
No doubt our eagle-eyed 
readers will have spotted 
that Twelve Rivers has 
graduated from Newsletter to 
Magazine. There is good 
practical reason for this: the 
SPS Newsletter appears on-
line, is a vehicle of up-to-
date information about 
events, and the like: it is 
ephemeral.  A magazine  
(though as often as not 
perhaps ending up in the 
bin!) is an altogether more 
complex and ambitious 
thing.

The word magazine has an 
interesting history, as I have 
gleaned from my Shorter 
Oxford English Dictionary.  I 
had no idea it originated in 
an Arabic word, makhdzin, 
adopted by the French (as in 
le magasin, a shop) which 
first appeared in English in 
1583. It meant a storehouse, 

especially for ammunition, 
an arsenal, hence the 
magazine of a repeating rifle. 
Thus it leapt out of the 
military context into the  
metaphorical meaning most 
familiar today, a store of 
informed articles bound up 
in a cover, in the 18th 
century.

I like to think that Twelve 
Rivers has become, over the 
last few years, an item worth 
keeping for its record of the 
Society’s doings, its 
instructive and occasionally 
amusing articles,  and of 
course the poems of 
members.

I would also like to think 
that from time to time its 
pages carry a little of the 
whiff of gunpowder as we 
give expression to the 
strength of our feelings! It 
has become a real magazine.
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I feel it has been an honour to 
serve the Society as Editor 
through seven issues and 
must express my warmest 
thanks to all contributors and 
especially Colin Whyles who 
has given unstintingly of his 
time and expertise to making 
the magazine a reality. Sadly, 
issues of health, but also the 
distance of my home from the 

main centres of activity have 
led me to the decision that I 
must resign from the role. I 
am sure that someone will be 
eager to take on the position 
of Editor, and I will of course 
do all I can to make a smooth 
transition.

Cameron Hawke Smith

 

TThhee  TTuurrnniinngg  ooff  tthhee  YYeeaarr

Poems by Kaaren Whitney, Images by 
Jim Nind

It seems very appropriate to 
review this book as the end of 
October approaches. The 
collection traces the turning of the 
year and takes Samhain (Celtic for 
‘summer’s end’, as the book 
explains) as both a natural and 
spiritual start of the annual cycle. 
This cycle acknowledges not our 
usual four seasons, but a more 
sensitive response to nature 
through eight seasons. Each 
season has its natural 
characteristics and its 
accompanying spiritual 
significance and ritual. Essential 
to the nature of this collection is 
the marriage between the 
photographs of the natural world 
and the poems they seek to 
augment.

Far from foolishly spooky, the 
poems about what is popularly 
called Hallow E’en celebrate the 
continuity of the generations, the 
sense that our ‘ghosts’ are makers 
of the cloth from which we are 
formed:

Those who have passed beyond
weavers of who I am


and what they bring for those 
prepared to listen is:

…the cauldron’s wisdom:
decades lived, mistakes reclaimed

Kaaren describes this time of year 
as the end of the third harvest 
when 

… the sown seed finished
looses dross and chaff to the burnt 
bright.

 A Samhain Poem For 
 Several Voices

Background images of naked 
trees, dried seed heads, fire and 
darkening clouds enhance these 
poems and help create a vivid 
sense of the final months of the 
year. 

The transition into the next 
season, celebrating the winter 
solstice, is likewise enhanced by 
photos in a dark and limited 
palette. The poems continue the 
sense that this darkness is a 
powerful force for regeneration, 
rather than something to dread or 
fear. For instance, the description 
in Winter’s Entrance is of winter as 
a space that is lit 

…by a single candle
whose light increases
as dreams and hopes
fuel its incandescence.

Kaaren’s fresh imagery constantly 
draws us into seeing the familiar 
in new ways. So her picture of the 
flower in Snow Drop II as a 
postulant’s wimple both summons 
up the visual picture of the flower 
as well as a spiritual innocence 
appropriate to the early spring. 
Sometimes those images are 
challenging and need thinking 
through, such as trunks turtle 
stillness in Spring Seeds. The 
evocation of the bark’s texture 
and of a tree in slow progress 
rather than the immobility we 
would usually associate with tree 
trunks might take a moment to 
grasp but is worth the wait. While 
in From Kore to Persephone the 
opening lines:

The long dark of Winter
cellos our inner life

conjures up the sound both of 
dark days cosy by the fire and the 
rich tones of spiritual 
regeneration that is both 
unexpected and instantly 
recognisable.

The poems explore a wide range 
of forms, from the strict rhythmic 
and rhyming patterns of March 
21st to the free verse of Summer 
Solstice 2013. Each carefully 
chosen to give expression to the 
spiritual significance of the 

PPeetteerr  DDaavveeyy

Most members will be aware that our very long-standing and active member, Peter Davey, 
has passed away. It is hoped that an appreciation of his life and service to the Society will 
appear in the next issue.

continued on p.8Samhain Roll Call
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IInntteerrvviieeww  wwiitthh  JJaassoonn  
GGaatthhoorrnnee--HHaarrddyy,,  

DDiirreeccttoorr,,  AAllddee  VVaalllleeyy  
SSpprriinngg  FFeessttiivvaall  LLttdd

Sue Wallace-Shaddad went to the 
White House Farm, Great Glemham 
to interview Jason on 29th March 
2016.

SW-S Tell me a bit about 
yourself and how you came to 
run Alde Valley Spring Festival.

JG-H I was born in Malaysia, 
brought up in Great Glemham in 
the family home, but currently 
live at the White House Farm. 
The Festival grew out of a 
commission that I asked the 
painter Tessa Newcomb to do. I 
asked her to paint murals for a 
small cottage near the church, 
featuring the village, the street, 
views from the gardens, from 
footpaths etc. Neighbours 
dropped in, people were chatting 
and were very engaged. We 
opened the cottage to show the 
murals and then thought to 
include some other paintings by 
Tessa, myself and my 
grandmother. It went well 
enough to repeat,  and we 
moved the exhibition to the 
White House and called it the 
Easter Retreat Exhibition. In the 
third year we expanded to the 
barns. I was also running, at the 
same time, Alde Valley Food 
Adventures to celebrate food 
produced locally. In 2009, I 
decided to merge the Easter 
Retreat and Alde Valley Food 
Adventures and subsequently 
formed a company Alde Valley 
Spring Festival Ltd. The Festival 
itself has now been running 5-6 
years and is a four week 
celebration of food, farming, 
landscape and the arts — all that 
I hold dear and think are really 
important — our bedrock in 
Suffolk.

The writing side has been more 
recent and came via an interest 
in oral history. Also I was asked 
to write a book An Artist in the 
Garden about the family gardens 
with Tessa, alongside her 

paintings. I had enjoyed writing 
at school and also public 
speaking. Writing the book was a 
lovely opportunity to take stock 
and I treated it as an opportunity 
to recall and lift up oral history, 
stories I had picked up in 
childhood and as a teenager and 
look at what the landscape, 
place, family and friends meant 
to me.

SW-S Tell me about yourself as 
an artist.

JG-H I trained as a zoologist 
and started doing postgraduate 
work specialising in woodlice, 
spiders and oak trees. It wasn’t 
really me or what I wanted to do, 
not in a selfish way, but it did 
not feel resonant. Life is partly a 
matter of finding one’s resonance 
(like a bell). I started drawing 
landscape along the Alde, using 
natural materials, rushes, muds, 
Indian inks, graphite as pigments 
and the transition was quite 
rooted in the landscape. 

SW-S What is your interest in 
poetry?

JG-H I love words. There is a 
lovely introduction to A.O.D 
Claxton’s book Suffolk Dialect 
(which curiously has a foreword 
written by my grandfather) 
which quotes Fairfax’s Salvage 
and refers to a well thought out 
world of words. As an adult I have 
come to appreciate how words 
can be like a form of currency, an 
old fashioned currency of copper 
alloys and silver, pure metals 
that were soft and wore down. If 
they are chosen and used well, 
words can feel like an object in 
your pocket; they have a quality 
that goes beyond the sound.

I loved writing poetry as a 
teenager (fortunately long since 
lost!). I was given Other Men’s 
Flowers, an anthology by Wavell 
when I left school at 17 and was 
going travelling. That contained 
very rich poems such as The 
Hound of Heaven, The Listeners 
and Chesterton’s The Strange 
Music. In my 20s I came across 

C H Lay, a local poet, who wrote 
really beautiful, quite concise 
poetry, and the work of Crabbe 
who lived here for a while. At 
one stage, at university, I 
thought I might be a poet and I 
remember taking some poems to 
show Bertie Lomas in Aldeburgh 
but he advised life as a poet 
could be rather solitary! All these 
interests in poetry are a bit 
scattergun and peripheral.

SW-S How has your family had 
links to poetry in Suffolk?

JG-H Jock Cranbrook, my 
grandfather, had an interest in 
collecting poetry published in 
Suffolk since the 17th century up 
to the late 19th century. He 
published Parnassian Molehill, his 
choice from his collection. The 
family still partly has a 
collection. Crabbe lived in what 
was Great Glemham Hall and his 
son’s biography describes the 
beautiful setting of the house 
(now long gone). That is the 
angle that I approach poetry, 
wanting to understand a sense of 
place.

SW-S Tell me a bit about how 
you are incorporating poetry 
into the Alde Valley Spring (and 
Autumn) Festival

JG-H In a haphazard, 
happenstance way and 
providence is often a good 
signpost.

The first poetry to come to these 
rooms was through Justin 
Partyka, writer and 
photographer, who had a show 
and was starting his project, 
Back Road Books. He invited a 
friend Ken Mitchell, a poet from 
Saskatchewan, Canada.  We had 
this extraordinary evening when 
Ken was in dialogue with Justin 
and spoke his poetry in the room 
where we are doing this 
interview. There were a lot of 
resonances. Ken spoke a poem 
that he had never written before. 
And I found that profoundly 
moving, just hearing and 
realising the immense power of 
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OOuurr  WWeebb  PPrreesseennccee

You can find us at the following places on the 
Internet:

Our own website:

http://suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk

Facebook:

https://www.facebook.com/SuffolkPoetrySociety 

Twitter:

https://twitter.com/SuffolkPoetrySo

YouTube:

https://youtube.com/c/SuffolkpoetrysocietyOrgUk2015

Donations:

https://www.totalgiving.co.uk/donate/Suffolk-Poetry-Society

These places are the best places to keep up with our 
poetry events in Suffolk.

the spoken word, how beautiful 
it can be when well crafted and 
how physically moving it can be 
— that was quite a signpost for 
me. Then we had a supper here a 
year or two later when a lovely 
poem was spoken, Tiffling Acrost 
by Ivor Murrell. That was 
another marker point. I keep 
both poems tacked to the wall 
here. And then some lovely 
writing by Adrian Bell, his 
anthology of Suffolk poetry East 
Anglian Verse - it is a bit like 
flints in a field, something to 
hold on to or remember. Ivor’s 
poem was another treading point 
or stepping stone. Then we have 
done some walks and talks about 
Harry Becker and George 
Crabbe.  I have also linked up 
with Cill Rialaig, Kerry, Eire 
where I was very fortunate to be 
given a residency, and that, as 
well as Ken and Ivor’s poems, 
led to the idea of a residency 
exchange with Cill Rialaig which 
has now developed into a poetry 
residency exchange. I then met 
with you, Sue, last year and all 
the different incidental things 
felt like they had relevance so 
that was the prompt to discuss 
an autumn poetry workshop and 
residency weekend, which feels 
resonant with these walls and 
land. 

SW-S Do you have any 
favourite poets you would like 
to share with us?

JG-H I mentioned Cecil Lay. I 
was asked to do a mardle in 
Easton last year and I read a 
poem he wrote To Suffolk. It is 
quite long and runs through the 

seasons, the joy and bleakness of 
winter (when snow the naked tree 
has dressed...). I thought that was 
a rather beautiful poem and it 
captures that silty quality of the 
land here and its pull. I love 
some of the writing of Adrian 
Bell and Ronald Blythe, who has 
only recently published some of 
his poety. A friend said to me 
that she loves listening to Ronnie 
talk as he is one of few people 
she knows who still speaks in 
whole sentences – rather a 
beautiful comment, I thought. I 
am intrigued, from the marginal 
edges, about John Clare through 
reading Blythe’s essays in his 
book At Helpston. 

SW-S We are delighted that 
you have agreed to become a 
sponsor for the Crabbe Memorial 
Poetry Competition this year – 
can you tell us why you are 
interested in supporting this?

JG-H The prompt for that was 
the love of discovering the things 
that my grandfather had done in 
his life, his interest in and 
connections to poetry. Also 
spending more time in Suffolk 
and within these walls where my 
grandparents lived and the 
landscape in which Crabbe 
walked. There is a lovely 
description in his son’s 
biography of Crabbe leading his 
family along the green lanes and 
footpaths at night with glow 
worms around, reading verse to 
his gathered brood. There is a 
sense that this landscape has 
been walked in or was walked 
by Crabbe, whose realism is 
starkly refreshing like a dunk. I 

spent a long time in Malaysia the 
last decade or so, where I was 
born, and in the longhouses 
there is a tradition of having a 
cold shower with a bucket of 
water. That sense of Crabbe’s 
work is rather like that, coldly 
refreshing or alive. 

The practice of writing poetry is 
quite a commitment. I can see it 
is hard work, like old 
descriptions of working the land, 
ploughing the land. There is a 
lovely bit by Adrian Bell, in the 
same anthology, about Suffolk 
horses that plough : they still 
mind where that burrow used to be. 
There has been poetry in this 
landscape for a long time. 
Crabbe’s presence feels like that 
lost burrow or stones in the land. 
People remembered, horses 
remembered where the burrow 
was. It is the same sense with 
poetry. It is that sense that words 
have presence, weight, edge, 
softness and hardness. Flints are 
buried in the landscape, 
sometimes sharp, sometimes 
soft. 

Sue Wallace-Shaddad, 
Secretary Suffolk Poetry 

Society

Suffolk Poetry Society held a second 
workshop and reading at White 
House Farm, Great Glemham 1st 
October 2016 on the theme ‘Writing 
from Art and Found Objects’ led by 
the poets Helen Ivory and Martin 
Figura.

http://www.aldevalleyspringfestival.co.uk
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PPooeettrryy  IInn  TThhee  GGeerrmmaann  
GGaarrddeenn

The writer Elizabeth von Arnim, 
best known for her first novel 
Elizabeth and Her German Garden, 
was born Mary Beauchamp, not 
in Germany, but in Australia in 
1866.  Her family came to 
England when she was three, 
living mostly in the London area, 
with a three year stint in 
Switzerland.  Young Mary was 
musical and, despite being 
petite, became an accomplished 
organist, studying at the Royal 
College of Music with Sir Walter 
Parratt.  It was in Rome that the 
widowed Count Henning von 
Arnim-Schlagenthin heard her 
playing the organ, and fell in 
love with her as well as her 
playing:  so impressed was he by 
her performances that he took 
her to play to Liszt’s daughter, 
Cosima, widow of the composer 
Richard Wagner. 

The couple initially settled in 
Berlin but Mary felt suffocated 
by Prussian high society, and 
when, in 1896, she went with her 
husband to his estates at 
Nassenheide in Pomerania, she 
fell in love with the freedom of 
the garden, then a wilderness.  
More importantly for us, she 
invented a persona Elizabeth and 
became Elizabeth’s amanuensis.  
Following the success of Elizabeth 
and Her German Garden which 
appeared in 1898, almost all her 
twenty novels were published 
under the pseudonym of 
Elizabeth of The German Garden.  
Today this novel continues to be 
her best-known work – it even 
made a cameo appearance in 
Downton Abbey –  along with 
the 1922 novel Enchanted April 
which had a popular film 
adaptation in 1991 with Joan 
Plowright, Miranda Richardson 
and Josie Lawrence.

What has this to do with Poetry, 
you may ask?  A striking 

characteristic of von Arnim’s 
early work is her frequent 
discussion of writers and poets.  
In her second novel A Solitary 
Summer, published in 1899, they 
seem to become her companions 
as she moves about the German 
Garden and the landscape 
beyond, or within the library of 
her house. Each author has their 
special place in that world.   
Books, she writes, have their 
idiosyncrasies as well as people, and 
will not show me their full beauties 
unless the place and time in which 
they are read suits them. If, for 
instance, I cannot read Thoreau in a 
drawing-room, how much less 
would I ever dream of reading 
Boswell in the grass by a pond!  She 
thinks that Jane Austen may feel 
a little uncomfortable to find 
herself leaning next to Heine on 
the bookshelf, but makes sure 
that Cranford is on Austen’s 
other side.  In the evening, she 
sits with Walt Whitman by the 
rose beds and listens to what that 
lonely and beautiful spirit has to tell 
of night, sleep, death, and the stars.  
And when she drives in the 
forests Keats goes with me; and if I 
extend my drive to the Baltic shores, 
and spend the afternoon on the moss 
beneath the pines whose pink stems 
form the framework of the sea, I take 
Spenser.  How can I tell why Keats 
has never been brought here, and 
why Spenser is brought again and 
again?  

Her discussions of poets come to 
a climax in the 1907 epistolary 
novel Fräulein Schmidt and Mr 
Anstruther. In it we read the 
letters of Fräulein Schmidt, but 
not the replies of Mr Anstruther; 
we must infer his responses from 
her letters.  She is the daughter 
of an impoverished German 
professor and an English mother 
(now deceased), who loves 
English poetry, preferring them 
to our poets such as Goethe, 
Heine and Schiller. In one of her 
letters she describes how she has 

discovered in a bookshop an 
anthology of English poets from 
Chaucer onwards.  Besides 
biographical details, it has 
portraits of the poets, images she 
has longed to see. But she is 
horrified at what she finds, 
saying she feels unsettled while 
she reads about them, as uneasy, 
as fidgety, as frightened, as a horse 
being driven by somebody cruel. 
Poets, she says, are gods and 
should be clothed in anonymity, 
and only their souls should be 
revealed in their poetry. She 
turns cold on seeing Hancock’s 
portrait of Wordsworth (now in 
the National Portrait Gallery) – 
for she had pictured him so 
wonderful … with the loftiest kind 
of beauty … always dignified.  She 
is equally horrified to learn that 
Wordsworth’s greeting was a 
languid handful of numb 
unresponsive fingers.  And despite 
saying she does not wish to 
know about these things, she 
puts her tongue in her cheek and 
goes on to list the defects of a 
number of poets. She is shocked 
to find out that Milton had three 
wives, that the first one ran away 
from him a month after their 
marriage, that he was hard to his 
daughters, so hard that they 
wished him dead.  She wonders, 
do we need to know that 
Fitzgerald walked about Suffolk 
lanes in a battered tall hat tied on 
in windy weather by a 
handkerchief, and trailing 
behind him, instead of clouds of 
glory, a shawl of green and black 
plaid?  She confesses she never 
knew about Coleridge's opium, nor 
that to Carlyle he appeared as a 
helpless Psyche overspun with 
Church of England cobwebs.  Her 
opinion of Burns is of that sordid 
story of steady – or unsteady – 
going downhill.  Not only Burns, 
but her other gods have clearly 
slithered down the slopes of 
Parnassus, and no longer occupy 
their exalted position on its 
peak.  As a result of these 
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discoveries, she burns the book 
in the kitchen fire:  imposing on 
them a kind of Götterdämmerung.

Despite this great love and 
knowledge of poetry, the curious 
thing is that Elizabeth von Arnim 
never wrote any poetry herself, 
or at least no poetry that has 
survived, apart from a few 
occasional poems for friends’ 

birthdays.  She certainly had a 
poetic streak, but didn’t employ 
any obvious poetic techniques 
like rhyme, alliteration or 
assonance.  

We can perhaps find a reason in 
another of her novels, the 1905 
The Princess Priscilla’s Fortnight.  
In it she writes:  But Priscilla was 
a dreamer of dreams, a poet who 

never wrote poems, but whose soul 
though inarticulate was none the 
less saturated with the desires and 
loves from which poems are born. 

Perhaps we should see her as a 
prose writer, worth exploring for 
her unarticulated poetry.

Diana Hirst

Suffolk Poetry Society wishes to express its 
gratitude to its sponsors:

Fairweather Law Ltd, Solicitors, Aldeburgh for 
supporting the Crabbe Memorial Poetry 
Competition prizes.

The Limbourne Trust for supporting the festival.

Alde Valley Spring Festival Ltd for supporting 
the Crabbe Memorial Poetry Competition prizes 
and anthology. 

AA  GGrruummppyy  OOlldd  FFeellllooww??

Although I have lived in Suffolk 
for many years now, my 
ancestral roots are in the West 
Country. I first opened my eyes 
on the rolling hills and vales of 
Dorset, and the first ten years of 
my life were spent learning to 
love this gentle landscape with 
its ancient landmarks of hill 
forts, dewponds and barrows. 
My guide to all this was my 
grandfather who took me for 
long walks up Hambledon Hill, 
through Cranborne Chase, round 

Maiden Castle and across 
Studland Heath. 

He told me stories and spoke 
poetry on these long rambles, 
indeed the first poem I 
remember learning by heart was 
Weathers. He died in 1959 when I 
was 14, but two years later, when 
I was studying The Mayor of 
Casterbridge for O-Level (O, how 
long ago..!) my father casually 
said, I met Hardy once; he seemed 
quite a grumpy old fellow, but then, 
I was only seven. After a brief 
stunned silence I enquired 
further and it seemed that for 
some years my grandfather had 
known Thomas Hardy quite well 
through the Dorchester Dramatic 
Society, where as a young man 
in his twenties he had been 
involved backstage in several 
productions prior to the First 
World War.

Later, the losses of the Great War 
meant that my grandfather had 
to divide his responsibilities 
between Dorset and a second 
family business of joiners and 
timber merchants in London, but 
he visited old friends to see their 
productions in the twenties and 

took my seven-year-old father to 
see The Return of the Native. 

In the absence of detailed 
knowledge it is tempting to 
speculate, but it seems that in the 
right mood, Hardy loved a yarn 
about old times. My grandfather 
was not only a walker but like 
Hardy, rode for miles on his bike 
– he knew his county like his 
own garden. He came from 
generations of craftsmen 
working in wood and spoke 
knowledgeably about the art and 
skills associated with building 
and construction. Perhaps this 
common ground gave the old 
lion and the young man forty 
years his junior the opportunity 
for a yarn or two.

One of the delights of retirement 
is the time I can now spend 
passing on my love of the 
written and spoken word 
through recitals or readings, 
which often include my inherited 
love of Thomas Hardy.

As E M Forster said, Only 
connect.

Janet Dann
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EEkkpphhrraassiiss  aatt  AAllddee  
VVaalllleeyy  !!  CCoorrnnuuccooppiiaa  !!  

FFeessttiivvaall

A number of poets, with an 
interest in responding to art and 
found objects, joined the poets 
Helen Ivory and Martin Figura 
on Saturday 1st October for a 
stimulating workshop. Helen 
and Martin read from their own 
work in the evening alongside a 
range of SPS members; this was 
followed by a wonderful farm 
supper by candlelight.

Helen gave out useful notes on 
Ekphrasis and we wandered 
around the barns and buildings 

filled with art and sculpture to 
see if we would be inspired by a 
punctum, a touching detail which 
would establish a direct 
relationship between ourselves 
and a work of art. Several poets 
felt a strong connection to the 
work of Roger Hardy and the 
sense of isolation and sadness in 
some of his works. In response to 
an exercise about giving 
instructions to an artist, Tim 
Gardiner wrote about the Kissing 
Bench crafted by the chair maker 
Raymond Hopkins, who sat in 
the workshop as an observer. 
Raymond was very touched, we 
were told, that one of his 
creations had stimulated a poem. 

Martin Figura talked of Alde 
Valley as a place where art 
works were often crafted on the 
spot from the land and nature, 
responded to and then 
reshaped– a perfect circle of 
creativity which we did indeed 
feel that day.

Sue Wallace-Shaddad

BBoorrddeerr  CCrroossssiinngg

A small but eager group of 
Suffolk Poets sallied forth in the 
autumnal air to Wivenhoe on 
Thursday 22nd September. The 
destination was the Royal British 
Legion Hall down by the quay in 
this pretty little coastal town. 
There they met a warm welcome 
from PoetryWivenhoe who had 
invited Suffolk Poetry Society 
members to do readings as the 
initial event of Essex Poetry 

Festival. This was followed by an 
open mic for PoetryWivenhoe 
readers. The border crossers 
from Suffolk were: Sue Wallace-
Shaddad, Kaaren Whitney, 
Nicola Warwick, Florence Cox, 
Jane Henderson and Mervyn 
Linford. Fuelled by a 
complimentary drink, the poems 
got started with a lighthearted 
poem by Sue about the demise of 
a goldfish; Nicola read from her 
collection Groundings and Kaaren 
from her collection The Turning of 
the Year. The audience were 

invited to recite the chorus 
within one of Kaaren’s poems. 
There was much friendly 
discussion in the break and some 
books sold. Florence then 
delivered a series of amusing 
poems with inimitable style; Jane 
had a focus on the artist Francis 
Bacon who had lived in 
Wivenhoe. The evening rounded 
off with Mervyn capturing the 
spirit of the Essex coast. We hope 
to lure our Essex fellow poets 
back across the border in future!

Sue Wallace-Shaddad

TThhee  KKiissssiinngg  BBeenncchh  

For Raymond  Hopkins

His time-worn hands
caress the burr elm seat,
each pass another imperfection
straightened out; tags of bark
have no purpose here.

To fit this marriage
of wood together takes care.
Ash spindles must be locked
into position, the top rail
of sweet chestnut twisted 
to create the juxtaposition 
of lovers.

Oak legs form the foundation
on which this timber relationship
is based, too easily dislodged
if the woodman’s hand
is untrue.

Tim Gardiner

Martin Figura and Helen Ivory sitting on the Kissing Bench. Photo by Sue Wallace-Shaddad.

Ekphrasis from the Greek for the 
description of a work of art produced as 
a rhetorical exercise



8

WWoorrddss  iinn  tthhee  WWaaiittiinngg

Poetry pours from the pores of 
poets following the third 
inspiring Festival of Suffolk 
Poetry, held on 28 May 2016. 

A morning of workshops in the 
John Peel centre saw experienced 
and aspirational poets of all ages 
sharing their work and fine 
tuning their skills. Cameron 
Hawke Smith encouraged his 
group to explore the largely 
unconscious mechanism of 
intonation and the devices poets 
can, if they choose, use to 
influence the way a poem is read 
aloud. Dean Parkin enticed poets 
to wander down forgotten paths 
of the yesteryear to inspire new 
works; a workshop surely 
inspired by his own exciting 
Every Road Tells A Story project. 
Scottish poet James Knox Whittet 
encouraged the creation of 
spectacular effects through the 
discipline of the intricate 
repetition found in a Sestina, 
gently passing on his tried and 
tested tips and tricks.

Following this came a break for 
refreshing in historic 
Stowmarket. Just enough time to 
stroll in the Churchyard, procure 
some food and drink, chat to 
market traders, taste some 
scrumptious cheeses, and thank 
Edward III for the town's market 
charter. 

 After this it was time for an 
explosion of talent from fresh 
minds from University Campus 
Suffolk and Suffolk One; 
including Matt Annis, winner of 
the second Student New Angle 
Prize 2016 and performer within 
the forthcoming Folk East line 
up.  These students challenged 
our humanity, reminded us of 
bridges, lights and stars over the 
Rhone and lamented lost honour 
in a ‘culture’ killing. 

A breather was quickly followed 
by a diverse range of readings 
from poets from the various 
Poetry Cafés covering topics as 
diverse as cats, politics, gardens 
and religion. Each poem 
providing a line, a lilt, a trigger 
for the 80 or so fertile, listening 
minds present. Then a rapid run 

through of open mike morsels; a 
break and an oration on poetry 
that made teaching seem noble 
and being taught inspiring once 
more. Three P’s of poetry flowed 
from the tongues of Clare 
Harvey and Mervyn Linford: 
people, places and pastoral 
scenes. The great poet, strong 
willed moral man and Stand 
Magazine driving force that was 
Jon Silkin was remembered by 
his wife Lorna Tracy and long 
term friend Rodney Pybus. Myra 
Schneider opened the door to 
colour and poured perspective 
into the myth of the minotaur 
challenging perspectives.

The evening ended in the 
delicious popping of bubble 
wrap and extensive and 
enjoyable audience participation 
with the irreverent, entertaining 
Dean Parkin accompanied by the 
fabulous jazz pianist Maurice 
Horhut. Roll on the 27 May 2017 
and the Fourth Suffolk Poetry 
Festival, which is sure to be to 
use Dean Parkin’s words another 
absorbing day. 

Deborah Wargate

moment as well as the description 
of a closely observed and tangibly 
physical world. Perhaps one of 
simplest and most powerful 
examples of this marriage of form 
and idea is in Before the Bread 
where the repetition becomes as 
elemental as the process 

described.

I am perhaps making the 
collection sound almost too 
mystical, as part of its charm is 
that its spiritual qualities are 
grounded in the very down-to-
earth world that is described. Best 
Beltane is a tender and vivid love 
poem anchored firmly in the real 
world, even down to having to 
leave the dogs in the car for a bit 
of peace. The glorious description 
of jam-making in Berries – This 
Year invites us to feel, smell, taste 
all the elements of the process, 
but it is edged with the sadness of 
associated memories. However 
we are never allowed to stay too 
long with negative thoughts and 
in every ending there is the sense 
of an expected new beginning:

treasure to savour
during the dark of the year
ready for sowing come spring.

 The Harvest Basket

To return to the illustrations of 
the poems, the photographs are 
beautiful in their own right and 
chosen to carefully match both the 
content and the mood of the 
poems. I particularly enjoyed the 
associations between picture and 
poem in Winter’s Hope,  From Kore 
to Persephone, Best Beltane and 
Berries – This Year. However, it is 
in this relationship that I also 
found my only criticism of the 
collection, in that on a handful of 
pages I feel the poem’s readability 
has been sacrificed to the visual 
impact of the page (for instance 
Ghosts on All Souls Day, Labyrinth 
at Imbolc and Harvest Bread). But 
perhaps this is a small price to 
pay for the literary, spiritual and 
visual feast this collection 
provides.

Beth Soule

Continued from p.2
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FFeessttiivvaall  RReeppoorrtt  ooff  JJaammeess  
KKnnooxx  WWhhiitttteett’’ss  SSeessttiinnaa  

WWoorrkksshhoopp,,  22001166

James Knox Whittet led the 
workshop on the sestina at the 
Festival of Suffolk Poetry in May, 
2016. It was a lovely morning 
where our group was assembled 
outside and the weather was just 
so pleasant. 

James introduced the sestina and 
among various origins, he 
mentioned the poet Andrew 
Lang as one of its major 
revivalists. We were told that a 
typical sestina would entail an 
iambic pentameter. 

James had a copy of a template 
for us. It was one of his sestinas 
called Sestina For Evensong that 
had been inspired by his visit to 
a church. We could see the 
sequence of the end words in the 

order that makes up a sestina. 
This was really helpful to have in 
front of us while we worked on 
our own creation.

James’ advice for us was to 
choose a topic, theme, memory 
that brings strong emotions to 
life or things which we were 
passionate about. He explained 
that the repetitive nature of the 
sestina provides the capacity for 
the subject(s) of the poem to be 
emphasized over and over again. 
Potentially, in doing so, it works 
well with achieving the desired 
result of being moved 
emotionally. 

In following James’ instructions, 
I choose to create a sestina 
within a musical context. The 
narrative of the poem was linked 
to lovers that have been 
separated due to honour killing 
or perhaps not yet killed but still 

apart. It can be likened to a song 
of yearning by one lover for the 
other. 

As I couldn’t wait to share my 
work, I read A Forsaken Melody at 
the festival along with other 
poems. James’ feedback was 
really useful and I have learnt 
some valuable lessons about 
writing poetry (James quoted 
Dylan Thomas to give more 
words of wisdom) through 
attending the workshop! The 
experience was brilliant and I 
would strongly encourage you to 
keep a watch-out for similar 
opportunities in the future. 

Jessica Krishan  

3rd Year student of English
University Campus Suffolk 
(to be University of Suffolk from 
August 2016) 

FFeerrrryy  TTaalleess

On the Market Square Les Enfants 
Terribles re-enact the day George 
Wombwell’s Menagerie came 
through town and the children 
played truant to follow the 
cavalcade across the river.

Ghosts litter the High Street, 
buttonholing passers-by and 
telling their life stories.  For 
those patient to the end, there is 
a free Pokemon-Brandon card.  
In The Orchard, storytellers 
recount histories of Brandon 
characters.  Knitted insects crawl 
up the tree trunks and hide in 

the grass, in memory of the early 
twentieth-century scientists who 
came from Cambridge and 
London to study the rare bug-
life.  While in Tilly’s Tea Room 
poets read the Travellers’ Tales 
about pilgrims and drovers, 
coalmen and pot-boys every 
hour on the hour for the 
entertainment of customers.

It is Ferry Tales Day in Brandon.  
Suffolk Poetry Society were 
invited by Leigh Driver, the 
Creative Director of this 
community event to take part in 
the Arts Council-funded project.

The idea was to engage the 
community in its past, Brandon 
owing its existence to the five 
routes which converged on the 
crossing at the lowest point of 
the Little Ouse.  Melinda 
Appleby was invited to lead a 
workshop in July, which 
produced most of the poems 
read on September 18th.  The 
emphasis was on producing 
poetry which could be 

immediately accessible to people 
who had only turned up for 
cake, so rhythm, rhyme and 
repetition were the trademarks.  
Melinda even invented a new 
form for the occasion which the 
audience appreciated.  Four 
poets from SPS, Melinda 
Appleby, Rosemary Jones, Ray 
Rumsby and Diane Jackman, and 
local poets, Frances Hall, Trish 
Rissen and Ali Barnes took part.  
Ali set Melinda’s poem The 
People of the Little Ouse to music, 
which she performed with guitar 
and dulcimer accompaniment 
from Mike Willett in Tilly’s and 
at the launch party the previous 
evening.

And the customers?  From the 
man who announced at the start 
that he knew some poems – by 
Benny Hill, to the 9 year old who 
said I don’t understand the poetry, 
there were all shades of 
enthusiasm and interest 
between. 

Diane Jackman
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AAlliivvee  aanndd  KKiicckkiinngg!!

The poetry and literature scene 
in Ipswich

There have been a lot of recent 
developments in the poetry and 
literature scene in Ipswich so I 
thought I would bring members 
up to date.

A popular and well established 
meeting of poetry minds takes 
place at Arlingtons Café, 13 
Museum St, Ipswich IP1 1HE the 
first Tuesday of the month 
organised by Fred Ellis and Roz 
Price, Poetry Anglia. (Free but 
donation of £2 welcome). There 
is often a theme though this is 
not mandatory. The meeting is 
very welcoming of newcomers 
and people can read their own 
poetry, poetry by others or just 
listen. Contact Fred Ellis 
fred@poetryanglia.org

A new café has opened opposite 
St Mary Le Tower Church – La 
Tour Cycle Café. The Ipswich 
Writers’ Café now meets there 
on the third Monday of the 
month for an open mic session of 
prose and poetry  (Free). Each 
reader’s name is drawn from a 
hat and they have five minutes 
on the clock to read. Again this is 
very well attended. Contact Ed 
Broom: 
ipswichwriterscafe@gmail.com

Rhyme Scene has an open mic on 
the second Wednesday of each 
month and meets in various 
pubs in Ipswich, often Pump and 
Grind café, 1 Great Colman 
Street, Ipswich IP4 2AA (a larger 
venue) but this may change. 

(Free). Readers put their names 
on a list and are called up on to 
the stage to read. Again this is a 
very friendly group and 
welcomes readers of poetry, 
spoken word and prose.  
Contact: Emma Beales 
em.bea@outlook.com

The University of Suffolk (now 
with full university title since 1st 
August 2016) has a Creative 
Writing Group for students 
which welcomes input from 
guest poets (e.g. running a 
workshop or discussion). https://
www.facebook.com/
WritersandSpeakersCollective/

Contact: Matt Annis,  
M.Annis@uos.ac.uk

Bards Aloud meet upstairs at the 
Thomas Wolsey Pub, 9-13 St 
Peter’s Street Ipswich IP1 1XF on 
the third Tuesday of the month 
at 8pm for storytelling, comic 
verse, limericks, funny stories, 
funny songs and clean jokes 
(Free) See face book page for 
Bards Aloud or email 
bardsaloud@yahoo.co.uk. They 
also run Poetree walks (Bards in 
the Woods) for all tree and 
woods-loving people and their 
families: enjoy a walk in a wood 
stopping occasionally to recite or 
read a poem, sing a song or tell a 
story about Trees or Woods.

Mai Black runs the Suffolk 
Writers Group. Contact 
maielizabethblack@gmail.com or 
visit https://
suffolkwritersgroup.com

Wolsey Writers is a creative 
writing group led by the author 
Katie Ward which has 
workshops Saturday mornings 
backstage at the New Wolsey 
Theatre, October – December 
2016  https://
www.wolseytheatre.co.uk/shows/
wolsey-writers/

BooksEast is the new literature 
festival in Ipswich which was 
launched last year. The 2017 
festival runs 8 – 14 May 2017. For 
more information see the 
website: http://bookseast.co.uk/

Ipswich Institute runs regular 
daytime courses including 
creative writing, poetry, theatre 
appreciation and has reading 
groups. http://
www.ipswichinstitute.org.uk

And of course there is a lively 
broad cultural scene including: 
the New Wolsey Theatre and 
Dance East productions all year 
round, the Pulse Festival (theatre 
and performance) and Ip Art 
(visual arts, performance , music, 
literature and film) in June, 
Music Day in early July and the 
SPILL festival (performance art) 
in October. Ipswich also has 
contemporary art galleries and 
the largest collection of 
Constable and Gainsborough 
works outside London at 
Christchurch Mansion Wolsey 
Gallery. It has a wide range of 
choirs, its own symphony 
orchestra, visiting companies, 
orchestras and celebrities at the 
Regent Theatre.

Sue Wallace-Shaddad

Copies are still available of Suffolk Poetry Society's 60th Anniversary volume The Singing Stone, 
containing poems selected by Pauline Stainer mainly from the Crabbe Prize winners. 

Contact Sue Wallace Shaddad on 01473 210264 or secretary@suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk. Price £5.00.
'It is simply a wonderful evocation of this county by those who have come to know it personally and 

who have found their own words for it.' Ronald Blythe
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SSaannddlliinneess  ––  wwrriittiinngg,,  
llaannddssccaappee  aanndd  

ccoommmmuunniittyy

How does the landscape 
influence and inspire us? As 
writer Malcolm Bradbury 
suggests: Sometimes our place is 
our real subject, the basic material 
we work with, providing our vision, 
setting, landscape and theme. 
Sometimes it is a culture which 
stimulates our writing and lets it 
happen.  

It was the landscape of 
Breckland that led us to set up 
Sandlines in 2014 to stimulate 
writing within the local 
community and to attract people 
from further afield to discover 
Breckland as a source of 
inspiration. From Neolithic 
times, when miners first dug the 
chalk for flint, Breckland’s 
landscape has retained a feeling 
of isolation and abandonment. 
The arrival of forestry, intensive 
arable production and American 
Air Bases only adds to its strange 
character. And yet, almost 
unnoticed, four magical chalk 
rivers weave through these big 
spaces. 

In 2015 Sandlines received a grant 
from Breaking New Ground to 
run workshops at four historic 
Breckland locations: Santon 

Downham, site of the great sand 
blow and office of the Forestry 
Commission; the Nunnery at 
Thetford, headquarters of the 
British Trust for Ornithology and 
near two important Brecks 
rivers; West Stow Anglo Saxon 
Village, with its reminders of 
how Breckland people lived 
many centuries ago; and 
Brandon Country Park, with its 
19th century fashioning of the 
landscape for pleasure. 

Along with writing exercises and 
insights into Brecks history, each 
workshop included time for 
walking out into the landscape 
for enjoyment and to practise 
close observation of our 
surroundings. Gradually the 
birds, weather, flora and fauna 
of those places began to show up 
in the group’s notebooks and 
poems, often combining with 
memories of family life or work, 
to create evocative personal 
writing.

In its first series Sandlines 
worked with twenty people 
who, whether beginner or 
experienced, local or travelling 
from outside the area, explored 
the Breckland landscape and, 
more importantly, reflected its 
potential to inspire creativity. To 
celebrate their work, Sandlines 
published Voices from the Brecks, 

a pamphlet of poems from 
workshop participants and now 
available on-line at:  https://
issuu.com/
breakingnewground/docs/
voices_from_the_brecks 

On the heels of the Brecks 
workshops, we led a harvest-
time afternoon writers’ walk and 
workshop for Suffolk Poetry 
Society at White House Farm, 
Great Glemham. This spring, we 
ran the Sandlines Reunion 
Workshop at Santon Downham, 
followed by two summer 
workshops at Thetford’s Ancient 
House Museum in response to 
the flint exhibition there. We 
continue to create site-specific 
workshops for community 
groups and heritage 
organisations in our region, as 
well as working on our own 
individual projects — Melinda 
specialises in landscape research 
and writing walks, and Lois in 
teaching poetry. Do get in touch 
with us if you have a project in 
mind – we love bringing writing 
and walking together in new 
places!

Melinda Appleby and Lois 
Williams

Find Melinda and Lois at 
www.melindaappleby.co.uk and 
www.poetryoutside.com

Sandlines writing group at West Stow. Photo © Lois Willliams
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David Gill, Sue Wallace-Shaddad, Antony Johae, Alex Davis, Matt Ennis, 
Kaaren Whitney, Tim Gardiner, Beth Soule, Florence Cox

SSeessttiinnaa  MMaatthhss

The sestina form is most distinctive 
because of the line end words that 
are repeated by each stanza in 
specific permutations. The way this 
is usually described makes the 
permutations seem rather 
complicated and difficult to 
remember.

In fact it is quite simple and easy to 
memorise.

Taking the stanzas in pairs, 1-2, 2-3, 
3-4, etc, the end word relationships 
between each pair of stanzas is 
exactly the same. Most descriptions 
of sestinas show the end words of 

each stanza related to the first 
stanza. This makes it look much 
more complicated than it is.

If we number the lines of the first 
stanza of each pair as 1 to 6, then we 
need only two simple rules. The first 
rule is that the last word of the first 
stanza becomes the last word of the 
first line of the second stanza of each 
pair. In other words, using our 
numbering, the end word of line 6 
of the first stanza provides the end 
word of line 1 of the second stanza 
of the pair.

The second rule is that the end-word 
line order from first to second pair 
of stanzas is always 615243.

There are two simple ways to 

remember this. Each pair of digits 
adds up to 7: 6+1=7, 5+2=7 and 
4+3=7. Alternatively, remember that 
we started with line 6, so count 
down skipping a line: 6 . 5 . 4 . then 
count up filling the gaps: 6 1 5 2 4 3.

The method even extends to the 
envoi, counting down the end words 
from 6 to 4, then back up the inner 
(middle) words 3 to 1. The word 
'number' in each line add up to 7.

Here are make-believe end words, 
chosen so that the words increase in 
character count in stanza 1. See how 
randomly they seem to change from 
stanza to stanza. Now look at the 
numbering and how regular the 
permutations are when you restart 
the numbering each stanza.

I 1 
am 2 
not 3 
lost 4 
again 5 
indeed 6

indeed  6 1 
I 1 2
again 5 3 
am 2 4 
lost 4  5
not 3 6

not  6 1
indeed  1 2
lost   5 3
I  2 4 
am   4  5 
again  3 6

again    6 1
not    1 2
am   5 3
indeed    2  4 
I   4 5 
lost    3 6

lost     6 1 
again     1  2 
I    5 3 
not     2 4 
indeed     4 5 
am     3 6

am      6  1
lost      1  2
indeed      5  3
again      2  4
not      4  5
I     3 6

am  1   I  6 
lost  2   not  5 
indeed  3   again  4

Colin Whyles
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IInn  CCoonnvveerrssaattiioonn  wwiitthh  
MMoonniizzaa  AAllvvii

We have been very pleased to 
secure Moniza Alvi as our 
Adjudicator this year for the 
Crabbe Memorial Poetry 
Competition. I am sure members 
will be familiar with her body of 
work, ranging from reflections 
on her dual Asian and European 
heritage, through explorations of 
myths and legends and 
translations of and responses to 
the work of poets in other 
tongues, to her recent work that 
revisits the division of India and 
Pakistan. Many of us who have 
been English teachers will have 
introduced students to her work 
through the inclusion of  Presents 
from my Aunts in Pakistan in the 
GCSE Poetry Anthology.

This poem was included in a 
joint winning collection of The 
Poetry Business Prize in 1991, and 
I asked Moniza about what gave 
rise to its creation. She explained 
that having been writing poetry 
for a while, she went on an 
Arvon course at which Jo 
Shapcott suggested she look at 
topics she had not written about 
before. Perhaps partly as a result 
of this she began to explore her 
Pakistani heritage as a subject. 
About the same time she was 
reading work by Mimi Khalvati, 
which explores Khalvati’s 
Iranian heritage and came to 
realise there was a similar 
richness in her own from which 
she could draw. Presents from My 
Aunts in Pakistan was the first in 
this series. She called it ‘a lucky 
poem’ and it also featured in The 
Country At My Shoulder (Oxford 
Poets).

Asked about the transition to 
being a full time poet she 
explained that she had moved to 
part-time teaching to give more 
time for writing but with the 
arrival of her daughter, felt it 
was time to concentrate on her 

poetry. She feels she still uses the 
experience of teaching in her 
tutoring, encouraging others and 
fostering the development of 
poets, which is a part of her 
work that she values a great 
deal. She described how people 
really develop in the company of 
others. She emphasized the 
importance of reading as writers 
to learn from the work of others 
through discussion and analysis 
so that things may get into your 
bloodstream and emerge later in 
your own writing. 

Although her early work has 
been described as 
autobiographical, she feels this is 
not strictly so. Memory, anyway, 
can splice experiences together 
in a way that makes its own kind 
of poetry. She enjoys the feeling 
when a poem takes control and 
she has to surrender the reins.

Also described as a surrealist, 
she is interested in dreams and 
their vivid images. Fairy tales 
and legends seem to tap into the 
same source and as well as 
bringing in a bit of magic, using 
this source provides the chance 
to come at a subject from a 
different perspective. Moniza 
described feeling that writing 
about things head on sometimes 
led to a poem becoming rather 
heavy or dull while something 
that comes in at a bit of an angle, 
with a separate identity from 
your own life gives an 
opportunity to explore things 
that are important to you. She 
felt that a truer description of her 
style would be as a magical 
realist. Throughout our 
conversation the importance of 
magic in poetry came up time 
and again, She wants her poetry 
to have an appealing magical 
surface but still to be set quite 
recognisably in our world. That 
magic can allow her to write 
about things that are otherwise 
quite brutal or dark.

What hooked her about the 
Europa myth, for instance, was 
the duality that runs through the 
story: the Bull is both attractive 
and rapacious, Europa is both a 
girl and a continent. Moniza is 
fascinated by the idea of the 
continent, coming as she does 
from almost two different worlds 
herself. Her collection, Europa, 
was published by Bloodaxe in 
2008.

Her first writing about Pakistan 
was something of a fantasy as 
she had not visited until after she 
had written The Country At My 
Shoulder. She still feels that as a 
visitor, you get fragments rather 
than seeing the whole. Meeting 
her Pakistani family for the first 
time she felt the contrast 
between their living conditions 
and her own: houses built 
around courtyards, her aunts 
cooking on knee-high stoves. 
However, staying with a very 
wealthy family in Delhi she also 
saw a world that seemed in 
advance of the west in terms of 
technology. Consequently she 
was struck by the different strata 
of society and the huge gaps that 
existed between the life-styles of 
the middle class and the rich as 
well as between the middle class 
and the very poor. It seemed 
much more demarcated than in 
Britain.

The visit made her want to stay 
in touch and strengthened the 
link with her father’s homeland 
and her birthplace. She has 
brought back a sense of the 
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Myra Schneider

Dean Parkin

beauty of the country, which can 
be lost when it becomes a place 
that we hear of as one of the 
world's trouble spots. It 
reminded her that Lahore was 
the cultural centre of the whole 
of India at one time and having 
visited she also sensed the great 
sadness brought about by 
partition.

Her most recent publication, At 
the Time of Partition, is a long 
narrative poem, which was the 
style she eventually thought 
required by the subject. There 
are hints of story-telling 
traditions but also a sense of 
drawing fragments of experience 
together into something made 
coherent by the relationship 
between the parts. 

However, she spoke of trying to 
get away from narrative and she 
described attempting to get a 
different kind of descriptive 
depth so you can stay with 
something longer rather than 
moving through events, trying to 
explore situations, ideas, trying 
to pierce the moment.

She admitted that this process 
was not easy, not all poems come 
to fruition and the real effort lies 
with the poems that do not work. 
Asked if she abandons poems 
she said that if there is a line that 
works often there is a poem in 
there but you have to work at it. 
She said there is a chasm 
between those that do and those 
that don’t, the unsuccessful ones 
fall into the chasm and sometimes I 
find it good to completely discard 
them.

She described how the initial 
draft of a poem might come 
quite quickly but be followed by 
a process of editing and re-
editing that can go on for years. 
She spoke of how useful sharing 
work with a poetry group can be, 
but ultimately a poem is finished 
when you feel at peace with it, 

and for me this feeling of being at 
peace with it is quite rare! Her 
critical impetus to move on is her 
dissatisfaction with what she has 
written. When a collection is 
finished her focus is entirely on 
the new one and she tends to feel 
new work is quite different, in 
some way, from what has gone 
before.

The work of Jules Supervielle has 
been of great interest to Moniza 
and she has published a 
collection of his poems with her 
translations Homesick for Earth 
(Bloodaxe). These poems she 
explains are not literal 
translations, although some are 
closer than others but sometimes 
the form is different or the 
subject matter used as a stepping 
off point for her own response. 
His poems are not well known or 
easy to find so the originals are 
there as a resource for others 
too.  She is interested in the 
gently fantastical worlds that 
appear in his poems and feels an 
affinity with his dual 
background, which moved 
between France and South 
America. She identified also with 
his general feelings of loss mixed 
with enchantment. 

She enjoys the work of 
translation, which she is doing 
now alongside a native speaker 
(of Russian). She insists she is a 
relative novice in this field but 
has very much enjoyed the work 
she has undertaken so far and 
the collaboration involved. She 
feels reading poems in 
translation is important as such 
work really adds something to 
poetry here and is often very 
different, drawing on other 
styles, perhaps a more direct, 
simpler surface, more emotional 
maybe, with something extremely 
pressing to say.

Speaking of how a collection is 
put together, she explained that 
her earlier publications 

contained almost a collection 
within collection, a series of 
poems with a common theme but 
then others that were less clearly 
linked to each other. The 
experiencing of judging the 
Forward Prize proved very 
interesting and caused her to 
reflect on what made a strong 
collection and she felt that now, 
she works towards something 
more unified. The unity might 
come from theme or form or 
style, from fragments working 
with each other to build up to a 
whole but it was important to 
have all the poems in some way 
written on the nub and important to 
you, not just OK. 

Moniza Alvi has won or been 
shortlisted for a number of 
prestigious poetry prizes and I 
asked about the value of 
competitions in her view. She 
described that value to the poet 
largely in terms of how this 
helped to reach readers. There is 
so much published that many 
people enjoy having such 
signposts. It encourages writers 
to take their writing more 
seriously. She also felt that 
competitions help to set a 
standard, prizes can raise the bar 
on quality, although there is 
much that is good that does not 
win prizes,

Asked about the process of 
adjudication she said she found 
it hugely enjoyable and very 
testing once you get down to the 
core. She reads through to 
initially choose a pile of quite 
good and good poems, refining the 
choice till she reaches a pile of 
goods and excellents. However, 
good poems don’t always declare 
themselves immediately. They can be 
quite quiet so you have to be careful 
that you do not miss something 
valuable.

As Moniza will be reading her 
own work both at the Crabbe 
Memorial Lunch and at Poetry in 



15

Aldeburgh for us, I asked her 
about this aspect of her work. 
She enjoys performing her work 
as it enables her to meet listeners 
and readers. She feels poetry 
often has the dimension of 
wanting to be read aloud. The 
part that she does find difficult is 
selection. You have no idea what 
your audience is going to be like 
so it is a process of trial and 
error. People like to hear earlier 
or well-known poems and while 
you might feel they have been 
read a lot of times before, you 
have to remember they may be 
quite fresh for some people. You 
might want to read new work or 
have something that particularly 
wants to be read aloud but at the 
same time you want the reading 
to have some coherence. 
Something has to be left out!

Finally I asked Moniza about 

poets who have influenced her, 
particularly those from India and 
Pakistan, that members of SPS 
might find interesting. Sujata 
Bhatt has been a great influence 
on her and she has been 
intrigued by the work of 
Alamgir Hashmi (The Ramazan 
Libation). She also enthused 
about the work of Chris Beckett 
who has translated Ethiopian 
poetry and written book of 
poems in African style, 
influenced by African praise 
songs, exploring his childhood in 
Ethiopia, (Ethiopia Boy). Faiz 
Ahmed Faiz is a 20th Century 
Pakistani poet she admires very 
much. We spent a very enjoyable 
time looking at the ghazal form 
explored by Mimi Khalvati and 
Moniza recommended Ravishing 
Disunities a collection of ghazals 
written in English.

She spoke too, of Jabinananda 
Das (1899-1954) who wrote in a 
rich Bengali tradition unlike 
anything we know here: a warm 
modernist, really beautiful, 
sensuous, quite sad poems. She 
showed me one of his poems, the 
last line of which was:

Sky high, sky wide, sky long, peace 
comes to pass.

Just a hint, I felt, of some of the 
way Moniza uses words, full of 
magical fragments woven into 
an appealing surface that on 
reflection, pierces the moment.

The afternoon is upside-down
reflected in a pool.
We wake at night
to the pollen of what we said.

(Sunday from Europa by Moniza 
Alvi)

Elizabeth Soule

FFoorrggootttteenn  aatt  tthhee  JJuubbiilleeee  
HHaallll,,  AAllddeebbuurrgghh

A panel discussion was an 
interesting and possibly rare way 
into the first-ever play about 
George Crabbe Forgotten written 
by Ray Rumsby, which The Stuff 
of Dreams Theatre Company 
performed at the Jubilee Hall, 
Aldebugh, for two days in April 
and subsequently in venues 
across Suffolk and Norfolk.  
Gavin Edwards, editor of George 
Crabbe: Selected Poems and 
author of George Crabbe’s Poetry 
on Border Land, John Lucas, 
author of George Crabbe: A 
Critical Study and Ray Rumsby,  
men who’d first read Crabbe in 
their late teens and had never 
lost their admiration for his 
poetry, were joined on stage by 
James Wood, lecturer in 18th 
century literature at UEA.  

Crabbe came across as an 
insightful psychologist, whose 
knowledge of human nature and 
the working lives of those he 

observed at all levels of society 
was forensic.  In his delineation 
of character and ability to 
illuminate a life story in a few 
couplets, he was the ultimate 
short story writer.

 It was noticeable that the 
discussion centred almost 
exclusively on content, his 
genius for characterisation and 
story-telling.  There was little 
discussion of the form itself. The 
poetry  was simply the chosen 
platform for tales which could 
have been told in prose, but 
perhaps the discipline of poetry 
focussed action and motive.   

The panel was ably chaired by 
Flo Cox, Chairman of Suffolk 
Poetry Society and she knew her 
stuff, asking questions which 
prompted all the panellists to 
some interesting opinions with 
great fluency. The panellists 
gave different viewpoints from 
each other without rolling eyes 
heavenward or using the word 
extraordinary – academic-speak 
for nonsense – so that the 

afternoon was enlightening for 
the audience, and opened the 
door for the play which followed 
in the evening.

The performance of Forgotten 
was testament to the dedicated 
work and enthusiasm of the 
playwright, Ray Rumsby and 
The Stuff of Dreams Theatre 
Company with their Director, 
Cordelia Spence.  Two stories 
from Crabbe’s poetry, 
Procrastination and Peter Grimes 
(which varies markedly from the 
libretto for Britten’s opera) were 
woven into the fabric of his life,  
shading into the biographical setting 
as Ray Rumsby writes in the 
excellent programme.  

As is usual with small touring 
companies, the actors play many 
roles, and this production had 
another level of understanding 
with two of the actors, Neve 
Doyle and Hayley Evenett, in 
neutral coloured dress, miming 
in synch as a quasi-Greek chorus 
on the action.  It made a surreal 
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counterpoint to the play, and 
conveyed the dreamlike states 
both Crabbe and his wife 
experienced with their daily 
opium consumption.  Nick 
Murray Brown was violent as 
Crabbe’s drunken father, but a 
force of nature as Peter Grimes, 
with his roaring anguish.  As a 
piece of theatre it was terrifying. 
Thomas Wingfield was at his 

best in the portrayal of the young 
Crabbe, pursuing Sarah Elmy 
played by Kiara Hawker, whose 
descent into mental frailty 
threaded through her 
performance, with subtle 
signposts.  These were 
performances which hung on in 
the memory for days afterwards.

Ray Rumsby, a member of SPS, 

is to be congratulated for lifting 
Crabbe out of the dry and dusty 
cupboard to which later 
generations have consigned 
him.  He has written a real and 
human character, beset by 
doubts and difficulties, stricken 
by personal tragedies, but full of 
determination and loyalty and, 
in the end, achieving fame and 
fortune in his lifetime.

SSiinnggiinngg  SSttoonnee

On 13th October SPS members 
brought poems to life from the 
anthology A Singing Stone, 
accompanied by some 
wonderful local musicians, for 
one of  Ipswich Arts 
Association’s monthly events at 
Museum Street Methodist 
Church.

Sue Wallace-Shaddad

The SPS poets and local musicians 
take a bow after an hour of 
beautiful poetry and music in 
collaboration with musical director 
Alan Loader and Ipswich Arts 
Association.

TTeeaa  aatt  tthhee  PPrriioorryy

Almost 40 members of the 
Society gathered at The Priory 
Stoke-by-Nayland in early 
September to enjoy the kind 
hospitality of Victoria and Henry 
Engleheart and the delicious tea.  
Catherine Dell’s talk which she 

entitled The Road to the Fountain 
of Tears was a fascinating 
introduction to the life and work 
of Federico Garcia Lorca, who 
was murdered at the start of the 
Spanish Civil War.  This is the 
one fact everyone knows, but as 
Catherine demonstrated, that is 
only the mythologised end of the 
story.  The substance of her 

account of events along that road 
appears elsewhere in 12 Rivers.  
At the end of Catherine’s talk, 
Pamela Job read her poem 
Promised Land, inspired by Lorca, 
which was, by happy 
synchronicity, her winning entry 
to the George Crabbe Poetry 
competition this year.

Diane Jackman

Catherine Dell
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AAwwaakkeenniinngg

An anthology celebrating the 
first year of the Felixstowe Café 
Poets.

This is a great achievement in 
just one year and unparallelled I 
think amongst all the Suffolk 
Poetry Cafes. It is a production 
of high quality and one that the 
authors, friends and relatives 
will treasure. But it is also a 
volume that captures in image 
and word something of the 
uniqueness of Felixstowe, and 
this will give it a broader 
appeal. 

The photos throughout and the 
marriage with the poetry are 
excellent. An evocation  of the 
special place that is Felixstowe 
(The Happy Place – I think I prefer 
this derivation from St Felix to 
the alternative, a derivation from 
Fylthi-stowe! ) – a landscape, a 
seascape, a place where the 
elements of sky and sea contend, 
but also a place of work and 
personal histories.  

Different aspects of the  sea, 
country and town are shown 
both in the photos but also in 
many of the poems – Tim 
Gardiner, Alexandra Davis and 
Penelope Cutler each have a 

different take on this diverse and 
constantly changing locality. A 
sense of this is skilfully 
conveyed in the overprinting of 
the images with the texts. 

It is rather invidious to select a 
few poems and authors, but I 
would like to mention one or 
two that especially struck me. I 
thought the poems by Alfie 
Davis were quite exceptional, 
Arguments, The Sunrise River and 
A Broken Heart Dreaming. These 
were deep and very direct 
expressions of a kind of anguish 
we have perhaps all felt as 
children but rarely been able to 
find words and images for. It is 
an extraordinary achievement 
for a young person to put 
themselves in the mind of a very 
old man dreaming back through 
his life to his infancy. 

Of course I know  a little of 
David Healey’s work from his 
excellent Crabbe Prize poem. 
Again, his three poems are an 
imaginative entering into the 
mind of another, in this case  (his 
grandson, Archie) whose brain 
got swamped inside (his) mother’s 
womb and is now sleeping, like 
the drowned buddhas among 
yaks in Tibet. This same inversion 
of accepted norms is present in 
Richard Stewart’s short 
epigrams, Roman Path, Menorca 

and Council.

Most of the poems are written in 
unrhymed free verse, though 
there are some good poems in 
traditional forms. I liked Land 
Fever by Ron Davis and 
Retirement Looms by Evelyn 
Hunt. 

A very fine example is Frank 
Wood’s light-hearted villanelle, 
After the Last Post, with a stream 
of witty puns on the a subject 
that many would feel resists 
humour. There is no doubt in my 
mind that the traditional forms 
are especially suited to, but need 
not be confined to, less serious 
subjects.  A mastery of the forms 
is a a good training for any sort 
of writing, and it is always the 
rhythmic and rhyming poems 
that one remembers. Think of 
The Bells of St Clements.

I am sorry not to be able to 
comment on all of the poems in 
the volume: I have selected 
mainly to demonstrate the 
breadth of subject-matter and 
styles in the volume. I have 
enjoyed all the poems and 
congratulate everyone on their 
craftsmanship and dedication. It 
is a volume that will set an 
example to the other poetry cafés 
in the county and beyond.

Editor

EEvveenntt  RReeppoorrtt  JJuunnee  2255tthh  
22001166

We gathered in good time and in 
good spirit, set programme in 
hand. Pimms was available.  
Pam was playing piano as all 
entered His Lordship’s Library at 
the Orwell Hotel.  Some well 
known faces and some different 
faces in the audience, all 
anticipating a great evening 
session of music, poetry and 
song. That is what they came for 
and that is what they got. A very 
diverse and different session 
with some audience participation 

thanks to Kaaren and those in 
audience brave enough to stand 
on stage and read their poems 
after our 9 poets had read, some 
to background music played by 
Pam. Another first for FCP as 
was Colin playing piano and 
singing the SPS’s President’s 
poetry! One of the chairs fell off 
the back of the stage, not that we 
were using chairs, but was 
quickly rescued. A slight 
amendment to the proceedings - 
Brian and Alex stepped in for 
Penny who had fainted but was 
rejuvenated by the first aider on 
hand. Very conveniently 

Felixstowe Café Poets' new book 
in memory of Phil Hadwen — 
well known Felixstowe historian 
who did so much for Felixstowe 
— was available (well it was a 
Book Festival). First sales of it at 
the Book Festival went very well 
and continued to do so from 
other outlets from June to 
October until it is now all but 3 
copies SOLD OUT!  Thank you 
to everyone who purchased a 
copy.  Donations to the charities 
will be made in November. 

Penelope Cutler
FCP
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SSaannddaaiigg::  JJuunnee  22001166

The six of us who spent a week 
at Barnhill on the isle of Jura last 
year wondered how we would 
follow that unique and 
somewhat bizarre experience. 
Looking for somewhere similarly 
isolated, we chanced upon the 
Knoydart peninsula in the 
Scottish Highlands, deemed to 
be Britain’s last wilderness. Would 
it live up to our expectations?

We arrived at Inverie via ferry as 
foot passengers with a plethora 
of luggage (too much) because 
we had to bring food and drink 
for the week from the mainland. 
As the property we had rented is 
in a remote location, we had the 
use of a Land Rover, which we 
found waiting, unlocked, on the 
quay at Inverie. None of us had 
driven such a vehicle except for 
Sue, though not for some time. 
She had the temerity to get us to 
our destination along the single-
track and often ‘hairy’ tarmac 
lane, then down a very rough 
track to what was to be our 
abode for the week.

Compared to Barnhill, the 
property is luxurious. Knoydart 
is off-grid, but the house benefits 
from hydro-electricity. Windows 
all round afford wonderful views 
of Sandaig Bay with 
its stunning rock 
formations, carpets 
of sea thrift and 
abundance of 
seaweed. We had 
chanced upon a 
very special place.

Unexpectedly, the 
weather was 
fabulous, probably 
because we had 
erred on the side of 
winter in respect of 
the clothing we’d 
packed. We enjoyed 
many walks and 

were amazed to find, in such a 
sparsely populated location, a 
gem of a café run by a Czech 
woman called Veronika. This just 
looked like a little shack – 
chickens outside on the window 
ledge, her two dogs Scapa and 
Flo(w) to greet you outside. 
Lemons hung from the ceiling; 
plump tomatoes and peppers 
colourfully awaiting preparation. 
We visited twice, enjoying a 
special lunch the day before our 
departure. Cameron played his 
bagpipes.

We were permitted the use of a 
boat, which Cameron and Mark 
could not wait to get afloat. With 
Cameron’s rowing expertise, we 

all enjoyed a trip at high tide, 
just around a little island not far 
from the beach. It was idyllic.

As at Barnhill, there were 
eccentricities. Among other 
things, Cameron lost his eye 
drops, Janni her tongue-cleaner, 
Kay an item of lingerie. Most 
items resurfaced, usually in 
unexpected places, though Kay 
never did find her …

An unfortunate accident was the 
only thing that marred our trip. 
Kay fell down a cattle grid at 
Inverie, had to be collected from 
the house by coast guards (think 
she rather liked that bit) and 
spent two nights in hospital at 

Fort William. 
Luckily, she hadn’t 
broken any bones, 
just suffered a bad 
sprain. The 
remaining five of 
us missed her story-
telling and 
anecdotes.

Following our 
return home, 
poems quickly 
started to flow. 
How then can we 
possibly follow this 
escapade? 
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EExxttrraacctt  ffrroomm  JJaannee’’ss  
DDiiaarryy

Sandaig: June 2016

I have had on several occasions, 
and so has Cameron, the strange 
sensation that someone is  
missing from our group. Around 
the dining table and in the sitting 
room, I have counted our 
number to see if we are all 
present. Am I elsewhere, looking 
in on the group, including 
myself? Have I transcended? If 
not, who is the missing party?

Cuckooing has occurred but 
hasn’t been persistent like it was 
on Jura. Sweet prevalence of 
skylarks. Seen oyster-catchers, a 

buzzard. One night a pale and 
ghostly deer loomed outside the 
bay window. Made me think of 
Elizabeth Bishop’s ‘Moose’. The 
property we are staying in is 
called ‘Torr na h’Innse’.

Tide right out, walk across 
beach. All dry, including around 
little island. Rippled sand, 
scattering of bladderwrack with 
dark green purses. Four others 
paddle, three pairs of boots in a 
line on the sand. I don’t 
participate. Explore rock 
formations and pools. Mussels 
abound, huge and barnacled.

Cameron and Mark set up little 
rowing boat – move it to jetty in 
readiness for incoming tide. I sit 

in the boat, waiting for the 
advancing water, which is now 
gaining momentum. Watch gulls 
scudding, water green on one 
side of the bay, blue on the other. 
Rich carpets of sea thrift, 
interspersed with stone, sand, 
shells.

I wait in the green boat for it to 
bob. We are running out of grog. 
We women have washed our 
garments. Now Mark is having a 
go. I feel removed from 
responsibility, but undoubtedly 
it is in pursuit.

The water advances rapidly; it is 
like fire and crackles with a great 
roar in the background.

Jane Henderson

Beauty Unfolds On A Walk To The Shore
(Sandaig Bay, Knoydart)

The tide recedes, the seals have left.
Nutkin lies stranded for now.

Rocks of mica schist – the Moines -
wink their silver in the sun's radiance.

A miniature cliff zigzagged with quartz
catches the beachcomber's eye.

Crabs parade their symmetries
in muted shades of green and orange.

Drifts of amphibious thrift
bob their pink spheres in the midsummer breeze.

Worm hills erupt
and the sand ripples down to the shore

where life in the cooling shallows
captivates.

Janni Ellmoos
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SSeelleecctteedd  PPooeemmss

How skin to skin we pressed, so tight, so close

How skin to skin we pressed, so tight, so close,
the pull magnetic; smooth tongue-and-groove, tied
bodies with words unspoken, words once scribed
in fonts of flesh denied, as each welt shows,
until at last no restraint could enclose –
and loosed, the dogs of love let cry –
what unencumbered hands could not deny,
our chance to bring this half life to a close.

Now like the perfect sum we equal one,
as two that were two, combine each to each.
This sum in parts is lesser than its soul:
love’s lesson, if anything it can teach,
life’s only maths when all is said and done –
and done, it’s said, we play the dice that roll.

Derek Adams

Ellie’s seven minutes with the G.P.

This hapless child of twenty-one
Now has four babes in a tiny flat.
Damp, she says, and the mould’s begun
To spoil the bed of their feral cat;
And her partner’s taken to sullen withdrawal
Which festers and simmers to a violent expression
In her purple bruises and painful crawl
To a respectable refuge they call depression.

Her oldest’s autistic and will not talk;
The twins’ ADHD talks too much:
Propels them to run before they can walk;
And a prem caesarean has added to her clutch.
This latest maternal and foetal distress 
Could easily have caused Ellie and her baby to die.
“I know,” she said, “that my life’s a mess,”
“But I love babies,” she smiled, “so that’s why.”

Raymond Hume

Julian of Norwich’s  Hazelnut  Map.

The map they gave her
was of a flat, four-cornered world.
Julian’s hazelnut in my mind’s hand
gives different directions.
Swirls of brown, its papery casing
wrapped up in time,
inside, its central writing. Grow.
If she had dropped it
into that Norfolk soil,
years of seeding and rooting,
blossom, leaves and branches
would have given shelter
to generation after generation of sparrows.
Hazelnut, small enough
to hold all possibilities.

Pat Jourdan

(In her day, the world was thought to be flat)

Self-Portrait

Centred in the glass at the hairdressers,
observing and not much caring for my
own reflection, I wonder how many
times I must have done this over the years –
looked at myself stilled in that chair, while an
unfamiliar body orbits me
as if we were two planets; I just tilt
my head through its axis as requested.
I have a book of poetry to read
so I can avoid the celebrity
drivel that is prevalent in this place.
I turn to ‘Anything Is Beautiful
If You Say It Is’ by Rodney Pybus
just as she shows me the back of my head.

Jane Henderson

The editor thanks Pauline Stainer and James Knox Whittet for selecting the following poems.
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In Emily Dickinson’s Garden

A butterfly, a white butterfly lands on my arm
And I think – ha ha – it's her, it's Emily.
But, no.
Then, out from the tall shadows a smaller shadow
Runs before us.  Beneath the white oak is where she lives, hides.
But today, she does not hide.
In the heat of the day that blusters and whinnies , 
This is the Emily that likes to laugh and dance and sing.
The birds know her.  The garden knows her.
This Emily is a cheeky racoon.  A stripey racoon.
The flowers in the garden are all in bloom – captured and captivating.
There are roses and foxgloves, and sweet William and lilies – 
And teazels – and – oh look she says – look at the bandit flowers and 
The will o' the wisps and the robber Chinese lanterns.  
You may swing from them. 
Look at their nightingale petals and coronet hearts and 
The silent crescendo of the grass.  Oh look.
And Emily shows us each of them in turn .
As racoons go, she is pleasant company.
I must confess, I say, I took you for the butterfly.
In Emily Dickinson’s Garden (cont.)

Oh no, she says, far too pale – and too far-fetched.
Although she stands with fourteen of them like a crown 
Around her head.
In the shade of her brothers white oak , we rest a while 
And she shows me a piano playing mermaid – one that
She called down earlier.  
And Carlo?? – he is with of course.
A huge bouncingness of goodness and trust and large paws.
My mistress is a racoon, he barks – and only we know why.
And he runs rings around the sun and settles at her feet.
And all, in all, with all – the dark world within my eye
Becomes possible again. And light as birds of hope.
I am only here briefly . (We are all, just so)
And at the far end of the garden I catch her morning eye 
And smile.  And she knows I must go.
But yet, we sit awhile amidst the honeycomb of air.
Quiet as bees and impossible as mermaids. Our sea spun hands
And the honey of our song is all around.  
And she wraps her stripey tail around my arm.
For truth is company.
And the darkness of the world recedes.
And I am whole.  And I am glad.
The flowers stamp and wave and cheer.
And Emily is glad at heart.
As I myself, take strength from her, am glad.

Helen Burke



22

Chagall’s Women

Why do they float, where they float?
And are they in fact …. floating?
Maybe the sky is more solid than it looks and they are 
Simply leaning on the clouds, as I do a chair .
They wear strange pastel gowns and think blancmange
Thoughts and are like unruly kites in an invisible wind.
I want to be one – one of Chagall’s women.
I want to see over the rooftops, and over
The city and over the green fields to what lies beyond.
Their heads are turned one way and their feet turned
Another – they speak of the marzipan moon and how tricky
It is to walk the dog, from up here.
The floating men lie above or beside them – or they both
Become flowers in the giraffe necks of vases.
Is it symbolic – this freefall into the world?
Or are they real women he just couldn’t pin down.
Where does their floating end?  maybe it has no end 
As the wedding dress of the sheep in the field can testify.
Is it like being no-one but someone, at the same time and 
With absolutely no need of your body to get around?
They fill me with questions and a couple of answers.
If I was one of them – I think I would feel paint washing all
Over me – even my little red boots and behind me
There would be a strange purple sun that never sets.
And floating would be what I did best.
I sneak into the picture of the lovers in the lilac tree.
Yes – that’s me.  Floating.

Helen Burke

Tenderness

The salvage men, the salvage,
with the dun brown cart
stinking on summer afternoons,
bluebottles weaving
and always the low, heavy stink clinging.
The men’s sacking aprons
grated across my cheek,
their rough tenderness
as they lifted me up
to feed the horses
with stale crusts,
flattening my fingers as the teeth descended,
irrevocable.

Giants of men 
from somewhere in the tenements
and the clumping horses,
their wildness broken in the city
and the child,
lifted between them
like a promise.

Pat Jourdan

Arsenic and Old Lace

There are plenty of poisons
ready to hand. Innocuous,
they grow in my garden
just waiting, 
innocent of shame:

digitalis, foxglove
by its common name,
belladonna, black hearted berries
to drive you mad 
or lily of the valley
so sweetly scented white.

I could scrape off
the bark of laburnum,
collect its seedpods,
dig up death cap fungus
by the old oak tree.

Plenty of scope to rustle up treats
for those who blacken my name.

Sue Wallace-Shaddad
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Sheep Years

Over three hundred sheep
the colour of dried peas
let loose after the dipping
a pale wooly foam
pouring, tumbling
they congeal the bright meadow 

begin to flow, first erratically
over the rise, along a dusty track
and I’m counting, nights
months
years
as the sheep run
and run
and I stand and I watch
thinking
there they go.

Susan Mobbs

44tthh  FFeessttiivvaall  ooff  SSuuffffoollkk  
PPooeettrryy

Saturday 27th May 2017

John Peel Centre, Stowmarket, 
IP14 1ET

Another splendid day of poetry 
is lined up for our fourth 
festival.

There will be the usual 
workshops in the morning, 
Poetry Cafés in the afternoon, 
followed by Open Mic, and 
invited guests in the evening.

The two main invited guests 

are Nancy Mattson and 
Gregory Warren Wilson.

Nancy Mattson moved from the 
Canadian prairies to London in 
1990. Her third full-length 
collection, Finns and Amazons 
(Arrowhead 2012), begins with 
poems about early 20th century 
Russian women artists but 
moves to a search for her 
Finnish great-aunt who 
disappeared in Stalinist Russia. 
Nancy’s previous collections are 
Writing with Mercury (Flambard 
2006) and Maria Breaks Her 
Silence (Coteau 1989; shortlisted 
for the Gerald Lampert Award). 
She co-organises Poetry in the 
Crypt in Islington, north 
London. 

Gregory Warren Wilson studied 
violin and composition at the 
Royal College of Music. 

He has published five 
collections of poetry. winning 
the Staple First Edition Award 
for his first, Preserving Lemons 
(1996), and receiving an Arts 
Council Award for his fourth, 
The Mercury Fountain 
(Enitharmon Press, 2008). He  
has tutored for the Arvon 

Foundation and the Poetry 
School, and has run courses on 
art and poetry at the National 
Gallery and Tate Britain.

Gregory has been commissioned 
to write sequences of poems for 
performance with Saint-Saëns' 
Carnival of the Animals, Walton's 
Façade, Vivaldi's Four Seasons, 
and J. S. Bach's Goldberg 
Variations. His libretto, Through 
the Mirror, for four vocal soloists 
and chamber ensemble, based 
on his own reworking of Aesop's 
Fables, has been broadcast and 
performed in Denmark and 
Sweden.
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Early Spring Workshop

Sunday 12th March AGM

Open Mic (hopefully at the University of Suffolk)

Saturday 27th May Festival of Suffolk Poetry at 
the John Peel Centre, Stowmarket, IP14 1ET.

Saturday July 15th John Clare Festival, Helpston.  
Festival poet is Suffolk poet Robert Bloomfield.

Summer Garden Party with poetry and music

Themed events at Walpole Old Chapel

Tea at The Priory annual lecture

Thursday 12th October National Poetry Day – 
readings on Aldeburgh Beach

Crabbe Memorial Poetry Competition (Closing 
Date June 15th) and Awards Lunch (October 8th)

See the brochure/website/newsletters for details.
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Deadline for next issue: 30th April 2017

IImmppoorrttaanntt  NNoottiiccee  TToo  CCoonnttrriibbuuttoorrss

The deadline for all items other than poems for the next issue at the latest is 
30th April 2017. The preferred format is an attachment to an email to editor@suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk 
but you may send them by post to : The Editor, 64 Broom Street, Great Cornard, Sudbury, Suffolk, CO10 0JT.

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

ARTICLES

All articles to do with poetry in the county are welcome and we would especially encourage news from the 
cafés and other groups.

POEMS

The deadline for poems will be 31st March 2017. This will enable them to be circulated them to our referees 
and receive their recommendations. If you are sending poems please put your name, address and prefer-
ably e-mail address on each page. Submissions not conforming to this requirement will not be considered.

IMAGES

Images, drawings or photographs are welcome. Please send them in as high a resolution as possible to 
webmaster@suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk.

Editor
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