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NNoottiiccee  ttoo  CCoonnttrriibbuuttoorrss

15th March 2019 is the deadline for poems 
from SPS members for the next issue. This 
will enable them to be circulated to our 
referees for their recommendations. If you are 
sending poems please put your name and 
contact details (preferably email address) on 
each page. Submissions not conforming to 
this requirement will not be considered. 

12th April 2019 is the deadline for the next 
issue for all items other than poems: articles, 
write-ups of events or workshops, reviews etc. 
The preferred format is an attachment to an 
email to editor@suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk but 
you may send them by post to: 

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

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

Images, drawings or photographs are 
welcome. Please send them, in as high a 
resolution as possible, to 
webmaster@suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk.
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Yesterday I heard a radio 
programme about the virtues of 
learning poetry by heart. Giles 
Brandreth was exploring this topic 
and concluded that not only does 
memorising poetry assist all 
aspects of learning in children, but 
it also helps to stave off dementia 
in older people.

Researchers have found that there 
is an optimal rhythmic regularity in 
poetry which assists in the learning 
process and develops the child’s 
brain, and that older people who 
learn poetry regularly can 
reinvigorate their brains and 
increase their brainpower. I am 
delighted to hear this, because I 
had long believed that your brain is 
at its peak at the age of fifteen and 
it’s all downhill after that.

I am pleased that learning poetry – 
and indeed anything - by heart has 
become desirable again. The 
generation who can recall the 
answer to 7 x 9 instantly, without 
counting on fingers, knows the 
value of instant recall and can only 
lament at the generations deprived 
of this wonderful asset in life. 

Apparently, the poems and songs 
we learn in childhood will be the 
last things we remember when all 
else is slipping away. So let’s make 
a good job of it! Liz Lochhead likes 
to deliver her poems without a 

script to look at.  A poem you 
know off by heart is much easier to 
deliver than one you have to read, 
and your eyes can connect with 
your audience, be it one child or a 
hall full of people, in a much more 
meaningful way. Perhaps we could 
all connect with poetry in a 
stronger way if we tried to learn by 
heart a few of the poems we would 
like to share. 

This would have been very useful 
for me when I arrived at Walpole 
for our annual Members’ reading 
on Sunday September 16th without 
my poems. What a panic! I found 
one of them five minutes before the 
start, in a pamphlet buried under 
walking boots and shopping bags 
in the boot of my car, but the other 
one had to be scribbled out from 
memory and it is only an 
approximate match with the 
original. I don’t think anybody 
noticed! We are hoping to hold this 
event earlier next year, as our 
September programme seems a 
little crowded.

Everyone who attended the 
Members’ annual tea party on 
September 9th at Stoke by Nayland 
Priory at the kind invitation of Mrs 
Victoria Engleheart enjoyed the 
talk by George Szirtes and the 
chance to chat over a lovely tea 
afterwards. We are very lucky to 
have this event in our annual 
calendar, which connects SPS with 
its historical roots and Francis 

Engleheart, one of the founders of 
the poetry club in the 1920s. 

The summer has offered poetry 
walks and workshops, with more 
to come next year, starting with a 
winter workshop in Beccles Friends 
Meeting House with Michael 
Laskey on February 23rd 2019.

Another date for your diary is next 
year’s AGM on March 24th, which 
will be held at Eye Bowls Club, 84 
Brome Avenue, Eye, IP23 7HW.

Since the last edition of this 
magazine, we have had a delightful 
Festival of Suffolk Poetry at the 
John Peel Centre. Next year’s 
festival will be held there two 
weeks earlier than usual, on 11th 
May 2019, so make sure you set 
aside the day for a rich selection of 
fine poetry at bargain prices.  

In May, Penny Cutler handed over 
the running of Felixstowe Café Poets 
to Alexandra Davis and me. We 
meet in His Lordship’s Library in 
the Orwell Hotel, Felixstowe, on the 
third Thursday of the month, 
though we intend to meet on the 
second Thursday, December 13th 
2018, in the run-up to Christmas.

I hope to see you at future events 
and hear your suggestions and 
comments about Suffolk Poetry 
Society’s activities.

Yours in poetry,

Florence Cox, Chair

NNoottee  ffrroomm  tthhee  EEddiittoorr

The year of two big centenaries is 
drawing to a close.  I hope you find 
the two lead articles in this issue 
enlightening and moving.  They 
look at WW1 poetry from the 
German and the British perspective 
and remind us of how war 
degrades humanity regardless of 
‘side’. 

This year has also celebrated 100 
years of women’s suffrage – 
notably addressed and challenged 
in my selected poem by Elizabeth 
Bracken.

Is today’s society too focused on 
‘enaries’ (my invented word!)?  
I don’t know but 2019 will see the 
following:

•200 years from the birth of Queen 
Victoria and Walt Whitman.

•160 years since Fitzgerald 
published his translation of the 
Rubáiyát

•80 years since the discovery of the 
Sutton Hoo Treasure

•50 years since the first moon 
landing

•30 years since the fall of the Berlin 
Wall 

Of course there are many more 
‘enaries’ and maybe one of them 
will stimulate poetic or literary 
creativity for the 2019 issues of 
Twelve Rivers.  

In the meantime – please read on.

Fran Reader

WWoorrddss  ffrroomm  tthhee  CChhaaiirr

Here it is… 
out of the dressing up box,
favourite of three generations 
with bent black ostrich feather 
and violet silk bow,
having survived small fingers
stroking its ruched velvet.

Bought in Rosa’s youth no doubt
before the seven babies,
errant husband, bailiffs, bomb and 
flood.

I will be proud to wear it.
Though fiery suffragettes and 
suffragists 
were muted rumours in her life,
today the hat becomes political 
as forty women line up for 
a celebration photograph, 
here to debate how far, 
what little way we’ve come.

Elizabeth Bracken

Granny Rosa’s Hat 2018
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GGrraannddcchhiillddrreenn  UUnnbboorrnn

Anne Boileau

Tensions were growing between 
Germany and the rest of Europe.  
Was it about Empire? Was it because 
Kaiser Wilhelm had a paralysed 
arm, and suffered cruel attempts to 
cure it as a child?  His English 
mother, Victoria, did not love him, 
which may have led to his dislike of 
the English.  He was probably 
scared of his grandmother, Queen 
Victoria, too!  At any rate, he was an 
unhappy man and perceived great 
injustice towards his country. 

While on a state visit to England in 
1908, the Kaiser insulted his hosts by 
giving a vituperative interview to a 
newspaper, expressing anger and 
resentment at England’s hostile 
attitude to Germany, known as The 
Daily Telegraph Incident.

The next iceberg in international 
relations (Titanic!) was The Agadir 
Incident in 1911.  Germany sent a 
gunboat to Morocco in protest at the 
French government’s interventions.  
War was narrowly averted, but 
when Archduke Ferdinand and his 
German wife were assassinated in 
Sarajevo it provided the fated spark 
to ignite the powder keg. 

This prescient poem was written in 
response to Agadir: 

War (Der Krieg)

He has arisen now, after long sleep,
Arisen from deep subterranean vaults.
He stands there in the twilight, great, 
  respected,
And crushes the moon he holds in his 
  black hand.

The frost and shadow of an alien 
  darkness
Fall far into the cities’ evening hubbub,
The markets’ hurly-burly turns to ice.
Silence. They look about. And no one 
  knows.

In the lanes it gently grasps their 

  shoulders.
A question. No reply. A face turns pale.
A thin ringing whimpers in the 
  distance,
And beards tremble on pointed chins.

Now he’s started dancing on the 
  mountains,
And he shouts, ‘Up and onwards, all 
  you warriors!’
And it resounds when he tosses his 
  black head,
Around which loud chains hang on a 
  thousand skulls.

  Georg Heym 
(translated by Vincent Homolka)

Erich Kästner recalls the interrupted 
holiday when he was fifteen. 

“On the first of August 1914, right in 
the middle of our blissful summer 
holidays, the German Kaiser called 
for mobilisation.  Death put on his 
helmet.  War reached out for the 
torch.  The Riders of the Apocalypse 
led their horses out of the stalls.  
And Fate trampled with its boot into 
the ant heap of Europe.  Now there 
would be no more carriage drives 
by moonlight; no one stayed 
relaxing in their basket beach chair; 
everyone was busy packing their 
suitcases. Everyone wanted to go 
home.  There was no stopping it.”  

The declaration of war, so long 
anticipated, resulted in a joyous 
explosion of creativity, especially 
among the professional classes, 
intellectuals, students and lecturers.  
50,000 poems and essays were 
published in the first few months, 
full of patriotic fervour.  Publishers 
invited submissions direct from the 
Front, and the public couldn’t get 
enough of it.

Song To Everyone (Lied An Alle)

May you be blessed, oh solemn hour,
That finally unites and steels us;
Everyone spoke of peace,
Suspicion blamed both friend and foe – 

 Now war is coming,
 Honest war!

Musty greed with its blunt claw
Haggled over pomp and pleasure;
Suddenly now all can sense
The only source of all our joy – 

 Hardship’s coming,
 Holy hardship!

Fiery clarity now will hover
Over dust and fumes of battle.
It’s not for life, it’s not for life

That humans fight the mortal battle – 

 Death always comes,
 Divine death!

Devoutly now we seize our weapons
For the spirit in our blood;
Stand up, oh people, for its honour,
Happy in your sacrifice – 

 Then will come victory,
 Glorious victory!

  Richard Dehmel 
(translated by Vincent Homolka)

“I have to admit, in those first days 
following the outbreak of war it was 
impossible not to get caught up in it: 
the euphoria and intoxication of it 
all. It was attractive, even seductive.  
Despite all the disgust and hatred of 
war, I wouldn’t want to lose the 
memory of those days which made 
such an impression on me.  
Thousands, no hundreds of 
thousands of people suddenly felt 
that they belonged together, felt 
united in a way they had never felt 
during times of peace.

All differences of status, class, 
language, religion just fell away as 
irrelevant in this great flood of 
brotherliness.  Strangers stood and 
talked to one another in the street.  
Neighbours who had avoided each 
other for years suddenly stopped 
and shook hands, forgot their old 
feuds. Everywhere I saw faces lit up 
with an inner exhilaration; every 
individual could now be part of the 
greater whole, a great nation and 
with a shared sense of purpose.”

Stefan Zweig 
(translated by Anne Boileau) 

However, disillusion set in within a 
few months.   It’s no coincidence 
that this next poem sounds like a 
telegram.  August Stramm had been 
a high-up official with the Post 
Office.  The ugly, deafening reality 
of the modern battlefield is carried 
in short sharp onomatopoeias. 

Sturmangriff

Aus allen Winkeln gellen Fürchte 
Wollen
Kreisch
Peitscht
Das Leben
Vor
Sich
Her
Den Keuchen Tod
Die Himmel fetzen.
Blinde schlächtert wildum das 
Entsetzen

German Poets of World War One
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The Assault

From every corner piercing cries, fears, 
  wanting
Shriek
Whips
Life
Onwards
Before
It
Gasping death
Tattered sky
Horror slaughters blindly, wildly

  August Stramm 
(translated by Vincent Homolka)

Irony followed, loaded with grief.

Consolation (Trost)

All those dead lying about on the 
  battlefield
Had only one life to lose.
And after all it’s always a pleasure
Re-adjusting the borders of Europe.
The diplomat booms in a scornful voice: 
What?
The People? They’ll grow back in no 
  time.

 Frank Wedekind 
(translated by Anne Boileau)

Thinking About His Toy Soldiers 
(Denkt An Seine Bleisoldaten)

Mother, now shed bitter tears –
There was a boy when he was small
played with soldiers made of lead,
They were armed up to the teeth,
Then fell down dead, were heard no 
  more!

Then that boy became a man,
He himself became a soldier,
Standing on the battle field.

Mother, you’ll shed bitter tears –
When you read “A hero’s death.”
Think about his lead soldiers…
They were armed up to the teeth…
then fell down dead, were heard no 
  more.

  Erwin Piscator
  20 March 1915 

(translated by Anne Boileau)

The Germans were defeated.  It 
must be bitter indeed to have 
endured such horrors and have 
nothing to show for it but shame 
and humiliation.   After ten years of 
silence, when the War and the Treaty 
of Versailles were too painful to 
recollect or write about, writers did 
begin to address the subject, on a 
pacifist note.

Writers such as Erich Maria 
Remarque, Hermann Hesse, Bertolt 
Brecht, Else Lasker Schüler, Thomas 
Mann, Käthe Kollwitz, Gottfried 
Benn and Kurt Tucholsky, quoted 
below, and many others, tried to 
make sense of it. 

“What about the parents?  Was it for 
this they bred sons, made the bed, 
moved their finger along the line to help 
with the reading, appointed heirs?  
Surely they said: ‘Because you have 
taken from us the one thing we had, our 
son, for that we want recompense.’  But 
they gave up their son, their sons, 
relatively easily.  More easily than they 
pay their taxes.  The most degenerate 
sight in the world is that of a mother 
who has taken pride in seeing the fruit 
of her womb sink to his death in mud 
and slime.  Photographs and medals are 
framed behind glass – My Arthur! And 
if it all starts up again tomorrow?”

Kurt Tucholsky 
(Translated by Keith Rumsey)

This final poem was written at the 
very outset of the war, in 1914.  It 
speaks for itself.

Grodek*

At nightfall the autumn woods resound
With deadly weapons,
The blue lakes and golden plains
Above which darkly the sun rolls down,
The night embraces dying warriors,
The wild lament of their broken mouths
But calmly on the grazing land
Red clouds, in which a wrathful god 
  resides,
The spilt blood collects, lunar coolness;
All roads lead to black putrefaction.
Beneath golden shoots of night and stars
The sister’s shadow sways through the 
  silent grove,
To greet the ghosts of the heroes, the 
  bleeding heads;
And softly in the reeds sound the dark 
  flutes of autumn. 
O prouder grief! You brazen altars,
Today a mighty agony feeds the hot 
  flame of the spirit,
The grandchildren unborn. 

  Georg Trakl  
(translated by Will Stone)

* scene of the battle in Poland 

Georg Heym 1887-1912

Prussian poet and dramatist, 
foresaw the impending war.  
Drowned in a skating accident on a 
lake, aged only 24.

Erich Kästner 1899-1974

Poet, novelist, children’s writer.   In 
1942 forbidden from publishing. 

Richard Dehmel 1863 – 1920

Freelance writer and poet in Berlin 
and Hamburg.  Later he disowned 
Lied an Alle, but its tone was typical 
of the time. 

Stefan Zweig 1881 – 1942

Born in Austria, Jewish. Novelist, 
playwright, journalist, biographer.  
His works banned by the Nazis, he 
emigrated to Brazil.

August Stramm 1874 – 1915 

A high-up civil servant with the Post 
Office in Bremen and Berlin.  Gained 
recognition with his poetry and 
plays.  He continued to write while 
fighting on the Eastern Front and 
fell in Russia, September 1915.

Frank Wedekind 1864 – 1918  

Singer, actor and playwright, he 
paved the way for satirical theatre, 
theatre of the absurd and cabaret.  
Profound influence on such writers 
as Kurt Tucholsky, Erich Kästner 
and Gottfried Benn.

Erwin Piscator 1893 – 1966 

Wounded at Ypres, and thereafter 
assigned to Army Theatre Unit until 
end of war.  Became actor, theatre 
director and producer with Bertolt 
Brecht in Berlin.  Emigrated to USA 
in 1935.

Georg Trakl  1887 – 1914 

Austrian expressionist poet who 
took his own life at Krakow in 1914, 
due to the horror of tending the 
wounded and dying as a medical 
orderly.

Acknowledgements: 

I wish to thank Will Stone, Keith 
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translations. 
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CCoommmmiitttteedd  AAtttteennttiioonn  

Alexandra Davis

The poetry of the First World War 
is, like all art born from great 
human suffering, troubling in its 
very existence.  There is, for many 
readers, an attendant guilt in 
admiration or squeamishness in 
criticism, due either to the 
circumstances in which it was made 
or in the ‘inspiration’, itself a 
difficult word here, for it.  The poet 
Adrienne Rich wrote in an article 
for the Guardian in 2006 that “if 
poetry had gone mute after every 
genocide in history, there would be 
no poetry left in the world”.  I 
always feel grateful to be able to 
read the soldier-poets of the First 
World War, to commune briefly 
with them across thankfully 
unimaginable, to me, landscapes 
and now, too, a century of distance. 
Their ability to write of their own 
experience and yet beyond it, to 
transcend the lines drawn by war 
and acknowledge the suffering of 
all, makes their work a far more 
fundamental response to the 
human condition than the phrase 
‘war poetry’ might suggest.  They 
paid the “committed attention” 
Rich mentions in her article, 
bringing “news of an awareness, a 
resistance, which totalising systems 
want to quell: art reaching into us 
for what's still passionate, still 
unintimidated, still unquenched”.  
There is a demand made on the 
reader of their work, I think, to be 
energetic in the duty of reading, to 
pay “committed attention”, in part 
as an act of remembrance.

E A Mackintosh’s uncompromising 
early ballad, ‘Recruiting’ is quick to 
dismantle the seductive lies of, for 

example, Jessie Pope’s Daily Mail 
poem ‘Who’s For The Game?’, 
written to encourage enlistment.  
Pope’s euphemistic references to 
fighting as various schoolboy 
pastimes and her personification of 
England as a ‘damsel in distress’ 
would have spoken smoothly and 
effectively to many of her readers. 
Mackintosh says, “don’t 
we damn well know / 
how the message ought 
to read?”

Lads, you're wanted! 

Over there,

Shiver in the morning 

dew,

More poor devils like 

yourselves

Waiting to be killed by 

you.

It’s not a lyrical poem at 
all, employing 
deliberately accessible 
everyday language, and 
still advocating joining 
what he calls the shared 
“martyrdom”, but he 
won’t have the likes of 
Pope dressing it up in “washy verse 
on England’s need”.  The reader 
can infer quite clearly in the above 
stanza his equal despair for the 
German and the British troops and 
his blunt insistence on honesty. 

Ivor Gurney’s poem ‘The Target’ is 
another that makes the equal plight 
of German and British troops 
central to its effectiveness. Unlike 
Mackintosh’s, it’s not angry but full 
of fear, the diffident voice of a 
young Tommy who cannot 
countenance the reality that he has 
killed someone. In this quiet 
confession he resolves, in the event 
he is also killed:

 first I'll find 

That boy, and tell him all my mind, 

And see who felt the bullet worst, 

And ask his pardon, if I durst.

To dare to ask pardon, to share 
experiences and make a new peace, 
is glimpsed and considered in this 
poem. Back to Rich’s article: “the 
imagination's roads open before us, 
giving the lie to that brute dictum, 
‘There is no alternative’.” These 
soldier-poets were palpably aware 
of the shared experience, beyond 

the British experience, of simply 
being human beings subject to this 
trauma. 

Wilfred Owen’s extended sonnet 
‘Parable of the Old Man and the 
Young’ offers us a ‘parable’ – a 
story from which we can and 
should learn a lesson.  

The poem is permeated with 
religious language – ‘first-born’, 
‘Father’, ‘lo!’ and when coupled 
with the names Abram and Isaac 
we quickly deduce that this is a 
retelling of the Old Testament story, 
where a father must sacrifice his 
son as proof of his faith in, and love 
of, God.  Owen’s evangelical 
upbringing bleeds into much of his 
writing and the tone of this has all 
the slow-paced gravitas of the 
pulpit, with the use of the comma 
followed by ‘and’ leading the 
reader along the path he wishes us 
to go:

‘So Abram rose, and clave the wood,

 and went,

And took the fire with him, and a

 knife.’

These religious foundations are 
then overlaid with much more 
contemporary language and 
imagery, which blur two 
timeframes to disconcerting effect.  
Beginning with timeless ‘fire and 
iron’, the poet introduces ‘belts and 
straps’, the ‘lad’ and ‘trenches’ and 
there we are, slap-bang on the 
battlefield.  The reader wants to 
reject ideas of human sacrifice as 

Parable of the Old Man and the Young

So Abram rose, and clave the wood, and went,
And took the fire with him, and a knife.
And as they sojourned both of them together,
Isaac the first-born spake and said, My Father,

Behold the preparations, fire and iron,
But where the lamb for this burnt-offering?
Then Abram bound the youth with belts and straps,
and builded parapets and trenches there,
And stretchèd forth the knife to slay his son.
When lo! an angel called him out of heaven,
Saying, Lay not thy hand upon the lad,
Neither do anything to him. Behold, 
A ram, caught in a thicket by its horns;
Offer the Ram of Pride instead of him.

But the old man would not so, but slew his son,
And half the seed of Europe, one by one.

Wilfred Owen
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belonging to a time Before Christ; 
after all, Jesus supposedly dies in 
our stead.  Owen revives both the 
idea and the visceral image of 
sacrifice, made powerful by words 
like ‘bound’, ‘burnt-offering’ and 
‘knife’.  These remind us of the 
physical, rather than metaphysical, 
aspects of the act of sacrifice.

Most chilling is perhaps Abram’s 
refusal even to reply to his son’s 
question; despite the capitalised 
‘Father’ there is no paternal love or 
benevolent warmth revealed in 
him.  This is consolidated in the 

terrifying denouement and Owen’s 
reworking of the end of the Bible 
story.  Even with the offer of a ram 
to sacrifice instead (note that it is 
not a lamb – youth and age are 
subtly manipulated throughout the 
poem) Abram kills his son.  
Whether simply too old to allow 
for a new solution to be considered 
or, as is suggested in the phrase 
‘the Ram of Pride’, too proud and 
intransigent to be seen to 
capitulate, Abram, as 
representative of all the old men 
working the strings behind the 
war, effects a killing spree that 

breaches boundaries of land, 
morality, even nature itself.  
Owen’s insistence on recognising 
the individual lives lost across all 
Europe is captured in the 
understated, and all the more 
moving for it, ‘one by one’.

“Poetry is not a healing lotion,” 
says Rich.  She’s right, and 
particularly in the case of the 
poetry of the First World War.  But 
it does at least serve as evidence of 
the timeless human capacity for 
imagination, itself perhaps the 
starting point for all empathy.

WWaarr  &&  HHoommee  ––  SSPPSS  aatt  
WWaallppoollee  OOlldd  CChhaappeell

Poetry readings with music by Shingle 
Street, Sunday, 16th September

Florence Cox gathered us together 
in the atmospheric Old Chapel for a 
rich combination of poetry and 
music to address ‘War and Home’.  
We had four poetry sets interspersed 
with musical ones.   Shingle Street 
(Chris Pearce, Stephen Harding, 
Jane Burn, and Mike Tyndale-Biscoe) 
opened proceedings with a dramatic 
‘Conscription Song’ and ended their 
first set with a graveside lament for 
Willie McBride – killed in action 
(1916) aged only 19. 

Lack of space sadly doesn’t allow us 
to detail the feast of wonderful 
poems offered to us on the day so, 
with apologies, we shall mention 
one poem for each reader.

Cameron Hawke Smith’s opening 
poem was written during the Iraq 
War and concluded with the poem’s 
whimsical title, ‘So like his father’.   
John Garbutt’s ‘The Unknown 
Civilian’ praised the lost… ‘they 
need no parades or monuments’.  
Clare Harvey’s touching poem 
‘Grandfather’ remembered a man 
who ‘never spoke of bomb or blast 
or bits of mate’, while Penelope 
Cutler’s ‘Unknown’ told us of 

uncovering details of the life and 
death of an unknown relative and 
Marianne Koby Johnson’s short 
poems culminated with ‘As I Start to 
Paint’ – a surprising comparison of 
the conflict in Jerusalem with 
Suffolk landscapes. 

The second poetry set opened with 
Nicola Hughes’ ‘Shiffa Hospital, 
Gaza – January 2009’.  Nicola 
beseeched poets to ‘speak of war – 
we have a voice’.  Florence Cox's 
poem 'Mike's War' recounted Mike 
Bannister's childhood recollections 
of WW2, from 'Birmingham blazing' 
to 'first photographs of Belsen, 
Buchenwald.'  Colin Whyles read 
Rob Lock’s poems beginning with 
‘War Bride’ about a young woman 
who after a regrettable marriage 
was ‘with child – me’.  Lynne 
Nesbit’s poem ‘Dream of War’ used 
the letters of WAR to accentuate the 
seen and heard.  Mervyn Linford 
painted a touching portrait of his 
grandmother, ‘half leprechaun, half 
saint’.

Shingle Street rounded off the first 
half with Pete Seeger’s ‘Where Have 
All The Flowers Gone’.  It was good 
to join in with ‘When will they ever 
learn?’  After the interval, during 
which Friends of the Chapel 
refreshed us with homemade cakes, 
they sang Sydney Carter’s ‘Crow on 
the Cradle’ with the disturbing line 
‘If it’s a boy he’ll carry a gun’. 

We smiled at Elizabeth Cook’s list of 
how to fill and empty a bath using 
mathematics in ‘Why I Do Not Feel 
Ready To Leave the World of 
Sense’.  Sue Benbow’s poem– ‘I Can 
Only Listen To My Radio in the 

Bathroom’ described the importance 
of radio news in her life.  Colin 
Whyles used a metaphor of clothing 
to highlight the changes of modern 
development in Spalding, imploring 
‘Rest your ill-fitting clothes…retire 
and fill your time with tranquility’.  
Antony Johae read his thought-
provoking poem ‘Throwing Stones’.  
Fran Reader’s ‘Gender Wars Rap’ 
provided a humorous interlude to 
conclude that set.  

Sue Wallace-Shaddad began the 
final poetry set with ‘Bletchley Girl’ 
exploring life for a young woman in 
a man’s world – ‘The medal glowing 
with good service’ given over fifty 
years later.  ‘Kaaren Whitney 
recalled her four-year-old 
observations of the ‘Thanksgiving 
Parade 1945’; it was full of affection 
for her family.  Elizabeth’s Soule’s 
dramatic reading of ‘When the Eagle 
Loves the Hare’ used the phrase ‘in 
an ordered world’ as a powerful 
repetition.  Barbara Strangewood 
presented a mesmerising poem 
‘Home Leave’ about ‘the last hearth 
made together’ before they ‘went to 
war and pulled the blind’.  The final 
poem was Sue Mobb’s moving 
portrait of ‘Dad Among the Dahlias’ 
– his open shirt showing the scars of 
war contrasting with the dahlias’ 
‘bunch of colour’.  The poem 
resolved with the ‘peace of evening 
after tea’ – a most fitting last line.

Shingle Street’s ‘The Parting Glass’ – 
an Irish folk song - provided a 
joyous musical ending for a fantastic 
gathering ‘spent in good 
company’.   

Sue Benbow 

Suffolk Poetry Society Commemorated the End of World War 1
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OOnnee  MMaann''ss  OOddyysssseeyy

Cameron Hawke Smith

Those of us who have caught the 
infection of poetry can probably 
recall those moments when some 
poem or line, or even phrase, stuck 
in our heads and pursued us.  For 
me first, at nine, it was Burns' ‘wee 
sleekit cowran tim'rous beastie’, 
then, at fifteen, Hopkins' ‘as 
kingfishers catch fire, dragonflies 
draw flame’. The excitement of 
language led me to change after 'O' 
levels from the science stream at 
school to English and Latin. 

My Latin teacher was a gifted 
linguist, rumoured to speak a 
dozen languages, and married to 
an Italian. He taught us to give 
Latin the pure musical clarity 
heard in modern Italian at a time 
when the anglicised pronunciation 
(as in vice versa) was still in use by 
the old school.  I learnt to read 
Vergil in the closest form that I 
could approach to his Italian but 
learnt no Greek at school.  

I can recall the exact day, aged 
eighteen, when I first read E.V. 
Rieu's newly published Penguin 
translation of Homer's Odyssey. I 
had left school and was travelling 
by bus from Cambridge to 
Chipping Norton to visit a friend.  
As many readers will know, this 
book became a best-seller.  Rieu 
translated the poem into plain 
English prose and I read it just as a 
story.  At Banbury, where the coach 
stopped, I determined I would 
learn Greek and read this in the 

original. 

The story of the Odyssey goes back 
some 3500 years, with references to 
events and people centuries 
beyond that.  It has been translated 
and its stories retold dozens of 
times – as I write this I hear on the 
radio of a new translation just out 
by Emily Wilson, allegedly the first 
translation by a woman.  A revised 
edition of Rieu's translation is still 
available and Simon Armitage's 
version published by Faber has 
that élan and humour that more 
scholarly versions may lose.  As a 
book, it has outlived the Bible and 
probably been read from beginning 
to end by far more people.  

A speaker of modern Greek can 
make some sense of the Greek of 
Homer as a written text but could 
not understand Homer if he should 
emerge from the Underworld and 
address him or her in his day-to-
day speech.  Unlike English, in its 
comparatively short life of a few 
hundred years, the Greek written 
language has not changed beyond 
recognition but the pronunciation 
has.  Consonants are much the 
same but the vowel sounds have 
changed in an unfamiliar way.  The 
written accents are most often in 
the same places but, whilst in 
modern Greek these indicate stress, 
in ancient Greek they indicate 
pitch.  An acute accent is believed 
to indicate a musical fifth, a grave 
accent a third and a circumflex a 
rising fifth dropping to the tonic.  
The effect is that an ancient Greek 
text would, to our ears, sound 
something like a chanted song.

I think it is established by 
psychologists that we learn to 
respond to tone and pitch even 
before birth, and to hum and sing 
before we speak.  Some languages 
retain a 'pitch accent' or, as in the 
case of Chinese, a series of 'tones' 
that differentiate words of identical 
patterns of vowels and 
consonants.  This is a systematic 
use of pitch, integral to individual 
letter combinations.  When we read 
poetry aloud, just as in ordinary 
conversation, we use what I would 
call an unsystematic intonation 
that varies from person to person.  
Some of these intonation patterns 
are characteristic of local dialects, 
as, for example, the very distinct 

rise in pitch at the end of sentences 
when asking a question in Suffolk 
and other parts of East Anglia.  
(This always amused me as a boy 
but now I rarely hear it, with the 
deadening influence of 'BBC' 
English).

After my retirement (from a job in 
which I had little use for my Greek) 
I began to dip once again into 
poetry and inevitably returned to 
Homer.  I tracked down some tape-
recordings of the Odyssey in the 
Cambridge University Library by a 
Professor of Greek in Dublin, 
W.B.Stanford, in which he 
demonstrated the reading of 
Homer observing the 'melodies' of 
the pitch accents.  I also made 
contact with some academics in 
Cambridge who were encouraging 
the speaking of Ancient Greek, 
though their approach was to give 
extra volume to the accented 
syllables as in Modern Greek, and 
found my 'singing' rather 
ridiculous.  This did not bother me 
as I had no intention of performing 
to an audience; my only aim was to 
try to recreate for myself something 
of the original sound.  Via the 
internet I did, however, make 
contact with an elderly professor of 
Greek in America who was very 
encouraging.  What was 
unexpected was that I found I was 
easily able to memorise hundreds 
of lines of the Greek: the very 
simple individual 'melodies' of 
each line stuck in the memory with 
little effort, just like conventional 
musical phrases. 

It is my guess that this explains, at 
least in part, the apparently 
extraordinary feat of illiterate bards 
who could sing the 24 books of the 
Odyssey and, perhaps, also the 24 
books of the Iliad from memory.  
Unlike our own poetry, which 
eschews 'stock phases' and 
'conventional epithets', Homer is 
full of them: Athene is always 
glaukopis (with sparkling eyes); 
Atlas is always oloöphron 
(hellish).  These phases often 
become the building blocks of the 
lines, allowing the singer to vary 
his performance whilst keeping to 
the main story.

Whilst Greek epic was sung or, 
rather, chanted by a single 
individual, the intricate and 

into the Poetry of Ancient 
Greece and Rome
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metrically highly complex choruses 
of the drama of such writers as 
Sophocles and Euripides, like The 
Odes of Pindar at the Games, were 
performed by simultaneous singing 
and dancing.  The audience, 
looking down on the performers in 
the circular open air amphitheatre, 
were assimilating the meaning 
dynamically through ear and eye 
and the pulse of the dance.  
Modern performances I have seen, 
such as the very ambitious Greek 
plays put on every three years in 
Cambridge, struggle with this 
aspect of the dramas.

What is a poet of the 21st century 
to do with such material?  Despite 
the decline in the teaching of 
Classics in schools in the last 50 
years, academic work on Greek 
and Roman literature continues on 
an almost industrial scale.  But 
equally, poets with no academic 
background in the field, such as 
Heaney, Hughes and Armitage, 
have given new vitality to these 
ancient texts.  To engage with the 
colossal literary edifice of Greece 
and Rome, however shattered its 
remains and however fragmentary 
one's knowledge of its languages, is 
a challenging, humbling but deeply 
rewarding enterprise.

Here is the start of my own (rather 
light-hearted) translation of Book 1 
of The Odyssey.  I have used a line 
of normally five beats with a break 
somewhere in the middle.  Rhyme 
was of course no conscious feature 
of ancient poetry but may have a 
place to drive the narrative in the 
poetry of a language like English.

Of course, what we have of ancient 
Greek literature is largely what the 
patient Christian monks thought fit 
to copy out. Papyri from the sands 
of Egypt are correcting this and 
some folksongs have survived 
intact, like this charming children's 
‘Swallow Song’:

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

Let's hear that song, O Muse,          spouter of memories,

the song of that guy       never lost for a wheeze:

of his trip round the world          post-Troy's destruction,

his course of anthropo       logical instruction,

his sea disasters,          his navel gazing, his mighty

efforts to return       his mates to Blighty - 

that was more than he could do       for all his wishes,

for their own misdeeds       they fed the fishes,

idiots! - to make a supper       of the Sun God's beef,

scuppering their chances       of any relief!

Well, let's hear that song       O Holy Muse!

Make a start whatever       place you choose.

Eilthe, eilthe, khelidon

kalas horas agousa

  kalous eniautous

  epi gastera leuka

  epi nota melaina

palathan su prokulei

Fly here, fly here, swallow bird

bringing the times of sweetness

  the seasons of sweetness

  white on your tummy

  black on your uppers

mother, bring out some cookies

References:

Simon Armitage: Homer's Odyssey, 
Faber, 2007

E.V. Rieu: The Odyssey, Penguin, 
revised edition, 2003  

Emily Wilson:The Odyssey, 
Norton, 2017

Cameron Hawke Smith's translations from Homer, Horace and Pindar have been published in Modern Poetry in 
Translation, (Third Series 13, 2010 and 17, 2012), and Tellus, March 2014. His Olympic Ode, 'For Theron of 
Akragas' from Pindar was published as the Saturday Poem in The Guardian (28.7.2012).

An undated handout picture released by the Greek 
Culture Ministry shows a clay plaque discovered in 
Ancient Olympia with an engraved inscription 
depicting thirteen verses from the Odyssey's 14th 
Rhapsody, in Ancient Olympia, Greece. 
Greek Culture Ministry/Handout via REUTERS
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TTuurrnniinngg  JJaappaanneessee
PPaarrtt  22::    SSeennrryyūū

Dr Tim Gardiner

In Part 1, I examined how haiku 
has been adopted in the English 
language as a short form of poetry.  
The aesthetics of Japanese poetry 
are still present in modern haiku 
(i.e. imagery and seasonality) but 
often the presumed syllable count 
of 5-7-5 has been dispensed with 
for a free-verse approach.  What 
constitutes a haiku is another 
matter of conjecture, with some 
believing that in the west we are 
merely writing haiku-inspired 
poetry rather than the strict 
Japanese form.  This discussion 
crosses over to senryū (literally 
meaning ‘river willow’), the close 
relation of haiku. 

Senryū are typically three lines in 
length, often with 17 syllables (or 
‘morae’ in Japanese) or fewer.  
However, unlike haiku, senryū 
tend to focus on human emotions 
rather than nature.  Irony and dark, 
subtle humour can be used to good 
effect here and the best senryū are 
often less serious than haiku.  
Table 1 summarises the key 
differences between haiku and 
senryū.

Senryū is named after the Edo 
poet, Senryū Karai (1718-1790) 
whose collection Haifūyanagidaru 
established it as a poetic genre.  A 
classic senryū from the collection 
includes a large dose of irony on 
the human situation:   

when I catch

the robber,

my own son

Karai’s senryū is a clear example of 
the genre focussing on a 
relationship rather than nature.  
There is no seasonal or cutting 
word and nature is absent.  The use 
of dark, subtle humour provides a 
moment of cruel irony.  Many 
senryū are less clear in their 
interpretation of the form and can 
include seasonal and cutting 
words, while retaining the 
emphasis on human foibles.  A 
good example of a senryū with a 
clear season word (between waves 
– Red Moon Press 2015) is by one 
of the modern masters of the genre, 
Alexis Rotella:

massage therapist

tired of winter

takes it out on me

This senryū by gifted Italian poet, 
Maria Laura Valente (first 
published in Otata, Issue 13, 2016) 
has a cutting word (indicated by a 
dash) before bringing in a seasonal 
aspect with the firefly in a jar.  
Maria Laura’s senryū presents a 
clear and rather sad metaphor.  

wedding night -

a firefly

in a jar

The apparent hybridisation of 
haiku and senryū in many poems 
leads to an almost arbitrary 
distinction being made in 

publications.  For this reason, many 
of the leading international 
magazines have combined haiku 
and senryū sections with no 
attempt made by the editor to 
distinguish between the genres.  
Print publications which adopt this 
approach include Blithe Spirit and 
Frogpond, while online journals 
such as The Heron’s Nest only 
accept haiku, or those poems which 
fall in the grey area between the 
genres.  

There are several literary 
magazines which accept only 
senryū and these include Failed 
Haiku and Prune Juice.  Recently, 
an online Living Senryū Anthology 
has been established and includes 
poems from most of the leading 
international practitioners such as 
the late Carlos Colon (aka Haiku 
Elvis): 

lost luggage

I ask for the bag

with the blue suede shoes

Haiku Elvis: A Life in 17 Syllables 
(Or Less). Laughing Cactus Press, 

2013.

I finish this brief guide with one of 
my own unpublished senryū which 
uses dark humour to deliver its 
message: 

Haiku

Typically 1-3 lines

17 syllables or fewer

Nature focus

Serious content

Include a kigo (seasonal word)

Include a kireji (cutting word)

Unrhymed

Senryū

Typically 3 lines

17 syllables or fewer

Human nature focus

Dark, subtle humour

No kigo

No kireji

Unrhymed

Table 1. Key characteristics of haiku and senryū.

   hybrid poems   

Further Reading

Failed Haiku 
failedhaiku.com

Prune Juice 
prunejuice.wordpress.com

Living Senryū Anthology 
senryu.life

hate

is a strong word

loathe is better
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PPooeemmss  vvss  LLyyrriiccss

Colin Whyles

At the talk George Szirtes gave for 
SPS at The Priory on Sunday 9th 
September 2018, he made some 
observations about the differences 
between poetry and prose. He said 
the difference was summarised in 
two words: “…and then…”. He 
claimed that prose is dependant on 
“…and then…” because it is telling 
a story that progresses. Poetry, on 
the whole, does not do that. 
I would suggest that 
ballads did, as they often 
told folk tales, but I take his 
point.

His other observation was 
that the words of prose 
were less important than 
the story they were telling. 
For poetry, it is the 
enjoyment of the language 
that mattered.

He also remarked that 
poetry also needed to have 
a break in order to make it 
interesting. The break 
might simply be in rhythm: 
di dah di dah di dah dah di, 
for example: iambs broken 
by a trochee.

These observations are also 
true of lyrics and music. In popular 
song, in particular, musical relief 
comes from what is called the 
“middle eight”. It is said that John 
Lennon couldn’t write them in the 
early days of The Beatles. Paul 
McCartney wrote them all. I 
understand Lennon’s difficulty. 

You can get trapped in the pattern 
or form that you have created, and 
to find a contrasting one that also 
leads back can be quite daunting.

So, if these points are true for 
music and lyrics, how do poetry 
and lyrics differ?

When I started specifically writing 
poems, I found this difficult to 
answer. I knew that what I was 
writing either did not need music, 
or would not work with music. 

I know that when I am writing a 
song, even if I start with words 
rather than music, I am putting 
something musical into the words. 
It is nothing to do with the sense of 
the words. When Lennon came up 
with Lucy In The Sky With 
Diamonds, he said he was tired of 
writing he-she songs and had come 
to the conclusion that the words 
were simply a carrier for the 
music. 

That is very true for a lot of songs. 
Look at the words in isolation: they 
are often appalling, even for very 
popular songs.

So can lyrics be poetic? I believe so, 
but the lyricist will abandon 
certain tools of the poet.

One of the first poems I tried to set 
to music was James Knox Whittet’s 
Island Wounds. It is a sonnet. It 
looks, to the songwriter, like three 
nice square blocks of text in iambic 
pentameter with a two line coda.

A melody for the first verse 

(stanza) fell out quite easily. Trying 
to fit the next two stanzas to this 
tune failed.

Why? It was largely to do with 
rhythm and enjambment.

Music deals in strong and weak 
beats. The strongest beats are 
indicated by being first in the 
“bar”, which is a group of beats, 
and the start of a bar is indicated 
by a vertical line. Look at Island 
Wounds. Each stanza might be in 
iambic pentameters, but the beats 
shift around. However, remember 
that your reading and mine (and 
James’s) might differ.

Extra syllables can be 
accommodated by the composer. 
Extra notes before a phrase are 
called anacrusis, or pick-up beats. 
But the essential rhythm of each 
phrase needs to be much the same.

If I start a song with words, I will 
often find a melody before I 
progress very far so that I can keep 
it in mind to maintain the structure 
of the words. I might change the 
melody later.

Music is generally in phrases that 
fit within a regular number of bars. 
In a lot of popular songs, there will 

also be breaks between the 
phrases for brief 
instrumental responses. 
Call and Answer, it is 
called.

A composer will generally 
want to work with a 
consistent rhythm. I have 
seen poems set where the 
composer has changed the 
time signature on almost 
every bar to accommodate 
the poem. This can make 
for very irregular music. It 
might be very avant 
garde, but isn’t necessarily 
easy going for the listener. 
Breaks in rhythm such as 
the iamb-trochee can 
easily be accommodated 
with syncopation. 
Complete changes in the 

unit of rhythm are more difficult to 
handle.

This makes setting poetry that uses 
enjambment extensively very 
awkward. ‘Enjambment’ is when a 
phrase extends through two or 
more lines. The songwriter prefers 

Island Wounds

Like music of winds across lazybeds
Your haunting voice turns memory's pained wheels
Gaunt men who scythe below the arched sky's reds
Pale women shawled and bowed beneath dark creels

Unending waits for loved ones lost in storms
Listening to seagulls' ominous wails
Peat fired walls shadowed by unearthly forms
Where loss and loneliness loom and faith fails

Rare times of joy as well, that barefoot walk 
across machair in summer, drowsed in scents 
of whispers in grasses, sea's crooning talk
Black cattle on hills lowing their laments

Your voice heals island wounds, weak are made strong,
Suffering is transformed into a song.

 James Knox Whittet

Sheet 123 of 1946 OS map: 
Spalding, Helpston and the fens

Spalding

Helpston



12

one phrase to one line. The breaks 
you will commonly find in music 
destroy enjambment, but even 
without them it is not easy to 
accommodate it in a musical 
phrase.

Hence, Island Wounds had to be 
through-composed. I started at the 
top and wrote through to the end. I 
did find space before the final lines 
to repeat the first melody. Without 
repetition the listener might 
wonder if the composer had 
forgotten where they were or 
didn’t know what they were doing! 
Music does like repeated patterns, 
like wallpaper.

Rhythm creates pattern in time, 
something unique to music. 
Enjambment breaks it down, and 
therein lies the problem.

One device that is still very useful 
in song, that modern poets tend to 
decry, is rhyme. It is another strong 
element that creates pattern. The 
ear expects it. This might be a 
western, cultural matter, and it 

isn’t fatal if it is missing, but rhyme 
adds a lot to the architecture of a 
song. Pattern implies a return to 
something familiar. Rhyme and 
rhythm provide the lyrical 
contribution.

Another factor in a song is that the 
writer is asking the listener to 
comprehend both words and 
music. The music is usually in itself 
multi-layered. It can have many 
rhythms, countermelodies and 
harmonies. If the words are to be 
understood over that, then they 
need to be relatively simple. Some 
of the subtleties of poetry are 
bound to be lost in a song. It is best 
to avoid introducing too many 
concepts and too much imagery in 
a line. In fact, and particularly in 
popular song, a few simple, strong 
images are all that are likely to be 
remembered. Most of the words 
really are just a carrier for the 
melody, and I don’t hear much of 
that (melody) in modern pop. This 
is why the hook line, as it is called, 
is repeated constantly. In the song I 

will demonstrate with, there is a 
repetitive phrase used as a motif to 
tie verses together, but it is not 
intended to be a hook line. It is 
scaffolding.

I believe that in the best songs the 
words and music support each 
other. It should not be a one-way 
street. The words and music should 
have the same mood. They should 
be symbiotic.

Whether that is true in my song For 
Love Will Roam is another matter. 
This song began with the music. By 
chance, I noticed an old sonnet Yet 
Still fitted – almost. It had to 
change to make it fit well and also 
to make it singable. That is another 
factor: can the singer carry the 
song? Are the vocal twists and 
turns so complicated that it is too 
difficult to sing well?

The sonnet needed polishing.

Here are the sonnet and song lyrics, 
for comparison.

If you wish to have your pamphlet or book 
reviewed in Twelve Rivers please send a copy 
plus covering letter to: 

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

Yet Still

On that road that straightens long into the fens,
Where doors are closed and shutters bar the snow,
The eye falls stiff as mist obscures the lens,
Yet still there is a place for you to go.

When winter crystallises all you speak
to dress the barren trees, and brings the sting
of icy wind to bite your frosted cheek,
Yet still there is a song for you to sing.

These roads whose black veins cut through fan-fold fens
across these sleeping fields, now damp and bleak,
Straddle dykes whose watery blood is spent,
Yet still there is a dream for you to seek.

Yet still, these fens, this sky that roofs your home,
Is where your spirit still, John Clare, does roam. 

2013 Colin Whyles

For Love Will Roam

On roads drawn straight through driven fens,
Where doors are shuttered to the snow,
Your eye clouds through a misted lens,
Yet still there’s a place for you to go.

When winter crystallises speech
To dress the trees, and bring its sting
Of icy wind to bite your cheek,
Yet still there’s a song for you to sing.

Through fan-fold fens grey roads cut veins
Across black fields so damp and bleak,
Draw chequered patchworks through the lanes
Yet still there’s a dream for you to seek.

Yet still, these fens you called your home,
Is where your spirit still for love will roam.

For love will roam.
For love will roam.

2018 Colin Whyles

Letters to the Editor 
responding to any articles in 
this issue would be 
welcomed. 

See contact details p.2.

A video of ‘For Love Will Roam’ performed by Lynne Nesbit and Colin Whyles is here: https://youtu.be/W7a77cUA_l8 
or search YouTube for 'For Love Will Roam'. (You will find both rehearsal and live versions).
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SSeelleecctteedd  PPooeemmss

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

Haiku

Cows crossing slowly
Suspended over the motorway
Two rhythms of life

Lynne Nesbit

Hens in Borough Market

More Grecian Urn than Last Supper,
the party at the large table turn
to tableau as hundreds flood past
the picture windows, struggling to escape
some nearby horror – though the slaughter
and self-sacrifice are truths instantly known,
instantly carved in the gut of each guest –

till Lizzie, silken flanked and garlanded,
comes out with Sorry, got to go,
nurses will be needed,  and forces her way
into danger.  Welcomed through the cordon,
she scans a scene as vile as any in the all too many
action films she’s let herself – but won’t again –
be dragged to, figuring where to start.

An auxiliary ambulance, doors open,
reveals a trainee, minus airline, flailing –
so into CPR.  This woman will live.
The next has already gone.  Hard to tell shoulder
from shirt, so much blood.  They put her
into a bag.  Paramedics now all round,
Lizzie goes back to a still and ravaged bride.

Rob Lock

In Touch

Take your spade, grasp its shaft and hold its handle,
feel their smoothness on your skin,
set your foot firmly on the shoulder of the blade,
and hear it scrunch through gritty soil.

Feel this axe’s haft, moulded to a human hand,
and weigh its heft and balance as you strike,
hear it thud against your target tree, thud,
thud, thud and thud again, until the tree begins to creak,
then screams and splinters as it crashes down.

Hear each fleeing second in the tick tock of a pendulum,
count the minutes by the creeping of a hand around the dial
Listen for the whirring warning of an ancient clock
as it prepares to strike the passing of the latest hour.

Can you forgive me this nostalgia
when set against a rotovator’s chug and shake
or an angry chainsaw’s bitter roar 
or indeed the complacent silence 
of a digital watch?

Peter Sandberg

Dusty 

Now and then the phone trills 
and your voice enters the room, 
drenched in beer and the silvery scent of eucalyptus

and I can see you at fourteen sweeping the stable yard,
disciplining stalks and dribs of manure 
with lean, rasping strokes of a broom wide as a table 
while I heave dung and sodden straw on to the muck heap. 

On shivery days we slouch around sucking strong mints.
Scrap like puppies from the same litter, your knees
pressing on my shoulders 
as hay seeds scratch the squirm of my back.

Lobbing rocks from a breakwater, we agree 
to marry each other if no one else turns up. 
On summer nights we play ping-pong in your garage 
and I sulk because I never, ever win. 

Decades later, you climb out of an old friend’s mouth: 
‘That bastard. We had an affair and he broke my heart.’ 
I say nothing, thinking of your recent drunken call.
Imagine your big hands sawing planks, in solitude.  

Caroline Gilfillan
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Return to Walberswick

The waves salute their chum
with sparkled crests, then curl to joust the shingle 
and concede. 

He breathes in wisps 
of spume the waves release; sharp comfort 
to thin lips that speak 

a brother’s name.
He spots the strip of sand where 
motte-and-bailey castles

came and went, whose flags 
were ample reason they would lick 
a Mivvi clean.

The frost does not prevent
his wish to feel the same old grit
beneath his feet.

A herring gull wheels round
and heckles him to shed his shoes.
He hates the time

it takes these days. 
Cold brings a pleasing pain to unsheathed toes
and so he stops

and stares to take it in …
the marram grass, the allied sea and sky … 
His ageless footprints,

shine alone
before the tide returns 
to win the day.

Fran Reader

Giraffe 

In the morning she found 
a giraffe in her bed, 
its doe-like eyes, long-lashed, 
gazing at her 
with attention. 

Soft, mobile lips nibbled
the ends of her hair, but not 
so hard it hurt. Not like 
her husband, who sometimes 
gave it a tug like it was 
a bell pull for a door. 

The beast dozed in fits 
and starts. Not like 
her husband. He was either 
deep in sleep, snoring 
like a foghorn, or 
fully alert with 
sharp, angry eyes. 

As the sun lit 
the dust motes 
the giraffe yawned,  
a guttural sound, 
and began to talk. Not like
her husband.

I miss the heat, 
it murmured, 
in a voice like earth 
being turned with a spade. 
I miss the sun 
on my coat.
When you’ve finished 
with me, 
can I go home?  

She wriggled into its neck, 
into the breath of leaves 
from the highest branch. 
Said nothing. 

Caroline Gilfillan
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Goldmine

She keeps history in her handbag,
an archive of happenings;
crinkled photos carefully folded – 
the marble litter of cemeteries,
verdigris angels her habitat.
That purse with its sharp clipped clasp 
and all the possibilities inside.
(How adults had magic, 
they talked of rates, rent and milk bills)
and you had to behave,
sixpence pocket money too good to be true.
Black cough sweets and indigestion tablets
entwined with rosary beads, embroidered
handkerchief and a brace of safety pins.
A life closomed inside its watered taffeta lining,
the outside imitation snake skin black.
A portable family, so easy,
and here we are after the funeral,
excavating, mining and entering the private nest.
Perhaps we will discover
some explanation about ourselves
amongst the clean debris. 

Pat Jourdan

Cub

A fox, mothballed in my grandmother's wardrobe
dangled its needle-claws around her powdered neck
once. Its delicate paws, soot-black, chained together
across her chest, told me all its running was done.
Red-gold fur held the warmth of autumn sun, 
the whisper of woods in moonlight; if I dared 
stroke it, glassy yellow eyes reflected nothing back. 
Fox eyes, their gaze stretches days to the horizons 
of evening. See the little foxes play, heads up
ears pricked, in a wind that blew so cold I froze.

Pamela Job

Empty Church

Across the space 
old prayers accumulate,
the air hallowed and re-hallowed.
Private from all weather,
through lightning, wars and storms
others came here and
worried their way to God. 
The benches trap time,
like wooden beaches to
a different tide.
Before our parents and grandparents,
back beyond imaginings
someone knelt here,
the same imperative,
the eternal now
getting them by the scruff of the neck.

Pat Jourdan
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55tthh  FFeessttiivvaall  ooff  SSuuffffoollkk  
PPooeettrryy  RReevviieeww

May 26th 2018 saw another 
successful festival of Suffolk poetry 
bubble with enthusiasm and 
creativity at the John Peel Centre in 
Stowmarket.  

The Morning Session - 
featured three two and a half hour 
workshops: 

Collision Course 
with Rebecca Watts.

Rebecca’s reputation as a poet, 
reviewer and critic is well 
established and, as a teacher 
myself, I always look forward to 
seeing how poets help participants 
into the creative process.  Despite 
the forecast of warm sun, the 
journey to Stowmarket had been 
gloomy and there was Rebecca’s 
first full collection on the book 
table: The Met Office Advises Caution 
(Carcanet).  It was almost time to 
get started.  What would this rather 
ominously titled workshop consist 
of?

It is always infectious when people 
share poems that they find really 
interesting, and Rebecca began 
with a William Carlos Williams 
poem, ‘Rapid Transit’ – an 
energetic, free verse ride glimpsing 
snatches of advertising, life advice, 
conversations and headlines.  This 
was followed by Claudine 
Toutoungi’s ‘This Just In’ (which 
reminded me a little of Peter 
Porter’s ‘Your Attention Please’). 
Toutoungi is one of Watts’ Carcanet 
compatriots, and her arch poem 
about the health benefits of talking 
to real people really appealed to 
the group.  Rebecca then 
distributed instruction leaflets from 
household appliances, medicines 
and safety manuals and asked us 
either to find a poem there or use 
the language we found but apply it 
to a new subject – here, then, was 
the first ‘collision’.  The day was 
brightening; this was fun.

Our next pair of poems was ‘The 
Fly’ by Miroslav Holub (look it up 
– a dark gem of a meditation on 
(in)significance!) and Ian 
McMillan’s ‘Great Dogs Of 
History’.  Rebecca, herself a 
McMillan fan, quickly converted us 
all to the joy of this poem.  But now 
for the ‘collision’: having noted 
down a couple of historical figures 
and events, we had to pick from an 
envelope an animal to place in a 
poem that could romp over time 
and place.  My ‘Great Goats Of 
History’ only highlighted to me my 
lack of knowledge of both goats 
and history; however, John 
Vaughan delighted us with his 
‘spot of a mouse’ in the corner 
while Charles I was beheaded.  The 
bold clashing of animals, history 
and poetry was getting results; the 
sun was beginning to shine.

A short cake break and then we 
scurried back like, well, mice to 
experience Simon Armitage’s 
Homeric take on a visit to 
Poundland from his new collection 
The Unaccompanied, and Robert Van 
Dias’ tender, sad response to 
finding an angel in his garden.  
Both poems allowed us to 
recognise the incongruity of the 
setting with either the language 
and style of the poem or the 
character found within it.  This 
‘collision’ announced itself with 
two envelopes from which to draw 
at random one character and one 
setting.  (I was praying for a goat-
free zone.)  This for me was a joy – 
'Dracula At Alton Towers'.  Others 
clearly relished this exercise too; 
we heard from 'Hamlet In A Taxi', 
'God In The Library' and, my 
favourite, 'Cupid In The White 
House' – a triumph of a piece in the 
time we had.

Lastly, we simply took a pinch of 
words from a lunch box packed 
with them (Rebecca must have 
been snipping all night long) and, 
like a cryptic crossword clue, made 
meaning out of constructing 
unlikely phrases and lines. This 
exercise was both a relief and a 
surprise – many participants 
wanted to share their constructs 
once they were safely sellotaped to 
the page. A narrative or expression 
had somehow formed itself and 
was begging to be heard. The spark 
for this exercise had come from a 

poem by Tara Bergin called 
‘Expensive Sweetheart’ (itself a 
crossword clue she had worked 
into a poem) and ‘Sufficient 
Honesty’ by Alex Wong, another of 
Rebecca’s Carcanet crew. 

A truly inspiring mix of stimulus, 
poems and creative exercises which 
teased and taxed us with challenge 
but without requiring too much 
heart-wringing, I felt greatly 
enlivened by the whole morning. 

Alexandra Davis

Making a Joyful Noise 
with Susan Utting

What drew me to sign up for this 
workshop?  The words ‘joyful’ and 
‘noise’ certainly – ah! – words each 
with their own unique sound. 

Susan opened with a quote from 
Seamus Heaney who said that 
poetry is ‘the music of what 
happens’: a thought-provoking 
beginning.  She went on to energise 
our morning with ideas, prompts 
and examples, ranging from 
thinking about the unexpected 
noise, as exemplified by Caroline 
Bird’s ‘A Toddler Creates Thunder 
by Dancing on a Manhole’, through 
to thinking about poems such as 
Ian McMillan’s ‘The John Cage 
Egg’ that use “the sounds and 
noises that make up the music of 
everyday life”.  Her final examples 
got us thinking about the whisper, 
the mis-heard or the silence 
between noise, as in Robert 
Wrigley’s ‘Lull’.  Susan shared with 
us her own experience of deafness 
and the difference that a hearing 
aid had made, an experience that 
opened up a helpful discussion 
with others who’d also suffered a 
loss of hearing and which bought 
home just how precious is the 
ability to hear. 

For exercises we were asked to list 
noises we like, followed by 
thinking ourselves into a particular 
place and time and making another 
list of the sounds that accompanied 
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that memory.  We were challenged 
with questions such as: who or 
what is making the sounds? Are 
there sounds you’d rather hear? 

There was a goodly amount of time 
for us to work with our lists, enjoy 
Susan’s examples and use our own 
creativity to begin and share our 
own embryonic poems. 

Personally, I found that the 
experience of this workshop 
opened my mind to a deeper 
understanding of the importance of 
sound in poetry – not just rhythm 
and rhyme but in the choice of 
words – ah! – back to words again.  
In Susan’s handout for the 
workshop she quoted the Scots 
poet W.S. Graham who, in 'Notes 
on a Poetry of Release' (Poetry 
Scotland, July 1946), writes that “a 
poem is a successful construction 
of words … the shape of all of us in 
this language”. 

Fran Reader

For Weddings and a Funeral 
with Derek Adams

Derek’s workshop guided 
participants to explore techniques 
useful in the writing of poems 
commissioned for important life 
events. 

The Afternoon Session:

The first part of the afternoon 
session consisted of a choice of 
staying in the John Peel Centre to 
enjoy the Café Poets presentations 
or to join the ONE Sixth Form 
College workshop in the adjacent 
St Peter’s Hall. In this workshop 
we were stimulated by the use of 
pictures and music to consider 
‘Feelings/location/colour and 
character’ and create our own 
poems in response.  Participants 
were able to move between the two 
for the first hour before everyone 
came together in the John Peel 
Centre, where the readings from 

the various poetry cafés around 
Suffolk continued.  

There was wit, wry observation, 
rhyme and free verse in 
abundance, with memorable lines 
featuring spiders real and 
metaphorical, trains with exciting 
sound effects, dragons you can 
dance with, a thirsty hedgehog 
glad you disobeyed washing 
instructions (dry flat) in seven 
different languages and a 
Highlander carrying the moon on 
his shoulder. Poetry breathed new 
life into historical events and 
works of art; the Bury St Edmunds 
group Poetry Aloud explored local 
pictures and statues, with a 
different projected image 
accompanying each poem written 
and read by the participants. 
Inspiration also came from other 
poets; there was an amusing nod to 
Betjeman with 'JJ Hunter Dunn', a 
philandering sports coach. 

The Suffolk ONE students 
followed, delivering their 
admirable poems with a mixture of 
confidence and self-deprecation. 

The artist Stephen Cassidy gave an 
illustrated talk about his exhibition 
Journeying, using six of his father’s 
poems published in Stand Magazine 
as a stimulus for his own works of 
art.  The six poems were read by 
Jen Overett and Pete Lobb.  
Members were invited to 
participate in this venture by 
submitting poems inspired by 
those of John Cassidy for selection 
for the exhibition in Ipswich in 

October 2018. (See p.27) 

The afternoon concluded with an 
open mic session, giving attending 
poets a chance to air more poems. 

Fran Reader/ Florence Cox

The Evening Session - featured 
Suffolk poets Elizabeth Soule and 
John Vaughan.  The Headline Poets 
were Blake Morrison, Susan Utting 
and Rebecca Watts.

After a packed day of festival 
activities, we needed a powerful 
and entertaining poet to kick-start 
the evening and Blake Morrison 
definitely fitted the bill, beginning 
with ‘The Ballad of Shingle Street’, 
a haunting evocation of beauty and 
desolation: 

A cul-de-sac, a dead-end track,

A sandbanked strand to sink a fleet,

A bay, a bar, a strip, a trap, 

A wrecking ground, that’s Shingle 

 Street.

Blake Morrison

Courtney Chilvers, Suffolk ONE

Stephen Cassidy

Kaaren Whitney
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Blake was relaxed, humorous and 
responsive and his reading of ‘The 
Dressing Gown’, where he tries on 
his dad’s old dressing gown, was 
particularly moving: 

like a skin I’ve slipped inside,

and when I look

there’s you in the mirror.

Beth Soule stepped in at short 
notice as Pam Job was unwell and 
gave a lovely performance. Her 
strong female perspective was 
timely and well received, including 
reflections on Eve in ‘Eden 
Lost’ (once bitten there’s no point 
in being shy, just more careful) and 
a re-working of Little Red Riding 
Hood where grandma sits and 
spins… she’s waiting for the 
hunter, she’s waiting for the wolf.  
Beth presented entertaining angles 
on myths and fairy tales and has a 
really impressive skill with 
accents.  SPS Chair Florence Cox 
summed up Beth’s reading as 
“entirely delightful”.

Another popular local writer, John 
Vaughan, shared his wry, self-
deprecating and sometimes 
hilarious observations on royalty, 
sin, rugby, God, grandchildren, the 
joys of beer, being hugged by an 
aunt (pocket soft and fleecy warm, 
I feel it still) and the memorable 
spine-chilling contents of his 
garden shed… John describes his 
journey into poetry as a switch 
changed to on… how I wanted to 
butterfly kiss the queen, send 
birthday cards to chickens… to do 
all these things I hadn’t been 

allowed to do… In poetry, I can.  
His poems were summed up by 
Festival Organiser Colin Whyles as 
“wonderful stuff – he’s a Suffolk 
treasure!”

Susan Utting read mainly from her 
book Half the Human Race,  
covering personal and universal 
subjects with lyricism and honesty. 
Motherhood was a strong theme, 
including on becoming a mother in 
‘Female of the Species’ (…a signal 
for her world to tilt forever at a 
different, sharper angle) and on her 
mother’s death in ‘The Things’:

For want of a body the frocks 

 sulked,

shouldered their hangers resentful 

 as sinners

kept in…

Susan’s closing poem ‘Report to 
the Department of Audiology’, on 
getting a new hearing aid, was a 
pure celebration of the infinite 
variety of sound: 

…A single magpie: its dirty croak

is a joy. I scratch an itch and my 

 fingernails

thrill, I’m alight with the noise of 

 myself.

 Finally, Rebecca Watts opened 
with the title poem of her book The 
Met Office Advises Caution, an 
unsettling account of a storm 
brewing:

A wheelie bin crosses the road 

without looking,

lands flat on its face on the other 

side, spilling its knowledge.

Her work was evocative and lyrical 
throughout, with an undertone of 
playfulness. Many poems were 
grounded in place (primarily 
Cambridge) and in the joy of 
physical experiences. Rebecca also 
shared reflections on coastal 
erosion, turning 30, and friend and 
family relationships. She ended 
with her book’s closing poem ‘Long 
Jump’ - To start up from zero and 
gather speed/ and feel myself opening 
out like a hairpin – a quiet, grounded 
ending to a lovely evening. 

Jen Overett

Susan Utting

Rebecca Watts

John Vaughan

Beth Soule

Pinky's

Felixstowe

Arlington's

Poetry Aloud

Suffolk ONE
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IInn  CCoonnvveerrssaattiioonn  wwiitthh  
AAnnttoonnyy  JJoohhaaee

Fran Reader with Antony Johae

Antony Johae (b. 1937, Chiswick, 
Middlesex) gained a Teacher’s 
Certificate in 1968, his BA in 
English and European Literature in 
1972, and a Ph.D. in Comparative 
Literature in 1979 (a study of 
dream and symbolism in 
Dostoevsky and Kafka). He taught 
the Dostoevsky Minor course at 
Essex University for two academic 
years, then went on to lecture in 
English Literature at the University 
of Ghana from 1979 to 1983, where 
he wrote Guinea Coast 
Impressions. In 1985, he married 
Thérèse from Lebanon, and they 
went to Tunisia where Antony 
taught English Literature until 
1989. Following the first Gulf War, 
the family moved to Kuwait where 
Antony lectured in English and 
Comparative Literature. He has 
published widely in academic 
journals, has a book on Kafka 
ready for publication and is 
working on the novels of the 
Lebanese writer, Amin Maalouf. 
During his time in Kuwait, Antony 
ran a weekly writing group and 
wrote the poems which eventually 
made up the collection Poems of 
the East (Gipping Press, 2015). In 
2009, he and Thérèse retired and 
they now divide their time between 
Lebanon and the United Kingdom. 
In Colchester, he is a member of the 
Mosaic Stanza and of the Suffolk 
Poetry Society, as well as attending 
and reading at Poetry Wivenhoe. 
He is working towards completing 
several poetry collections: 

FR When did you first become 

interested in writing?

AJ  Stories were what first interested 
me.  I used to be a storyteller at the 
boarding school in Felixstowe where 
I spent six years from 1945 until 
1951.  During the school holidays, I 
constructed a crude puppet theatre 
and put on shows for friends and 
family, for which I wrote the scripts.  
When my family spent the summer 
holidays in our caravan at West 
Mersea (with only six caravans on 
the site), I started writing about the 
adventures my brother and my two 
cousins were having on the Island – 
on and in the water, and in the 
mud!  The episodic narrative was 
called 'Blackie and the Gang'.  
Blackie was a dog that followed us 
around and we became very 
attached to him - and he to us.

FR When did poetry first come into 
the picture?

AJ  My first encounter with poetry 
came later when studying for ‘O’ 
levels for the General Certificate of 
Education.  Victorian and Georgian 
poetry did not appeal; but when we 
were asked to write a poem 
ourselves, I enjoyed it so much that 
a few poems emerged.  When I left 
school at seventeen, it was clear in 
my mind that I wanted to write.  I 
joined a theatre group in London 
and penned a couple of musicals 
and a play; but theatre life was too 
tough for a chronic asthmatic, so I 
ended up in a number of dead-end 
jobs, until I had the opportunity of 
undergoing a mature students’ 
course in Teacher Training.  I had 
chosen literature as my main subject 
and from the start, in 1968, was 
introduced to the poetry of Philip 
Larkin and Ted Hughes, among 
other contemporary poets, and later, 
to the Metaphysicals.  These 
attracted me much more and from 
this time I started to write poems 
frequently.

FR Talking of which, are there 
specific poets that have influenced 
your work?

AJ Yes, quite a few actually.  When 
you teach poetry, some of it tends to 
rub off.  Larkin’s   ‘Whitsun 
Weddings’ appealed to my liking for 
journeys, as did Emily Dickinson’s 
quirky ‘I like to See It Lap the Miles’ 
– the first poem I read of hers.  Now, 
every time I use a dash in a poem, I 
think of her!  D.H. Lawrence was 
another early influence.  My 

listening to ‘Snake’ on the radio was 
the spark for one of my better early 
poems – about a beetle seen in a 
church.  Other such verse has 
followed in Lawrentian vein – 
particularly the vexed relationship 
of humans to animals – as, for 
example, ‘Siamese’ in my Poems of 
the East, written while living in 
Kuwait.

   Then there are Gerard Manley 
Hopkins and Walt Whitman: the 
former for his textured alliterative 
verse which gives so much 
importance to sound, quite apart 
from meaning; the latter for his 
expansive vision and fascination 
with lovely-sounding lists.

   Lines by W.B. Yeats have often 
echoed in my mind and I have 
sometimes found myself borrowing 
phrases from his work as I am 
writing.  In the earlier tradition of 
idealist poetry, William Blake’s 
mystical vision and esoteric 
symbolic language have kept me 
aware of the potential of language to 
transcend the mundane.  More 
recently, eastern mystical poets, such 
as Rumi, have had an effect on my 
thinking and on what I want to 
express in my poetry.

FR  Are there earlier influences from, 
say, the Renaissance?

AJ  I have mentioned the 
metaphysical poets.  Their strong 
faith and way of giving it form in 
original imagery has impressed me, 
particularly the religious poetry of 
John Donne, George Herbert and 
Richard Crashaw.  And there is 
Shakespeare, of course – not so 
much at the spiritual level as the 
way he moulds words together.  His 
playfulness and flexible use of 
language have increased my 
awareness of the double-edgedness 
of English, so that one can often 
convey two or more meanings in a 
single word or phrase.  For example, 
last year, on a visit to Warsaw, I was 
struck by the contrast between the 
city as it was under the Nazis and 
under the Communists, and as it is 
today as a democratic city of the 
European Union.  This provoked a 
poem under the title ‘Building 
Ironies’: buildings as an ironic 
comment on autocratic rule and a 
poem constructed of ironies.

FR  This would indicate, also, that 
you express political and social 
concerns in your work.
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AJ  Yes.  While in Warsaw I wrote 
four poems.  Two were associated 
politically with Poland’s history; one 
was a lyric poem after the Persian 
poet, Hafiz; and the other was light 
verse written in rhyming couplets.  
The choice of genre, mode and form 
depends on what one is writing 
about.

FR  You have published your first 
collection, Poems of the East 
(Gipping Press, 2015). Are there 
others in the pipeline?

AJ  Yes, there has been an 
accumulation over the years.  It was 
only after retirement in 2009 that I 
started to send out my work to 
magazines and online sites.  Quite a 
few poems have been published 
since then.  There are now several 
collections coming to fruition, for 
which I hope to find a publisher 
once they are completed.

FR  Could you say something about 
them?

AJ  My early poems, written in the 
late nineteen-sixties and during the 
seventies, represent a progression 
from one state to another: from 
childhood, through youth to adult 
life and along the way one suffers 
change; hence the title, Ex-Changes, 
this also due to the many revisions 

entailed.  Of course, while teaching 
abroad, my main focus was on 
preparing papers for conferences 
and academic journals: on Kafka, 
Dostoevsky, Shakespeare, Orwell, 
and Amin Maalouf, among others.  
But this was balanced in leisure time 
with poetry written for my writers’ 
workshop in Kuwait which ran 
weekly for sixteen years.

   More recently, Lebanon, where my 
wife, Thérèse, our daughter, 
Christina, and I spend some of our 
time, has proved a fertile ground for 
writing.  Poems of the East already 
has a number of pieces about that 
country, and my Lines on Lebanon, 
still in progress, is in some ways an 
extension of it.  Thérèse and I are 
planning a dual text in English with 
Arabic translation, and with 
illustrations by Christina.

    Also in preparation is my mixed-
genre collection devoted to the films 
of the French director, Eric Rohmer 
(1920-2010), entitled After-Images.  
His work has proved inspirational 
and I have been writing poems and 
prose for each of his films over a 
period of more than twenty years.

   Then there is Home Poems: again, 
in a fairly developed state, which 
will include some work having a 
connection with Suffolk, Essex and 

London, as well as further afield in 
Europe.  You will, perhaps, have 
gathered from what I have said 
about poems written in Warsaw, that 
place often figures centrally in my 
work.

FR Finally, what is the role of 
writing poetry for you, and has this 
evolved over time?

AJ  It seems to me that we are a 
community of poets as much as we 
are individual poets.  We share our 
work at poetry cafés, workshops, 
and at festivals.  We tend to be like-
minded, almost like a church, 
because we experience the power of 
the word when we write, and trust 
in its potential to move when read.  
Those who excel in their art may act 
as mentors to those in the process of 
acquiring the skills required to write 
in verse.  I am talking here of we 
amateurs, and not of those who 
make a living from poetry and who, 
through it, seek a sort of stardom.

   I would like to end by thanking 
members of the Suffolk Poetry 
Society who have given me the 
opportunity of reading at various 
events organised by the Society.  As 
well as offering exposure to my 
work, it has afforded me great 
pleasure to share it with others.

CCrraabbbbee  AAwwaarrddss

The 2018 Crabbe Awards took 
place on a sunny afternoon in 
attractive rooms at the 
Conservative Club in Felixstowe.  
After a consultation process with 
SPS membership, it was decided to 
follow a different format from the 
usual sit-down lunch in 

Aldeburgh.  The outcome was a 
cheaper and less formal buffet tea  
(following on from the 
presentations and readings) with 
more time and space for catching 
up with old friends and making 
new ones.  The new approach paid 
off as the attendance was 
significantly up on 2017 and there 
was a pleasing buzz of chatter over 
a broad spread of sweet and 
savoury options.  

André Mangeot was the 
adjudicator for this year’s awards.  
He gave interesting insights into 
his choices and after each 
individualised comment, the poet 
or a stand-in, read the relevant 
poem.  Unfortunately, not all the 
prize-winning or commended 
poets were able to make the event 
but their reasons were 
understandable, such as the winner 
Caroline Price being committed to 
running a poetry workshop.  
André read her poem ‘Chamber 

Organ (Castle Grant, 1766)’. 

After the presentations, we were 
inspired by André reading from his 
forthcoming collection Blood 
Rain (see interview pp.21-22).  The 
poems demonstrated his approach 
to some of the major issues now 
facing mankind and the planet by 
focusing on more intimate, 
personal stories.  In ‘The Egg’, his 
key metaphor really brought home 
Earth’s current fragility and, 
following his final short poem, we 
paused to let its message settle 
before …   

the land lay like a lake and where the
  land began
and the water did not was a riddle long
  drowned.

Fran Reader

A full list of prize winners, highly 
commended and commended 
poems can be found on the Suffolk 
Poetry Society website 
suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk

Antony's next book 'After Images: Homage to Eric Rohmer' has been accepted for publication by Poetry Salzburg in 2019.

André Mangeot delivers his 
comments
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André Mangeot with Beth Soule 

BS  I gather that you have had a 
really varied career. Has any of this 
work informed your writing?

AM  I agree my early working life – 
ten or twelve years after leaving 
university – was hardly 
conventional!  A series of labouring 
jobs (dustman, factory-worker, farm-
hand, caddy on the pro-golf tour) 
that I could only have done as a 
young man with no family 
commitments.  Why I went down 
that path was certainly connected to 
my literary ambitions, a desire to 
experience life more broadly.

Since I was very young I knew I 
wanted to be a writer, above all a 
novelist. So the first job I found had 
some logic to it – working for a 
small publisher in Suffolk where I 
was employed there as a writer.  
Trouble was, it was quite a 
specialised educational firm 
producing school prospectuses. 
Once I’d composed a few dozen of 
these I knew it was totally the 
wrong job for someone trying to 
write creatively.  

I'd tried a few stories "writing what I 
knew" (middle-class England), even 
finished a first novel, but was 
aware my life-experience was tiny.  
It was clear I had to broaden my 
horizons.  I also felt I needed 
physical work that didn’t tax me 
mentally, that allowed ideas to form 
while I was working and would 
leave me eager to write when I 

could. For the next decade I moved 
between those manual jobs, lived 
frugally and, once enough money 
was saved, set off for the next far-
flung place.    

It was these extended solo trips – 
Russia, Central America, Indonesia, 
North Africa – that provided the 
backdrop and ideas for a second 
novel and my first short stories 
(some published in London 
Magazine; a couple won modest 
prizes). I learnt a lot from the 
travelling, met some extraordinary 
people; quite a few of them 
resurfaced in subsequent stories and 
characters.  The two early novels are 
still sitting in a drawer – they 
weren’t bad, perhaps a little 
derivative – but I’ve recently 
finished a third that feels a lot 
stronger.

BS  You are also a sports enthusiast. 
How does this feed into your work?

AM  As a boy I played just about 
every sport, but since my thirties it’s 
really been limited to running – 
mainly marathons – and golf.  
They’re a nice contrast: running 
keeps you fit but is also a great de-
stresser.  The fascination with golf is 
almost the opposite challenge, 
however: to play well you have to 
stay calm, but it’s a constant mental 
battle. 

I haven’t written much about sport – 
just a few poems – probably because 
I fear they’ll be of limited interest to 
most people. In order to work I 
think the sport itself needs to be 
secondary to the people involved 
and their relationship, or some 
strangely ephemeral, distinctive 
moment.  There’s a humorous rugby 
poem, ‘Garryowen’ in Mixer that’s 
really about Benedictine monks (!); 
‘Frisbee’ in Natural Causes, about 
lifelong friendship; and 'Dunlop', 
again from Mixer, that’s a kind of 
epiphany. 

 BS  Would you tell us a little more 
about your writing career?

AM  When I got back to England 
after the caddying year, I met 
someone, fell in love and got 
married – rather too swiftly, in 
retrospect.  The next few years had 
some amazing highs but many more 
lows and I take my share of the 
blame. I went in very naïve about 
relationships and emerged a lot 

wiser. 

I wrote little in those years. Starting 
again, in another town and with 
time to reflect, a lot of distilled 
experience began to spill out on 
paper. The surprise, to me, was that 
it did so in poems rather than prose.  
I didn't plan it that way but the new 
space and solitude seemed to banish 
my earlier anxieties and influences. 
The most exciting thing was that the 
voice in these poems was my own.  

Eventually someone told me about a 
local workshop group.  There were 
strong poets there and plenty of 
valuable feedback helped knock my 
drafts into better shape.  They also 
recommended a number of 
magazines to submit to.  A few 
poems were accepted and a while 
later John Lucas at Shoestring 
brought out the short initial 
collection, Natural Causes (2003). 

By then I was also a member of The 
Joy of Six performance group, 
formed with five other poet friends.  
It started as just an experiment for a 
couple of local gigs but eventually 
took off.  We had ten or twelve years 
of huge fun – playing most of the 
main festivals and even a week of 
club venues in New York. 

I’m still proud of Natural Causes and 
feel most of the poems hold up.  But 
the prevailing tone was quite 
sombre and I wanted the next 
collection to be lighter. 

This turned out to be Mixer (Egg Box, 
2005) but what triggered it was pure 
chance.  During dinner at a friend’s, 
a discussion ensued about the 
ingredients of a certain cocktail; no 
one could agree, so the host went to 
the shelf and found a book that 
settled the matter.  Leafing through 
it after the meal, I was captivated by 
the extraordinary cocktail titles 
(Fallen Angel, Sanctuary, Scotch 
Mist …) and before the evening 
ended, the essence of several poems 
had come to me. Over the next year 
I probably spent too long in pubs 
and bars under the guise of 
research!  I decided to keep the 
relevant cocktail recipe at the head 
of each poem, as well as some 
humorous quotes about alcohol 
between each section.  

Whether that was a good idea or 
not, I don’t know.  I suspect one of 
the trade-offs was that certain 

Crabbe Competition adjudicator 2018



22

readers/critics didn’t take the 
poetry as seriously as I'd have 
liked ... but what the hell. The young 
editor/founder of Egg Box Press, 
Gordon Smith, grasped immediately 
how I wanted Mixer to look.  The 
ghost-like barman photo on the 
cover is great, so too the internal 
design.  By going for larger print-
runs than usual, Egg Box also 
managed to keep the price of their 
books to a fiver and this helped with 
sales.

By 2005, I felt it was time to tackle 
another novel – and I’d just met 
someone from Romania whose 
personal story had given me some 
ideas.  Based on an outline, the Arts 
Council gave me a grant to help 
with a research visit, plus some 
guidance by an established novelist.  
On and off, fitting it in around my 
day-job in the charity sector, it took 
many years and numerous rewrites 
to get it done. You then discover you 
need a good agent, who believes in 
the book, to open doors to bigger 
publishers.  It’s a frustrating process, 
but that’s where it stands at the 
moment.

Still, I do have other fiction in print.  
During work on the novel, Salt 
Publishing brought out two volumes 
of my short stories: A Little Javanese 
(2009) and True North (2011).  These 
are largely the result of those 
journeys some years ago. Salt 
produced the books beautifully and 
I do think the stories are strong and 
authentic.

BS  Do you think your writing 
draws on French literature and 
culture as well as English?

AM  To my shame and 
embarrassment, far too little. Partly 
this stems from the fact that, despite 
my name, I was raised and educated 
solely in England.  Perhaps more 
relevant is that my late father, 
though fluent in French, never 
spoke it with my sister and me 
when we were small, so we didn’t 
grow up bilingual. It wasn’t until I 
was eleven or twelve and overheard 
him talking to French relatives on 
the phone that I realised he spoke it 
at all!  Why is a long story, but 
essentially Dad’s parents (French 
father, English mother) divorced 
when he was young and Dad 
blamed his father (I understand with 
good cause), so he opted to leave 

with his mother and live with her, 
rejecting his French side completely. 
The Dad I knew wasn’t merely 
Anglophile; he was so English in 
manner, dress, speech and taste that 
one would never have doubted he 
was English.  

I can read and understand the 
spoken language quite well but 
have little confidence speaking it.  
From the same sense of 
awkwardness, I’ve spent limited 
time in France.  But it’s part of my 
heritage and there are two short 
stories with rural French settings 
(Hope and The Wood Yard) that 
feature in the collections. 

BS  Your website mentions your love 
of travel. Are there particular places 
that have inspired you?

AM So many!  Javanese and True 
North are really tributes to the 
people, places and cultures that 
have inspired me.  For me, finding a 
story starts with the setting, an 
atmosphere and builds from there.  
Characters emerge and seem to 
determine the action.  Some of them 
are sympathetic, others scare or 
shock – I wonder where they’ve 
come from.  But as far as possible I 
let them play it out and try not to 
interfere.  

Specific memories and places 
remain vivid: traumatised refugees 
in Honduran relief camps; the sights 
and smells of the souks in Tangier 
and Fez; freezing Moscow and 
Leningrad during Gorbachov’s 
perestroika; in rural Java, Sri Lanka 
and Thailand, the warmth and 
generosity of people who had so 
little themselves.

BS  I believe you are about to 
publish another collection, is there a 
particular theme for this book?

AM  Yes, Blood Rain, a third 
collection, is due from Seren in just 
over a year.  I wrote most of the 
poems in an intense six-month 
period about two years ago.  It was 
very unexpected as I’d been totally 
immersed in prose for a long time.  
In general I find I can only tune into 
one frequency – prose or poetry – 
not both concurrently.  

The first handful of poems to 
emerge felt very different in style 
and tone from my earlier work – 
and that was exciting.  There was a 
clear shift from straight narrative to 

something more allusive: I couldn’t 
say definitively what some of these 
were ‘about’.  Gradually it became 
apparent that I was picking away at 
certain pressing and interwoven 
issues that threaten to overwhelm 
us:  pollution, environmental 
change, conflict, terrorism, the 
displacement of millions. The harm 
we wreak on the planet and each 
other.  One can’t tackle such huge 
concerns without focusing on more 
intimate, personal stories. Amid the 
tougher material there are 
celebratory poems too.  It’s clear that 
only by finding common purpose, 
rediscovering our shared humanity 
– essentially through love – can we 
survive.  But how do we get there?

BS  How did you approach the 
process of adjudication?

AM  I was due to be in Wales on 
holiday the week after the Crabbe 
competition deadline, so took the 
weighty package of poems with me.  
It meant I had time and space across 
the fortnight to read each poem 
carefully (there were around 250 in 
all), set it aside on one of three 
preliminary piles (Yes, No and 
Maybe) then revisit them all at least 
two or three times.  The Noes 
became clear fairly swiftly (those 
with outmoded or clichéd language, 
lack of technique or attention to 
detail, misspellings etc.)  Certain 
poems moved back and forth 
between the other two categories. 
Finally, I was left with a dozen or so 
Yeses and the hardest point arrived: 
choosing three winners and an 
order.  How does one decide that 
Poem A trumps Poem B, C or D 
when they’re equally memorable 
but so different in what they 
attempt?  It’s purely subjective, 
certainly invidious, but a choice had 
to be made.

It’s often hard to pin down what 
draws you to a poem.  There are 
probably few themes or subjects that 
haven’t been written about but, as I 
said in the competition report, the 
skilled poet finds a way of tackling 
them differently –from unexpected 
angles. Now and then we’re 
amazed.  The best poems retain their 
own unique energy and music.  
They bear multiple readings and, 
even then, their power or wonder 
doesn’t diminish.



23
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From our first experience of pulse 
and heartbeat in the womb, we are 
drawn to rhythm and repetition, 
the bedrock of poetry.  In his 
fascinating exploration of Form in 
Poetry, George Szirtes delivered a 
wide-ranging, witty and erudite 
talk to members of Suffolk Poetry 
Society at their annual event in The 
Priory at Stoke-by-Nayland.  

Hard to believe, but George Szirtes 
was not always destined to be a 
poet.  His parents hoped for a 

doctor and he was studying the 
three sciences for 'A' Level. 
However, slim volumes of poetry, 
which appealed to him far more 
than his fat text-books, beckoned 
from the shelves of the School 
Library.  He encountered like-
minded boys who soon were 
sharing anything and everything 
they read, absorbing much of their 
evenings and late into the night.

Linking a curse designed to get a 
witch airborne, with its breathy 
repetition of h words,

Horse and hattock! Horse and go! 
Horse and Pellatis, Ho Ho!

with the poetry of Emily Dickinson 
made for a striking analysis.  Like 
the curse, Dickinson’s poem 
‘Parting’ beats along in short 
iambic lines until the penultimate 
line when the stress changes on the 
first word Parting to tremendous 
effect, and the reader is pulled up 
short by the switch. 

We were treated to a reading from 
George’s latest book Thirty Poets go 
to the Gym.  His work-out on John 
Betjeman’s ‘A Subaltern’s Love-
song’ alluding to the unforgettable 
Miss J. Hunter-Dunn, was a 
delight, and who could not want to 
see how the other poets, as diverse 
as Donne and Dante, Plath and 
Larkin, fared getting into a new 
shape.

Antony Johae gave the vote of 
thanks and said we would all go 
away and try to be “scientists of 
the emotions”, as George had so 
memorably defined poets.   
Afterwards, with a tinge of 
sadness, missing the familiar figure 
of Henry on this occasion, 
members enjoyed a delicious tea 
given by our hostess, Mrs Victoria 
Engleheart, and wandered in the 
garden in the sunshine.

Diane Jackman

Thirty Poets Go to the Gym, 
Candlestick Press, £6.95

George Szirtes

AAGGMM  22001188

The AGM this year took place in St 
Peter’s Hall, Stowmarket – the 
committee thought it would be 
good to try out a change of venue 
which was more central and which 
might give some members a chance 
to attend who might not otherwise 
manage to do so. This did mean, 
however, that we missed seeing 
some of the stalwarts from the East, 
and numbers were lower than we 
had hoped. The AGM had been 

cancelled first time around in 
March because of snow; April was 
slightly more clement but still 
rather chilly with rain. We were 
delighted that one of our patrons, 
Caroline Wiseman, came along for 
the event so she was able to meet 
some of our members.

James Knox Whittet advised 
members that he would be 
stepping down after five years as 
President at the next AGM in 2019. 
The trustees thanked him for his 
commitment and creativity as 
President and welcomed 
suggestions from members for a 
future President. They will have a 
hard act to follow! The trustees 
who stood again were duly elected 
and were delighted to be joined by 
a new trustee, Sue Foster. Diane 
Jackman remains Membership 
Secretary, though is not continuing 
as a trustee.

The trustees gave reports on 

another very full year of poetic 
activity. There was helpful 
discussion on the dry but 
important topic of data protection 
policy. Elizabeth Soule led a 
discussion on whether it would be 
worth SPS running a pamphlet 
competition in future; the meeting 
was in favour of looking into 
options, including an anthology 
similar to The Singing Stone which 
would not focus solely on 
supporting one individual. At the 
end of the meeting very diverse 
poems were read on the theme of 
‘Hope’, including a very moving 
poem by Barbara Bonner-Morgan 
in memory of her late husband. 
Florence Cox’s poem My Garden 
gave us a promise of Spring with 
her line ‘a salsa of tulips, a 
jollification of daffodils’ – lovely 
images to take home at the end of 
our meeting.

Sue Wallace-Shaddad

Florence Cox

SSPPSS  EEvveennttss

See also Walpole Old Chapel p.7 and Crabbe Awards p.20
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CCoollllaabboorraattiivvee  PPrroojjeeccttss  
wwiitthh  WWaavveenneeyy  aanndd  

BBllyytthh  AArrttss  

We enjoyed another year of 
collaboration with Waveney and 
Blyth Arts, offering workshops as 
part of their Summer ‘Celebration’ 
which seeks to develop events 
exploring the artistic and natural 
life of the Waveney and Blyth 
Valleys past and present.

This year we offered two 
workshops and a walk-and-
workshop combined.  ‘River 
Dwellers’ (July 5th) was run in 
conjunction with the Ferini Gallery, 
which also ran an exhibition on the 
same theme; ‘Water Worship’ (July 
30th) combined a walk round 
sacred sites in Bungay led by writer 
and historian Chris Reeve and a 
poetry workshop at The Staithe. 
The last poetry workshop (August 
22nd) was on the subject of ‘From 
This Tree’ and was held at the 
Sculpture Trail at Raveningham 
Arts Centre.

Two SPS members were part of the 
short list of three for the W&BA 
‘River Dwellers Poetry 
Competition’, judged by Dr Jos 
Smith of UEA. The poems by Mike 
Bannister , Jan Farmery and Sue 
Mobbs were read out at the Arts 
and Eats event at the Waveney Inn 
and congratulations to Sue Mobbs 
whose poem, ‘Swan and Stars’ won 
the First Prize. 

Beth Soule

River Dwellers

Eight of us gathered at the Ferini 
Art Gallery, a light, airy space not 
far from the cliff top in Pakefield.  I 
had imagined we’d be thinking 
about the people who live by or on 
rivers but the remit was much 
wider than this.  Initially our 
minds were concentrated on 
creatures large and small that live 
in, above or at the interface of 
water with air.  Beth guided us 
through considering rivers as 
shapes, as shapers of the 
environment, as part of the water 
cycle, as habitats and as sources of 
animal, vegetable and mineral 
products for local industries.  She 
also introduced us to the comically 
named Depressed River Mussel 
(yes, and a poem too) and the 
Desmoulin’s Whorl Snail - what we 
have missed!

Then there’s folklore, plenty of that 
about rivers, not just in this 
country.  It’s a rich topic to be 
mined. 

There were poems to be read and 

heard, and then exercises, of 
course.    It always amazes me that 
such a variety of work is produced 
by a group of people, all valid and 
interesting despite the protests of 
embarrassment by the shyer ones.  
Sometimes even a list of words 
arises, possible material for a future 
poem, possibly a poem in itself.

The setting for this workshop was 
perfect.  The gallery was light and 
had a special display of pictures, 
pottery and other artworks relating 
to Waveney and Blyth Arts.  I 
found myself gazing at a painting 
of two otters frolicking underwater 
and another of a green dragonfly, 
too large for his canvas.  Behind me 
were paintings of swans and other 
river birds, and a remarkable 
drawing of a misty reed bed and 
woodland scene where outlines 
were represented by white space 
on the paper, a painstaking 
technique.

Later we had specific exercises of 
an unusual nature:

 1.  Compose a poem in the shape of a 
river.  This I found hard, but a 
couple of people actually wrote in 
tiny writing on the shape provided, 
starting and ending within the 
boundary set.

2.  Create a “Found Poem”, selecting 
the words from a given text.  Our 
text was about riparian ownership, 
not the sort of material you would 
think of for a poem.  It was quite a 

WWoorrkksshhoopp  wwiitthh  TTaammaarr  
YYoosseellooffff

‘The Poet in the Landscape’ was 
this year’s topic for eleven 
participants gathered in the 
September sunshine at White 
House Farm, Alde Valley, Great 

Glemham to enjoy an afternoon of 
poetry alongside the ! Cornucopia !  
autumn festival. 

Tamar (Tammy) introduced us to 
the history of the term ‘landscape’ 
going back to the fifth century and 
how this came to be used as a 
painter’s term in the sixteenth 
century. 

After studying and discussing 
poems such as Ted Hughes' 
‘Thistles’ and prose excerpts about 
nature by the writers Rebecca 
Solnit and Richard Mabey , we 
spent time on our own reflecting 
on suggested prompts while 
walking round the varied 
exhibitions and farm premises.  
Back in the group we fed back our 

thoughts and drafts.  Tammy 
showed her great listening skills: 
she made suggestions about each 
draft, built on thought processes 
shared and also wove in a range of 
valuable tips. 

The workshop was followed by an 
excellent reading by Tammy of 
poems from her collection A 
Formula for Night  (Seren, 2015) 
including ‘Knotweed’, ‘A View 
from the Ness, towards the village 
of Orford’, ‘Mud’ and ‘The 
Muntjac’. SPS members also read 
some of their poems. All in all, it 
was a lovely way to spend a 
Saturday!

Sue Wallace-Shaddad

Tamar Yoseloff

OOtthheerr  EEvveennttss
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challenge:  legal text like “Where 
land on opposite sides of a 
watercourse is in different 
ownerships, each landowner will 
be a riparian owner up to the 
centre line of the bed from their 
property”.   To everyone’s 
amusement, Fran Reader’s found 
poem put a new light on disputes 
over ownership of a bed! 

Rosemary Jones

Bungay – Water & Worship

The writer and historian Chris 
Reeve, a fount of knowledge, filled 
us with facts and fiction during the 
walk.  Maybe the workshop’s title 
also influenced the weather at the 
outset, when several of us got 
soaked in a downpour!  The area 
around Bungay had great 
significance from the period 2700 
BC onwards through the Bronze 
and Iron Age, and artefacts have 
been found aplenty.  Prosperity 
was due to the River Waveney’s 
connection to the North Sea, 
facilitating trade with Europe. 
We met at St Mary's church and 
walked to the Staithe,  a crossing 
place on the River Waveney since 
medieval times.  Crossing places 
were considered sacred and 
believed to be where the living 
were closest to their ancestors in 
the ‘other world’.  It was common 
for votive offerings to be thrown 
into the river.  The curve in the 
river protected Bungay on three 
sides, making it a safe place for 
millennia – the river goddess 
would have been thanked.  

From the Staithe we walked along 
the river in Falcons Meadow to the 
Borough Well, the main source of 
the town’s water supply since early 
times.  It feels an eerie, dangerous 
place even now with its relatively 
modern steps, and rather secretive, 
hidden behind wrought iron 
gates.  

The circular walk brought us back 
to St Mary's churchyard where we 
viewed the yew tree, common to 
churchyards, as so many myths are 
associated with it.  This time, 
Hecate was the goddess of the 
tree.  People believed its roots 
would enter the mouths of the 
dead and release their souls 
through its branches to the 
heavens.  

The most surprising item in the 
churchyard was the so-called 
Druid Stone, which had been 
carried to Bungay during the Ice 
Age, a remarkable gift from 
nature.  Because the ancient 
peoples didn’t know how it came 
to be there, they connected it to the 
spirit world, and it was believed 
that, if danced round twelve times, 
a wish would be granted.  Pagan 
worship has always surrounded 
rivers, wells, yew trees and stones, 
all of which are found in Bungay.

In the afternoon we were able to 
view artefacts from the Bungay 
Museum. It was wonderful to see 
workmanship from so long ago. 

The poetry workshop with Beth 
Soule which followed was based 
on the walk with Chris and 
artefacts we were able to touch.  If 
you've never been to one of Beth's 
workshops, you have missed a 
treat!  Beth puts so much into these 
events, providing items to write on 
such as concertina books she has 
produced, extra information 
surrounding the subject, and 
prompts for our poetry, e.g. the 
river goddess, her status, legends 
or point of view.  Other prompts 
were given about the well - 
associated fairy tales and well 
witches; the stone - how it 
travelled, and whether it would tell 
you the name of your future love.  
We considered rituals - their 
meanings and significance past, 
present and future.  There wasn't 
time to engage fully with so much 
to stimulate us, but we all came 
away rich with ideas and much to 
mine for our writings.  

Thank you to Chris and Beth for a 
wonderful day.

Nina Roffey

From This Tree

We were located in a three-sided 

structure covered in tarpaulin that 
overlooked a grassy area and part 
of the Sculpture Trail.  Wasps 
frequently came to see us and a few 
visitors to the venue thought we 
could be Exhibit 12 A on the Trail.  
The sun shone.

Beth, true to form, handed out a set 
of notes entitled ‘The Magical 
World of Trees.’  We were soon at 
work.  Two poems by Alice 
Oswald, encouraging comments 
from Beth, and we were away, 
writing about a walk through 
woodland.  I wrote about arthritis 
and dodgy knees, but the ladies on 
the course were much more 
enterprising, since they spoke 
about colours and scents, and the 
mystery and spiritual aspects of 
trees and woods (it was at this 
point that I realised there were 
myself and eight ladies on the 
workshop).

A quick read round, then we were 
off again, thinking about twenty 
possible uses of a tree, the 
necessary tree in our lives or, more 
deeply, a tree alphabet.  These 
options brought forth an array of 
imaginative responses, from the 
earthy on one side to the mystical 
on the other.  Again, a quick read 
round, heads down and pens 
ready, as we launched ourselves 
into the theme of trees talking to 
each other.  Needless to say, the 
poems by the ladies had far more 
poetic content than mine but, in 
mitigation, I should mention that it 
was nearly half past twelve and I 
was thinking ‘Food’.  No such luck 
- the on-site Ravenous Café would 
have to wait.  We had another 
writing task: considering the 
concepts of the Tree of Life and the 
Tree across the globe.

One o’clock - café time but too late 
for a breakfast bacon buttie.  Bah 
humbug!  A fruit scone, a packet of 
crisps, a coffee and a chance to 
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BBoorrddeerr  CCrroossssiinnggss

University of Suffolk 25th April

No borders were in evidence as this 
successful evening got underway, 
with poets from Suffolk Poetry 
Society and poetrywivenhoe 
coming together again for a shared 
evening of poetry readings.  This 
time on the theme of ‘Conflict and 
Resolution’: so apt for the 
centenary of the war that was 
meant ‘to end all wars’.   

Professor David Gill of Heritage 
Futures opened the evening with a 
warm welcome to everyone.  Many 
poets chose to read the poems they 
had contributed to the poetry 
anthology Towards the Light (see p. 
29 for a review) – the second 
anthology inspired by Pam Job’s 

and Judith Wolton’s project to 
commemorate the centenary of the 
Great War.  It was interesting to 
hear how the tone of our poetry 
had shifted across the four years 
since so too have the doves gone (ed. 
Stephen Boyce, Jardin Press, 2014) 
when the focus had been on the 
horrors of war.  Here, at last, 
resolution spoke out louder than 
conflict.  Mike Harwood’s ‘Ballad 
of the Wipers Times (1916) and The 
Fritz Times (2016)’ reminded us 
that in 2016 the German press 
could tease the Brits with their 
offer to teach us “how to play 
football”.  

The evening ended with chatter 
and laughter over light snacks and 
the early negotiations for a rematch 
in 2019. 

Fran Reader

Mike Harwood

Errata from Twelve Rivers Vol.9  Iss. 1  Spring/Summer 2018:

P. 15 The photograph of Caroline Wiseman should have been attributed to Ian Griffiths 

P. 19 In Jane Henderson’s poem ‘Three Syllables’ the following phrase in lines 20/21 should have been 
italicised – 
I’ll see you after the war 

MMuussiiccaall  MMaayyhheemm  iinn  
BBrraannddoonn

The town of Brandon reverberated 
to every kind of music at the end of 
September in a day of Musical 
Mayhem, and appearing between 
the strains of a samba band and an 
operatic tenor were the Pop-Up 
Poets of Brandon Library – drawn 
from the Monday morning poetry 
café members who meet in 
Brandon Library.  

In Tilly’s Tea Room and the 
Empanda café, poems on all 
aspects of music were read to 
startled tea-drinkers - and some 

who had deliberately come to hear 
us.

The poems written for this 
occasion will also feature in the 
forthcoming anthology Music of the 
Town, poetry and prose from the 
creative writing groups of Brandon 
Library edited by Sue Dean.  

Music of the Town will be published 
by Little Ouse Press this Autumn, 
available from the Library 
(telephone 01842 773390).

Diane Jackman

Barry Gardner reading ‘Knitting in 
Judgement’ in a vintage hill-billy hat.

wander in the Sculpture Trail.  
Beth, as lively as a song, was 
talking about the sculptures and 
their setting in the woodland.  No 
surprise that this was our next 
literary task, a groundbreaker 
before the main requirement of the 
afternoon - writing Haiku verses to 
hang as leaves on a Poetry Tree 
along the Trail.  We went about this 
task with relish.

And so the day ended.  It had been 

a superb day, a time of fun, 
imagination and industry in the 
company of people wanting to be 
together to write.  All this would 
not have been possible without the 
hard work, inspiration, leadership 
and care of Beth Soule. 

Before signing off, may I share with 
you a snippet of what was 
produced by Kaaren Whitney on 
the day:

Know those who hunger for 

knowledge

test them at the base

ground breaking level

stone, mud, clay

tasting the sweat of their labour.

This formed Kaaren's first stanza of 
a poem she titled 'The World Tree', 
which I found so poignant:

John Vaughan
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JJoouurrnneeyyiinngg  --  PPooeettrryy  aanndd  
AArrtt  wwiitthh  JJoohhnn  aanndd  

SStteepphheenn  CCaassssiiddyy  

Frame Workshop and Gallery, Ipswich 
4th October 

Anyone who attended Suffolk 
Poetry Society’s 5th Festival of 
Suffolk Poetry will recall the artist 
Stephen Cassidy’s talk about the 
work of his father, Lancashire poet 
John, which had inspired the 
paintings in Journeying.  This event, 
taking place on a soft, early autumn 
evening at the Frame Workshop and 
Gallery in Ipswich, was the 
culmination of a project where the 
Society’s members had been 
challenged to write poems 
responding to John Cassidy’s work 
which had appeared in recent 
editions of Stand magazine.  Six of 
John Cassidy’s poems were 
featured: ‘Apple Tree’, ‘Cutting up a 
Fallen Pine After Snow’, ‘Cold’, 
‘Light’, ‘Inclusive’ and ‘Journeying’ 
– attracting 18 poems by nine poets. 

One poem for each of John 
Cassidy’s originals was chosen by 
the poet himself to be displayed on 
the wall of the gallery, alongside 
both the poems which had inspired 
them and his son’s paintings. 

The event was an intimate treat to 
round off National Poetry Day, with 
five of the poets present to read 
their own poems as well as those of 
the four who were unable to attend.  
All the poems submitted had been 
assembled in a pamphlet to 
accompany the exhibition, alongside 
John Cassidy’s work.  The audience 
at the event were treated to a 
reading of all the poems, with 
Stephen Cassidy reading for his 
father, and the SPS poets following 
with their responses to each poem.  
The layout of the pamphlet mirrored 
the progress of the exhibition round 
the gallery, with, as Stephen Cassidy 
said, the first and final poems acting 
as bookends.  Without having seen 
any of the paintings, it was striking 
how the poems written by the SPS 
poets spoke to and reflected the 
artwork, creating something close to 
a masterclass in ekphrasis.

The paintings range from in-depth 
studies of nature (pebbles or the 
branches of a fir tree in Christchurch 
Park) to impressionistic landscapes 
featuring Felixstowe Docks and 
mudflats around the Deben.  John 
Cassidy’s poem ‘Apple tree’ 

understandably attracted the most 
responses; the fruit is so evocative 
and who doesn’t have a childhood 
memory of apples?  An act of 
synchronicity meant that Florence 
Cox’s poem ‘Two Rivers’ demanded 
to be hung near the latter two 
paintings, alongside ‘Inclusive’ by 
John Cassidy.  As well as this, 
chosen to be displayed were:

 ‘Apples’ by Florence Cox - 
responding to ‘Apple Tree’

 ‘Falling’ by Sue Wallace-
Shaddad - responding to ‘Cutting 
up a Fallen Pine After  Snow’

 ‘The Need for Cold’ by 
Nicola Warwick - responding to 
‘Cold’

 ‘Wind’ by Sue Wallace-
Shaddad - responding to ‘Light’

 ‘On the train from Avignon 
to Marseilles’ by Pam Job - 
responding to  ‘Journeying’

After the reading there was time to 
chat and enjoy the paintings 
accompanied by the refreshments 
kindly provided by Stephen 
Cassidy. 

The event ended with thanks from 
Florence Cox, as Chair of the Suffolk 
Poetry Society and Stephen Cassidy 
to those who had come to listen and 
to the poets involved.

Nicola Warwick

LLeetttteerrss  ttoo  tthhee  EEddiittoorr

I was commissioned to review the 
evening session of the 5th Festival of 
Suffolk Poetry (p.18) which raised 
my awareness that for some 
potential attendees this year’s event 
brought to the forefront issues 
raised in the recent national debate 
around poetry and populism, 
triggered by Rebecca Watts’ article 
in PN Review* combined with her 
appearance on the Festival stage.  It 
feels important to note that Rebecca 
was booked prior to her article – in 
which she criticised “the rise of a 
cohort of young female poets who are 
currently being lauded… for their 
‘honesty’ and ‘accessibility’ – 
buzzwords for the open denigration of 
intellectual engagement and rejection of 
craft that characterises their work”.  
Furthermore, it’s reasonable to 
believe that poetry should be robust 
enough to survive a healthy critical 
culture where everyone can voice 

their real opinions. 

I’m concerned, however, that a 
binary is potentially being created 
between perceived ‘orthodoxy’ and 
what is ‘populist’ and ‘accessible’, 
thereby failing to take on board the 
many different kinds of amazing 
poetry that fall between these two 
positions.  I’m not convinced that 
any of us should feel entitled to be 
the defender of ‘what poetry is’ and 
to seek to restrict it accordingly.  
Rebecca Watts has every right to 
perform her work to an appreciative 
audience, but so do all other poets  
–this includes Hollie McNish, Kate 
Tempest and – equally – Holly 
Pester and Layli Long Soldier, for 
example, both great poets who do 
not easily fit into binary labels. 
There is undoubtedly a degree to 
which some editorial decisions are 
based on what sells; but surely if a 
16-year-old believes a poem on 

Instagram by Rupi Kaur speaks to 
them most clearly, then (just as 
classical music isn’t under threat if a 
teenager buys a One Direction 
album) who are we to judge, and 
why is this a problem?

I’m sad that some potential 
attendees chose not to attend our 
excellent festival because Rebecca 
Watts was performing.  It would be 
fantastic if this national debate 
brings an opportunity for local 
Poetry Societies to address this 
potential division, and to find new 
and positive ways to reassert that all 
types of poetry are valued and 
appreciated. Perhaps an exchange of 
views through Twelve Rivers is one 
way forward?

Jen Overett

* PN Review 239, Vol.44 No.3, 
Jan – Feb 2018.
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RReevviieewwss

MMaarrttiinn  aanndd  KKaatthhaarriinnaa  

a Radio Play by Anne Boileau

July 8th Walpole Old Chapel

“Escape from Convent” stories are 
always of interest, such as nuns 
escaping to Continental Europe 
after the English Reformation or 
Benedictine nuns escaping from 
France back to East Bergholt after 
the French Revolution. 

Anne’s convent escapees were nine 
nuns absconding from their 
Cistercian Convent.  Cistercians 
followed a strict form of the 
monastic rule of Saint Benedict.  
These intelligent and adventurous 
young women were self-sufficient, 
hard-working, prayerful, used to 
austerity and well able to cope with 
the stench of the emptied herring 
barrels in which they escaped. 

One of the herring barrel escapees 
was the magnificent Katharina Von 
Bora who became the wife of 
Martin Luther.  Martin knew that 
an ex-nun would make the ideal 
wife for an ex-monk. Ex-nuns were 
young and healthy and would 
fulfil their duty to become wives, 
mothers and supporters of their 
husband’s ministry.  More than 
that, they were trained 
businesswomen, expert in the 
management of large households 
and human idiosyncrasies.  They 
understood the discipline of silence 
and of how to make the most of 
opportunities to speak out.  They 
were disciplined in time 
management and had a sound 
understanding of animal 
husbandry and land usage.  They 
were well-educated in spiritual and 

academic matters. 

Convents are still businesses run 
by women. The Sisters of the Order 
of Notre Dame de Namur in 
Glasgow provide a modern 
example. They brought education 

to young Roman 
Catholic women in 
Glasgow by buying a 
range of properties and 
land to run educational 
establishments: a 
Montessori primary 
school, a prestigious 
high school and a 
teachers’ training 
college.  In 1895 the 
first nun to head this 
college was from Stoke 

by Nayland and educated by the 
Benedictine nuns of East Bergholt.

Anne’s radio play demands that 
we find out more about the 
remarkably resourceful Katharina.  
Her mother had died when 
Katharina was young and her 
ambitious stepmother failed to 
marry off this intelligent, free-
spirited girl.  The solution was to 
send her to a convent where her 
aunt was Mother Superior.  Thus 
she was separated from her 
beloved father.  Katharina was 
rejected by her first love and aware 
that she was not Luther’s first 
choice of wife. Many of her 
children died.  Anne's book 
Katharina Luther: Nun, Rebel, Wife 
(on which the play is based) gives 
an excellent starting point for 
further research.

Anne 's four characters, especially 
Katharina, came to life in this 
performance. Anne's choice of 
voices was crucial to the success of 
the piece. She chose wisely.  The 
voices projected well in the 
appropriate setting of Walpole 
Chapel.  The contrast and balance 
worked with sympathetic 
engagement in the acoustic of the 
space.

Anne’s daughter, Elly Clarke, 
worked the aptly chosen sound-
effects.  The rich and sonorous 
sound of the church bell opened 
the play, creating the setting and 
atmosphere of a university town.  

Textured throughout the play were 
the background sounds of people 
and animals suggesting the day-to-
day life of Wittenberg inhabitants.

We met first the artist, Lucas 
Cranach, in conversation with an 
endearing and vulnerable Luther 
who ' ill at ease with women' asked 
for help from the married and more 
confident Cranach to plead his 
cause with Katharina (a 'House 
Daughter' in the Cranach 
household).  Andrew Clark, using 
the bold oil paints of 
characterisation, presented a clear 
and confident Cranach to give 
Luther strong guidance. 

Ian Griffiths gave us a sensitive 
Luther, presenting the more tender 
aspects of the famous cleric, in 
contrast with the image of an angry 
secular monk and university 
theologian hammering his theses to 
the door of All Saints Church. 

Florence Cox captured the down-
to-earth and practical Frau 
Reichenbach.  Florence’s clear, no-
nonsense delivery and movement 
balanced well with Katharina's 
doubts about her situation.  

Elizabeth Norman gave an 
impressive embodiment of 
Katharina’s exceptional character.  
Her rich and melodious voice 
captured the nuances of 
Katharina's dilemma and bought 
her to life. Her wise use of facial 
expressions added to the colour 
and variety of her delivery. Deft 
dialogue actualised Barbara 
Cranach who gave Katharina a 
model of how to be a good wife but 
never a ‘doormat’.

Thank you, Anne.  In this year that 
commemorates the centenary of 
votes for some women, you have 
presented to us an impressive 
woman of courage who lived in a 
time of great significance. In that 
period there would have been 
many such women.  Anne and her 
performance team, through the 
person of Katharina Luther (nee 
Von Bora) paid them all true 
honour.

Anna McCrae
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TToorrcchheess  aanndd  SSppaarrkkss

Responses to the poetry of the First 
World War

by Alexandra Davis (Dempsey & 
Windle, 2018, £8) 

In the acknowledgements 
prefacing this, her latest 
publication, Alexandra Davis 
mentions her lifelong appreciation 
of the poetry of WW1, and it shines 
through the whole of this work.  
My father fought in this war and 
was twice invalided home which 
has given me a keen personal 
interest, so I read her booklet with 
huge appreciation.

She makes her first point 
eloquently, she notes the ‘death 
and glory’ poems of some of the 
Georgian poets - she cites a poem 
by Lawrence Binyon as an 
example, then one by Edgar 
Wallace set in the Boer War 
illustrating the power of direct 
experience.  She devotes the first 
half of the booklet to a thorough 
appraisal of well-chosen poets, 

Edward Thomas, Isaac Rosenberg 
and the elegiac, lyrical Wilfred 
Owen, whose concern was always 
the individual soldier. Rosenberg, 
killed in 1918 in the Spring 
Offensive, is a particular favourite 
of mine, having read one of his 
poems over his grave near Arras.

Alexandra turns her attention to 
‘survivor poets’, Edmund Blunden, 
Siegfried Sassoon and Ivor Gurney, 
poets who remained haunted by 
their experiences.  It was good to 
see a photograph of a German 
memorial to their dead included 
here to remind us how no conflict 
is ever one-sided, a theme she picks 
up later when she visits the 
German cemetery at Langemarck, 
and one acknowledged in Owen’s 
‘Strange Meeting’. 

TToowwaarrddss  TThhee  LLiigghhtt

Edited by Vivien Whelpton
Designed by Karen Dennison
(Kapaju Books, 2018,£ 8.00)

When we were discussing the 
coming centenary of the end of the 
First World War, a friend recalled a 
village war memorial which 
included the names of those who 
had gone to war and had come 
back.  It seemed fitting that they 
should be remembered too.  After 
all, theirs must have been such a 
hard legacy. 

The sheer difficulty of 
reconciliation is well explored in 
this anthology Towards the Light.  
The poets do not confine 
themselves to the aftermath of 
World War One, although it is the 
starting point.  Poems about other 
political conflicts past and present 
highlight the importance of 
reconciliation to our own times, as 
in Antony Johae’s ‘At the Museum 
of the History of Polish Jews’, Pam 

Job’s ‘Promised Land’, Anne 
Boileau’s ‘Shadrak and the 
Bushman’s Cave’, set in South 
Africa, and Peter Sandberg’s 
‘Jerusalem’.  They provide us with 
a fresh and thoughtful look at these 
stories.

Reconciliation between nations is a 
dominant theme here, but not the 
only one.   A couple in Karen 
Dennison’s poem ‘Picking up 
Stitches’ and a granddaughter, 
after ‘Running upstairs, shocked 
siblings parting, a slammed door’ 
repairing the relationship with her 
grandfather in Eliza Kentridge’s 
perceptive ‘Spring, 1975’ both give 
us insights into personal 
relationships.

Some of the poets turn to the 
natural world as an example to the 
human race of how to heal the past 
and grow a better future.  This 
works successfully in Kate Foley’s 
vivid metaphor for immigration in 
‘Foreigners’, Julia Brady’s ‘The Art 
of Composting’, Josh Ekroy’s ‘May 
1945’  and M. W. Bewick’s beautiful 
opening poem ‘Tomorrow’s 
Flowers’ – ‘catching the briars that 
might bring tomorrow’s flowers’.

We are presented with a rich choice 
of metaphors for conflict and its 
resolution. Fran Reader’s ‘A Pot of 
Reconciliation’, Adrian May’s 
soldier endlessly closing windows 
in his recurring ‘The Soldier’s 
Dream’ and Sheena Clover’s 
carbuncle and sepsis in ‘Notes for 

finding reconciliation’, for example, 
can all enhance our understanding.

War and peace are huge subjects 
and at times one or two of the 
poets are tempted into an abstract 
language which can sacrifice the 
reader’s interest and 
comprehension.  Poetry, of course, 
tends to be strongest when it 
focuses on detail.  Nancy Mattson’s 
‘The Brothers’ Vow’, with its gritty 
intensity of wood, fire, water, 
alcohol and family love can tell us 
far more about Post-Traumatic 
Stress Disorder than a news report  
– ‘Mother of all steam, heal us, take 
away the stench.’

The inclusion of translations of six 
of the poems into French, German 
and Italian was an imaginative 
decision and so much in the spirit 
of the anthology.   This reviewer 
was only able to read the French, 
but found the comparisons full of 
interest. 

Towards the Light follows the very 
successful anthology so too have the 
doves gone, poems on the  theme of 
conflict, which commemorated the 
outbreak of  World War One  in 
1914.  Acknowledgement is again 
due to the work of Colchester’s 
Mosaic Stanza Group and 
poetrywivenhoe in making this new 
anthology a reality.  All proceeds 
from its sale will go to refugee 
charities.

Elizabeth Bracken

– Poems of Reconciliation
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JJoohhnn  GGaarrbbuutttt  rreevviieeww

Selected Poems (St Edmunds New 
Publishing, 2018; 108pp; n.p.)

Predators: Reflections on a Theme 
(St Edmunds New Publishing, 
2018; 206pp; from Amazon £17.99 
and £6.99)

John Garbutt’s Selected Poems gives 
a strong, clear picture of his areas 
of interest: history (mostly 
examples of violence), ecclesiastical 
buildings at home and abroad, and 
paintings. Nine poems are included 
here which feature in the second 
book.

He is deeply engaged with the past 
and the ways in which we can 
celebrate or mourn or revile or 
commemorate its various 
influences on, and relationships 
with, our own times – ‘Peterloo’, 
Shakespeare at Stratford, paintings 

by Constable and Van Gogh, 
‘Bloody Sunday’ etc. Not only 
human conflict: he instances the 
starfish, suffocating and sucking 
the life out of its prey-food… The 
Selected is accompanied by a larger 
collection, with the sole focus of its 
title, Predators: Reflections on a 
Theme. 

The Selected is available only to 
members of the Suffolk Poetry 
Society, by application to the 
author (see below) – an odd 
example, perhaps, of a poet 
actually trying to restrict his 
potential readership... The first 
volume is also unusual in the fact 
that every poem has a relevant 
colour illustration above the title 
(and some in the second); and 
every poem has detailed notes and 
references for background 
information. The whole enterprise 
(taking the two collections 
together) is one of fascinating and 
admirably detailed examination of 
Tennyson’s ‘Nature red in tooth 
and claw’. It is pondering of a high 
educational order, one might say.  

But it has also to be said that it is 
something of a curate’s egg: its 
weakness is what should have 
been its strength –  these are, after 
all, collections of poetry, and they 
have to work successfully as poems 
rather than prose-like elaborations. 
The poetry, in other words, must be 
more interesting than the notes, 
which, frankly, is not always the 
case here. The verse expression, to 
generalise, is too often lacking the 
command of those skills, poetic 
energies and tensions that the 
reader would find more 

persuasive. Here, for example, is 
the opening of ‘Armenia’ (the 
onslaught against ethnic 
Armenians in 1915-16 by the 
Turkish authorities, which led to a 
genocide the Turks will still not 
admit to): 

‘Be born with the wrong ethnicity
And expect the worst,
You may bring on your head
Unimaginable cost.

The Turkish Armenians were caught
And systematically expelled,

Families dispersed,
An Exodus enforced…’

Elsewhere he sets some excellent 
models for himself – ‘Drogheda’ in 
nine lines is a suitably sharp 
skewering of Cromwellian double-
speak about his slaughtering 
activities in Ireland: tightly 
constructed, no excess verbal 
baggage or maundering prosiness, 
and a rhyming pattern that helps to 
give point and purpose. A moment 
of that authentic excitement poetry 
can bring comes in another short 
poem, ‘Relic at West Stow’ – 
Garbutt is often so much better 
when he doesn’t give himself too 
much room. Here the poet has 
picked up his trowel to help with 
excavating a hut at the Anglo-
Saxon village near Bury St 
Edmunds, hoping to find a bracelet 
or a silver ring: “With trowel and 
brush / I rake some rare dust in the 
breath.” There it is, the gem of an 
enlarging and deepening image 
found in and arising from a brief 
arrangement of words neither slack 
and prosy, nor trying to be ‘poetic’.

Rodney Pybus

In the second half of the book, the 
‘sparks’ consist of Alexandra’s own 
poems in response to poets we 
encountered in the first part, and 
we travel with the author on a 
school day trip to Ypres via a 
sequence of nine poems, so that the 
book comes full circle.  Her poem 
‘Over Owen’, a domestic dispute, 
‘no subject for a fight’, is perfectly 
placed just before this sequence.  
Her observation of her pupils’ 

response to the cemetery at Tyne 
Cot is understated and powerful:  
‘. . . Afterwards they stroll/altered as 
they sit on steps of the Cross of  
Sacrifice.’ 

I find much to admire in 
Alexandra’s use of language - ‘ a 
looted life’, ‘a blade of weather’, ‘the 
gorse impales its own sad, acid 
flowers’, ‘elbow of oak, rib of yew’- 
and in the variety of forms with 
which she works so confidently.  

The book closes with a meditative 
poem, ‘Boots’, on the continuing 
rituals of the boy soldier, preparing 
for a conflict we all hope will never 
come.  This is poetry of a high 
order, of empathy and apt and 
striking images, and I cannot 
recommend it highly enough.  She 
appends a useful bibliography, but 
I am going straight back to the 
poets.

Pam Job

Selected Poems (2018) by John Garbutt  (for SPS Members only) on application to: 
St Edmunds New Publishing, Bury St Edmunds IP31 2QG, 
ISBN 978-1-5272-2155-0



31

CCaafféé  PPooeettss  CCoorrnneerr

Twelve Rivers has embarked on a 
tour round the Café Poets of 
Suffolk, commencing our journey in 
Halesworth whose Poetry Café 
inspired others to spring up in Bury, 
Sudbury, Felixstowe, Woodbridge, 
Ipswich and Stowmarket.  

Pinky’s Poetry Cafe, Halesworth

Mike Bannister in conversation 
with Lynne Nesbit. 

LN  Our conversation starts off 
poignantly – with the tragic fire 
that destroyed Pinky’s Café, along 
with neighbouring premises, 
devastating for their owners, the 
town, for poetry and for Pinky’s 
Café Poets.  But before we speak 
about the Poetry Café’s future, how 
did it all begin?

MB  The group first met in 2003 at 
another café in Halesworth, with the 
launch of my first anthology 
Greenstreet  Fragments.  Afterwards, 
Kaaren Witney’s suggestion that we 
repeat the experience sparked us 
off.   We continued to meet there, 
eventually outgrowing the space 
and moving to Pinky’s Cafe.  We 
aimed to give working poets a 
platform, an opportunity to listen to 
each other in a sympathetic and 
supportive atmosphere.  

LN   You’ve seen developments in 
the work of those coming along?

MB  Perhaps there has been a kind 
of osmosis at work over time.  
Attentive to each other, poets imbibe 
what is effective in achieving the 
best poetic impact.  In that oblique 

sense, we all learn from each other.  
Over time, there is an increased 
respect for the muse, a sense that 
poetry itself matters.  Be it 
humorous, dark or satirical, genuine 
creativity earns that respect.  The 
atmosphere at Pinky's is 
undoubtedly welcoming, inclusive. 
The focus is on words and the love 
of words above all else.  We 
discourage the view of poetry as an 
exclusive cult.

LN  Without social boundaries? 

MB  Exactly.  I feel strongly that 
poetry should be a common 
birthright.  I was raised believing 
that.

LN  So your own life has been an 
impetus to share the highest things 
in life without elitism. 

MB  Exactly.  Such concerns 
informed my life's work as a 
teacher.  Always the search for 
“ways in” to the culture, opening 
doors.

LN  It’s your own enthusiasm that 
has affected those around you.

MB  A deep love of literature and of 
community has permitted me to 
continue being a teacher, even in 
retirement!   When poets stand up to 
utter their deepest feelings, they are 
heard with respect.   We listen most 
intently.

LN  My experience confirms the 
fact.   There is that intense listening 
from the whole group, an acceptance 
of who I am expressed through my 
poetry and that goes for each of us.  
That is so precious.

LN  With the demise of The Café, the 
intention is to carry on?

MB  Certainly, but recreating the 
intimate atmosphere of Pinky’s in a 
new setting is a challenge.  It will 
require forbearance and 
imagination.  

LN  Have you received enough 
support from the group to feel 
confident about its future?

MB  Surely, everybody wants the 
Café Poets to endure, but we have 
adjustments to make.

LN  At Walpole Old Chapel you 
hold an annual poetry festival?

MB  We call it our Annual Summer 
Reading.  It has four aims: to 
provide a convivial time in a 
wonderful setting, to share our best 
poetry, to invite townsfolk and 
holiday visitors to meet poets and, 

not least, to raise donations for the 
Chapel’s upkeep.

LN  Has the Poetry Café published a 
collection of poems?  

MB  None so far, but I’d like to think 
that is a possibility.  I want to focus 
on the venue first and re-
establishing our old ways.

LN  How did your co-convenor, 
Richard Maslen, come on board?

MB  Richard is a respected local poet 
who has written beautifully about 
the Suffolk landscape.  He brings a 
firm local foundation and we work 
together to establish a favourable 
ambience, based on local strengths.  

LN  It was Kaaren’s original idea 
which you activated.  Is there an 
element of democracy about the way 
things happen or is that 
unimportant?

MB  Having been allowed to 
organise things in a rather singular, 
personal way from the outset, I 
recognise the need for others to be 
involved.  We need to broaden the 
base, to make room for new ideas, 
new ways of doing things.   I’d like 
to get Cafe Poets back on track first.  
Then, when things are 
humming…

It is important to look to the future.  
As for the name, perhaps Pinky’s 
has to slide away.  We may be left 
with 'Halesworth Café Poets' going 
forward.  Who knows?  Pinky’s 
could rise like the Phoenix.  We 
might someday return to our old 
home.  I dream of this still but 
cannot know.

Good News Update:  Pinky’s has 
found a new home upstairs in The 
White Swan, 4 London Road, 
Halesworth IP19 8LH.  Everyone 
is delighted with the new venue 
and new name – Swan Poets.  The 
Swan Poets will continue to meet 
on the third Friday alternate 
months.  Please check the SPS 
website for future dates.

Felixstowe Café Poets Update

Florence Cox writes: In May, 
Penny Cutler handed over the 
running of Felixstowe Café Poets 
to Alexandra Davis and me. We 
meet in His Lordship’s Library in 
the Orwell Hotel, Felixstowe, on 
the third Thursday of the month, 
though we intend to meet on the 
second Thursday, December 13th  
2018, in the run-up to Christmas.
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Friday 15th June - Deadline for Crabbe Poetry 
competition

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

Sunday 30th June 15:00
SPS Members' readings at Walpole Old Chapel, 
IP19 9AZ

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

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

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

66tthh  FFeessttiivvaall  ooff  SSuuffffoollkk  
PPooeettrryy

Our 6th annual festival will be  on 
Saturday 11th May, two weeks 
earlier in the year than usual. This 
takes it away from the late May 
bank holiday and half term.

The venue will still be the excellent 
John Peel Centre for Performing 
Arts, Stowmarket, IP14 1ET. 

Our previous festivals have 
delighted and surprised in many 
ways, and we expect no less this 
year. 

The format is similar to previous 
years, starting with three 
workshops in the morning. Grevel 
Lindop and Kate Foley will each 
be leading one, and a third is yet to 
be arranged. 

You can read about Grevel, 
including some of his poems, 
online at grevel.co.uk.

Read Kate's profile and poems on 
the SPS website at 
suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk/kate-foley and 
www.poetrypf.co.uk/katefoleypoems.shtml.

Once the workshops are over, the 
Poetry Cafés will take the stage in 
the afternoon to demonstrate once 

again the variety of work that is 
poetry in Suffolk.

A twist on previous years will be 
provided by Michael Laskey 
giving two close readings of poems 
during the afternoon.

As always, the afternoon ends with 
the ever popular Open Mic.

This year the evening has our 
headline poets, Grevel Lindop and 
Kate Foley. They will be joined by 
Pam Job and Rob Lock.

This should be a rich mix of styles 
that will leave our heads reeling.

The evening readings will be 
interrupted by a debate on some 
yet-to-be-determined aspect of 
poetry. This will be a courtroom 
style of debate, between two 
knowledgeable figures. The 
audience will be the jury in the 
matter.

Do support the festival. It has 
become a central feature of the SPS 
programme that gives you a 
chance to develop, listen and shine.

We reserve the right to change the 
programme as required by 
changing circumstances.

Tickets will be available online at 

shop.suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk or by 
telephoning 01787 374516.

Colin Whyles
Festival Director

SPS poets celebrating National Poetry Day 2018

Grevel Lindop

Kate Foley

Sunday 24th March 14:00 – AGM
Eye Bowls Club, 84 Brome Avenue, Eye, IP23 7HW
Theme: Exits & Entrances

Saturday 23rd February 10:00 – Workshop with 
Michael Laskey
FMH, Beccles NR34 9AB

Sunday 28th March 19:00 – Desert Island Poems 
with Luke Wright
Bury St Edmunds

Luke Wright will be revealing his 
Desert Island Poems on the 28th 
March in Bury St Edmunds.

Photograph by Idil Sukan


