
The Virtual Poetry Group
led by Ian Clark, Thursday 7 May 2020.

UPDATED WITH COMMENTS: Tuesday 26 May 2020 

Present: 
Veronica Carolan 
Ian Clark 
Adele Duffield 
Roger Gould 
Lesley Pemberton 
Sue Thomason 

Welcome to our fourth Virtual Poetry Group of the lockdown, which “met” on Thursday 7 May 2020.

Please comment on each poem and send your comments to me, by Monday night, 11 May. 
It will help me manage my inbox if you choose a subject line for the email containing VPG plus the 
date of the moot. Example: VPG_7_May_2020.pdf

Just open the email again which has the PDF attached to it and press Reply.
When I get your comments back I will append them to the appropriate contribution in an update to 
these proceedings, which I will email back to you as: VPG_7_May_2020[COMMENTED].pdf
For reference, there’s a list of past (commented) PDFs here:

www.whitbywriters.com/proceedings-of-virtual-meetings 

Click an item on the list, and the chosen PDF will be downloaded to your computer.

Matters Arising: 
LESLEY

Re: comments on my poem ‘River of  Life’ (30 April)… 
Thanks for all the constructive comments. Some of  you mentioned the ‘layout’ of  the poem. In fact, my 

version has more white space/indented lines (or whatever you call it) but the version sent to you somehow got 
altered. Probably due to being changed to a different document format? It was interesting to read the comments 
about the ending of  the poem. The original version ended at ‘…vastness’. However, I felt that life’s ending 
perhaps could be viewed as a negative with that and I added the last few lines at a later time to try and portray 
something positive. 

Most of  my poems were written late 1960s/early-mid 1970s and (apart from a couple) never published, so 
I’m using this group to revisit the poems and perhaps polish them up so that I can publish a collection. I didn’t 
(don’t) consciously write to any ‘format’ or style of  other poets. 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Veronica Carolan

Percussionist
    for Evelyn Glennie * 

You taste the tang of the tune,
tremble to the pluck and tug of time,
see the invisible rhythms in the air
and snatch them from their silence.

Your touch transforms them
into tingling and timpani,
something of shadow and shape,
sharp with stress and subtlety.

You blend them, blink them,
bind them together and bowl them
in glorious technicolour, mixing
melody with meaning,

Waltzing and weaving, you dance
your dreams with blurred fingers,
lofting your themes for all to catch
and carry on their beating way.

Alan Horner
from: A Picture With The Paint Still Wet.

*Ed: Evelyn Glennie is profoundly deaf.

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––

ADELE
Love the musicality of  the syntax in this and the play with the senses, first taste, then touch then blending 

them round like a cake mix which works perfectly to round off  with a circling waltz. Very dreamy - I really like 
this. 

LESLEY
The poem expresses how someone like Evelyn, who is profoundly deaf, can produce/play music. It is a 

recognised fact that deaf  people can feel the vibration of  music and interpret it in the part of  the brain that 
normally deals with hearing. 
This is a sensual poem - not in a sexual way - but exploring the the senses that humans have. It also highlights 
that if  a person lacks one of  the five main senses, it does not necessarily have to be a handicap. 
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ROGER
The poet, like me, is inspired by watching musicians at their craft. It is a sobering thought that we attribute to 

them thoughts and emotions which are probably miles away from theirs, were we able to check. I still enjoyed 
seeing someone else do better what I do sometimes. 

VERONICA
In the context of  the next three poems this choice might seem frivolous, but having been listening to music 

during the lockdown, I chose this poem for its celebration of  Evelyn Glennie's amazing achievements.  For any 
who don't know, she is a world-class percussionist who experiences ("taste the tang of  the tune") the rhythm of  
the music of  which she is a part and of  which she can hear nothing. 

IAN
I’m going to apologise (like Sue) for omitting comments on the guest poems. The reason is not enough hours 

in the day and the need to get this commented document back into participants’ hands in a timely manner. 
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Ian Clark

Futility

Move him into the sun—
Gently its touch awoke him once,
At home, whispering of fields unsown.
Always it woke him, even in France,
Until this morning and this snow.
If anything might rouse him now
The kind old sun will know.

Think how it wakes the seeds—
Woke, once, the clays of a cold star.
Are limbs so dear-achieved, are sides
Full-nerved,—still warm,—too hard to stir?
Was it for this the clay grew tall?
—O what made fatuous sunbeams toil
To break earth's sleep at all?

Wilfred Owen (May 1918)

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––

ADRIENNE
I have to say I’ve so enjoyed these poems. Wilfred Owen, always a favourite of  mine, and so strong. And the 

Henry Reed I found as poignant and beautifully written as I found the Milner funny and clever! 

ADELE
There is a tone in this poem which reveals the state of  mind of  a post-war perspective that questions the 

point of  existence. It shows the sadness at what should be pleasure but the earth is scarred like the man after war 
and it will be long time healing. 

LESLEY
Not much to say on this, except that anyone with any knowledge of  Owen will be aware of  his struggles with 

poetry and that those written in the last year of  his short life are considered some of  his best. He wrote about 
the futility and horrors of  war (WW1) in contrast to other poets who wrote of  glory and honour. This short 
poem seems, to me, to compare the two in the phrases “kind old sun” and the later “fatuous sunbeams”. I like 
the use of  assonance in the poem. 

ROGER
Two minutes silence for such a marvellous piece of  work. 

VERONICA
What's the point?  The poem asks this, starting gently and sadly, but the thoughts progress to the final three 

lines which merit the title.  For me, it captures how raw emotion leads us to the deepest questions about life and 
death. 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Adele Duffield

Homecoming

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––
LESLEY

Another war poet but this from WW2. Similar to the Wilfred Owen poem submitted by Ian – not in style but 
in reflecting on the horror of  war. I don’t think the term was in use then but it appears to be describing a soldier 
who is suffering from PTSD, returning to a life that will be very different and, perhaps, afraid of  how he will 
cope. 
The line “after we had broken the ties of  separation” is an interesting use of  language. One doesn’t usually think 
there are ties if  people are separated but it seems to make sense within the poem. 

ROGER
I found myself  wondering from which war he was returning. “The fogbound island” could be the Isle of  

Wight, blocking the return to Southampton of  his troopship, or it could have been the Falklands. The problem 
remains the same, of  course; the stranger in the same body. And very well done too. 

Page �5



VERONICA
This is such a poignant poem.  "Where we must clothe ourselves in the life of  a stranger whose name we 

carry but can no longer know." I can't imagine how that must have been and continues to be for those returning 
from war - or indeed any other traumatic period which others have not shared.  The immense burden of  
expectation and loneliness of  bearing the unspeakable really comes through. 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Roger Gould

Naming of Parts

Today we have naming of parts. Yesterday, 
We had daily cleaning. And tomorrow morning, 
We shall have what to do after firing. But to-day, 
Today we have naming of parts. Japonica  
Glistens like coral in all of the neighbouring gardens, 
And today we have naming of parts.

This is the lower sling swivel. And this 
Is the upper sling swivel, whose use you will see, 
When you are given your slings. And this is the piling swivel, 
Which in your case you have not got. The branches 
Hold in the gardens their silent, eloquent gestures, 
Which in our case we have not got.

This is the safety-catch, which is always released  
With an easy flick of the thumb. And please do not let me  
See anyone using his finger. You can do it quite easy 
If you have any strength in your thumb. The blossoms 
Are fragile and motionless, never letting anyone see  
Any of them using their finger.

And this you can see is the bolt. The purpose of this 
Is to open the breech, as you see. We can slide it 
Rapidly backwards and forwards: we call this 
Easing the spring. And rapidly backwards and forwards 
The early bees are assaulting and fumbling the flowers: 
They call it easing the Spring.

They call it easing the Spring: it is perfectly easy 
If you have any strength in your thumb: like the bolt, 
And the breech, and the cocking-piece, and the point of balance, 
Which in our case we have not got; and the almond-blossom 
Silent in all of the gardens and the bees going backwards and forwards, 
For today we have naming of parts.

Henry Reed (1942)

(Ed:) Roger has also sent me a more recent parody of this famous wartime piece (see overleaf)… 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TODAY WE HAVE BAKING OF TARTS
 
 
Today we have Baking of Tarts. Yesterday 
We had Simple Salads. And a fortnight tomorrow  
We shall have How to Garnish Cod cutlets. But today 
Today we have Baking of Tarts. The viewers 
Ogle their screens in a flurry of breathless excitement, 
For today we have Baking of Tarts. 
 
This is the plastic mixing bowl. And this 
Is the rolling-pin and the board, whose use you will see  
In a moment. And this is the transparent oven  
Which in your case you have not got. The speaker 
Warms to her theme with ardent, unflagging exuberance, 
Which in our case we have not got. 
 
This is the strawberry jam which is neatly extracted  
With a gentle thrust of the spoon. And please do not let me  
See anyone licking his fingers. It is perfectly easy 
If you have any jam in your pot. The viewers 
Are silent and motionless, never letting anyone see  
Any of them licking their fingers. 
 
And this you can see is the lard. The purpose of this 
Is to prevent the pastry from sticking. We can smear it 
Rapidly backwards and forwards: we call this 
Greasing the tin. And rapidly backwards and forwards 
The viewers are fumbling for biscuits and spilling their coffee: 
They call it ruining the carpet. 
 
They call it ruining the carpet. It is perfectly easy 
If your mind is attempting to cope with the cookery expert 
While your hands are engaged in juggling with saucers and plates 
And trying meanwhile to secure a reasonable share  
Of the cheese straws, which in our case we have not got: 
For today we have Baking of Tarts.

E. V. Milner

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––
ADELE

I didn’t know this poem but I think it is great. Juxtaposing then inadequacy of  man with the perfection of  
nature, particularly while preparing for war (reminds me of  the situation we are in now) is just exquisite! I love 
the parody of  the Baking or Tarts. Fabulous! 
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LESLEY
Another WW2 poem (it must have been the VE Day Anniversary that inspired some of  you to contribute 

‘war poems’). I read that this is described as a lyrical poem that describes a somewhat boring chore about how to 
use a rifle and contrasts it with surrounding activities of  nature in the Springtime. Are the recruits or the 
instructor (or both) distracted? 
Today We Have the Baking of  Tarts by E V Milner. 
A parody of  the Henry Reed poem. Perhaps suggesting that ‘baking’ is not really of  interest to some of  the TV/
internet viewers but people were watching because they had nothing better to do. 

VERONICA
Naming of  parts - Henry Reed 
Back to the army classroom! I hadn't come across this before, so it was really interesting to see both poems 

together.  Reed evokes a portrait of  an instructor or teacher whose mind may be on the business of  rifles but 
whose heart and imagination are back in a country spring, "easing" into blossom. 

Today we have the baking of  tarts - EV Milner 
This made me smile, particularly given the excess of  cookery programmes on TV at present.  The 

'commentary' which corresponds to the 'spring' lines in the Reed poem, refers not to the instructor (which is 
how I interpreted it) but to the audience (another way of  reading it) but I'm not sure it could ever capture the 
poignancy of  the evocation of  a garden unreachable in the circumstance of  war.  A clever parody, though. 
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Lesley Pemberton
This poem is actually a song, which some of you may recognise. It was made famous by Bette Midler, from a film of the 
same name as the song title. 

The Rose

Some say love, it is a river, that drowns the tender reed
Some say love, it is a razor, that leaves your soul to bleed
Some say love, it is a hunger, an endless aching need
I say love, it is a flower, and you, its only seed
It's the heart afraid of breaking, that never learns to dance
It's the dream afraid of waking, that never takes the chance
It's the one who won't be taken, who cannot seem to give
And the soul afraid of dying, that never learns to live
When the night has been too lonely and the road has been too long
And you think that love is only for the lucky and the strong
Just remember in the winter, far beneath the bitter snows
Lies the seed, that with the sun's love in the spring becomes the rose.

Amanda McBroom

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––
ADELE

Lesley 
The Rose 
Like so many others, this poem/song references the fact that nature survives everything. Humanity is limited 

and It reminds me that we are mere caretakers in our time on earth- and there was no manual to follow for the 
job we undertake. 

ROGER
Fascinating images; I’m not sure the message deserves them. 

VERONICA
Lesley 
The Rose - Amanda McBroom 
I too came across through Bette Midler's recording.  Who knows whether the long-lasting appeal of  this 

poem is because of  the song or the singer bringing the words to life, but they are certainly true. 
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Sue Thomason

They Flee From Me 

They flee from me that sometime did me seek
With naked foot, stalking in my chamber.
I have seen them gentle, tame, and meek,
That now are wild and do not remember
That sometime they put themself in danger
To take bread at my hand; and now they range,
Busily seeking with a continual change.

Thanked be fortune it hath been otherwise
Twenty times better; but once in special,
In thin array after a pleasant guise,
When her loose gown from her shoulders did fall,
And she me caught in her arms long and small;
Therewithall sweetly did me kiss
And softly said, “Dear heart, how like you this?”

It was no dream: I lay broad waking.
But all is turned thorough my gentleness
Into a strange fashion of forsaking;
And I have leave to go of her goodness,
And she also, to use newfangleness.
But since that I so kindly am served
I would fain know what she hath deserved.

Sir Thomas Wyatt

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Thomas_Wyatt_(poet)
(Ed:) I recommend this Wikipedia article, as pertaining to the matter of the poem.

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––
ADRIENNE

I found this link on the Wyatt poem if  anyone’s interested… 
https://veritascurat7.wordpress.com/scholarly-papers/analyze-they-flee-from-me-by-sir-thomas-wyatt/ 

ADELE
I struggled to understand what this is really about. The first stanza doesn’t seem to get explained by the other 

two which are about a female visitor in the night to his bedroom. I then struggled to know what he refers to by 
newfangleness or the last two lines. 
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LESLEY
The Wikipedia article was useful. I can interpret the poem as being about a woman or women that the author 

has loved, or as an oblique reference to him being in and out of  favour with the ‘authorities’ of  the time. Had to 
read it several times because of  the early style of  the poem.  

Everything Changes. I like this poem, Sue, and it was interesting because this week I almost submitted one of  
my poems about ‘rocks and sand’ and the cycle of  change! Perhaps I will send it next time to compare.  

ROGER
Thanks for the steer to Wikipedia. It is easier to see where this is coming from but, perhaps, not where it is 

going. A lovely piece of  craftsmanship, and just to think ‘newfangled’ isn’t at all, unless your name is Chaucer. 

VERONICA
My first impression of  this poem was of  confusion: being untutored, I usually take a poem literally at first 

reading.  So I pictured some kind of  animal - birds, perhaps? - taking bread from a man's hand. But then, a 
young woman?  Or a child on the verge of  growing up?  I really needed the article to understand his use of  
'newfangleness' which then put the rest of  the poem into perspective.  The rhyme pattern is ababbcc (not that I 
would have noticed otherwised!) and  so is a sestet. 
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Now for our own poems… 
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Veronica Carolan

Das Lied
on watching Becoming a Lied Singer: Thomas Quasthoff  and the Art of  German Song (BBC4 iPlayer). 

Poem and music:
a person’s deepest feelings
conveyed in a song.

Colour of passion
or simplicity’s lightness
challenging the heart.

To hear is to feel
at one with each rendering,
taken into truth

The performers’ art
frames and distils a whole world
in a cameo.

5.5.20
––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––

JONATHAN
I suggest strict adherence to the haiku form creates difficulties in a language as different from Japanese as 

English is. There is some awkwardness visible, especially in the third haiku. In the second line of  the first haiku, 
surely the performed lied should convey the deepest feelings of  three persons, poet, composer and singer. 

ADELE
Like your guest poet, you have combined poetry and music into the senses using sound and touch which 

really puts the reader right into the mix. Somehow the last verse doesn’t seem to work the same way, as it 
detaches me. Maybe it’s the use of  the third person, not sure. I like the simplicity of  language which says a lot 
more than it seems. 

LESLEY
This follows the ‘music theme’ and perhaps relates back to the other poem with the words “to hear is to 

feel”? Not being of  musical bent myself  - I appreciate listening to music but can’t play any instruments, keep in 
time, nor sing in any tuneful way – this concept of  Lieder was new to me. It was interesting read a bit more 
about it online. 
I have often wondered what comes first in songwriting – the music or the lyrics, or maybe both together in some 
instances? I know (to some extent from my own experience) it can be a collaboration - sometimes one person 
writes the words and another composes the music. 

SUE
Linked-haiku is rather a good form to write about lieder in, I think; because I think they are both short, lyric 

distillations of  often bittersweet experience. These are precise and delicate; each verse is complete in itself  but 
the four verses do link to make a greater whole. I admire this skilful and beautiful craft. I have never really “got” 
post-Baroque Western European high-art music (except as a player, which is a very different experience), so in 
showing me your perception, you are showing me something beautiful that I can’t perceive for myself  – thank 
you! 
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ROGER
Neatly constructed and probably accurate, but my dislike of  the form restricts my appreciation.  

IAN
My upbringing never instilled in me a love of  Deutsche Lieder, and I’ve never felt guilty about it. That is, until 

now. This poem is so well-crafted that it almost persuades me to re-examine them in a new light. 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Ian Clark

When the Lockdown ends

You know my next-door neighbour, she’s a proper nosy bitch.
She’s spotted your arrival, and I think she’s gonna snitch.
She isn’t getting quite enough of what good taste offends –
she’s getting the cold shoulder when the Lockdown ends!

We’ll be snogging in the car-parks, dogging in the street.
We’ll throw our arms around the necks of everyone we meet.
For all the social distancing we'll need to make amends –
you won't see light between us when the Lockdown ends.

We’ll go shoppin’ till we’re poppin’ for that inessential treat.
We’ll buy lager by the barrel, plus enough to wash our feet.
We’ll blow every pound of credit that the government extends –
we’re gonna max the plastic when the Lockdown ends.

We’ll get visits from our children, and kill the fatted calf –
entertain the relatives of darling better-half.
We’ll tolerate the cheeky brats of feckless long-lost friends –
we’ll open up the shutters when the Lockdown ends.

We’ll put up with wheezy smokers, halitosis, smelly farts.
We’re gonna make the biggest spike that ever hit the charts.
We’ll yank the aching molar, straighten everything that bends –
we’re going to pull the stops out when the Lockdown ends.

We’ll pull the totties off the street, be they chicks or hags.
We’ll confiscate pyjamas, dish out double sleeping-bags.
We’ll throw the doors wide open and invite in all our friends –
there’s going to be a bender when the Lockdown ends.

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––

JONATHAN
Brilliant! Can we come? Seriously, though, shouldn’t this be entered in a humorous poetry competition? It 

deserves a wider audience. 

ADELE
You’ve worked the assonance really well here without seeming forced. I love the cheekiness. It is a very witty 

poem though I do hope people will be more cautious than you suggest! Made me smile. Thanks Ian. 

ROGER
Oh yes! Glorious, irreverent images and don’t we feel like this? Well done. 
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LESLEY
Ian, I admire your ability to change genre (if  that’s an acceptable term) - sometimes you offer really serious, 

profound poems and sometimes, as here, a playful humour. It has a fast-paced rhythm impelling us on to what 
many hope will be a quick resolution ‘when the lockdown ends’. (Sadly I don’t think that will be the reality!) 
The opening is a wry observation of  ‘the nosy bitch’ who might ‘snitch’ because she’s seen a visitor she doesn’t 
think should be going into her neighbour’s home. 
A small typo at the end of  the second stanza? Should it be ‘ends’ not ‘end’? (Ed: Ta. Fixed.) 

SUE
Another song; yay! How cheering! I would sing this in the pub, when we’re allowed to have singarounds again. 

Hits the tone perfectly, with strong rhythm and rhyme, and clever “colourful vernacular” word choice, which I 
love. Also, yay; let’s hear it for political incorrectness! Because these are the sort of  thoughts I might think and 
then try not to voice (except to my dearest friends whom I don’t have to self-censor or try to be polite with), and 
the voice of  this song is so exuberantly unselfconscious that it feels gloriously positive, and if  I can sing about it, 
that hits the emotional spot for me, and it means that I don’t have to rush out and engage in antisocial 
socialising... doing it in my imagination satisfies the need, so I don’t have to do it irl. (Not that I would actually do 
it in the street and frighten the horses. Probably.) Thank you! You have cheered me up and brought a smile to my 
face! (Do you have a tune for this, or shall I try to write one?) 

VERONICA
Miaow!  A clever poem which made me smile, as there will be a grain of  reality, I suspect.  However, if  I'm 

honest, despite its cleverness and brash rhymes, it made me squirm a bit as it is satirical to the point of  disrespect 
- I really don't like reading about totties, chicks or hags which, despite the humorous intention, I find demeaning.  
It smacks of  ''Essex girls and boys", which feels condescending.  Sorry! 

IAN
Disclaimer: “This poem does not necessarily reflect the views of  the management.” 
Maybe the bitterness and irony is too subtle? Only Veronica seems to recognise where it is coming from: 

what was once called “the gutter”, even though its values permeate the ranks of  government to the highest level. 
As they said of  30’s Germany: “the gutter has come to power”. My poem parodies the people who chafe under 
restrictions, no matter how prudent. They shout “to hell with your rules and regulations – and your health and 
lives. I want my liberties and lifestyle back!” 

Condescending? I don’t think any condemnation can be too harsh. I’m not judging people on their 
backgrounds, or their choice of  vocabulary, but on the attitudes they choose to embrace. Anyone who can 
proclaim “We’re gonna make the biggest spike that ever hit the charts” without a trace of  guilt declares that they 
don’t care a toss if  their collective irresponsibility results in the loss of  a hundred thousand lives. 
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Adele Duffield
My own poem is in honour of my late father who would have had his birthday today (7th May).

A damn good reason to wash before use

Oil soaked work shoes, overalls that smelled  
clean as washed sheets on Monday mornings,  
but age-stained, faded fabric gave way 
to daily odours of motor oil, grease, sweat  
from the toil, and Swarfega; that daily ritual  
to try and wash it all away, but the black 
always stayed in the cracks and lines  
of his skin. Chapped by winter cold, 
dried by summer sun, a curved black line  
dwelt beneath his finger nails —  
a constant reminder of his hard working craft. 
Back home, stripped of his poor man’s suit,  
he rolls up shirt sleeves; washes in soapy water,  
leaving dirty tide marks around the nape of his neck,  
his face, arms and the white wash hand basin.   
Pressure-twisted bristles from effort with the scrubbing  
brush, he etches scratched circles on leathered hands.  
Considered clean, he sits in his armchair,  
cat beside him, watches the news on  
the Co-op rental telly; black and white, life, 
in a cloud of smoke just like his father before him. 
He likes to take up her knitting from beside the chair, 
lily-white, baby-soft wool for the new-born. 
He tenderly produces a few grey rows each night, 
mixed in amongst her rows of delicate white, 
helping her out until she reaches full-term, 
quietly contented gentle man, deep in concentration  
while the ash on his cigarette slowly grows in length.

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––

JONATHAN
Adele: Some distance from my own experience and all the more interesting to me for that. There’s a warmth 

in the picture of  a man who earns his crust and provides for his family by the sweat of  his brow and the skill of  
his hands. May I suggest that the present tense could be used throughout? Oh, and the child (you, perhaps, 
Adele?) isn’t new-born yet, but I’m not sure how you can reword that line. 

SUE
A narrative-portrait poem with a slightly D. H. Lawrence-ish feel. Careful observation, deep affection, calm, 

tender, reflective. I think this is really good. 
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ROGER
Beautifully observed and so accurate, my step-father was much the same. I loved the idea of  the grey stained 

wool, the ingrained oil and the ominous threat of  the lengthening cigarette ash. 

LESLEY
I like this, Adele. It is more of  a prose poem that encapsulates the image of  a hard-working man who comes 

home from his ‘dirty’ job and tries to wash away the stains of  the day. It shows he has a deep love of  his family 
by taking up the knitting and 
“He tenderly produces a few grey rows each night, 
mixed in amongst her rows of  delicate white”. 
Not sure what your mother thought of  that! 

VERONICA
A lovely portrait which conveys a real person at home with his routines. 

IAN
A magnificent granite monument to a much-loved father. His form is chiselled out of  the bones of  the land 

with no need for polish or decoration. This is a man whose honest toil needs Swarfega to clear it from his skin 
before he is fit to come in the house to enjoy a well-earned rest. 
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Roger Gould

Over

Out of a dark time
to meet, laugh, shout
no fear of death about
to happen, dance, hug strangers,
after so long.
Bitter sweet widows
rejoicing with those who survived.
Somewhere some were still dying
but a sense of over
never to be the same.
No more generations erased
only the old order
forgotten
the coming bitter winter
when the cost of the cost
of courage meant paying
the piper for that
early summer day.

Roger J Gould. 7/5/20

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––

JONATHAN
Over: I take this as relating to VE Day (even if  the wives and sweethearts of  the men in the Far East couldn’t 

join in). My main thought on this is that the lockdown demonstrates plus ça change plus c’est la meme chose. The poem 
expresses the joy and the worry of  that time in 1945. 

ADELE
You could be dealing with the after math of  covid 19 here but, without specific reference to it, it leaves it 

open to interpretation, but war is the most obvious subject. With the VE Day commemorations this week, it 
nicely compares the two experiences. ‘Bitter sweet widows rejoicing with those who survived’ definitely 
references the war, but ‘only the old order forgotten’ and the rest of  the poem seems to be more a recognition 
of  paying the price of  modern life with our current crisis. I really think it works well and is timeless despite its 
specificity. Thank you. 

SUE
I didn’t realise, until “the coming bitter winter”, that this isn’t a poem looking forward to the end of  our 

current pandemic, but a poem looking backward to VE Day... which leads to an interesting comparison of  the 
two situations. (I prefer ours to theirs.) If  I have any comment at all about the structure, it’s that lines 2 and 3 
rhyme but nothing else does. 
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VERONICA
A very different take on post lockdown freedom. A thoughtful poem, it expresses a life renewed but subtly 

changed.  the structure of  the poem rather got in the way for me.    The grouping "to happen, dance, hug 
strangers" doesn't belong together.  Perhaps 'dance' should be on a new line? 

Is 'forgotten', on a line of  its own, meant to refer to 'the old order' or 'the coming bitter winter' or either? If  
it's 'the old order', it needs a verb; if  'the coming bitter winter', may I suggest: "only the old order; forgotten, the 
coming bitter winter....". 

LESLEY
I can read this poem as pertaining to the end of  a war (e.g., WW2) or our emergence from the current 

situation we are in – or it could be both. 
A suggestion about the 3rd line: perhaps change “no fear of  death” to “less fear of  death”. 

IAN
A remarkable poem that describes for me both the sense of  relief  of  VE Day, 1945, and how we’re going to 

feel at some hypothetical future date when the present health crisis is over. 
“The cost of  the cost of  courage” – is that a typo? Or a cunning way to indicate that the act of  courage 

needed to lockdown the country may have been the easy part: it’s the servicing of  the resulting gargantuan debt 
which is going to make the coming winter so bitter. 
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Lesley Pemberton

The Silent Web

The earth revolves around me
But I spin faster than light’s speed

Weaving a web to entice the prey
But it turns and moves the other way

My heart would speak volumes
But I remain in silent thought

Silence speaks a multitude of words
The ones you were meant to have heard

Sometimes the sun reaches out to me
But I can’t reach out and touch the sun

The wind blows down and whirls me away
And the silent web gathers dust for today

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––

JONATHAN
I find the picture here a little confusing. Perhaps that is intentional, as it allows the reader to take it how he or 

she wishes. 

ADELE
There’s a sad emptiness about this poem, of  impossible tasks and how small we are when we feel lost or 

vulnerable against the bigger things. It starts off  strong and all conquering, then turns quickly into defeat and 
insecurity.   Nicely done. 

ROGER
I accepted that this was a spider until I met: 
 ‘Silence speaks a multitude of  words 
The ones you were meant to have heard.”  
Who is ‘you’? It opens up all sorts of  questions for me. I am intrigued. 

SUE
Comments on “The Silent Web” 
For me this reads like a riddle-poem to which I can’t guess the answer. For the first line, “The earth revolves 

around me”, I thought “The sun? The polar axis? A very egocentric person?” but none of  these seem to fit the 
bill. “I spin faster than light’s speed” has me totally baffled, because nothing in the physical universe travels faster 
than light, so it’s a metaphor for something... but for what? The ideas of  a web, and a spinner, suggest a spider, 
or maybe the Internet... enticing prey; maybe online grooming, or advertising? Verses 3 – 5 sound like the inner 
experience of  a withdrawn or depressed person (human person)... a person who is or has been a predator? 
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(enticing the prey). And I don’t know what is happening in the last verse – this gives me no clue as to the 
solution of  the riddle.   

The structure is interesting but not consistently carried through. There’s a strong and intriguing structure in 
verses 1, 2, 3, 5; where the first line is a statement, and the second line a qualification or contradiction: “The 
earth... But I; Weaving... But it; My heart... But I; Sometimes... But it” and then this is lost in verses 4 and 6. For 
consistency we should have “Silence... But it” and “The wind... But it”. There is also an inconsistent sound 
scheme, with again 4 verses ending in rhyme or near-rhyme: me/speed, prey/way, words/heard, away/today – 
but then we have volumes/thought, and me/sun – and the two standout verses are NOT the  verses that don’t 
have the line-beginning pattern. I think it would not be that hard to rework this so that the structure was 
consistent all the way through, and that might make it more satisfying. But I still wouldn’t have a clue what this 
poem is actually about. 

VERONICA
I can't quite find the feeling which this poem conveys to me.  Perhaps 'frustration' is too strong a spin 

(sorry!)on it; 'thwarted', perhaps?  It could work as a metaphor for lockdown today, with the feeling of  
helplessness and inability to achieve a desired outcome. 

IAN
The web being woven for me is one of  spiritual perplexity (born of  unrequited love?), for which the 

impenetrable, Zen-like metaphors are themselves a metaphor. It’s quite an accomplishment to carry that off. The 
very impossibility of  the first metaphor is a warning against prying for deeper meaning. The medium is the 
message. 

The first line evokes for me Piet Hein’s “Astro-Gymnastics”: http://www.edinburghgeolsoc.org/
edingeologist/z_41_08.html – a thought-experiment that everyone should try for-real. 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Sue Thomason

Everything Changes

Everything changes:
sea becomes cloud,
rock becomes sand,
flower becomes seed.

Everything changes:
cloud becomes sea,
sand becomes rock,
seed becomes flower.

Everything changes:
flower becomes rock,
sea becomes sand,
cloud becomes seed;

a raindrop like
a clear apple-pip lands
in my cloudy mind
and puts down roots

like rivers hunting
through the dry past,
splitting strata where
the ghosts of flowers

lie hidden. Water
bursts from the rock
and falls, and shatters
into cold steam

and freezes in ferns
or crystals. Memories
form and grow strange.
All change, all change.

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––
JONATHAN

Everything Changes: Doesn’t it just? The circularity of  change illustrated by the assertions in the first half  
about change between the six items chosen is exemplified by the longer description in the second half. A poem 
that says a lot about life and the universe in few words. 
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ADELE
I like the word play here Sue, you twist about the order of  things so succinctly and the reader questions what 

they just read. Moving through the poem the words still resonate with meaning about the inevitable change that 
comes. Not sure the enjambment works ‘flowers lie hidden’ - it doesn’t work as a double meaning so I’m not the 
effect is there for anything other than knowing it exists as a tool. Interesting poem though. 

ROGER
The first three stanzas are brilliant and the fourth shocks by its unexpected difference. For me there was 

disappointment that the pattern established earlier is not picked up thereafter. The last three verses are things of  
beauty but a different poem to the first half. “A poem of  two halves; in the first half  the Changes were in charge, 
but they only really came to life in the closing line of  the second half. They were lucky the Waters didn’t play as a 
team or they could have lost it”. 

VERONICA
An evocative illustration of  the cycle of  life.  To keep the metre in v4, I suggest omitting'like', It is obviously 

a simile, so it could read: "a raindrop, a clear apple-pip...".  I really like the way the whole poem turns on the 
raindrop being like an apple-pip taking root.  Apart from the obvious shape, they both hold the potential for life 
with their powerful reaching and seeping into every crevice.  Very neat and satisfying. 

IAN
Apologies for starting with criticism of  a piece I like very much. But IMO the remedy is simple and obvious. 
The final line sounds like a railway announcer, whose artless words have gone into the language as a cliché. It 

may only be there to clamp the two poems together. It pretends to belong in this piece by rhyming with the 
preceding line. But none of  the other lines rhyme. 

Simply throwing away that line reveals two beautiful poems. Two very different poems, except (superficially) 
in metre. I don’t think the poems should even have the same title. The second might be called “Raindrop” – or 
something watery. It needs a new last line, but we’ve gone into that. I too have been startled by the astonishing 
violence of  a raindrop hitting the head, and how it crackles through the mind (as well as trickling down your 
neck!) 

The first poem tolls like the bells of  St Mary’s ringing the changes. The interplay of  rock-paper-scissors 
comes to mind. 

(Added later:) How wrong I was! Re-reading Jonathan’s and Veronica’s crits, I see now that the two parts of  the 
poem do belong together. Intimately. (I’m still of  the same mind about the last line though.)
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