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Present: 
Veronica Carolan 
Ian Clark 
Lesley Pemberton 

Welcome to our ninth Virtual Poetry Group of the lockdown, which “met” on Thursday 2 July.

Please comment on each poem and send your comments to me, by Monday night, 6 July 
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_2_Jul_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_2_Jul_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: 
ADELE

Cheers folks - great poems - sorry I didn’t submit - I was really busy and completely missed the deadline. 
Hope to produce something in time for next week! 

IAN
Adele asks me when we’re likely to be able to meet again face-to-face. Yesterday I emailed Helen at La Rosa 

Hotel to ask her just that. No reply as yet. 

Members’ Contributions: 
Firstly the guest poems… 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Veronica Carolan

Black Rook In Rainy Weather
by Sylvia Plath https://youtu.be/LioRmN7u2iU  

On the stiff twig up there
Hunches a wet black rook
Arranging and rearranging its feathers in the rain—
I do not expect a miracle
Or an accident

To set the sight on fire
In my eye, nor seek
Any more in the desultory weather some design,
But let spotted leaves fall as they fall
Without ceremony, or portent.

Although, I admit, I desire,
Occasionally, some backtalk
From the mute sky, I can't honestly complain:
A certain minor light may still
Lean incandescent

Out of kitchen table or chair
As if a celestial burning took
Possession of the most obtuse objects now and then—
Thus hallowing an interval
Otherwise inconsequent

By bestowing largesse, honor
One might say love. At any rate, I now walk
Wary (for it could happen
Even in this dull, ruinous landscape); sceptical
Yet politic, ignorant

Of whatever angel any choose to flare
Suddenly at my elbow. I only know that a rook
Ordering its black feathers can so shine
As to seize my senses, haul
My eyelids up, and grant

A brief respite from fear
Of total neutrality. With luck,
Trekking stubborn through this season
Of fatigue, I shall
Patch together a content

Of sorts. Miracles occur.
If you care to call those spasmodic
Tricks of radiance
Miracles. The wait's begun again,
The long wait for the angel,

For that rare, random descent.
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VERONICA
I found this in an anthology (Voices 3).  Sylvia Plath's writing is virtually unknown to me but this poem is so 

descriptive. Its sentiments remind me of  Gerard Manley Hopkins (esp. God's Grandeur) and indeed, the Seamus 
Heaney poem that we read a few weeks ago (and can't now find!). I find this generally a hopeful poem, but there 
is a hint of  the darkness (she was bipolar) in the lines "a brief  respite from fear of  total neutrality". 

ADELE
Her language so often has a melancholic twist, even on words that would not be, otherwise. Clever play with 

hard consonants and sounds. 
Good poem. 

LESLEY
Poor Sylvia - she did struggle with her demon of  depression. However in this poem I think she shows some 

hope of  better things to come even if, as she says, they are “spasmodic”. Sadly, as we know, the “rare, random 
descent” was not enough for her. 

IAN
A very sad bird. 
Ravel wrote a piano piece called Oiseaux Tristes (Sad Birds). I can almost hear it being played in the 

background. 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Ian Clark

Satan goes to hell

Said then the lost Archangel, “this the seat
That we must change for Heaven?—this mournful gloom
For that celestial light? Be it so, since he
Who now is sovereign can dispose and bid
What shall be right: farthest from him is best.
Whom reason hath equalled, force hath made supreme
Above his equals. Farewell, happy fields,
Where joy for ever dwells! Hail, horrors! hail,
Infernal world! and thou, profoundest Hell,
Receive thy new possessor — one who brings
A mind not to be changed by place or time.
The mind is its own place, and in itself
Can make a Heaven of Hell, a Hell of Heaven.
What matter where, if I be still the same,
And what I should be, all but less than he
Whom thunder hath made greater? Here at least
We shall be free; th' Almighty hath not built
Here for his envy, will not drive us hence:
Here we may reign secure; and, in my choice,
To reign is worth ambition, though in Hell:
Better to reign in Hell than serve in Heaven.”

JOHN MILTON – Paradise Lost (1667)

––––––––––––––––––––

VERONICA
I don't feel competent to comment on such a famous poem (I confess I have never read this all the way 

through, nor its sequel). It describes an omnipotent deity whose will (dare one say need?) to be supreme causes 
the upstart Satan to be banished from heaven.  I find the thrust of  the poem to be quite surprising - the self-
knowledge of  Satan to be consistent wherever he finds himself  and to make the best of  a bad job! 

ADELE
Who doesn’t love a bit of  Paradise Lost!  Great piece- one of  my favourite epics- so powerful and thought 

provoking - love that last line in this section. 

LESLEY
I don’t think I am knowledgeable enough to give an erudite commentary on this extract from Milton’s epic 

poem. Not having read the whole, nor Paradise Found, I may have missed out on something profound. I 
understand he was writing about ‘the fall of  man’ and Satan’s expulsion from Heaven, then some kind of  
reconciliation/acceptance. 
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IAN
A topical piece: it passes judgement on the mentality of  the captain of  the ship-of-fools it’s our luck to serve 

under, as we prepare to sail over the edge of  the world into the blue skies of  Brexit. (…Forgotten about that?) 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Lesley Pemberton

  The Magna Charter
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Marriott Edgar

________________________
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VERONICA
I really enjoyed this.  It's impossible to read it without some sort of  attempt at a northern accent!  The 

poem's rhythm aids the narrative (it is a performance poem, I think) and is actually very informative. Worthy of  
Horrible Histories! 

ADELE
I have to apologise for never having heard of  him/her. 
I love this sort of  colloquial parody work - it works so well and adds humour to an otherwise dry subject. 

Love it. Thank you for sharing Lesley. 

LESLEY
After the last ‘moot’ (as Ian calls it), when I had considered sending in ‘Albert and the Lion’ (aka ‘The Lion 

and Albert”) I read a few more works by Marriott Edgar. He wrote and performed with Stanley Holloway (the 
latter making the monologues more famous). Considering neither of  them were Lancastrian, I can confidently 
say - having been born and bred in Lancashire myself  - that the dialect is pretty good. Those of  you used to a 
Yorkshire dialect should not have difficulty with translation! 

This particular offering is rather long-winded but I think the last verse is apt in present times. 

IAN
As a boy in the 1950s I owned Mariott Edgar’s book: Albert, ‘Arold and Others, which was the original source 

of  this poem. It was an old battered hand-me-down, richly illustrated with gorgeous cartoons: much-used by the 
previous owner learning his “party-pieces” (if  you couldn’t sing, you had to declaim). Made famous by 
broadcaster Stanley Holloway in BBC monologues. Hence its popularity as a fund of  party-pieces – and its being 
bound like sheet music. 

Growing up in Hastings, Sussex, the must-learn piece was about ‘Arold, sat on ‘is ‘orse with an Arrow in ‘is 
eye. The other was a dialogue, before the Battle of  Waterloo, between the Duke of  Wellington and “Sam”, a 
footsoldier of  an independent turn-of-mind: Sam – Sam – pick oop thy mousket! Coom on, lad – just to please me. 
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Now for our own poems… 

–––––––––––––––––––––––––––– 

ADELE
I love the healthy strawberry, Ian! Did you think we were all gaining a few pounds in lockdown and needed a 

healthy alternative? 😉  

IAN
It’s left over from the strawberry sponge. Summery, I thought. You have to imagine a tall glass of  Asti to go 

with it. Not quite so healthy after all. (But a lot more fun.) 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Veronica Carolan

Composition

You settle to work, 
brush mouse-droppings from the paper. 
The light from the dusty panes 
high above the bustling street 
remains part-obscured by cobwebs thick with age. 
No one would think of brushing these away: 
enough that beams from sun and moon  
can be distinguished  
and extinguished when the time for candles comes. 
Checking the well for ink, you select a quill and trim it;  
reaching for your rule, you mark the staves 
and wait.  
As though from a far-off place  
a melody begins to form. 
You hear the colours of harmony 
blending voices, sure of text and texture. 
You quickly sketch the notes, capture  
the chords, the counter-melody,  
select the sounds and timbres 
of the organ’s scope. 
You find your feet treading out the pedals, 
your fingers form shapes of selected chord and phrase. 
You do not hear the distant cries of passers-by, 
of trundling carts or soporific croons of pigeons on the roof. 
You do not stop for simple needs, 
oblivious to all but what is being brought to birth  
within your head, your heart, your bones and muscles, 
your inner ear; you strain to catch the strains within,  
until you know that you have captured what you heard. 
You weigh your firstling in your hand, regard  
the beginnings of a new work, 
the collaboration with others whose lives are bound  
to make music.

3.6.20

––––––––––––––––––––––
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ADELE
I really like the way you evoke a sense of  difficulty and lack of  regular ability to produce in this piece. It has a 

timeless sense of  waiting for inspiration. Clever mix of  the senses with ‘hear the colours of  harmony’. In terms 
of  form, as it is building to some sort of  crescendo- I wonder if  it might benefit from shorter lines to build pace 
in the reading and visually that may be more pleasing too. Just a thought. 

Great poem though. 

LESLEY
An excellent observation of  the musician/composer’s “strain to catch the strains within”. Although 

‘observation’ is not the right term - you are portraying what is in the composer’s mind as he gives birth to a new 
masterpiece. The imagery of  what is going on around him (or her?) indicates this is in a far-off  time. I suspect 
you may have someone particular in mind as the subject of  the poem but have not revealed who it is. 

IAN
You could almost attach the name of  a composer to this piece. Someone labouring away in a garrett – 

Mozart, maybe? 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Ian Clark

Things I Hate
Summoning willpower to rise in the morning.
Prolonged preparations for going to bed.
Putting on underwear not freshly laundered.
Suddenly finding there’s mould on the bread.

The floor to be swept and the pans to be scoured.
The clothes crying out to be taken away.
The bed needing changing. The bath needing scrubbing.
The window still silted from last winter’s rain.

Encountering people I’ve ever offended.
Phone calls from strangers I don’t want to know.
Having to listen to squabbles and nagging.
Hearing of anyone threatened or cowed.

The groan of the bored, the depressed or frustrated.
The bark of the angry, sarcastic or vain.
The arrogant bray of the bully and cynic.
Undeserved praise and unmerited blame.

Being reminded I’ve broken a promise.
Being expected to renounce a vow.
Something for nothing, or nothing for something.
The invoice unpaid for three months in a row.

Having to sit through a dull film or programme.
The sight of an animal pacing its cage.
Pictures of children in blood-spattered bandages.
Tidings of killing for hatred or rage.

The sight of a beer bottle smashed on the pavement.
The vista of rubbish afloat on the sea.
The smell of squashed ordure. The dark stain of spittle.
The splash of foul waters. The smell of decay.

Waking to noises I’ve heard in my slumber.
The barking of dogs and the pacing of feet.
Bumpings and bangings which leak through the wall.
Guns in the distance and shouts in the street.

                      ––––––––––––––––
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VERONICA
The assonance and  metre work well in keeping the interest alive and moving us on to the next revelation.  

You really will have to get a maid or manservant, Ian!  There is something in here for everyone, and in stating the 
negatives you make clear your human values.  We are taken from the purely domestic to personal and then social 
situations, and then return home but with echoes of  the violence outside. 

…added later… 
Ian, your poem has been going round in my subconscious, and at last I have remembered Rupert Brooke's 

'The Great Lover', which I must have read many years ago, and which has a poignancy which its antithesis, sadly, 
cannot match. Having said that, your own poem does bear the overtones of  a darkness within the world, directly 
picking up the context of  war menacing in the background at the end of  the poem. I like the way you have 
alluded to his waking up in another world; is your slumber a metaphor for those of  us who sleep while the rest 
of  the world suffers?  However, I trust that this was no swan-song!  I like the way you pick up ideas and run with 
them in a totally modern way without being too slavish about it.  Your poem is less flowery than Brooke’s 
(although 'kindliness of  crusts' is rather good), and it has grown on me. 

ADELE
A very rhythmic tirade of  hates- many I concur with too. Such a range from the intimate to the more worldly, 

and well balanced,  through the eyes of  one person’s gathered thoughts without distraction. Good poem I think.  

LESLEY
A rhythmic poem that encapsulates the things you find abhorrent in life. Sadly, the media today thrive on the 

negative aspects of  the world rather than on the positive. We have enough irksome things in our own lives 
without being bombarded by all the ills of  the world. You have blended both in this narrative. 

IAN
Did nobody spot the metre?… ♫ These are a few of  my Favourite Things ♫ 
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Lesley Pemberton

CHANGES

The rain-dripping trees
Bring visions of yesterday’s dreams 
So many things change  
In so many lifetimes 
But one thing is constant... 
Love... 
The kind of love I’ve so far met is not true  
It lasts for spasms of lighted days 
Then fades back to oblivion  
The love my life is capable of giving  
Is supreme in all that’s ever crossed my path  
I desire to create a new dimension to my life  
But expect to return and find things unchanged  
When many years and many friends have passed  
And faded from the background of the picture of my life
But it will never be the same  
Only love is unchanged 

––––––––––––––––––––––––––

VERONICA
I wonder if  you are staring pensively out of  the window as you meditate on love and change, bringing 

yesterday's dreams to the fore. However, in one line you say that you have not met true love, whilst returning to 
the ideal of  a love that doesn't change.  Did you really expect things to be unchanged?  Our one English word 
for love is inadequate to convey the different kinds you indicate (agape: altruistic love, eros: sexual love, philia: 
friendship are the most commonly referred to; there are also ludus: playful love, pragma: the love of  a 
longstanding relationship, and philautia: love of  self.). I'm not quite sure whether you are writing from the 
perspective of  an older and wiser 'returner' or with the voice of  someone about to venture into a new 
dimension, into agape, perhaps?  A thoughtful poem. 

ADELE
I find this poem difficult to be pleasing while I am fighting with the fact you state that Love is constant - and 

yet the poem displays many ways that it is not.  It is at least a changing constant surely - love may be present for 
ever, but is it actually the same love, do you think?  I think you have the makings of  a really thought provoking 
piece  here but i find it a little jarring as it is. Maybe you could play with the reader a little and turn the point into 
a question, or ideas, for and against, to argue beyond their reading of  it. I want to like it but I think it needs a 

tweak or two first. Hope you find this constructive rather than annoying, Lesley 🤗  

IAN
I guess Love as an ideal is unchanged, presumably that means permanent, but so often that does not accord 

with what we experience. That to me is the message of  the poem. 
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LESLEY
Another ‘oldie’ from my collection. Adele commented last time about seeing something I had written that 

wasn’t a ‘traditional’ rhyming poem. I don’t know if  this one would be classed as free verse? 
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