
It is now over a year since I 
became Chair of Suffolk Poetry 
Society. I am constantly amazed 
and delighted by the wealth of 
poetical life in my home county. 
The poetry cafés scattered 
through the landscape provide 
a nurturing space for keen and 
budding poets to share their 
work. I have visited 
Halesworth, Bury, Sudbury, 
Ipswich and Felixstowe cafés in 
the last twelve months and 
found poetical riches and 
friendship in all of them. 

Poetry festivals are also 
important in raising the profile 
of poetry in Suffolk. Our own 
4th Festival of Suffolk Poetry on 
May 27th 2017 at the John Peel 
Centre in Stowmarket provides 
the chance to hone your poetry 
in one of the morning 
workshops, as well as a 
potential performance space for 
poetry café members, or indeed 
access to an audience via the 
open mic session. There is also 
the opportunity to listen to fine 

poetry by established poets, in 
the company of a friendly 
community of creative writers, 
poets and poetry lovers of all 
ages.  Don’t miss this chance to 
exchange poetry and ideas in a 
friendly, vibrant atmosphere – 
look on our website and get 
your tickets now.

This year, our judge for the 
Crabbe Memorial Poetry 
Competition is Esther Morgan 
and we have a special new 
prize of £100 for the best 18-25 
year old entrant, in addition to 
the established prizes. Instead 
of sending in your entries at the 
last possible minute (I am the 
worst culprit for this) why not 
beat the deadline of June 15th 
and start thinking about your 
entry now?

Suffolk Poetry Society’s diverse 
events in different parts of the 
county cater for broad tastes 
and can embrace music, history, 
art and other forms of culture, 
often in collaboration with 
other organizations. But we do 
need your support. Please 
check our programme and 
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website calendar of events, spread 
the word and bring your friends 
along. 

If you have ideas for new events, 
contact anyone on the committee 
and we will be happy to work with 
you to see what we can do. The 
Society belongs to its members, and 
you are its most important assets. 

Florence Cox
Chair

PPrrooffiillee::  FFrraann  RReeaaddeerr

With Cameron Hawke Smith 
laying aside his blue pencil as 
editor of Twelve Rivers, Fran 
Reader has stepped forward to 
take over the reins from the issue 
following this one. This issue is 
being edited jointly by the 
committee of SPS.

We look forward to see what 
Fran has to offer as editor, and 
particularly welcome her as our 
first female editor.

Fran Reader has been writing 
poetry since the age of eight 
and has lived in Suffolk for 
twenty-seven years. Since 
retiring from a career in 
gynaecology seven years ago 
she has reinvented herself 
through her love of poetry, 
firstly by completing a part-
time BA in English Literature 
with the Open University, 
and secondly by becoming 
involved in the poetry cafes 
in Woodbridge and Ipswich. 
She has also enjoyed various 
locally held workshops and 
the Festival of Suffolk Poetry. 
Fran is currently undertaking 
an Open University MA in 
creative writing with a focus 
on poetry. 

There is another side to 
Fran’s life post-retirement as 
she lives part of the year in a 
small village in Umbria 
surrounded by a wealth of 
Italian beauty in the form of 
food, wine, culture and 
countryside – albeit with the 
occasional earthquake. 

Fran also has past experience 
in editing a journal; she was 
editor of the quarterly British 
Journal of Family Planning and 
Reproductive Health Care 
(quite a mouthful that) for 
five years. Fran recognises 
that becoming editor of 
Twelve Rivers will be 
something completely 
different but she hopes to 
marry past skills and 
experience to the task and 
would welcome ideas to 
bring about a successful 
continuation of Twelve Rivers. 

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

KKaatthhaarriinnaa  LLuutthheerr

When a runaway nun marries the 
rebellious former monk Martin 
Luther there is mixed reaction. 
Some are delighted, others are 
appalled: They have broken their 
vows. Any fruit from such a union 
must surely be an Antichrist! 
Following a near miscarriage, 

Katharina is confined to her bed 
while awaiting the birth of their first 
child; she uses this quiet time to set 
down her own story.

A novel from Anne Boileau

Clink Street Publishing 2016
Price: £8.99
978-1-911110-61-3 paperback 
978-1-911110-62-0 ebook

Florence Cox addressing the AGM



3

EElliizzaabbeetthh  CCooookk  IInn  
CCoonnvveerrssaattiioonn  wwiitthh  

MMiikkee  BBaannnniisstteerr

Elizabeth Cook is a poet and fiction 
writer curious as to how the past 
can be met, by means of language 
and shared physiology. Her fiction 
Achilles (Methuen UK and Picador 
USA 2001) has had a performance 
life and all her work is written to be 
voiced. The title poem of her first 
collection, Bowl (Worple, 2006) was 
a Poem on the Underground. 
Elizabeth was writer-in-residence at 
St Edmundsbury Cathedral in 2012-
13 and her long poem, Edmund in 
Edmundsbury, about the life of St 
Edmund and the current life of the 
cathedral, was hand-printed by the 
Jericho Press with orginal wood-cuts 
by Andy English. It was published 
in 2016. The Suffolk based Garlic 
Press will publish a pamphlet of new 
work by her in June this year.

Mid-March in the ploughlands of 
the upper Blythe, and the lane-
ditches are brimful with 
primrose flowers. I meet 
Elizabeth in the parlour of her 
partner David's 16th century 
oak-framed farmhouse. There is 
a log fire, a long table bestrewn 
with papers, writers’ things, a 
small tape recorder and a 
welcome tray of hot coffee and 

biscuits. By way of introductions, 
we briefly sketch out our lives, 
the near intersections in East 
London and the North, shared 
tastes in poetry and literature. 
Such fortuitous parallels and 
coincidences warm us. I feel our 
meeting promises wonders.

MB:  Elizabeth, why do you 
write poetry ? 

EC:  It's a way of meeting 
experience. I don't think I write 
poetry so much as poems. The 
need to write a particular poem 
is often felt as a physical 
experience, in response to 
something in the outer world, or 
 inner world or maybe a mixture 
of the two. There’s a sort of 
‘humming’ with some kind of 
charge. It is almost as if you are 
toddling along and suddenly you 
encounter a sink-hole and 
instead of going forward, you 
‘drop through’. I feel a charge, or 
humming, or whatever it is, that 
needs to be met and explored. 
This might sound negative, but 
the experience is of enlargement.

Sometimes it’s a small thing and 
it’s just a matter of saying “Look 
at the catkins,  aren’t they lovely.” 
 At other times it is quite 
complicated and may take 
literally years to unpack.  Small 
or large, it’s a feeling of 
something with a charge that 
asks to be met in language. 
Language is of course one of the 
ways we meet each other, and 
language itself can be what has 
that charge.

MB:  In finding a language, do 
you address yourself, or others ?

EC:  Primarily myself, I think, 
but the fact that I’m using 
language means it is to be shared 
and is potentially available to 
others.  When writing I’m not, at 
that moment, thinking about 
other people, but I am aware of 
language and its availability.  It 
may not even make sense at this 
point.  Will the charge I'm 
writing from be in the poem?  I 
think that is the key question. 

 One can sometimes read a poem 
written by someone else and not 
understand it exactly, but 
nevertheless experience its 
presence and trust it, even if we 
cannot immediately unpack the 
feeling into clear understanding. 
The body can intuit and trust a 
coherence before the mind gets 
there. That's why it's possible to 
understand something of a 
poem, even in an unknown 
language.

When writing we seek 
something satisfying.  I always 
have the feeling when I’m 
writing a poem, that until it's 
finished it is restless; it fidgets. It 
won’t let me go until it I get 
something that feels actually 
right, and then, with luck, it will 
hum rather than fidget.

MB:  To get back to the question 
‘why’ you mentioned seeing 
catkins. Is nature, in a 
Wordsworthian sense, a major 
inspiration?

EC:  Yes, but anything can be. I 
don’t go about my life looking 
for poems at all. I can’t solicit a 
poem and I don’t even want to. 
Occasionally a poem presents 
itself, ‘knocks on the door’ in a 
very palpable way. Nearly 
always it’s not quite clear what 
it’s about. “Hear me now” it 
seems to say.

MB:  But the question of why are 
you doing it.  Is it to resolve 
 that inner agitation?

EC:  I think it is. It’s an 
experience of being more fully 
alive, romantic though that 
sounds. Even poems which are 
painful to write and painful to 
experience, involve a kind of 
relishing of life.  Raymond 
Carver, I think it was, said “Every 
poem is a love poem” and I 
absolutely agree with him there. 
 Every single poem is an act of 
love; because you can be 
bothered to do that, you can be 
bothered to slow down and 
attend. And it gives me joy. It 
sounds ridiculous, but I think 
you’ll understand. Almost 
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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.

nothing makes me as happy as 
writing a poem.  When a poem 
has arrived, and I feel relatively 
satisfied with it, it is a source of 
real gladness. It is really hard to 
understand why that should be, 
but it feels like something has 
been resolved and cleared. There 
is a clearing sensation, as when 
water is dropped onto an area 
painted in water-colour. The 
paint is lifted and clears. There is 
a feeling of physical relief.

MB:  How did your interest in 
poetry begin ?

EC:  I had some good teachers, 
and I’m very grateful to them, at 
school, and later at university 
where among my tutors was 
Wordsworth's great nephew, 
who taught me to attend to a 
poet's revisions and choices. I 
remember learning poems and 
songs at my kindergarten where 
I discovered Walter de la Mare's 
Tartary which I loved. At my 
primary school, for homework 
every weekend we had to find a 
poem, write it out in our best 
handwriting, illustrate it on the 
facing page and then learn it by 
heart. I loved that homework. I 
think it gave me the basis of 
what I think of as my ‘larder’. 

I had a few lovely teachers at 
secondary school. To have a 
teacher who believes in you is a 
really fortunate thing. One 
particular teacher — Miss 
Margaret Beese — had higher 
expectations of me than I 
deserved and encouraged me to 
read and think about things 
which were beyond my reach at 

first.  She invited me to write 
about Coleridge and the 
Imagination. That was an 
important experience.

My mother read widely, and 
took an interest. She introduced 
me to the novels of Elizabeth 
Taylor, I introduced her to the 
poetry of Hopkins and Marvell. 
She loved Keats, which was a 
link between us in later life. 
When I edited John Keats for 
O.U.P in 1990, I dedicated the 
work to her.

MB:  After school and before 
university, how did your interest 
in poetry progress ? 

EC:  I look back with pleasure on 
the times when I didn’t know too 
much - not that I know 'too 
much' now! I fished books from 
library shelves, and explored 
second-hand bookshops with no 
knowledge of whether a book 
was meant to be "good" or not. I 
read Ezra Pound and T.S. Eliot 
because they were named by Bob 
Dylan in 'Desolation Row'.  I 
discovered Louis MacNiece and 
then The Penguin Modern Poets 
series;  then, through , the Peguin 
Modern European Poets series, 
Salvatore Quasimodo. I just came 
across the brown paperback of 
his work and was drawn to it, 
not even knowing at the time 
 that he was Sicilian. He was an 
important find. 

I had a rural childhood in Dorset, 
quite solitary, because my sister 
and brother were much older. 
The solitude fostered walking 
and reading. The balance 
between stimulation and 

spaciousness is a really delicate 
one and a difficult one to find.  I 
work best in solitude but not in 
isolation. I don’t think anyone 
can write a poem by willing it, 
and in a workshop, you do your 
best, but the situation is artificial. 
At best you're pushed to think in 
new ways. I like to sit in the 
corner of a café, where the 
people around are not interested 
in me and I don’t have to 
respond to them but they are a 
bit interesting. Nothing’s 
happening and I can gaze 
around. That’s quite a good 
situation for me.

I actually came out as a poet in 
the early nineties, after I’d 
stopped teaching  at Leeds. I 
applied for a place in a series of 
workshops at the South Bank, led 
by Matthew Sweeney and the 
Australian story-writer, Robert 
Drewe. By then I’d written a few 
poems and had a couple of short 
stories published. Applicants 
were invited to submit poems or 
stories. Since I’d never had a 
poem published I thought I 
would see if I could ‘pass 
muster’ and get in on the 
strength of my poems. It was 
very helpful, less in terms of the 
provocations to write than 
through the working atmosphere 
in the company of other poets. I 
felt after this that I might 
possibly take myself as a poet 
more seriously.   

MB:  Which poets do you read 
the most ?

EC:  Ah, The Larder !  Mine 
begins with George Herbert and 
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Thomas Hardy in particular, 
both endlessly inventive poets. 
Isaac Rosenberg is important, 
and Thomas Wyatt, John Keats, 
Wordsworth, Coleridge (‘Frost at 
Midnight’ being one of my all-
time favourite  poems) Then 
come John Clare, Gerard Manley 
Hopkins, Elizabeth Bishop, 
Andrew Marvell and Ben Jonson. 
They never disappoint.   

Among contemporary poets: 
Penelope Shuttle I enjoy very 
much. Kathleen Jamie, Eavan 
Boland, John Burnside, Philip 
Gross. These are names that 
come to mind today.  Geoffrey 
Hill, with whom I worked in 
Leeds. Les Murray is important 
to me. Among American poets 
Louise Glück I like very much, 
and Jane Hirshfield,

MB:  Is it important for a poem 
to be read aloud ?

EC:  Yes. In the course of writing 
a poem I always voice it. A poem 
has to be read aloud.  It is a 
physical event.  Also I find, when 
I’ve written a poem and it is 
almost settled, it is useful to 
speak it aloud to another person. 
Then I can listen to the listening 
and this helps me to hear the 
poem anew and sense where it 
fails.. 

MB:  Would you consider reading 
to me now ? 

EC:  Yes, of course.

From the 2006 collection Bowl We 
select “BIRD” which was 
suggested by the author’s first 
encounter with the Russian 
language and the Cyrillic script. 
It is a cryptic poem, analytical, 
and rich in metaphor.

Of one thing we can be sure: 
that BIRD
is at the heart of this language... 
  

Following this, Elizabeth. reads from 
her novel Achilles (Methuen 2002) 
a most elegant prose poem in itself, - 
how Thetis, mother of Achilles 
brings the Urn of Hephaestus to her 

son’s cremation “when nothing she 
can do will bring him back”.

I listen to the voice of a poet. The 
sound is both measured and 
purposeful. There is a coolness of 
intonation that lends gentle 
authority, neither didactic nor 
imperious, not over-bearing, instead 
somehow encompassing. I sense a 
universality of thought. Layers of 
emotion and meaning surface.  The 
poet’s own word is resonant and 
alive, and the listener, not a little 
entranced. 

MB:  What helps or hinders you 
in the writing of a poem ?

EC:  What helps is a receptivity 
towards what life brings, a state 
of  ‘relaxed awareness’ and just 
the right amount of stimulation, 
not too much.  Occasionally I feel 
the need to go away somewhere, 
to be on my own to write. I look 
for places that will be interesting, 
but not too interesting. Recently I 
spent time on the Isle of Bute. 
 That was just brilliant, I had 
lovely walks when I wanted, a 
nice outlook over the ever 
-changing sea. It was a calm 
place, not plucking at me all the 
time to do this or do that.  

Reading can be helpful, not in a 
deliberate way to stimulate 
directly, but obliquely. Factual 
books can be satisfying; old 
Pelican titles, like The Life of The 
Robin or  The History of the 
English Chair can be rather good. 
 There is something helpful and 
reassuring about the plain 
language of informative books 
that I really enjoy. Walking is 
good - being able to move 
between listening to the words 
going on inside and noticing 
what is around.

And the hindrances?  Anxiety, 
certainly; being over-busy. Fear; 
lack of mental space. 
Preoccupation isn’t helpful. 
Deliberateness can work for me 
when writing prose, but with 
poetry, it does not work. Some 
writers refer to ‘stalking’ a poem 
indirectly, not wanting to 

frighten it away. I know this 
feeling.  You mustn't frighten the 
poem away but you mustn't 
ignore it either. Poems can arrive 
at inconvenient times but you 
have to notice them or they may 
go away for ever.

M.B.  Is it possible, briefly to 
chart the development of one of 
your poems ?

EC:  The poem I have chosen is 
Bowl (title poem of my first 
collection). It was one of those 
gifts of a poem that seemed to 
arrive almost whole (I believe 
that such gifts - which are rare in 
my experience - are indirectly 
related to the graft and difficulty 
involved in the making of other 
poems - that graft makes one 
better equipped to receive the 
gift). I was driving westward - 
along the A303 - to where my 
mother was in hospital during 
her last illness. The distress I was 
feeling was quite palpably lifted 
at the point in the journey where 
the Wiltshire landscape opens 
out into a wide and generous 
bowl. I became aware of the way 
in which the sky filled the bowl 
and the bowl bore the sky’s 
weight. That experience enabled 
me to open up internally and to 
bear a bit more of what felt 
unbearable. The landscape felt to 
me patient (and to be patient 
means, ‘to bear’). The words, 
Give me a bowl, wide and shallow 
came to me. I expect the first 
words were unconsciously 
echoing Bring me my bow in 
 Blake’s Jerusalem. The words 
continued to shuttle through my 
mind for the rest of the journey. I 
could sense where the line 
breaks needed to be if the poem 
was to act with a sense of its own 
making, a sense of expansion at 
the end of each line which is 
pulled back into groundedness 
in the next.

When I stopped for a cup of tea I 
wrote down the words that had 
been turning in my mind. Often I 
revise and shed a great deal in a 
poem, but the changes to ‘Bowl’ 
between first and final draft are 
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few. I experimented with a third 
line that went ‘to light as a land 
that is open’, then with omitting 
the ‘a’ (‘as landscape open ..’); I 
tried ‘to all the weight’ for the 
fourth line, but the spondee of 
‘whole weight’ soon arrived and 
felt weightier. The only other 
change between first and final 
draft was the preposition in the 
final line. Initially I wrote ‘lap 
fearless from its low rim’. After a 
while (the poem was still 
fidgetting, refusing to quite 
settle) I changed ‘from’ to ‘at’. It 
felt more welcoming - as if the 

bowl were a table at which all 
could sit and drink.

Give me a bowl, wide
and shallow. Patient
to light as a landscape open
to the whole weight 
of a deepening sky. 

Give me a bowl which turns
for ever on a curve
so gentle a child
could bear it and beasts
lap fearless at its low rim.

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. 

AAGGMM  RReeppoorrtt

We convened again at St John’s 
Church  Hall in Woodbridge for 
our sixty-fifth AGM (and second 
as a registered charity). The 
chairman Florence Cox gave her 
thoughts on her first year as 
chairman and there was a chance 
to ask questions about the annual 
report and accounts.  There was 
a useful discussion of the paper 
which had been circulated to 
members about the role of 
patrons. Members decided that 
the trustees should appoint up to 
three patrons for a term of three 
years each. Members also 
decided that the trustees should 
go ahead with engaging patrons 
without waiting for the next 

AGM. A number of useful 
suggestions of possible patrons 

were made. If any 
members who 
could not attend 
the AGM wish to 
put forward 
names of possible 
patrons, they 
should get in 
touch with the 
Secretary as soon 
as possible.

 

A key part of the agenda of any 
AGM is the voting in of the new 
committee of trustees. Last year’s 
chairman, treasurer and secretary 
(officers of the charity) were all 
voted in again. Two new general 
trustees were voted in as well as 
previous trustees , making seven 
trustees in total. The trustees and 
their roles March 2017 – March 
2018 are:

• Florence Cox: Chairman

• Colin Whyles: Treasurer

• Sue Wallace-Shaddad: 
Secretary

• Elizabeth Soule: Vice Chair, 
Crabbe Secretary, Stanza 
representative

• Diane Jackman Membership 
Secretary

• Fran Reader: Editor Twelve 
Rivers (from the autumn 
2017) and Crabbe 
competition anthology

• Derek Adams: Publicity

James Knox-Whittet was also 
ratified by the AGM  to continue 
as President. The trustees also 
advised members that they 
would continue to have the 
excellent support of Pat Jourdan 
(Portfolio Group), Caroline Gill 
and Alex Toms (social media), 
Colin Whyles (web).

 A good cup of tea and some cake 
renewed our energy before 
readings of poetry on the theme 
of What lies beneath which 
stimulated a rich variety of 
poems. The trustees are  very 
grateful to all those who helped 
on the day.

Sue Wallace-Shaddad
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TThhee  PPooeett  TTrreeee

Last summer, Waveney & 
Blyth Arts organised the third 
Sculpture Trail, in the lush 
water-meadows surrounding 
the Waveney River Centre at 
Earsham, near Bungay. Beth 
Soule came up with the 
inspired idea of a workshop 
composing Haiku, written in 
indelible ink on leaf-shaped 
pieces of fabric, to create a 
 Poet Tree, as an added 
attraction for the Trail.

Melinda Appleby co-
ordinated the day’s events 
which commenced with a 
morning walk around the 
lake, where members of the 
SPS, Kaaren Whitney, 
Elizabeth Bracken, Beth Soule 
and I, read poems inspired by 
the varied sculptures on 
display. Following a lunch 
break, Beth introduced us to 
the Haiku form, which is not 
easy to perfect, demanding 
something pithy, poetic, and 
memorable, from just three 
lines of  5, 7, and 5 syllables. 
 But after a bit of  howling and 
head-banging, we all had 
something to show, even if not 
strictly haiku, and carefully 
copied our poems onto the 
fabric leaves which Beth had 
made earlier.

Returning to the Sculpture 
Trail, we assembled at the 
chosen site, a grove of  beech 
trees by the edge of the lake. 
The dim green leafy interior 
suggested a shrine for a pagan 
god, where we too were now 
engaged in a gift-offering, 
creating a sense of kinship 
with our Celtic ancestors. The 
poems — 36  in total — were 
knotted onto the lower 
branches, easy for visitors to 
read, and began fluttering 
playfully among the shiny 
beech leaves around them.

The poems were subsequently 
published in a pamphlet sent 
to all SPS members. On a cold 
drizzly day this January, I 
returned to see how the leaves 
had fared during the winter. 
The beech grove was no 
longer a mysterious green 
temple, just a wind-wracked 
skeleton of trunks and 
boughs,  Bare ruined choirs 
where late the sweet birds sang. 
Some of the poetry-leaves 
were now tattered by the 
elements. Some were tangled 
together, the string wearing 
thin. Some had lost their 
verses, erased by frost and 
rain. And some had 
disappeared, blown far away, 
or scattered among the faded 

autumn leaves in the grass.

The Waveney River Centre 
has now closed, and sadly, the 
Sculpture Trail can no longer 
take place there, this year 
moving to Raveningham. All 
that remains of the blithe 
summer events are our 
raggedy leaves, and they too 
may soon vanish:

floating free
along the Waveney,
to end, maybe,
song-sheets for mermaids in 
the open sea.



Chris Ottaway Reeve
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Sandlines writing group at West Stow. Photo © Lois Willliams

AArrttss  aanndd  EEaattss  BBuurrnnss  
LLuunncchh

with Waveney and Blyth Arts

East Anglia was treated to a 
small taste of Scotland on 
January 25th this year, courtesy 
of a number of events to 
commemorate the birthday of 
Robert Burns. One such 
celebration took place at the 
Boarding House Dining Rooms 
in Halesworth when Waveney 
and Blyth Arts held one of their 
Arts and Eats events, supported 
by Suffolk Poetry Society. 

Members of both societies 
gathered for lunch and Anna 
McCrae proclaimed the 
traditional Address to a Haggis: 

Fair fa' your honest, sonsie face,
Great Chieftain o' the Puddin-
race! …

Sadly we did not have a live 
piper but in this electronic age an 
acceptable substitute 
materialized to accompany the 
ode and Anna’s fearsome 
wielding of the ‘blade’.

Before beginning our meal, we of 
course said the Selkirk Grace:

Some hae meat and cannot eat.

Some cannot eat 
that want it:

But we hae meat 
and we can eat,

Sae let the Lord be 
thankit.

Our delicious main 
course of Haggis, 
Neeps and Tatties 
(including, 
thankfully for me, a 
vegetarian version) 
was followed by a 
stunning modern 
take on the Scottish Quaking 
Pudding made from oats, eggs, 
honey, apple and cream. I was 
very impressed by my first taste 
of the cooking at the Boarding 
House and would happily go 
back for more.

The highlight of the afternoon, 
however, was a lecture on the life 
and work of Robert Burns by our 
own president, James Knox 
Whittet, and both readings of his 
own and of Burns’ poetry and 
acapella performances, by Anna 
and Carol Bleiker, of Burns’ 
poems set to music. SPS 
members have been lucky 
enough to share James’s lecture 
as the text featured in his Chapter 
and Verse shortly after the lunch 
took place. The evocative 

performances provided a perfect 
climax to a special lunch date 
with a partner organisation.

It was good to meet and chat to 
members of Waveney and Blyth 
Arts, some of whom we will be 
working with again this summer 
in their programme of walks and 
workshops to celebrate the 
landscape, wild life and culture 
of the Waveney and Blyth River 
Valleys. The contributions of 
James, Anna and Carol were very 
much appreciated by everyone 
there and in particular W&BA 
were grateful that our President 
and his friends provided the Arts 
element to accompany the Eats.

Another successful collaboration.

Beth Soule

TTrraaddeess  OOnn  AA  SSuuffffoollkk  
CCoouunnttrryy  EEssttaattee  bbyy  

GGiilllliiaann  BBeennccee--JJoonneess

Gillian’s collection is a portrait 
gallery, rather after the manner 
of George Crabbe, but without 
his acerbity. Her portraits are 
kind.

Puzzled by the life of Margaret 
who nursed her Mechanic father 
and survived him alone for 
many years, the poet hopes ‘she’s 
happier now’. In fact, Gillian’s 
sincere Christianity is evident in 
several of her portraits, most 
clearly in Priest, where she 
describes a delightfully 
unconventional Rector:

‘He had a donkey service

for Palm Sunday’
And accumulated several 
donkeys’

Of the Horseman, Benhall, she 
remarks:

‘He was like a dewpond, serene
And clear, and to his safety
horses came and drank’.

Gillian has a wonderfully 
retentive memory, quoting 
conversations word for word

The cowman, Rodwell, says of a 
bull:

‘He never shew
No temper, long as there 
weren’t no slams
That bull was gentle as a lamb’

(Apparently the bull was upset 
by slamming doors).

These portraits reveal the whole 
life of the estate. Some of the 
people, like Mary, who came as a 
young wife to help, became part 
of the family. Daughter of 
Gillian’s mother’s housemaid, 
Mary was one of three children 
who had played with her as a 
child. ‘We all relied on her,’ Gillian 
remarks, and when her son 
Nicholas was ill, it was Mary 
who helped to nurse him.

I really enjoyed this collection, 
which brings to life a whole 
gallery of people remembered 
with humour and with love.

Joan Sheridan Smith
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David Gill, Sue Wallace-Shaddad, Antony Johae, Alex Davis, Matt Ennis, 
Kaaren Whitney, Tim Gardiner, Beth Soule, Florence Cox

RReevviieeww::  CCoonnvveerrssaattiioonnss  
wwiitthh  BBiirrddss  bbyy  IIaann  

GGrriiffffiitthhss

In 2016, Ian Griffiths, former 
Chair of Suffolk Poetry Society, 
produced a fine collection of his 
poetry, Conversations with Birds, 
beautifully and evocatively 
illustrated in colour and black 
and white by his wife, Carol 
Lawrence.

No-one expresses better than Ian 
the sensual and emotional 
delight of loving and being 
loved, and this, to my mind, is 
the core of this first and long-
overdue collection. He captures 
both the physical explosiveness 
of loving, as in the poem 
Midsummer, and the powerful 
longing for closeness when 
lovers are separated, as in the 
poem Dearest Love, where he 
contrasts his own environment 
with the imagined environment 
of his love:

What light is it
discovers you 
this wet spring morning
…
how do the pillows smell
beneath your sleeping head

Ian skilfully uses scents, sights 
and sounds to provide a 
landscape for the emotional 
journey in each poem, but whilst 
focusing in detail on the 
surroundings in a given moment, 
as in the poems Hawthorn Bride 

and Together, he still reminds us 
of the wider world and the 
passing of time. In Together, Ian 
observes two swans:

Radiant white specks on ruffled 
grey
ten metres apart
and yet together
for what are metres
after two thousand miles…

In Hawthorn Bride, Ian evokes a 
Shakespearian landscape where 
love is as enduring as the 
perennial joys of spring:

and we will greet another year
as saplings inextricably 
entwined

On such a day evokes the settings 
where intimacy took root and 
flourished:

a sun blazed sky our blanket
the folded corn our bed

and describes in telling detail the 
joy of closeness.

But this collection is also about 
growing up. Ian describes the 
acute vulnerability of youth in 
For the Wings of a Dove, where 
schoolboys:

polished our shoes till our faces 
shone

and suffered a matron whose 
lack of smile is heightened by 
bleak repetition.

With great economy, Ian also 
hints at menace:

We knew about torture
the hand on the knee
the thumb on the thigh
the nicotine breath
the clip round the ear.

In the poem Hide and Seek Ian 
describes the lonely reality of 
what should have been a 
triumph – the finding of a really 
good place to hide:

I learnt then
as I know now
that what we wish of hide and 
seek
is not to vanish
but be found.

The poem Cricket explores the 
nature of the young observer as 
much as the observed:

how I envy you
wonder at those sturdy limbs
that hard exterior

The tenderness of long 
friendship is admirably 
portrayed in the core poem of the 
collection, Conversations with 
Birds. The passing of time is 
illustrated by the birds along the 
way, which become metaphors 
for the evolution from boyhood 
to manhood as the years fly past, 
and illustrate the harsh necessity 
of dealing with loss. Now all the 
birds have flown, another 
important bird poem in the 
collection, details Ian’s 
recollection of significant 
encounters with birds in his life 
and signals the importance of 
memory in keeping those birds 
alive.

Ian’s tender feelings for all living 
things are expressed in lyrical 
cadences designed to be heard as 
well as read. In Jack Hare, Ian 
identifies with the running hare:

Run with delight, run joy
bend light, curve to the dawn 
sky
….
let me be your brother
run by your side

But there is also tragedy in 
nature’s legacy. The poem Two 
Golden Oriels (this should be 
Orioles) tells of a pair of birds 
who always fly upwards from 
their roosts, but after 
inadvertently straying into a 
barn, their programmed 
behaviour dooms them never to 
escape. Ian does not preach, but 
his subtle message is no less 
harrowing.

Apart from one awkward phrase 
in Under the Moon, I found every 
line of this book felicitous in its 
musicality, interesting in its 
content and satisfying as poetry.

Florence Cox
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CCoollllaabboorraattiioonn  wwiitthh  
WWaavveenneeyy  aanndd  BBllyytthh  

AArrttss

Last year we joined with 
Waveney and Blyth Arts to 
support their Celebrate 
programme of walks and 
workshops exploring the creative 
side of the Waveney and Blyth 
River Valleys. This year we are 
continuing our collaboration by 
supporting walks run by W&BA 
members and again running 
some workshops. 

We are providing readers for a 
walk from Redisham Hall to the 
church where there will be 
readings from a collection of 
poetry written by Land Girls 
during the Second World War 
(July 9th). This walk will be led 
by Netta Swallow and by Chris 
Reeve, who is a Suffolk Poetry 
Society member. 

We have also been asked for 
poetry about the Lost Railway of 

Southwold. The walk will be led 
by Anne McClarnon and will go 
from Blythburgh to Southwold (a 
bus will ensure there is transport 
between the walk and cars) and 
will be punctuated by poetry and 
readings (August 1st).

In July Melinda Appleby will be 
running a short walk and writing 
workshop called Unearthed based 
at Thornham Walks (5th July).

I will be providing two poetry 
workshops. One will be at 
Thornham Walks and will be 
based around the theme of 
Labyrinths. It will include 
walking a labyrinth specially 
created for us and the Walks 
(July 19th). The second will be a 
 workshop on the theme of crows. 
The Ferini Gallery in Pakefield 
will be holding an exhibition by 
local artists on the same theme 
and has generously allowed us to 
use the gallery for our event. 

Associated with this, W&BA are 
holding a poetry competition on 

the theme of Crows (more 
information later) and another 
Arts and Eats event will be held 
at the gallery on September 20th 
where shortlisted entrants will be 
 invited to read their poems.

There will be other walks run by 
members of Waveney and Blyth 
Arts on themes such as sketch 
book, photography, 
beachcombing and music, in 
places such as Lowestoft, 
Covehithe, the coast near 
Blythburgh and the Sculpture 
Trail (held this year at 
Raveningham).

Previous collaborations have 
been very successful and we 
hope SPS members will support 
these and other events in the 
Celebrations programme this 
summer. The programme is 
available from the Waveney and 
Blyth Arts website and hard 
copies will be in libraries and 
other venues.

Beth Soule

OOrrnniitthh--oollooggyy::  TThhee  
PPooeettrryy  ooff  BBiirrddss  

edited by Tim Cunningham

poetrywivenhoe in association with 
Mosaic Stanza 2016     £7

Half a million people send 
results annually to the RSPB’s 
Big Garden Birdwatch.  Many of 
us who write poetry have found 
birds flying into one of our 
poems sooner or later.  In making 
birds the theme of their 
collection, poetrywivenhoe with 
Mosaic Stanza have chosen a 
winning formula.

The cover and artwork have 
pulled off that difficult trick of 
illustrating a collection of poems 
while preserving the delicate 
balance between word and 
picture, with each enhancing the 
other here.  My only quibble is a 
slight awkwardness about how 
to pronounce the title.

In his introduction editor Tim 

Cunningham uses the word 
enrich, which captures what 
many of the thirty poems in this 
collection achieve.  It has to be 
the mark of a good poem when 
an image stays with the reader 
afterwards.  Carole Webster’s 
stitching wren in The wren stitches 
through the dark griefs of the ivy 
leaves will be with me next time I 
catch a glimpse of one.  The same 
can be said of Kate Standley’s 
flock of starlings Like iron filings 
linked by some magnetic force or the 
blackthorn with its lip blue sloes in 
Clot by Derek Adams.

At the heart of this collection is 
the relationship between birds 
and humans.  Sandy Goldbeck-
Wood’s Puffin Wreck is an 
unflinching look at the damage 
we may all be responsible for 
inflicting on a much-loved 
species: a certain someone turned 
up the heat/on their bath water. 
Antony Johae in Red List, Judith 
Wolton in Chained and Michael 
Bartholomew-Biggs in Dawn Solo 
also find interesting ways of 

writing about the negative side 
of that relationship.

Birds have always been a symbol 
of freedom for us, and our 
longing for flight is beautifully 
and vividly captured in Karen 
Dennison’s Crow.

Music and song are other 
attributes of birds which weave 
in and out of the anthology, from 
Pam Job’s detailed perception in 
Benjamin Britten Walks Out in 
Spring to Anthony Watts’ 
delightful blackbird/whose little 
music case/contains an orchestra. 

I feel this book has provided a 
platform both for those 
experienced in making fine 
poems and promising newer 
writers, giving the former a 
chance to share their gift and the 
latter an opportunity to grow in 
confidence.  The outcome is one 
which this reader certainly 
enjoyed.

Elizabeth Bracken
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UUNNEESSCCOO  WWoorrlldd  PPooeettrryy  
DDaayy

From Snails and Eels to a 
Northern Netting Station: an 
Overview of the Event

Live the questions now, exhorted 
Rainer Maria Rilke in 1903; and 
that is what we tried to do as 
members of Suffolk Poetry 
Society, students and 
community poets gathered at 
the University of Suffolk to 
mark UNESCO World Poetry 
Day on 21 March 2017. It 
seemed entirely appropriate 
that we should be holding our 
event in the main Waterfront 
Building of the Ipswich 
Campus as it sits beside a large 
Langlands & Bell Question 
Mark sculpture. World Poetry 
Day began in 1999 with a 
number of aims in mind, 
including the desire to support 
linguistic diversity through poetic 
expression. 

We were delighted that Peter 
Ulric Kennedy’s Magnificent 
Seven from Poetrywivenhoe 
were able to join us as guest 

readers for the occasion. Peter 
and his colleagues, Pam Job, 
M.W. Bewick, Alex Toms, Mike 
Harwood, Dave Winfield and 
Nancy Hughes, treated us to a 
stirring and engaging 

presentation of poems in the 
early part of the evening. The 
Open Mic session in the second 
half proved popular, and it was 
particularly good to have so 
many student contributions. 

Our theme, the natural world, 
produced pieces about 
edgelands, coastlines 
(including an arresting 
depiction of the essence of low 
tide from Pam Job) and the 
wildlife that can be found 
along railway tracks. Not 
surprisingly, there were 
seasonal references and a few 
slant-allusions to questions 
posed by climate change and 
the need for conservation.

Other subjects ranged from a 
female eel-catcher (Alex Toms) 
to a view from the train of the 
iconic swans at Manningtree 
(David Gill), where, 
appropriately for a gathering 

of this kind, the tracks cross 
the Stour estuary, linking 
Suffolk and Essex. Snails, 
whales, lichen and the moon 
all made an appearance in the 
evening’s repertoire. 

Copies of Ornith-ology were on 
sale at the book table. This 
topical volume of birds in 
poetry and art, edited by Tim 
Cunningham for 
Poetrywivenhoe and the 
Mosaic poetry stanza, had 
been published in 2016. M.W. 
Bewick, one of the Wivenhoe 
readers, brought copies of his 
three Dunlin Press books, Est: 
Collected Reports from East 
Anglia, The Migrant Waders, 
and his striking poetry 
collection, Scarecrow, which 
had just been launched.   

Huge thanks are due to 
members of the Suffolk Poetry 
Society committee and the 
University of Suffolk for 
organising the event, booking 
the venue, providing 
refreshments, bringing a 
microphone and so much 
more. The poems may have 
been diverse in matters of 
subject, style and form, but the 
varied approaches and 
responses to the overarching 
theme ensured that those of us 
who were present experienced 
a sense of travelling together 
on a journey of discovery. May 
there be many future pathways 
to explore, for as John Muir 
wrote, nature is ever at work. 

Caroline Gill

Fran Reader reading in Open Mic

AA  MMeessssaaggee  ffrroomm  PPeetteerr  aatt  
ppooeettrryywwiivveennhhooee

We were delighted to accept 
the invitation from our Suffolk 
Poetry Society friends to take 
part in the evening’s 
proceedings, and so we sent 

along a Magnificent Seven 
batch of poets. We had a most 
rewarding time – warmly 
received, warmly applauded, 
and fed and watered! It was 
such a successful occasion that 
we hope to reciprocate as soon 

as we can, and to invite SPS to 
return over the border to NE 
Essex and Wivenhoe, for more 
poetry readings.

Peter Ulric Kennedy
poetrywivenhoe
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UUNNEESSCCOO  WWoorrlldd  PPooeettrryy  
DDaayy

A Report on the Student 
Contributions

Three students from the 
University of Suffolk took the 
microphone on the evening. Jayd 
Amber Green spoke to the 
event’s natural themes with 
Dunwich Woods, Harvest and 
Familiar Bird. Matt Annis 
performed To Be Human, an 
exploration of the capacity for 
language in humans and 
animals, as well as Autumnal, a 
piece on the naming of seasons, 

and Ode to Trees, a poetic 
investigation of arboreal 
semiology. Both students showed 
their capacity for speed poetry 
writing as well as slower 
processes as both Dunwich Woods 
and Ode to Trees were written on 
the night.

Amy Wragg, who will be 
familiar to poetry fans for the 
events and festival stages she has 
organized under the heading Get 
On the SoapBox 
(getonthesoapbox.co.uk), returned 
to the stage herself with Natural 
Look, a reflection on cosmetics 
marketing. She also read Adrian 
Mitchell’s Leaflets, a piece that 

drew on his experience of 
teaching poetry. Jayd Green, 
Matt Annis and their classmate 
Allanah Peck have performed at 
Soapbox events, opening for 
poets including Dean Atta, Jess 
Green, and Attila the 
Stockbroker.

All the students are in the second 
year of the BA (Hons) English 
degree course at the university, 
taking a mix of literature and 
linguistics subjects.

Diana ben-Aaron

Diana lectures in English at the 
University of Suffolk

SSPPSS  BBooookkss  hheelldd  aatt  tthhee  
UUnniivveerrssiittyy  ooff  SSuuffffoollkk

Some years ago, under the 
chairmanship of Marguerite 
Wood, it was decided that the 
Society should find a good home 
for the poetry books it had been 
given over the years, as SPS was 
not in a position to store books. 
 The collection is almost entirely 
made up of 20th century 
publications with a good 
representation of the better 
known poets and critical works, 
as well as works by local 
authors.

The books were placed on loan 
with Suffolk College for safe 
keeping. Suffolk College then 
separated off most of its higher 
education provision to help set 
up University Campus Suffolk in 
Ipswich which has now become 
the fully fledged University of 
Suffolk as of 1st August 2016.  In 
2014, the SPS trustees, as part of 
the move to becoming a charity 
and the need to assess the assets 
as a charity, wished to clearly 
document the collection and the 
way in which members could 
access this now.

We are pleased to advise 
members that, following 
discussion and the excellent help 
of Ellen Buck, Head of Learning 
Services at the University, the 
Chairman Florence Cox signed 

an agreement on 6th February 
2017 with the University 
covering the loan of the SPS 
collection to the University 
Library and access for members. 
The list of the books can be seen 
at the University Library website 
http://libguides.uos.ac.uk/Suffolkpoe
trysociety/books. 

The list will also be held on the 
SPS website. A hard copy is 
being included with this edition 
of Twelve Rivers. If the 
University should cease to be an 
active organisation, all SPS books 
will be returned to SPS or be 
redeposited with another 
collection of a cultural or 
educational nature.

In order to access books, 
members will need to complete 
an external borrowers form to 
become an associate member 
(available at 
http://libguides.uos.ac.uk/Ipswich/vi
sitourlibrary) and provide a copy 
of their membership card, which 
will be checked against up-to-
date SPS membership lists. You 
will also need to provide a 
scanned digital image or 
passport size photograph. 
Applications can be made by 
email (scanning your card and 
photograph), by post or in 
person at the Library. You will 
then be given an associate 
membership card which will also 
allow you to borrow the SPS 

books using the library’s self 
service loans system, in line with 
the Library’s borrowing and 
overdue policy. The card also 
functions as an access card to the 
building. Access has to be 
organised this way because of 
the security arrangements for the 
Library in a university building. 

Access to the SPS books is FREE 
to members and the SPS books 
can be borrowed unless they 
have any restrictions on them. 
Members can also access the 
University Library’s wider 
collection by paying a fee, in line 
with the Library Associate 
Membership scheme

The University, like many 
universities, is moving to digital 
collections, so we are lucky that 
they still have space to house our 
collection. It may be that they 
can add one or two more books 
on a case by case basis, but the 
trustees are aware that it will not 
be possible to lodge any large 
quantity of books in the future, 
so the trustees would ask 
members not to donate poetry 
books to the Society.

We hope members will make use 
of the chance to access this rich 
collection of poetry. Make a day 
of it and visit Ipswich Waterfront 
(close to the library)! 

Sue Wallace-Shaddad
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FFlliigghhtt,,  SShheennaanniiggaannss  aanndd  
CCaappttaaiinn  CCooookk

A reading by Patrick Lodge at 
Beccles on the 5th April 2017

Opening his poetry reading with 
the title poem of his second 
collection Shenanigans,  Patrick 
Lodge hit the ground running at 
the Friends Meeting House in 
Beccles in April. Shenanigans, 
from the Irish sionnachuighim, 
means I play the fox and the poem 
was in response to a BBC Leeds 
report in 2014 that a fox was 
nightly stealing men’s shoes and 
dumping them outside a 
woman’s house.  Patrick tells the 
fox’s story in precise language 
and vivid imagery.

Nightly I come to you
With a sermon of shoes:

And the fox’s warning

But don’t be deceived

by any glib-tongued spiel.  Test 
the snout, the brush
the shining pelt of it –

My fox paws are real, make no 
mistake.  The woods
call us: stay wild and free,

put on your dancing shoes, step 
out, trot a tricksy
measure with me

From the Leeds suburb, 
Patrick’s poems range 
across the world and back 
in time to Greece, where a 
rackety bus journey hints at 
a coming child (The Bus to 
Ano Mera) and Berlin where 
the fall of the Wall 
(Mauerfall) coincides with 
the birth of a daughter

You were only a few hours born, 
laid
like proving dough on my chest;

From Palestine where Jesus’ 
healing of Blind Bartimaeus 
made  him unemployed 
(Bartimaeus Sees His Way Clear) to 
Kangaroo Island, South Australia 
(Liebling) where the first task of 
the landing immigrants in 1887 
was to bury Maria Kleeman.

You are the first seed planted 
here; we sing
your inheritance – harvest 
come, liebling.

And memories of boyhood days 
(Sandwiches at the Seaside) when 
so often his mother’s extensive 
picnic preparations meant the 
hour was late and the good 
weather gone by the time they 
are

   figures
embossed in bas-relief, against

the concrete shelter walls
gothic in the mock doric.
Imagine father, mother, me
in pac-a-macs, blue-creased
like engineering drawings.

Patrick Lodge lives in Yorkshire 
and was brought up in Wales of 
Welsh/Irish heritage.

A retired academic (I’ve been in 
education from the age of three) he 
now writes and reviews poetry 
for a number of magazines.  He 
was the winner of the 2015 
Blackwater International 
Competition, and his poetry has 
appeared in magazines and 
anthologies in many countries, 
including Vietnam.  An 
Anniversary of Flight was 
published by Valley Press in 
2013, followed by Shenanigans in 
2016.  At present Patrick is 
working on a long sequence of 
poems about the first voyage of 
Captain Cook, for the 
forthcoming 250th anniversary, 
and we were given a preview of 
two of the poems in draft.

Sharply observed scenes, rich 
language, wry wit and engaging 
introductions made this a 
memorable reading for the 
appreciative audience.

Diane Jackman

SSaalleess  OOppppoorrttuunniittyy

John Clare Society Festival Saturday July 15th in Helpston, Cambs.

SPS has been invited to have a book stall at this event which is visited by about 100 people.  

The featured poet this year is Robert Bloomfield, born in Honington in 1766.  Guided walks, teas, evening concert 
etc etc. More information at johnclaresociety.blogspot.com

If anyone would like me to take their books to sell, please bring them to the 4th Festival of Suffolk Poetry on 28th 
May, or contact me to arrange pick-up or get them to me via another member eg  I go to Bungay Library poets on 
the last Monday of the month. 

Diane Jackman 01379 642372 or membership@suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk

Diane Jackman introducing Patrick Lodge
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FFeelliixxssttoowwee  CCaafféé  PPooeettss  aatt  
FFeelliixxssttoowwee  BBooookk  

FFeessttiivvaall  22001177

Felixstowe Book Festival is the 1st-
2nd July, various venues around 
Felixstowe.

Felixstowe Café Poets were 
delighted at our February 
meeting to have a visit from the 
Director of Felixstowe Book 
Festival, Meg Reid.  Not the first 
time Meg has come to see/hear us 
and probably not the last. 
 Felixstowe Café Poets were 
originally offered a session on 
Sunday morning along with two 
local writers' groups but being 
poets we didn’t really sit well 
alongside authors and writers of 
books or flash fiction anyway - so 
Meg offered us an early morning 
session on the Saturday over 
breakfast!  I understand this was 
done at Edinburgh Book Festival 

and worked well. 

Felixstowe Café Poets will start the 
Felixstowe Book Festival on 1st 
July with our poetry! Please come 
along to attend a light breakfast at 
the Orwell Hotel in His Lordships 
Library at 9.30am.when Felixstowe 
Café Poets poets will share their 
poetry with you.  Due to room 
capacity you will need a ticket for 
this event, however it is a free but 
ticketed event! The small concise 
booklet giving details of all 
Felixstowe Book Festival events 
has gone to the printers and 
should be available free in 
Libraries and shops very soon if 
not already so do obtain a booklet 
to peruse and choose all the great 
events you want to get tickets for. 
Terry Waite CBE, Maggi Hambling 
and Felixstowe Café Poets are just 
some of the participants in this 
year’s Book Festival!  

SPS Chair, Florence Cox, is due to 

read with Felixstowe Café Poets 
and Alex Davies, who already has 
done her WWI lecture with her 
school children reading the poetry, 
as part of the Mini March Fest of 
the Felixstowe Book Festival.  

There always seems to be a great 
atmosphere and buzz at the book 
Festival which has authors and 
writers giving talks – and of 
course poets and some good 
poetry – not just from Felixstowe 
Café Poets.   Nevertheless, 
Felixstowe Café Poets will have 
had a session at the Book Festival 
for three years this July.  As Meg 
has said, “the poets have been a great 
asset to the Book Festival…."  There 
is no more to be said, just come 
along on 1st July and enjoy a light 
breakfast and some possibly 
surprising poetry! 

Penny Cutler

SSttoonnee''ss  TThhrrooww  ––  AAnn  
AAnntthhoollooggyy  

I was privileged to be part of the 
Ekphrasis project, which was 
inspired by the poet Abegail 
Morley and conceived and co-
ordinated by Sheena Clover, Chair 
of Mosaic Stanza, Colchester.

The idea was to bring together 
poets and visual artists to 
collaborate and respond to one 
another’s work. Nineteen poets 
expressed an interest, so Sheena, 
who is not only a poet but a 
painter too, spread the word 
among visual artists, inviting them 
to participate. There was a lively 
take up. 

On our first meeting at Cuckoo 
Farm Studios, nineteen submitted 
poems were put into a hat and the 
artists picked out one each, 
unseen. The writer of that poem 
would be the artist’s partner for 
the project. A random pairing like 
that was the best and probably 
only way of avoiding potential 
difficulties. 

I was lucky to be paired with Gill 
Southern who picked out my 

poem I had a Head for Heights, 
 about the rescue of a baby girl by a 
fireman. She went to enormous 
trouble in her response, including 
teaching herself to crochet, and 
made a powerful image, From Fire. 
She, in turn, lent me a bronze 
sculpture called Air. It sat on my 
kitchen windowsill for nearly two 
months, challenging me to write a 
poem about it. I tried several times 
but failed. It just would not 
materialise, despite my best 
efforts. Until – oh the mystery of 
poems and where they come from 
– I was at the Second Light 
residential at Holland House and 
we were invited to write a Ghazal, 
a strict, Persian form. 

All of a sudden I got what Mimi 
Khalvati calls payback. All that 
pondering and looking and 
research finally bore fruit; this 
bronze sculpture had been cast; 
therefore I needed a form to cast 
my molten  poem into!  My 
reluctant poem was written in two 
hours. It is called Ghazal: The 
Memory of Bronze (see p.22). 

I was pleased with my poem, as 
was Gill with her own reply to my 
first Fireman poem. Actually we 

were both pleased and even 
flattered by the other’s reaction to 
our work. We had both been 
required to leave our own comfort 
zone to try something different. 

The end result is a striking 
anthology, Stone’s Throw, designed 
and edited by Karen Denison. The 
title comes from Sara Impey’s quilt 
of that name, which is featured on 
the cover. The quilt is responded to 
with two poems, Stone’s Throw and 
Design, by Patricia Bloom. Patricia 
is the founder member of Mosaic 
Stanza.

Stone’s Throw was launched at the 
Minories on March 11th with an 
exhibition of all the art works. Five 
of the partnerships presented their 
work, reading the poems and 
describing how they had been 
stimulated by another’s work.

Art from Poetry.  Poetry from Art.

I am proud to be represented in 
this fine coffee table book, and 
glad to be a member of Mosaic 
Stanza too. 

Anne Boileau
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Myra Schneider

Dean Parkin

AApppprreecciiaattiinngg  TThhee  PPllaaccee

Thirty two poems by Elizabeth 
Bracken

Published by Orphean Press 2017

This is Elizabeth Bracken’s 
second collection of poems.  Like 
her first one, Unhurried Voices, 
the cover is illustrated with a 
painting by the author of a 
woman by a window. This time, 
she’s indoors standing by a 
window, but her gaze is 
ambiguous - is she looking out of 
the window, or inwards to her 
own inner eye, her memories?

One has the impression that 
Bracken led a rather solitary life 
on a farm in rural Suffolk; but in 
her solitude she became keenly 
observant: In Milk Round she 
notices  the names of places, milk 
depots, stamped on the rims of 
milk churns and something 
about those names, those places 
was giving rise to itchy feet. 

Even though she still lives in 
Suffolk and is evidently 
 grounded and contented there, it 
hasn’t prevented her from 
travelling widely, both in reality 
and in her mind. 

 In Coast Path we walk with her 
from St Ives to Zennor, seeing 
with a painter’s eye, each stanza 
painted with a different colour, 
and somehow evoking with 
brush on canvas the sounds and 
smells of that rocky coast. 

In Black Mountain Time she 
expresses her sense of wonder at 
ancient history and the 
landscape:

Breathless at the vastness of a 
view
I grasp the metal edges of the 
map
defining names and heights and 
places.

In Thank You Mr Bailey we 
accompany her to Chartres 
Cathedral; while there she’s 
transported back fifty years to 
her university and her young 
history teacher. 

you did not tell us though 
how modern they would look,
those sculpted figures 
carved eight hundred years ago.

Wherever this poet finds herself, 
her mind makes connections, 
slides away from the here and 
now, following threads to people 
who have taught or inspired her, 
or special moments she recalls. 
Even the spices in her kitchen 
cupboard take on a whole 
hinterland of people who have 
worked hard growing, 
producing and transporting 
them to her kitchen for her Curry 
Night – reminding me of Auden’s 
poem, Getting Dressed. 

The language is not just visual; 
they evoke the other senses, as in 
A Poem about Tomatoes. We agree 
with her, all those simple little 
tasks and sensations: pinching 
out the stalks (smell), tying up 
with string (touch), rain on the 
greenhouse roof (music). Yes, 
yes, yes, But the punch comes in 
the final stanza when she tells us 
what her own personal reason 
for growing them is -

And I have grown them
Because I watched my father 
tend them.

That final line lifts the poem into 
being a kind of prayer.

Bracken sees with a child’s 
perception. 

In Worth It Then she quotes her 
nine-year old daughter, saying of 
a day trip to the Farne Islands

‘That was the best day of my 
life.’
I wish you other days
that will surpass it –

Harder to find no doubt 
than an island full of puffins. 

In Fired she recalls seeing a 
Roman brick branded with a 
perfect paw print of a dog, 

impressing a First Year 
two millennia later
by making even the Romans
seem human.

Her curiosity is Fired: she will go 
on to study history at Lancaster 
University.

Bracken obviously reads a lot of 
poetry and this scholarship is 
evident in her work. Influences 
from the canon are recognizable, 
both overtly as Spenserian 
Sonnet and The A word  A visit 
to Adelstrop and more subtly 
when Edward  Thomas’s voice 
can be heard in: 

Waveney Sculpture Trail
I love it
though I love its gallery more,
this river valley’s own rich 
summer show. 

As with George Herbert, or 
William Blake, these poems are 
shot through with love, gratitude 
and attention to detail. 

I enjoyed this book on many 
levels, and partly because of a 
feeling of familiarity. Why does it 
seem familiar? I  know many of 
the places she takes us to. I can 
hear her clear, steady voice 
behind them, especially The 
Refrain Remains the Same ‘Not 
married yet?’ The book itself is a 
thing of beauty, another fine 
product of Orphean Press. 

And finally, because the 
sentiments she expresses, her 
quiet humour, the smells, the 
images, the emotions she owns 
up to, are familiar to us all, 
especially those of us who know 
and love the Suffolk countryside.

Anne Boileau
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PPooeemmss  aanndd  PPMMss

There is an apocryphal story that 
when Tony Blair became Prime 
Minister and was preparing to meet 
the Queen for their first audience, 
the weekly meeting of the PM and 
the Queen, he asked his advisors 
what he should say to her. He was 
told, bluntly, that he said nothing, 
that the Queen would speak to him. 
At the meeting, the Queen is said to 
have opened with "Ah, Mr Blair, 
welcome to your first audience. Of 
course my first was with Mr 
Churchill, and you weren't even 
born then". Her way of putting him 
in his place, maybe. She has had 
three more Prime Ministers since 
Blair, fourteen in total.

Some of you might have noticed an 
addition to our website, a time line 
of our history. When I put that 
together, based on Rod 
O'Donoghue's archival research, I 
noticed some interesting parallels. 
We have had, for example, fourteen 
Chairs.

So to begin at the beginning:

The Festival of Britain begins in 1951 
to lift the spirits and confidence of 
the British, who are still recovering 
from the war. In 1952 Queen 
Elizabeth II becomes the Monarch. 
Winston Churchill is Prime Minister. 
The Suffolk Poetry Club decides to 
resume after the break in its 
activities due to World War II under 
a new name, Suffolk Poetry Society. 
Francis Engleheart is made 
Chairman.

Membership is modest at 20, but 
they decide to hold 9-10 meetings a 
year in Ipswich.

Two years later, in 1954, the George 
Crabbe Memorial Poetry 
Competition is inaugurated, with 
the first prize giving in 1955.

Churchill is not a well man during 
this, his second, period in office, and 
politically it is a quiet time, noted 
only for the Conservative acceptance 
of the Welfare State, introduced by 
the prior Labour government of 
Clement Attlee.

The winner of the first Crabbe 
Competition in 1955, Albert Ernest 
Tomlinson, looks inwards, with 
Suffolk Sky.

Francis Engleheart stays as 
Chairman through two more Prime 
Ministers, Sir Anthony Eden and 

Harold Macmillan.

Eden's brief premiership is notorious 
for the Suez Crisis in 1956. Francis 
Engleheart won the Crabbe 
Competition in 1956, but his focus is 
also clearly local, with The Empty 
Grave, a poem about the Sutton Hoo 
burial.

Macmillan (we never had it so good...) 
took the reins in 1957 after the 
disaster of Suez, but told the Queen 
he didn't expect to last more than six 
weeks as PM. He lasted until 1963. 
In this time he distances Britain from 
apartheid, ratchets up de-
colonisation and thrusts himself into 
the Nuclear Test Ban Treaty.

The Crabbe Competition winning 
poems of this period avoid any 
discussion of these issues, although 
they range from the lighthearted to 
the pastoral and hard-nosed 
domestic issues.

Francis Engleheart wins again in 
1957 with Jewels, an extended 
metaphor comparing dragonflies to 
jewels. In 1958, Gillian Edwards asks 
us to Remember Me, although Me is 
death. In 1959, Francis Engleheart 
makes his mark again with Sea Saga, 
an energetic description of the sea. It 
is notable that both John Betjeman 
and Stevie Smith were on the 
adjudication panel that year.

Gillian Edwards returns in both 1960 
and 1961, firstly with Burnt Child, a 
passionate cry of despair, then 
Martha, another anguished poem of 
domestic life.

Nora Roughton brings an end to 
Francis and Gillian’s dominance in 
1962 with The Pilgrim’s Way, a 
rhymed and interesting poem, 
although its context is lost to this 
writer. It ends:

Only the robin raised his head
To watch the passing of the 
dead.

Copyright © N Roughton 1962

In 1963 we have something lighter 
from Stephanie Fone, another 
rhymed poem, Because I Cannot Get 
To Sleep. An unlikely choice of 
winning poem, you might think, 
when you find it is all about 
counting sheep!

Eric Sandon takes the chair from 
Francis Engleheart in 1963, while Sir 
Alex Douglas-Home replaced 
Harold Macmillan. Douglas-Home 
served less than a year but had time 

to abolish resale price maintenance 
and stand firm against the unions.

Harold Wilson is Prime Minister for 
the first time in 1964, staying until 
1970. He created the Open 
University, abolished capital 
punishment and supported reform 
of laws on censorship, divorce, 
abortion and homosexuality.

In 1964, Brigadier J.R.T.Aldous wins 
the Crabbe Competition with a 
Shakespearean sonnet, Winter's Day. 
His use of language is old-fashioned, 
full of thou and thy, something that 
would be frowned on now.

Gillian Edwards retakes the prize in 
1965 with Greek Temples, Agrigento. 
This poem comments on how those 
long gone who leave their mark in 
the form of sculptures, for example, 
are remembered. Ronald Blythe was 
one of the adjudicators.

Another sonnet wins in 1966, Friend 
Anonymous by D. Murrell-Simmons. 
This poem is interestingly 
introspective as it ponders on the 
graft involved in creativity.

The 1967 winner seems shocking in 
comparison to those preceding it, 
starting with its title A Brothel in 
Ostia, which is by R.I.Redfern. But a 
lot has happened – this is the so-
called Summer of Love! In fact the 
poem is an imagined visit, (we 
assume) to a place long lost to sand.

Kate Dell wins in both 1968 and 
1969, firstly with The Dead Owl, then 
Two By The River. The Dead Owl is a 
lovely and poignant poem about the 
beauty of an owl and the sadness of 
finding its dead body. 

He lies quite still upon the 
orchard grass,
Under the apple trees, wild 
spirit of the woods
That would drop from the tall 
trees in gloom of evening,
And like a shadow among 
shadows pass.

…

Here in the sun he lies upon the 
grass.
Perfect in death; no blood, no 
sign of any wound.
This living beauty stilled by 
some cruel poison.
Down of breast — strength of 
wing — man cannot match or 
pass.

Copyright © HK Dell 1968
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To quote from two poems about 
dead birds is a coincidence, I 
promise! Cyril Fletcher, he of TV’s 
odd odes, was one of the adjudicators.

Two By The River, in a year (1969) 
when Peter Hardiman-Scott was an 
adjudicator, is a quite different 
poem, although it also deals with 
death. It is quite enigmatic, telling of 
the death of someone shot by a river.

Sir Edward Heath is Wilson’s 
replacement in 1970, remaining until 
1974. There is huge industrial 
upheaval during his time, marked 
by the miners’ strikes of 1972 and 
1974, the latter of which leads to the 
3-day week. Sectarian violence in 
Northern Ireland also reaches a peak 
during this time. He does take the 
UK into the European Community – 
and wins the Admiral’s Cup while 
still PM!

Leslie Leeks wins with Blazing A 
Trail in 1970. This is an angry poem, 
the first we’ve seen that has any 
political content, about the march of 
progress.

1971 brings another political poem, 
although very subtle in its approach, 
and one isn’t aware of the politics 
until the last line unless one knows 
who the title, Johnson, refers to. It is 
by Robin Maunsell. It is beautifully 
crafted.

Eric Sandon guides SPS through 
Douglas-Home and Harold Wilson 
until Romilly Redfern takes the reins 
in 1971. 1971 sees the arrival of 
decimal currency.

David L Johnson (not the one of the 
1971 poem, surely) provides the 
winning poem of 1972: Sunday Night. 
This is a much more modern poem 
in form. No rhyme, lines of variable 
scansion. It is a sad poem of final 
parting.

In 1973 we have another free verse 
poem, this time from Colin Fletcher, 
called Dumping A Wheel. It is a 
remarkable poem in the breadth of 
vision it encompasses on the simple 
subject of dumping an unwanted 
wheel.

1974 sees the first time that someone 
wins joint first with two poems, as 
Marguerite Wood wins with Negative 
Sales Talk and Bronze of a Black Girl. 
Negative Sales Talk highlights the 
effect of the arrival of colour 
television on entertainment and 
news programmes. Bronze of a Black 
Girl is a descriptive poem of the 
emotions a bronze in the London 

Academy depicting a poor beggar 
girl engenders.

Clearly, the 1970's have seen rhymed 
poetry off.

Harold Wilson returns as PM in 1974 
and stayed until 1976 when James 
Callaghan replaces him. Wilson puts 
through many social reforms in 
education, health, housing, gender 
equality, price controls, pensions 
and makes provision for disabled 
people and children living in 
poverty.

Marguerite Wood becomes SPS 
Chair the same year, and sees SPS 
through the Callaghan years and 
much of Margaret Thatcher's time in 
office.

Callaghan’s government was 
restricted in what it could achieve 
because it had to rely on the Liberals 
and later the Scottish National Party 
for its majority. Inflation rose to 17% 
by 1976, and 1.5 million were 
unemployed. He found it necessary 
to take a loan from the International 
Monetary Fund in 1976 to keep the 
country afloat. The winter of 1978-9 
became known as the Winter of 
Discontent and led to his downfall.

Mary Markwell wins the 1975 and 
1976 competitions. Her 1975 poem 
Two Artists in an Exhibition compare 
the different approaches of two 
painters, one wild and passionate, 
the other refined and restricted. 
Perhaps a metaphor for free verse 
and form in poetry.

Tidescape from 1976 is a well 
observed consideration of the flow 
of the tides on salt marshes.

Holes In Gardens sees Robin 
Maunsell taking the crown in 1977. 
Ronald Blythe was an adjudicator 
once more, and perhaps knows the 
dangers of deep holes in unlit 
gardens. Those who know Ronald’s 
home will know the reference. 
Robin’s poem has an even darker 
side.

1978 sees the number of adjudicators 
reduced to two and another joint 
win, but at least this time it is shared 
between two poets, Stephanie Fone 
with African Morning and Anthony 
Weedon with Cow Pleasure. 
Anthony’s poem is carefully crafted 
to beguile the reader into thinking it 
is a pastoral poem about cows 
grazing, until it is brutally ended 
with the cow’s slaughter.

Stephanie’s fine poem takes us to 
Africa and its wonders, but 

struggles with the problem of 
homesickness. 

It is 1979, and now a surprise to see a 
rhyming poem win the Crabbe 
Competition. It is Horse-Witch from 
Michael Ferguson. Marguerite Wood 
was an adjudicator this year. The 
rhymes are used artfully to create a 
picture of a rural gardener.

Thatcher's premiership begins in 
1979, and brings many changes to 
the political scene. Her initial task is 
to tackle the high levels of 
unemployment. The economy 
improves enough to help this, and 
she begins her mission to reduce the 
size of Government and bring taxes 
down.

Jennifer Andrews writes A Hedge 
Destroyed to win the 1980 
competition. This is quite a brief 
poem decrying the loss of 
hedgerows.

Lobster-Fishing at Dawn by Isobel 
Thrilling suggests the imagination of 
children scouring a quayside at 
dawn.

Lynn E. Porter’s Outside My Window 
is exactly what it sounds like: a 
descriptive poem of an overcast day 
in Lawshall. It wins in 1982.

Stephanie Fone has her third win 
with Conversation Piece; After the 
Journey in 1983. It imagines how a 
conversation might go with someone 
returning from the dead.

In 1984, Kim Baker’s poem The Pipe 
Fish wins. It is reminiscent of 
Tidescape in that it deals with the 
actions of the sea on a beach, but it 
has quite a different take.

Frank Wood wins in 1985 with 
Missing You, a poignant, yet 
grounded poem on the loss of a 
loved one.

1986 sees the return of Kim Baker 
with High House Pond In Mid-Winter. 
This is a beautiful description of a 
snowy winter.

In 1987 Robin Maunsell is back for 
the third time with A Whim, a poem 
following the activities of an April 
day.

Marguerite stands down in 1988, 
handing over to Catherine Dell, who 
sees out the last two years of 
Margaret Thatcher, then John 
Major's 7-8 years (1990-1997).

It is 1988 and Joan Galwey flounces 
in with Housing Aid, a breathless 
poem about the troubles of Miss T 
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(not Mrs Thatcher!). Again, Ronald 
Blythe was an adjudicator.

Frank Wood has Reflections in 1989, 
an enigmatic, introspective poem.

John Major becomes PM in 1990, and 
Britain enters its longest period of 
economic growth.

James Bardsley takes us on a journey 
to Cerro Rico Cerro Pobre, a mountain 
in Bolivia noted for silver mines and 
being a death trap to the workers, in 
1990 and Joyce I Watson brings us 
firmly home with The Wasp's Nest in 
1991. I have to note that Jon Silkin 
was one of the adjudicators. 

Marjorie Carter wins with a fun 
poem, Ode to Dr Peter Mark Roget in 
1992.

John Major replaces Thatcher’s 
hugely unpopular Community 
Charge (poll tax) with Council Tax.

Caroline Price takes us back to 
creepy-crawlies in 1993 with 
Caterpillars.

1993 also marks the year that John 
Major creates the National Lottery.

1994 brings John Withers with The 
Private Life Of Saint Etheldreda. This is 
in three parts/stanzas, The Baptism, 
The Husbands and The Tumour.

In 1995 David Britton and Simon 
Maier are joint winners. David 
provides Summer Morning, a 
description of the emotional 
response to a summer morning. 
Simon brings us School Walk, a 
consideration of an experience each 
generation has, or should have.

Julian Stannard wins three years on 
the trot from 1996-1998. His first 
success is Bawdsey, an enigmatic 
poem which reflects back to 
Bawdsey's role during the war. He 
follows this by repeating Marguerite 
Wood's win of 1974, with a pair of 
poems in 1997, via Garibaldi and 
Rina's War. 

Mike Bannister takes the reins in 
1997, the year that Tony Blair 
became PM. 

Blair sees John Major’s peace process 
in Northern Ireland to its conclusion, 
but his time is marked by other 
terrorist threats that emerged after 
the 9/11 attack on New York and the 
7/7 attack on London. These lead to 
the UK entering many foreign 
conflicts.

In 1998 Julian makes his mark for 
the third year with The Journey, a 
tired walk to work.

Rupert Mallin breaks Julian's run in 
1999 with Still Life, a very mysterious 
poem.

The Aunts wins for Helen Burke in 
2000, a reminiscence of listening to 
her aunts as a child.

In 2001 the number of adjudicators 
drops to one. Locke's Orchard is the 
winning poem from Ross Cogan. 
Just two lines short of being a 
sonnet, this poem has the first hint of 
rhyme since 1979, but Ross only uses 
half rhyme.

Mike hands over to Ionne Hammond 
in 2002, who doesn't see the year out, 
handing over to Beryl Sabel. 

His Head Don't Ache Any More from 
Elizabeth Bracken tells succinctly of 
the matter-of-fact acceptance of 
death in a rural situation. Rodney 
Pybus was the 2002 adjudicator.

The 2003 winning poem by 
Rosemary Merry is Stained Glass, an 
excellent poem about the imprint a 
pigeon has left after crashing into a 
window.

2004 sees the first of James Knox 
Whittet’s four wins, with Sestina For 
Evensong. This is the first and so far 
the only sestina to win. The poem is 
about a priest who regularly 
conducts evensong to an empty 
church in a remote island parish.

James wins again in 2005 with 
Infinite Wheels, a poem about Samuel 
Beckett.

Hail Stones in Texas by Andrew 
Frolish is 2006’s winner, a 
descriptive poem of living through 
such a storm.

Beryl guides SPS until 2007, the 
same year that Tony Blair stepped 
down. Beryl makes way for Frank 
Wood. Tony Blair passed the buck to 
Gordon Brown.

In 2007 George Szirtes selects Laura 
Helyer’s Kitchen Annunciation as the 
winning poem. This speaks of 
loneliness and loss.

Frank doesn't wait to see Gordon 
Brown out, handing over to Gerard 
Melia in 2008. 

2008 also marked the Brown 
premiership when the world’s major 
banks collapsed. Brown is credited 
with guiding Governments to rescue 
the banks.

James Knox Whittet returns in 2008 
with a villanelle, Suspended, proving 
that form and rhyme can win.

Gerard doesn't stay long, passing the 
chair to Fred Ellis later in 2008. 

Mike Bannister comes to the fore in 
2009, winning with The Second 
Scrivener, a poem drawn from 
Beowulf.

2010 is Gill Napier’s year, winning 
with Golden Wedding, 50 years 
encompassed in a few lines.

Gordon Brown lost power to David 
Cameron in 2010, and Fred is 
replaced by Anne Boileau in 2011.

James Knox Whittet is honoured by 
Elaine Feinstein in 2011 with his 
fourth win, Languages of Babyle, a 
poem inspired by the grave of Iain 
Crichton Smith. Crichton Smith was 
torn between his native tongue of 
Gaelic and English, the language he 
was taught in.

In 2012, Caroline Gilfillan’s poem 
about the Andrew Wyeth painting 
Christina’s World wins her first prize.

James Knox Whittet swaps roles in 
2013, becoming the adjudicator. He 
chooses Pam Job’s A String Of 
Shallots, a poem that starts with 
stringing shallots and ranges to war 
memories and back.

Anne stays for three years, making 
way for Ian Griffiths in 2014. 

A Wild Swan Feed At Welney from 
David Healey wins in 2014. David’s 
poem is a beautiful and 
compassionate insight into the 
world of a child with learning 
difficulties.

Caroline Gilfillan wins again in 2015 
with a list poem Things He Loved.

Ian sees the society through a most 
momentous change as it became a 
charity in 2015, but gave up the chair 
in 2016 to the incumbent, Florence 
Cox.

David Cameron's premiership ended 
in 2016, brought to an end by him 
losing the EU Referendum, to be 
replaced by Theresa May, who, at 
the time of writing, is still PM.

The poems mentioned can all be 
read on our website at 
http://suffolkpoetrysociety.org.uk/. 
Select Historical winners on the side 
menu. Click the poet’s name to read 
their poem.

Colin Whyles
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TTooddaayy  TThhee  BBiirrddss  WWiillll  SSiinngg  ——  
HHeelleenn  BBuurrkkee

A complete collection of Helen Burke's 
poems is now available from Valley 
Press at 
http://www.valleypressuk.com/book/83/toda
y_the_birds_will_sing

This is a complete collection of all of 
 Helen's published poems over the last 
40 years.  250 poems,  plus her own 

artwork plus notes on the background 
of each of the poems.  This is a 
trademark of all of her books. 
 Favourable comments have been given 
by Gillian Clarke and Paula Meehan, 
amongst many other poets. There are 
prize winning poems, poems published 
in America, France, Romania.  The 
poems are described as witty, humane, 
surreal and poignant. They have been 
read in New York, Rome, Paris and 
Chicago. 

LLaattee  PPooeemmss  22000077  ––  22001166  
bbyy  MMiikkee  BBaannnniisstteerr..

A Review by Nina Roffey 

Mike Bannister is a man of words, 
of the oral tradition. He weaves 
words into extraordinary poems in 
this collection as he has done in his 
three previous anthologies. He 
mines history and myth, of place 
and people from the well of the 
past, draws things into the light of 
day, where they sit on the page to 
enlighten us and bring pleasure. 
We are better for it, as we travel to 
other worlds, places we may never 
physically reach, walk in shoes we 
couldn't have imagined, and 
experience emotions we may so far 
never have met. He is a trawler of 
times past, the riches of history, of 
humanity trying to understand 
itself. Few poems will leave you 
free, reader. Many will call you to 
revisit, in order to delve deeper. In 
his poem Voices Off he reaches 
towards to the root of things, and, 
in the last stanza, finds it:

a strong thread, spun together
from such plain reckoning,
becomes the warp and weft
of long endurance in 
community.

And that's how it is with Late 
Poems 2007-2016, a weaving 
together of unrelated strands by 
one poet's singular voice.

In poems such as For my Sister 
Jenifer (yes, Jenifer) at 70 we see a 
picture painted, of love, security 
and freedom, of a childhood 
cherished, as preparation for 
adulthood. In Late Train we 
accompany a traveller through a 
landscape and its spoiling. A place, 
more than just a place more a 

landscape-painting and its 
geography, the shame of human 
weakness, greed and failing that is 
the shock of war. There are kinder 
poems, like hammocks, where the 
reader can rest, as in At the Tamar 
Counting House places where we 
can take our ease, and escape the 
negatives of life.

Mike is a demanding poet. We are 
given familiar things to view in 
unfamiliar ways. Doorways we 
enter at leisure where we may 
learn more about ourselves. 
Throughout, close observation of 
nature, place and people are his 
inspirations. We walk in birch-
woods with him and his love, and 
give thanks. Nothing goes un-
noticed a simple song, a church 
screen, a singing thrush, a 
landscape, the end of life. Nothing 
is too shallow or too deep.

You might read the history of a 
place like The Old Chapel at Walpole 
and be duly interested; but read 
Mike's poem and you will hear the 
soul and spirit of the place. From 
moths, and mystic visitors, to war 
zones you find a treasure-trove in 
praise of gardens and domestic 
love. Whether it be a Welsh Journey 
or Along the Saxon Shore you might 
encounter ten thousand geese or  

a wren-bird, phrasing-in as first 
fiddle.

I myself, on retiring to bed will 
take on night's dark coverlet and 
smile perhaps, as I recall that droll 
Epitaph for a Shopkeeper's Daughter.

Useful Notes are included at the 
end of the book. They are 
descriptive of the development of 
the poems such as Peregrinatio.

Nina Roffey

Epithalamium

April Song

The unfurl of April, what is the 
Go of it ?

I’d guess it is the Great Sun’s 
summoning,

Moves up sweet liquors, prises 
open buds,

And lends the rain a soft and 
silver light.

Now flares the Speedwell, and 
spider-webs

Dress every thorn with threads 
of diamond.

The air is full of chimes, while 
pairing birds

Emerge, from copse and field, to 
bind

Rough grassy nests. The life-
blood quickens,

Resurgent, we sense some 
opening chord, or

Introit, a foretaste of a tune as yet 
unplayed;

A spell, a Charm for Promised 
Hearts, who

Never shall feel weary of the 
turning world

Nor cease to listen for the 
Nightingales.

St Gregory’s Norwich iv.4.09

Late Poems 2007-2016 by Mike 
Bannister. pp56 ISBN 978-1-908198-
16-7 published by Peter Newble at 
ORPHEAN PRESS, Retails at £7.50 
post free from the author, Mike 
Bannister, at Linthorpe House 23 
Station Road, Halesworth Suffolk 
IP19 8BZ
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OOuutt  aanndd  AAbboouutt    

StAnza – St Andrews Poetry 
Festival 1-5 March 2017

I did my degree at the 
University of St Andrews 
many moons ago so it felt a 
lovely mix to return there for 
the poetry festival, see family 
and visit old haunts. The 
festival has just celebrated its 
20th anniversary in 2017 with 
the festival themes  On the 
Road and The Heights of Poetry.

A major attraction for me was 
to hear Alice Oswald reading, 
but I also signed up for other 
main readings, two 
workshops, a poetry walk, 
open mics, poetry fair and 
managed a lot more besides. 
St Andrews town centre is 
eminently walkable (albeit in 
a gale sometimes) and the 
timing of all the events 
allowed half an hour to get 
between venues or have a 
quick break. I had booked a 
very convenient bed and 
breakfast, only a five minute 
walk to the Byre Theatre 
where a lot of the readings 
take place. Many smaller 
events, as well as exhibitions, 
are free which encourages one 
to try different types of poetry.

On the first evening, I went 
along to what was billed as a 
folk evening (but the folk 
band was ill) which became 
an extended open mic run by 
university students, the 
Inklight poets, which gave 
others like me a chance to 
read as well as a range of 
student voices – it was a non-
threatening environment to 
share some poetry! I went on 
to take part in another open 
mic session Risk a Verse 
another evening. 

The poetry walk 
the next 
morning was 
focused on 
pilgrimage and 
journeys. We 
visited hidden 
corners of the 
town, which 
even I did not 
know after four 
years of study 
there! The 
fishermen had 
been forbidden to worship in 
one church so built their own 
– that was one corner. We 
heard poems by the castle 
with its spectacular views out 
to sea. We ended the walk by 
visiting a new labyrinth 
created in Kinburn Park in 
collaboration with the 
Quakers, beside St Andrews 
Museum (which has 
pilgrimage badges in its 
collection).

I went to two lunch time 
sessions with meat pies and 
drink thrown in! One was by 
the performance poet Stephen 
Watt, with strong poems 
about mental health, dementia 
and social issues. The second 
session was by Keith Jarrett, 
UK Slam winner, who 
expertly went in and out of 
different identities he 
inhabited as a native of 
London E17, singing in a 
gospel choir, as a wide boy. He 
performed a very funny poem 
imagining taking his mouth 
through customs and the 
questions he had to answer. 
Another poem called emotional 
cellulite was a found poem 
based on the magazine Grazia.

Border Crossings featured Paul 
Stephenson. Paul has had a 
new pamphlet recently 
published by Happenstance, 
The Days that Follow Paris. He 

read the pamphlet right 
through which was interesting 
as a process in itself; his 
poetry packs a strong 
emotional punch recording and 
responding to the nightmare 
event of the terrorist attack on 
the Bataclan theatre in Paris 
13th November 2015. Paul 
was followed by Maram Al-
Massri, who is Syrian, who 
read in Arabic with translation 
alongside – to leave a homeland 
is a death sentence.

Sasha Dugdale, whom I know 
from working together in our 
previous careers, was the 
StAnza lecturer. In front of a 
packed audience she spoke of 
civil and human rights, 
working with Ukrainian 
writers living through 
political turmoil and civil war, 
the relationship with Russia 
and how all of this has shaped 
how she works as a translator 
of poetry and drama written 
in Russian. It was fascinating 
to understand how much the 
translator has to get inside the 
skin of the work they translate 
as it is not possible to do word 
for word translation - this 
would lose the purpose and 
meaning of the work itself. 
Sasha, published by Carcanet, 
also read her own poems in 
another session which I 
attended.
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For the main readings, there 
was a strong contingent of 
Scottish poets, which also 
reflected the fact that 2017 is 
the year of History, Heritage 
and Archaeology in Scotland. 
Robert Crawford (Professor of 
English at the University of St 
Andrews) did the first main 
reading. He said that poetry has 
to be about small data. He has an 
interest in the relationships 
between poetry and science, 
evidently has a good sense of 

humour and writes with deep 
words. I liked his phrase: each 
hinge of sound.  Jackie Kay, the 
Makar of Scotland, gave a 
very polished and humorous 
performance. She had earlier 
in the day given a small group 
reading in a local hotel, where 
(with a glass of fizzy) we were 
given insights into her work 
and life. Katherine Jamie read 
her poems about the natural 
world. She said poetry was all 
about listening not voice, 
however in writing one could 
adopt the voice of anything, 
such as a daisy.

Alice Oswald was tall and 
rangy, gave a remarkable, 
mesmerising performance, 
reciting her poems from 
memory. She had a sparse 
form of delivery with very 

clear enunciation. Alice of 
course featured her collection 
Falling Awake. Sara Howe’s 
reading, which I had not been 
sure about (as I had, like many 
others, found Loop of Jade quite 
difficult to get into) was very 
good as she explained some of 
the background to the poems, 
which helped. She also read 
very well. She said she had 
taken the advice of Emily 
Dickinson who had said one 
should find a slant to a story. 

Jacques 
Darras, an 
eminent 
French 
poet, read 
his poems 
including 
the thought 
provoking: 
Position of a 
Poem, about 
a poet on a 
chair/away 
from the 
chair which 
then meta-
morphoses 

into the poem being alive: 
suddenly one sees the poem 
go by. He talked of his strong 
interest in Jean Tinguely, the 
Swiss painter and sculptor. 

I was struck in all the readings 
by the quality of listening by 
the audience. Equally, at the 
two workshops I attended, 
there was concentration, 
inspiration and also emotional 
engagement with tears from 
some who had written very 
personal stories. The first 
workshop was run by the 
Iranian poet Marjorie Lotfi 
Gill and was about belonging 
and journeying (see her project 
http://thebelongingproject.co.uk). 
For example, we were 
stimulated to write poems 
about a suitcase, what was in 
it, what might be chosen to go 

into it. The other workshop on 
movement and migration was 
run by Patience Agbabi who 
took a more structured 
approach to narrative in 
poetry. She also read her poem 
about a Sudanese woman, 
based on a real life story, from 
the anthology Refugee Tales. 
We wrote fewer poems but 
many of the ones that were 
written were very hard 
hitting. I also went to 
Patience’s separate reading of 
her own poems from Telling 
Tales (a modern retelling of 
Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales).

Other poets I heard included 
Kayo Chingonyi (who has a 
lovely deep voice, often writes 
about music and has a new 
collection about his Zambian 
background out in June), Jim 
Carruth (Glasgow Makar), 
Aurélia Lassaque (who also 
sang hauntingly), Norman 
Bissell (who focuses on 
geopoetics) and Katherine 
McMahon (who used a list 
approach – I am proud of.)

As well as all the formal 
events, there were many 
chances to meet other poets, 
publishers, lovers of poetry 
informally (at open mics, by 
sitting next to someone, 
visiting the Poetry Fair). 
Everyone was very friendly 
and inclusive. There are also 
opportunities post festival to 
write up poems and send 
them in (e.g. MUSA the 
Museum of St Andrews 
welcomes poems about their 
exhibits, as does the my 
belonging project). My weekend 
in St Andrews was a breath of 
fresh air in more ways than 
one!

Sue Wallace-Shaddad 
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SSeelleecctteedd  PPooeemmss

The editor thanks Florence Cox and James Knox Whittet for selecting the following poems.

Sea Change

Sky is woven blue with a weft 
of white and grey and I am out 
of time again, my Friday footprints 
in the sand wind-filled as soon 

as planted. I glimpse magic here; 
the sea carries it on its back
the wind holds it while I look for one 
sea shell large enough to crawl inside. 

Waves break higher, gather then lose 
all strength in sprays of light. I step 
into ocean’s green cloisters, a pilgrim,
and sun warms me as a heard prayer

a consolation not an absolution. 
Like the fisherman on his rock 
I must keep casting my line into 
aquamarine again and again 

without fearing what I may catch.

Pamela Job

Hodgkin At The Hayward 

As furnace-workers read the heat,
the foundry-melt, we dare his radiance;
sensing faint shadows of ourselves,
back there on the cave wall.

We are drawn close, intent upon these
luminous frame-usurping forms;
so many strange lights, they seem to fix
the polychromic fire of ordinary things.

Eye openers: a loosened window latch,
shingles awry, a not-quite-fastened door,
invite us to re-imagine the sensualities
of waking, seeing, sighing, being
and all the blessed foragings of love.

Mike Bannister

First Published in “Greenstreet Fragments” 
2003 Orphean Press  ISBN0-9545094-0-4-

Ghazal: The Memory of Bronze 

Within its very substance dwells the memory of bronze.
Smiths at Giza treadling giant bellows forging bronze.

Two small pyramids back to back, the size of a cricket ball.
Hold it like a seashell, you’ll hear craftsmen beating bronze.

Eight sides, eight faces: each displays a different attitude.
But every face and attitude tells the ancient tale of bronze. 

It waits upon my windowsill, imbibes the heat of the sun,
Within its core remembering well the alchemy of bronze.

Take copper with a hint of tin or arsenic or zinc: 
You have the stuff of resonance, church bells cast in bronze.

Before men thought to write things down, they extracted, analysed
And fired up fearsome forges, smelted ores, created bronze.

She weighs Gill’s sculpture in her hand, senses gravity.
Anne has travelled to that Age when Man discovered Bronze.

Anne Boileau
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Boxing Hares

A March morning in Captain’s Wood 
where ancient birch and oak reach up
to paw a lipstick sky and give 
me space beneath 
to relish their undress. 

I tread to where I know roe deer 
will herd beside a brake. The hinds
are there but so are boxing hares.
The hinds seems unaware and I,
transfixed, ignore the deer. 

Chase, wheel, chase, 
launch to catch.
Miss, twist, miss, 
rise to face on 
too long haunches. 
Left hook, feint, 
bat, bat, escape.

I used to think that boxing hares
were rival males, but now I know
they’re  choosy Jills that test 
the over eager Jacks. 

I see fur fly like puffs of smoke 
from distant guns until the Jill 
selects the best contender.

Chase, wheel, chase, 
launch to catch.
Miss, twist, miss, 
rise to face on 
too long haunches. 
Left hook, feint, 
bat, bat,
surrender.

My voyeur’s thrill subsides 
and doubt shows up to ask 
if you had been that Jill 
would you have boxed on
long enough?

Fran Reader

The Bindweed And The Thrip

I alight on her lip. Should I venture inside?
Her trumpet's long, translucent, deep. 
If I do go in then I can sleep
within her tube;  it's bridal white

with a hint of pink, the flower smooth
as a new tuba; her throat is sweet;
when I sip her nectar, I'm  replete. 
Convolvula, I'm in love with you. 

But does she even know I'm here?
Am I too small?  I'm filled with doubt, 
confused! O Bellbine, let me out!
Release me from my love, my fear.

Anne Boileau

Dorade: a meditation

The dorade I am about to eat
fixes me with a dulled yellow eye
and for a moment, I see it slide through
waters with slippery ease, just a flick 
of a white-fleshed tail. Its charred 
skin on my plate holds a lustre stolen
from the grill, a gilt undimmed by flame.

I take this fish into myself, almost
as a sacrament; its marine soul, its place 
in the scheme of things, its comings 
and goings in this restless ocean I sit 
beside. 
All its living, all its dying, is come to this,
a kind of Tenebrae, with choirs of waves.

Pamela Job

Farley Farm 

(England 1977)

In the dust dry dark 
of the attic, hived 
in cardboard boxes

and worn 
leather suitcases
with faded labels

stacks of negatives 
neatly cut 
into tetraptychs,

white and black
squares, each a 
window to

another time, 
another world,
another life.

Derek Adams
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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.

Sunday June 18th Summer Garden Party with 
poetry and music from SPS and Ipswich Choral 
Society, Royal Hospital School

Sunday September 17th Walpole Old Chapel

Sunday 3rd September Tea at The Priory annual 
talk and afternoon tea with Mr & Mrs Engleheart.

Thursday September 28th National Poetry Day – 
Freedom readings on Aldeburgh Beach

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

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

IImmppoorrttaanntt  NNoottiiccee  TToo  CCoonnttrriibbuuttoorrss

The deadline for all items other than poems for the next issue at the latest is 30th October 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 30th September 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 
preferably 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.
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