Previously Beth and others had 
gathered to create the labyrinth, a 
design of trodden footpath in an 
unmown field - later we were 
shown how to create a labyrinth 
and also how it differs from a 
maze.  We learned how to walk a 
labyrinth, and the benefits thereof.  
Like meditation, it is a spiritual 
process, something to be done 
alone and unrushed.

The ancient tale of the bull of 
Minos in the Cretan labyrinth, 
defeated by Theseus with the help 

of Ariadne added a different tone, 
the selfishness of gods and the 
carelessness of men, all grist to the 
poet’s mill.

The labyrinth is an ancient form 
found in many religions and 
different parts of the world.  Beth 
introduced us to chakra colours 
and also how the main features of 
the night sky (venerated by the 
ancients of many societies) are 
associated with it.

There was plenty of food for 
thought and I am looking forward 
to seeing the work that people 
produced from this unusual and 
interesting workshop.

Rosemary Jones

I    The Walk

Come walk with me, my muse.
Sacred one at the dawn of Alban Eiler,
the goddess, Eostre, loves you.
At dusk on Alban Eluad 
you are the last sheaf of corn.
I need your lightness.
Your discernment:  Your passion
leads to the magic of love, and I am lost.
Knowing how fragile and easily broken
my heart is, please walk with me.
Let’s leave the daisies and the hedgerow,
leave the field, the dolmen, 
the lap-wing’s nest, with eggs,
and the parsley and clover.
Caper and box with me, dear Corn spirit 
of the two equinoxes, do not sit
in your Hare’s parliament circle,
travel  with me, under glimmering moon.
Show me the way.
Forwards.  Dance.
Come walk beside me, please
don’t run so fast, keen-eyed friend
alert to nature’s callings,
the quiver of ears and twitch of nose
mirror my nervousness.
Run as from the folds of Boadicca’s dress,
show me Adraste’s victory.
Do I go on or do I let go?
You leap ahead. We twirl,
and dance together.
Our journey is fun.

II    The Labyrinth’s Question

What shall I do tomorrow?

III    The Resolution

The shell in my hand
supports my thumb.
I will not use it for rebuke,
to insult, nor for harm,
it is still. Quiet. Firm.
My memory of your wisdom is this shell.

Go home, little girl, at dawn,
with your shell and your flaxen hair.
Go home to your grandmother,
ask her.  She knows, understands what it is you seek.
She knows your heart but does not bend with age. 
You can.
This is the Wisdom of Hare.
Go home, do not stay away.
Do not stay away, with a shell in your hand,
a song in your heart - but no hearth.
Go home.
Sit with her, hold her hand,
buy her milk and fill her days
with cake and laughter.
When it gets hard and your
grandmother
shivers and moans, feel the shell
in your hand, remember 
the days on the sea and 
the hours on the beach, and do not call me
Hare. 
The hedgerow is not for you little girl
Go home and hug your grandmother.

Sue Benbow

Walking with the Hare

WWrriittiinngg  tthhee  LLaabbyyrriinntthh
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SSlleeeeppiinngg  UUnnddeerr  TThhee  
JJuunniippeerr  TTrreeee

by Pauline Stainer 

(2017, Bloodaxe Books, £9.95)

This beautifully produced book 
by a former President of SPS 
contains 52 poems, none of 
which is more than 100 words in 
length. The title poem, ‘Elijah 
sleeping under the juniper tree’, 
establishes a pattern that is 
repeated through the whole 
volume:  a range of imagery 
drawn from a vast arena of 
sources, packed tightly into a 
short poem of short lines, like a 
miniature jewellery box. Stainer 
is a sharp observer of nature, 
often in its microscopic forms, 
she knows landscapes from 
Orkney to Japan, has her own 
insights on many painters, 
especially those of 20th century 
rural England, and an assured 
familiarity with science and 
technology. Despite all this 

erudition her voice is a quiet 
one, never insistent or 
hectoring.

One is reminded of the 'Des 
Imagistes', but also of Blake, 
Dickinson, Rilke and the 
Metaphysicals.  Stainer is not a 
mystic in the normal sense or an 
ostensibly religious poet. She is 
an observer, like MacNeice, of a 
world that is 'incorrigibly plural', 
but unlike MacNeice she seeks 
and finds – albeit tentatively – 
meanings in its manifestations. 
Like most of the poems in the 
book the title poem is about the 
mysterious source of poetry 
('prophecy'), which springs from 
the sometimes alarming 
intersection of the sub-
conscious, the sensual world, 
and the specifics of language. 
The poems negotiate stepping-
stones of consciousness:

The imagery of these poems is 
dense, esoteric and startling; the 
language is eclectic, analytic 
and fetched from afar. The 
poems demand concentration 
and careful unpicking. ‘Spirit-
level’ (which could also be titled 
‘Level-spirit’) illustrates the 
process the writer and the 
reader needs to follow. It 
describes an ordinary, 
traditional carpenter's spirit 
level that the poet keeps on her 
desk. She holds it and achieves 
‘perfect balance’ (that) ‘comes 
tremulously’ – a word that 
exactly expresses (try it!) the 
momentary sensation of 
steadying oneself on the radial 
line that reaches from the centre 
of the earth. Each of the poems 
in this volume achieves that 
perfect balance, that connection.

A reader coming to these poems 
for the first time might suppose 
from the urgency and intensity 
of the language and imagery 
that Pauline Stainer writes to 
persuade us of a metaphysical 
reality like that of Christianity. I 
do not think she has any such 
design on us. The poems with 
their rapid, stellar shifts 
between images of inner and 
outer worlds build their own 
reality.  They are self-
referencing; there is no place for 
interpretation. Their meanings 
are completed, as those of a 
painting are completed, in the 
artefact itself and its realisation 
in the mind of the beholder.  

 So carefully wrought are the 
poems in this collection that 
nothing but the quotation of the 
whole poem will do it justice. 
This is one of the shortest which 
ends this volume. It is called 
‘Prophecy’:

This is an outstanding volume, 
arising from a lifetime of quiet 
dedication to the art and calling 
of the poet, the maker's mystery, 
and a credit to the publishers, 
Bloodaxe, who have done so 
much to sustain fine poetry that 
will appeal, inevitably perhaps, 
to a tiny audience.

Cameron Hawke Smith

                                                ...only
unrelated things singing to themselves
the lure of the unsaid
still withholding its miracle.

(‘Alchemist in search of a voice’)

...a known landscape

made inexplicably

strange.

(‘John Donne arriving in heaven’)

The sky was scowling purple
streaked with vein-blue
when a merlin
smallest of falcons
flew past so low and close
its subtle body
touched me a moment
inside the mouth.

Poems and cover image reproduced by 
permission of Bloodaxe Books and 
Pauline Stainer.

RReevviieewwss
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TThhee  KKnniiffeetthhrroowweerr ’’ss  
WWiisshh  LLiisstt  

by Nicola Warwick

(2017, Indigo Dreams, £7.99)

It is not often that I read a collection 
of poems from cover to cover but as 
a collection these poems led me on a 
search through a dark – sometimes 
childhood, sometimes adult – forest 
in which one glimpses through 
peripheral vision something darting 
among the trees, a fox perhaps gone 
‘as quick as a wink’. Will they still be 
there if one goes back to look for 
them? Does one dare?  From the 
outset they say ‘Look at me … I’m 
good enough to eat’, an invitation 

both seductive and dangerous. 

There is a strong male female 
dichotomy present throughout these 
poems, which not surprisingly are 
seen from a female perspective. Are 
the men in these poems beer 
breathed beasts, crocodiles or bulls 
to be ridden perhaps, can they be 
trusted, understood, has she 
checked for hair on their palms? 
Can the query ‘Are you on your 
own. Can I buy you a drink?’ be 
taken in true innocence of what 
comes next? Eve is once again 
invited to take a bite of the apple to 
reveal her unsaid desires, be once 
again the instigator, make the 
invitation to ‘Show me what you’ve 
got’.

A close observation of and fine 
awareness of nature is present 
throughout many of the poems as in 
‘Waxham’ and yet they do not so 
much speak for themselves as 
represent an other world of mystery 
and the dangerous and unexplored 
primal side of humanity and male/
female relationships.

The title poem ‘The Knifethrower’s 
Wishlist’, takes an imagined male 
perspective and is redolent of a 
wish for power and control with 
implications of threat and bondage. 
An unsettling poem, which for me 
is at the heart of many of the 
poems in this most competent 
collection.

OOuutt  ooff  tthhee  SSiilleennccee::  
MMeemmoorriieess,,  PPooeemmss,,  

RReefflleeccttiioonnss

by Terry Waite (with illustrations by 
Jenny Coles) (2016, SPCK, £9.99)

 Be still my soul,
 Be still.
 Be at one with your creator…

(‘At Night’)

Three imposing figures greeted 
members of my family inside the 
gates of Lambeth Palace on a 
January afternoon in 1981. 
Archbishop Ronald Runcie was 
flanked by his Chaplain, Richard 
Chartres, and by Terry Waite, the 
Archbishop’s Assistant for Anglican 
Communion Affairs.

By 1987 Terry had fallen captive 
himself in an attempt to free four 
hostages in the Lebanon. He would 
not be released until 1991. Horrific 
hostage narratives, including Terry 
Waite’s Taken on Trust, began to 
appear.

I encountered Terry Waite again on 
May 27th 2017 when Andrew 
Phillips, Lord Phillips of Sudbury, 
engaged him in a riveting 
conversation at the 4th Festival of 
Suffolk Poetry. Terry read from his 
latest publication, Out of the Silence. 
The book, which was begun in New 
Zealand and completed in Cornwall, 
contains 27 sections on themes as 
diverse as ‘Home’,
‘Earthquake’ and ‘Justice’.

While Taken on Trust records the 

writer’s 1,763 days in captivity, Out 
of the Silence is a more reflective 
work, though not without chilling 
references to Terry’s experience of 
deep darkness and torture:

 Another seeking for answers
 I cannot give.
 ‘What you say?’
 The voice is louder,
 Insistent.
 ‘Nothing,’ I reply, ‘Nothing.’
 Something lands on my face…

(‘Footsteps in the Corridor’)

Pain and grief are rarely far away, 
but there are flickers of light as 
poems and prose pieces flow 
through pages illustrated with Jenny 
Coles’ delightful sketches.

Terry’s focus shifts occasionally to 
outcomes that engender human joy, 
as demonstrated by lines about an 
Eisteddfod which promotes unity 
through the arts:

 The burden of war
 Has muted our song…

But

 A healing wind
 Breathes harmony and peace…

 The nations gather
 From afar,
 Their voices are as one.
 The children laugh, and dance and 
sing,
 Their voices through the valleys 
ring.

(‘The Ashes of War’)

Terry offers the term ‘Quanglican’ 

for his stance as a Quaker-Anglican: 
his writing stems from silence and 
contemplation. He suggests that 
those who accept their own ‘deep 
inner wounds’ may be best-placed 
to appreciate the needs of others:

 The encounter
 Reveals my incompleteness,
 My fragile existence.
 We embrace
 And touch the hem
 Of wholeness.

(‘A Hidden Place’)

This reference to Christ’s ministry of 
healing and reconciliation serves as 
an example of Terry’s allusions to 
Scripture. Much of his outward 
narrative, however, points to the 
writer’s ‘internal journey’ along 
‘inner pathways’. Emily Dickinson’s 
advice was to ‘tell all the truth but 
tell it slant’; and while Terry does 
this at times, he rarely recourses to 
metaphor. The ‘I’ seems to equate 
with his own persona.

Terry wrote these words one Good 
Friday:

 Today,
 A day of quiet,
 When Christ lay silent in the tomb,
 When women wept
 And brave men despaired,

 Today
 I also wait…

 I wait with hope in my heart.

(‘Ghostly Friends’)

Ian Griffiths

Caroline Gill
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TTooddaayy  TThhee  BBiirrddss  WWiillll  
SSiinngg::  ccoolllleecctteedd  ppooeemmss    

11996699--22001166                

by Helen Burke 

(2017, Valley Press, e-book £9.99) 

Today The Birds Will Sing has been 
described as a comprehensive 
treasury of Helen Burke’s writing. 
Spot on. There is a happy start to 
the book with the first poem ‘Love 
is the Feeling Between Now and 
Now’:

 Love is your umbrella on the wet 
 Monday morning. 
 Love is laughing at people trying to 
write poems 
 trying to explain what
 love is... 

Then ‘The Skyline’: a bonne bouche 
of only five lines:

 The day you notice
 the blue –
 the sky (where I stand)
 I will remove my hat and reveal
 3000 bluebirds with carnations tight 
in their mouths.

Each poem we read is a short story, 
a small romance. But then with 
‘The Film’ there is a hilarious 

change of pace; a group of girls in 
Smethwick (suspiciously 
autobiographical) vie to be in a 
film:

 We queued to be a part of it.
 The film.
 Made originally in India, now 
Smethwick. 
 We put saris on over our jeans and, 
coughing, 
 smoked exotic black cheroots. 
 Some of us tried to look tall. Others 
of us tried
 to look ‘undiscovered’, in a 
discovered sort of way.
 My friend Angela tried to look devil-
may-care but with
 a deeper poetic side to her, if asked.

This is a great scenario.  The poetic 
brushwork is skilful and the tone 
becomes more surreal as more 
“Smarties” are ingested:

 For two Smarties you got to sleep 
with the Director.
 For three Smarties he stayed awake.

All good fun, redolent of the sixties 
(New Wave Buddhists Against 
Beards make an appearance).  I like 
it.  Burke has an eye for detail, and 
produces startling and evocative 
images.  In ‘Here – Now’, one of 

her Greek poems:

 A stone falls from the roof.
 Its breath lands with it. 
 Tomorrow, another stone will fall. 

Later, ‘At the Castle’:

 As we walk down, Jean and I
 try to walk across the solid blue 
water.
 There is a planet of it. A turquoise 
acre. Untilled.

These lucid poems speak of a life 
properly lived, and the scenery of 
that life is quite beautiful.  There is 
a cornucopia of richness in this 
collection, and much to enjoy.  At 
the end of the book (this is 
interesting) Helen gives us a sheaf 
of ‘Notes’ about every poem, 
finishing with an analysis of 
‘Leaving Messages in Trees’ – she 
still feels that trees speak their 
message out into the world with 
vision and love.  “I wish I could 
have lived in a tree house 
overlooking the ocean with a dog 
called Zorro.”  Isn’t that nice?  I 
have really enjoyed being in her 
company, and I feel sure you will 
too.

Peter Ualrig Kennedy

AA  ppoossttssccrriipptt  ttoo  PPooeemmss  
aanndd  PPMMss

(Twelve Rivers, Spring 2017, pp. 16-
18)

Further to Colin Whyles' 
comprehensive time-line survey 
of Crabbe-winning poems, I 
wondered if some members 
might not know that, in its early 
years, the competition was 
themed. 

The set subject in 1963, for 
instance, was ‘Humour’; hence 

Stephanie Fone’s winning entry 
about counting sheep was 
intentionally ‘lighter’. The 
following year stipulated ‘A 
sonnet in Shakespearean  
manner’, which explains the ‘old 
fashioned language of Brigadier 
Aldous’ ‘Winter’s Day’. As a 
final example, in 1968, Kate 
Dell’s ‘The Dead Owl’ addressed 
the theme ‘Living in a 
Dangerous Age’ by focusing on 
wildlife under threat from the 
use of toxic chemicals in 
agriculture.

A few years later, set subjects 
were abandoned: poets could 
write on any topic. One reason 
for the change was to attract 
more entries; another, to 
encourage the widest possible 
creativity. The then president, R 
N Currey, was broadly in favour 
although he did point out that 
Brunelleschi’s dome on Florence 
cathedral was the result of a 
‘themed’ competition!

Catherine Dell 

Erratum (Twelve Rivers, Spring 2017, p.17)

Thank you to Catherine Dell for pointing out that the name ‘Peter Hardiman-Scott’ should have been 
Hardiman Scott (no Peter, no hyphen). Hardiman Scott was the name he went by nationally, 
internationally and as president of the Suffolk Poetry Society.
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FFuuttuurree  EEvveennttss  ––  22001188

Sunday 18th March 14:00 –
17.00 AGM, poetry theme Hope
St Peter’s Hall, Church Walk,
Stowmarket, IP14 1ET

March/mid-April poetry reading 
and open mic with guests from 
Poetrywivenhoe

Mid-March
Collaboration with Ipswich Choral 
Society

Friday 15th June - Deadline for 
Crabbe Poetry competition

Sunday 9th  September
Tea at the Priory
Stoke by Nayland:
Members only.

Sunday 16th September 15:00
Members' readings at 
Walpole Old Chapel IP19 9AZ

Sunday 4th October
National Poetry Day
South Look Out
Aldeburgh beach

Sunday 7th October
Crabbe lunch and presentation

January – Burns lunch

With Waveney and Blyth Arts End of September
!Cornucopia! Workshop/reading
as part of Alde Valley Spring 
Festival’s autumn programme

As the programme develops, more events and more detail will be revealed. Keep in touch! The best way is via 
our e-newsletters. If you have email but do not receive them, email webmaster@suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk to be 
added. Alternatively visit our website regularly: suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk

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

55tthh  FFeessttiivvaall  ooff  SSuuffffoollkk  
PPooeettrryy

The 5th Festival of Suffolk Poetry 
will be held on the 26th May 2018 at 
the John Peel Centre, Stowmarket 
with readings, Poetry Cafés, 
workshops and headline poets 
Blake Morrison and Rebecca Watts.

Blake Morrison was born in 
Skipton, Yorkshire, and educated at 
Nottingham University, McMaster 
University and University College, 
London. After working for the 
Times Literary Supplement, he 
went on to become literary editor 
of both The Observer and the 
Independent on Sunday before 
becoming a full-time writer in 1995.

A Fellow of the Royal Society of 
Literature, and former Chair of the 
Poetry Book Society and Vice-Chair 
of PEN, Blake has written fiction, 

poetry, journalism, literary 
criticism and libretti, as well as 
adapting plays for the stage. His 
best-known works are probably his 
two memoirs, "And When Did You 
Last See Your Father?" and "Things 
My Mother Never Told Me."

Since 2003, Blake has been 
Professor of Creative and Life 
Writing at Goldsmiths College. He 
lives in south London but has 
strong Suffolk connections, being 
visiting professor at the University 
of Suffolk, as well as his latest 
collection being titled Shingle Street. 
The poems are set along the Suffolk 
coast.

Rebecca Watts was born in Suffolk 
in 1983 and currently lives in 
Cambridge, where she works in a 
library and as a freelance editor. In 
2014 she took part in The Poetry 
Trust’s Aldeburgh Eight scheme for 
developing poets, and in 2015 a 
selection of her work was included 
in Carcanet’s New Poetries VI 
anthology. Rebecca’s debut 
collection, The Met Office Advises 
Caution (Carcanet, 2016), is a 
Poetry Book Society 
Recommendation and featured in 
the Guardian and Financial Times 
‘Best Books of 2016’ lists, as well as 
being shortlisted for the 2017 
Seamus Heaney Centre Prize for 
First Full Collection.

Rebecca will provide a morning 
workshop on a topic yet to be 
determined.

Once again the afternoon will be 
filled with delights from the poetry 
cafés. We hope that there will be 
students joining us from Suffolk 
ONE, the sixth form college. They 
have been nothing but superb in 
the previous two festivals. And 
there will be the usual open mic 
opportunity.

Poetry Doctors will be on hand 
again to help with those problem 
poems (Rebecca will be one).

Other evening reading slots are yet 
to be filled (you may offer your 
name), but expectations have been 
raised high by previous years.

Colin Whyles
Festival Director

OOtthheerr  SSPPSS  EEvveennttss OOtthheerr  CCoollllaabboorraattiivvee  
SSPPSS  EEvveennttss

Late October – Desert Island Poems

Summer workshops


