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UPDATED WITH COMMENTS: Thursday 3 September 2020

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

Welcome to another Virtual Poetry Group, which “met” on Thursday 27 August.

Please comment on each poem and send your comments to me, by Monday night, 31 August.
It will help me manage my inbox if you choose a subject line for the email containing VPG plus the 
date of the moot.

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.
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: 
VERONICA

commenting on Lesley's poem in VPG_13_Aug 
We had to study the Greek myths in the first year of  Grammar school, one of  the projects being to find as 

many household brands as possible which were named after Greek mythological characters. I don't think I ever 
found one for Pegasus.  I'm not sure of  the meaning of  his springing to birth from the dead Gorgon but you 
bring it in cleverly. I love the way you have used the winged horse as a metaphor for passing swiftly, taking us 
along with it as we mount higher to our final destination.  I wonder if  you could rephrase the last line, perhaps 
with an assonant ending such as 'are the ultimate nemesis', or is that too fatalistic? The metre of  the poem 
reminds me of  poetry with a lilt which carries the narrative along. 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Veronica Carolan

“JILLEN ANDY”

“Come to the graveyard, if you’re not afraid.
I’m going to dig my mother’s grave, she’s dead.
And I want some one that will bring the spade,
For Andy’s out of home, and Charlie’s sick in bed.”
Thade Andy was a simple spoken fool
With whom, in early days, I loved to stroll;
He’d oft take me on his back to school,
And make the master laugh himself, he was so 
droll.

In songs and ballads he took great delight.
And prophecies of Ireland yet being freed,
And, singing them by our fireside at night,
I learned songs from Thade before I learned to 
read.
And I have still, by heart, his “Colleen Fune.”
His “Croppy Boy,” his “Phoenix of the Hall.”
And I could “rise” his “Rising of the Moon”
If I could sing in prison cell – or sing at all.

He’d walk the “eeriest” place a moonlight night;
He’d whistle in the dark – even in bed;
In fairy-fort or graveyard Thade was quite
As fearless as a ghost of any ghost of Thade.
Now in the dark churchyard we work away,
The shovel in his hand, in mine the spade.
And seeing Thade cry, I cried myself that day.
For Thade was fond of me and I was fond of 
Thade.

But after twenty years, why now will such
A bubbling spring up in my eyelids start?
Ah! there the things that ask not leave to touch
The fountain of the eyes of feelings of the heart.
“This load of clay will b[r]eak her bones, I fear,
For when alive she wasn’t over strong;
We’ll dig no deeper; I can watch her here
A month or so; surely nobody will do me wrong.”

Four men bear Jillen on a door – ‘tis light;
They have not much of Jillen but her frame;
No mourners come, for ‘tis believed the sight
Of any death or sickness now begets the same.
And these brave hearts that volunteer to touch
Plague-stricken death are tender as they’re brave.
They raise poor Jillen from her tainted couch,

And shade their swimming eyes while laying her in 
grave.
I stand within that grave, nor wide nor deep,
The slender wasted body at my feet :
What wonder is it if strong men will weep
O’er famine-stricken Jillen in her winding sheet.
Her head I try to pillow on a stone,
But it will hang one side, as if the breath
Of famine gaunt into the corpse had blown.
And blighted in the nerves the rigid strength of 
death.

“Hand me that stone, child.”  In his hands ‘tis 
placed;
Down channelling his cheeks are tears like rain;
The stone within his handkerchief is cased
And then I pillow on it Jillen’s head again.
“Untie the night-cap string, unloose that lace,
Take out that pin.  There, now, she’s nicely - rise,
But lay the apron first upon her face,
So that the earth won’t touch her lips or blind her 
eyes.
“Don’t grasp the shovel too tightly – there, make a 
heap;
Steal down each shovelful quietly – there let it 
creep
O’er her poor body lightly; friend, do not weep;
Tears would disturb old Jillen in her last, long 
sleep.”
And Thade was faithful to his watch and ward;
Where’er he’d spend the day, at night he’d haste
With his few sods of turf to that churchyard
Where he was laid himself before the month was 
past.

Then Andy died a-soldiering in Bombay,
And Charlie died in Ross the other day.
Now, no one lives to blush because I say
That Jillen went uncoffined to the clay.

Jeremiah O'Donovan Rossa

–––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––

LESLEY
Thanks for the explanation of  how you came upon this. 
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A strange and eerie poem about various tragedies. I get the impression that the author retained some guilt 
about burying Jillen without a coffin, although no witnesses remained after a short time. 

ADELE
I had never heard of  Jeremiah O’Donovan Rossa or this poem and I will definitely be looking up more.  I 

love the story in this ballad, so sad and such an important reminder of  the suffering through the potato famine 
and the troubles in Ireland. Thank you for sharing this with the group. 

VERONICA
I have embarked on a large project: transcribing the contents (six closely-printed columns of  newspaper print 

pasted on each page) of  a wallpaper book. The articles all seem to be connected with Jeremiah O'Donovan 
Rossa, the Fenian activist, and the villages of  Cork, particularly Timoleague.  We were given this by an Irish 
friend of  Eddie's, together with a coloured photograph of  a young RN sailor, who was on HMS Curacoa, the 
ship that was sliced in two by the Queen Mary on 2nd October 1942. 

O'Donovan encountered the potato famine at first hand, and one particular incident haunted him throughout 
his life; so much so that he wrote a poem about the death of  a neighbour, Jillen Andy.  I thought it resonated 
with these Covid times to some extent, apart from which it is a poignant record of  the suffering of  the Irish 
people.  The poem is described as 'pathetic', in the old sense of  the word. 

IAN
An atmospheric piece from a time of  immense suffering. I can’t imagine how I’d respond in such a situation, 

or begin to predict the priorities that would be uppermost in my mind. That they would include relief  at the 
impossibility (now they were all dead) of  shaming someone over the unavoidable neglect of  a family duty only 
appropriate to better times wouldn’t occur to me. 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Ian Clark

A Lady Thinks She Is Thirty
Unwillingly Miranda wakes,
Feels the sun with terror,
One unwilling step she takes,
Shuddering to the mirror.

Miranda in Miranda's sight
Is old and gray and dirty;
Twenty-nine she was last night;
This morning she is thirty.

Shining like the morning star,
Like the twilight shining,
Haunted by a calendar,
Miranda is a-pining.

Silly girl, silver girl,
Draw the mirror toward you;
Time who makes the years to whirl
Adorned as he adored you.

Time is timelessness for you;
Calendars for the human;
What's a year, or thirty, to
Loveliness made woman?

Oh, Night will not see thirty again,
Yet soft her wing, Miranda;
Pick up your glass and tell me, then--
How old is Spring, Miranda?

Ogden Nash

–––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––

LESLEY
The truth lies in the mirror - or does it? Surely 30 is not old - perhaps the author is implying that in the last 

line: Miranda is still in her springtime. I like this poem. 

ADELE
I remember how turning 30 was more dreadful to me than turning 40 or 50 was. I don’t think I found my first 

grey hair until I was about 35 though so I’ve one up on Miranda 😊  
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VERONICA
Wisdom with wit! 

IAN
I have a soft spot for Ogden Nash (…well, who’d have guessed it!) 
He described himself  as “a versifier” (which, to his annoyance, some journalist misheard as “a thirsty fire”). 

But for all his humility, I think many people would endorse that self-assessment. So I was keen to present a poem 
of  his that showed he could write “real” poetry when he chose. 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Adele Duffield

Let America be America again
Let America be America again.
Let it be the dream it used to be.
Let it be the pioneer on the plain
Seeking a home where he himself is free.

(America never was America to me.)

Let America be the dream the dreamers dreamed—
Let it be that great strong land of love
Where never kings connive nor tyrants scheme
That any man be crushed by one above.

(It never was America to me.)

O, let my land be a land where Liberty
Is crowned with no false patriotic wreath,
But opportunity is real, and life is free,
Equality is in the air we breathe.

(There's never been equality for me,
Nor freedom in this "homeland of the free.")

Say, who are you that mumbles in the dark?
And who are you that draws your veil across the stars?

I am the poor white, fooled and pushed apart,
I am the Negro bearing slavery's scars.
I am the red man driven from the land,
I am the immigrant clutching the hope I seek—
And finding only the same old stupid plan
Of dog eat dog, of mighty crush the weak.

I am the young man, full of strength and hope,
Tangled in that ancient endless chain
Of profit, power, gain, of grab the land!
Of grab the gold! Of grab the ways of satisfying need!
Of work the men! Of take the pay!
Of owning everything for one's own greed!

I am the farmer, bondsman to the soil.
I am the worker sold to the machine.
I am the Negro, servant to you all.
I am the people, humble, hungry, mean—
Hungry yet today despite the dream.
Beaten yet today—O, Pioneers!
I am the man who never got ahead,
The poorest worker bartered through the years.

Yet I'm the one who dreamt our basic dream
In the Old World while still a serf of kings,
Who dreamt a dream so strong, so brave, so true,
That even yet its mighty daring sings
In every brick and stone, in every furrow turned

That's made America the land it has become.
O, I'm the man who sailed those early seas
In search of what I meant to be my home—
For I'm the one who left dark Ireland's shore,
And Poland's plain, and England's grassy lea,
And torn from Black Africa's strand I came
To build a "homeland of the free."

The free?

Who said the free? Not me?
Surely not me? The millions on relief today?
The millions shot down when we strike?
The millions who have nothing for our pay?
For all the dreams we've dreamed
And all the songs we've sung
And all the hopes we've held
And all the flags we've hung,
The millions who have nothing for our pay—
Except the dream that's almost dead today.

O, let America be America again—
The land that never has been yet—
And yet must be—the land where every man is free.
The land that's mine—the poor man's, Indian's, Negro's, 
ME—
Who made America,
Whose sweat and blood, whose faith and pain,
Whose hand at the foundry, whose plow in the rain,
Must bring back our mighty dream again.

Sure, call me any ugly name you choose—
The steel of freedom does not stain.
From those who live like leeches on the people's lives,
We must take back our land again,
America!

O, yes,
I say it plain,
America never was America to me,
And yet I swear this oath—
America will be!

Out of the rack and ruin of our gangster death,
The rape and rot of graft, and stealth, and lies,
We, the people, must redeem
The land, the mines, the plants, the rivers.
The mountains and the endless plain—
All, all the stretch of these great green states—
And make America again!

Langston Hughes 

–––––––––––––––––––––––––––
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LESLEY
Although this poem was written in 1936 it rings true today. Strange that some ‘Americans’ have so easily 

forgotten their ancestry. The line “Who dreamt a dream...” and the thoughts expressed in the poem were surely 
taken up by Martin Luther King in his famous speech “I have a dream…”. 

VERONICA
An interesting and poignant poem, and a rueful one, as the clock can never be turned back - in that, there is 

some congruence with the Ogden Nash poem with its regret at the passing of  age, and the wisdom that beauty 
can be found in maturity.  Does the same go for countries, I wonder?  This is a poem about idealism crushed by 
greed and lust for power, and the voice of  the oppressed as both witness and rallying call.  Very topical. 

IAN
That was exactly the impression I received of  the USA. Before I went and lived there, with plans to do so 

permanently, I had inherited the hostile views of  my parents, which I was prepared to write off  as sheer 
prejudice. As indeed they were. But I acquired something else to replace it: a sense of  disgust, such as one feels 
for Hitler’s Germany or Stalin’s Russia. I met some wonderful Americans, but the entity that binds them all 
together? It’s not a geographical area, a language, a nation, or even a shared collection of  road signs: it’s a 
conspiracy. 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Roger Gould

Mirror

I am silver and exact. I have no preconceptions.
Whatever I see I swallow immediately
Just as it is, unmisted by love or dislike.
I am not cruel, only truthful‚
The eye of a little god, four-cornered.
Most of the time I meditate on the opposite wall.
It is pink, with speckles. I have looked at it so long
I think it is part of my heart. But it flickers.
Faces and darkness separate us over and over.

Now I am a lake. A woman bends over me,
Searching my reaches for what she really is.
Then she turns to those liars, the candles or the moon.
I see her back, and reflect it faithfully.
She rewards me with tears and an agitation of hands.
I am important to her. She comes and goes.
Each morning it is her face that replaces the darkness.
In me she has drowned a young girl, and in me an old woman
Rises toward her day after day, like a terrible fish.

Sylvia Plath

––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––

LESLEY
Another poem about a mirror (along with Adele’s). However I like the concept of  the view that the mirror 

has, rather than what a person sees reflected in it. The last four words seem a bit out of  place - I’m not sure why 
the author chose this metaphor, particularly the last word “fish”. 

ADELE
There is a depth of  sad reflection here, both through the reality of  ageing as seen in the mirror and also the 

inner reflection of  a troubled mind.   I struggle with the final simile however! Can’t help but admire Sylvia Plath’s 
work though. 

VERONICA
Another poem about ageing - I am reminded of  the story of  Snow White's magic mirror.  Would we rather 

see ourselves as we really are or as we'd like to be? 

IAN
The first line scares me with an image from the Finnish epic Kullervo. The hero, about to fall upon his sword, 

addresses it, asking if  it can bear to enter the body of  someone so wicked. The sword replies “I cut flesh. 
Whether of  a good or a wicked person is of  no concern to me.” 

Sylvia Plath’s mirror, it seems, cuts her flesh with commensurate cruelty. 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Lesley Pemberton

The Little Boy And The Old Man

Said the little boy, 'Sometimes I drop my spoon.'
Said the old man, 'I do that too.'
The little boy whispered, 'I wet my pants.'
'I do that too,' laughed the little old man.
Said the little boy, 'I often cry.'
The old man nodded, 'So do I.'
'But worst of all,' said the boy, 'it seems
Grown-ups don't pay attention to me.'
And he felt the warmth of a wrinkled old hand.
'I know what you mean,' said the little old man.

Shel Silverstein

––––––––––––––––––––––

LESLEY
I came across this poem whilst searching for something to send in this week and thought it expressed so well 

how young or old can feel about social disapproval and their isolation. Shel Silverstein wrote poems and stories 
mainly for children. He wrote the lyrics of  the song “A boy named Sue” which you may have heard (recorded by 
Johnny Cash). 

ADELE
Oh, how sad - humorous to begin with but the final comparison is so deep and heart-felt.  Again, I don’t 

know Shel Silverstein so you’ve introduced me to someone else new. Thank you. 

VERONICA
I love this.  A really funny but moving poem about the bond between young and old and the irony of  ageing. 

IAN
A surprisingly well-constructed poem. I didn’t notice the assonance in each couplet until I’d read it several 

times. One more metaphor for the “same only different” predicament of  the interlocutors. 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Now for our own poems… 
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Veronica Carolan

Underground ghost train

The satisfactory layout 
of simple branch lines 
obscures the complexities of family travel. 
Junctions and conjunctions 
laid out for all to follow. 
These are symbolic of underground journeying. 
Welcome to the ghost train, 
and be prepared for surprises! 
 
Buy your tickets, consult the guides, 
descend the moving stairs. 
You note familiar faces, 
follow people you once knew in passing. 
This will be a mystery tour 
to destinations and destinies unknown. 
Welcome to the carriage-closet, 
and be prepared for skeletons!

4.6.20

–––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––

VERONICA
I've been researching family tree…. 

ROGER
A very clever idea – the bisociation of  the London underground map and family trees. “that was my aunt 

who got shunted in Barcelona”. 

LESLEY
I’m not sure if  you are referring to an underground railway in reality or, perhaps as the title implies, a journey 

through life towards death? 

ADELE
This is so well layered, from the literal ghost train to the potential journey from life to the beyond wherever 

that takes you. Elements of  fun with ideas of  a family day out at the arcades or funfairs twisted with other 
possibilities and the past coming back to haunt you. Nicely done. 

IAN
I’ve often sat on the Northern Line, imagining it as the train to Hell instead of  Cockfosters. Turns out that’s a 

well-worn metaphor: there are several short stories on just that theme. But Veronica’s poem is altogether original 
to my knowledge. The Family as an underground railway – and then as a fairground horror-show.  

Been delving into my own (large) family’s history: it is just like that. Right down to elopements and betrayals. 
Skeletons? – I haven’t opened all the cupboards yet. 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Ian Clark

Reinhard Heydrich

Hailing from an operatic family
well-to-do, and locally regarded,
he was a master of the violin,
heart-throb of every woman that he met.

Just one thing marred his haughty, handsome face:
a nose resembling a vulture's beak.
At school the bullying was merciless
for his conjectured Jewish ancestry.

His mind both brilliant and bellicose
he soon ascended through the navy’s ranks
until he was disparaged and dismissed 
for being an insufferable cad.

His bearings lost – as with so many else,
he seized upon the promises held out
by a new class of men, who vowed to save
the race and Fatherland from foul dishonour.

He set up Interpol, and organised
The dazzling Olympics in Berlin.
Engineered false-flag attacks to give
Hitler the pretext to invade Poland.

Directed the Gestapo; and the feared SD.
Plotted, in the Night Of The Long Knives,
the downfall of the Storm Troopers, unleashed
Crystal Night against all Jewish shops.

Was SS Deputy: a soldier's jest
proclaimed him to be Himmler's Brain. Received
the Death's-Head Ring from Himmler's own hand:
the all-time master-murderer of millions.

Engineered the Special Groups, who followed
the conquerors to search out and destroy
all partisans: extended to include
communists, black-marketeers… and Jews.

Chaired a conference in Berlin's Wannsee
at which there was agreed – without dissent –
the Jewish Question’s Ultimate Solution:
exterminate all Jews in conquered lands.

Of the Nazis’ numerous atrocities
none he did not instigate, or guide.
Promulgated the Night And Fog decrees
to disappear the enemies of the Reich.

But, scorning privileges of high office,
himself flew combat missions into Russia.
He was shot down behind enemy lines –
but him they were unable to arrest.

Protector of Bohemia and Moravia,
he won himself the name: Butcher of Prague.
Not by brutality, but murderous brilliance,
public opinion he craftily controlled.

The Czechs were hoping they were not to be
sacrificed to Stalin by the Allies
as once, by Neville Chamberlain, the premier,
their country had been sacrificed to Hitler.

Their government-in exile hatched a plan
to execute their loathed and hated Butcher
and cultivate a debt of gratitude
within the minds of Churchill and the Allies.

The British well-equipped them for the task.
In those days Heydrich drove like a film star
in sumptuous convertible, alone.
As he slowed down to round a hairpin bend

bombs were lobbed, stens fired. In the event
they bungled the job. The wounded Heydrich
stumbled after them, firing his pistol,
till he collapsed from shock and loss of blood.

In seven days he died, upon his lips
lines from his father’s opera: The world’s a
barrel-organ which Himself the Lord God turns.
We dance to the tune that’s mounted on the drum.

Hitler was torn between lamenting him
and castigating him for his “damned folly”.
The Third Reich, by the Führer’s own admission,
had lost a prized and precious bloody fool.

Today, how should we contemplate the man:
his bearing proud, his features near-divine,
his purpose firm, his bravery unchecked
and in his shrunken heart no trace of pity?

The image of a warrior-hero for
wild savages: role-model for a folk
who, by deliberate and conscious choice,
sank madly back into barbarity. 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ROGER
A chilling obituary. The ‘barrel organ’ quote’ is marvellous and one I had not heard, but what a cop-out! 

Amazing that you could maintain the pentameters. 

LESLEY
It takes a while to digest this ‘potted biography’ of  Reinhard Heydrich. Perhaps the line near the end, with the 

words “...a prized and precious bloody fool” sums him up. 

ADELE
A telling tale indeed. I wonder though whether it is a poem or not. I can equally imagine this being a piece of  

prose writing, like a potted history of  his exploits.  I find it difficult to see the poetry in the piece however, and 
therefore think that it would perhaps benefit from a rhyme scheme (if  that were possible to produce now) 
because it seems to yearn one here.  Not necessary for lots of  poems, I know, but there is usually a rhythm or 
some other poetic form like assonance or onomatopoeia etc to compensate, but that’s not happening here for 
me. An education as always though, Ian, and enjoyable to read. 

VERONICA
This could be a ballad, apart from the non-rhyme.  A truly amazing but chilling story of  a remarkable man, 

told in terse detail. 

IAN
Is this a poem? Or an obituary, written in blank verse?  
Will it become a poem if  I make it rhyme? 
Will it become a ballad if  I set it to music? …A barrel-organ tune, perhaps? Whether as song or poetry, 

ballads are inherently stodgy stuff. 
Shakespeare’s Macbeth is written in blank verse. Is it a poem? No: it is a tragedy, not a poem. Then my piece is 

not a poem either. And, like Ogden Nash, I’m not a poet – I’m a versifier. 
But could Macbeth be both a tragedy and a poem? Could my piece be both obituary and poem?  
Depends on who you ask. But most will agree the poem aspect is secondary. Also the featured character is 

huge enough to dominate the medium in either case, whether it be tragedy/obituary, or poem. 
This sort of  question has been asked before, notably about English 1930s poets. Just about every one of  

them, with the exception of  WH Auden, were writing polemic passing itself  off  as poetry. You could say they 
were abusing the poetic medium to deliver a political message. Was it “real” poetry they were writing? 

So I ask myself: how would Auden have written it? 
Well, for a start, he would have thrown away everything except the last two verses (maybe four). None of  

Auden’s audience in the 1930s would have needed to be told much about Reinhard Heydrich. Just as nobody in 
Britain today needs to be told much about Dominic Cummings. But today, when we read a poem about a 
monster like Heydrich from almost a century ago, some historical background is necessary.  

How to supply that background? I’ve supplied it as blank verse matching the metre of  the “real” poem, viz. 
the last four verses. Maybe that was a mistake: I should have written an essay in prose as an introduction. Or left 
it as an enigma, like Auden’s poem about Matthew Arnold I offered a fortnight or two back. 
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Adele Duffield

Trying to attract a new tenant

Last Summer I spied you, well maybe not you, exactly 
but perhaps.  At dusk, a movement on the garden step  
quietly creeping along that shadowy space to safety.

Night after night, lights off, I watched from my window  
for your furtive form scurrying from bush cover to corner, 
strained my eyes, convinced of movement where none existed.

Returning home one evening, I spied you once more, 
like a spikey pin cushion crossing the path, then gone again. 
By day, I search for droppings, hollows and routes, 
am sure you’re here, somewhere in the undergrowth. 
This Spring, we build you a home, provide water, food,  
a woodpile of dead twigs, despite small signs, no sighting still.

Today, wandering the garden (as I do), at last I spy you! 
A leap of joy you bring to my heart.  I just stop and stare! 
A spiney bundle of life, devil may-care, in broad daylight!

Hedgepig’s tiny snout sniffs the air, hurries you off, on stealthy feet 
towards a shady bush, you skirt along the garden rocks  
and my inner smile broadens, oozing with absolute delight.

–––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––

ADELE
Having just re-read my poem, I think it would be better to reverse the following (4th stanza last line) ‘A spiney 

bundle of  life, in broad daylight - devil may care!’  

ROGER
A delightful account, especially of  your sensory preoccupations. I liked the pattern of  the verses, the 

symmetry is a good solution; the central six lines would not fall easily into 2x3. I know exactly what you mean by 
‘inner smile’. 

LESLEY
A lovely depiction of  the hedgehog in your garden. Your poem came just after I had seen one in my garden. 

There was one last year and I was surprised see it in the daytime because they are regarded as nocturnal. I 
discovered that a mother hedgehog may venture out early morning and late afternoon/early evening to find 
more food to help sustain her young. Last year I saw - what I presumed to be - the mother with a baby. 
Unfortunately I didn’t have a camera handy to photograph them before they disappeared into some bushes. 
Keeping an eye out for this year’s visitor. I put out some moist cat food which had gone the next morning. 
Whether it was consumed by the hedgehog or my cats or some other creatures, I don’t know. 
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VERONICA
I think this is beautifully described, Adele, and I could really relate to the elation (I prefer your "oozing with 

absoute delight") one can feel when looking for, and at, natural things.  Flowers can do it for me!  This is journey 
of  love. 

IAN
Gorgeous whimsy, casting the poet as landlady, and (for once) an aspiring tenant she can really grow 

enthusiastic about. I can almost smell the ambience of  an English country garden, plus hear the hidden rustle of  
a little warm body. 
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Roger Gould

Can I hear Green Dolphin Street, please?

“For those of us who remember the fifties,” 
he wrote, of lying on a sunny beach 
listening to Green Dolphin Street.
A lullaby in my cot;
no real jazz on the BBC,
preferring mangled English,
from classically trained divas,
to its defiance and dodgy morals.
Today, a curiosity cult,
loved for its innovation.
Pop stars may stumble
on the fifties treasure trove, 
enthuse on, ‘lyrics with meaning’,
‘shape and rhythm in the melody’;
missing a million war-torn hearts, 
the beat of transcontinental trains;
the cry of its generation
captured by the Brill writers,
as surely as today.
When we no longer ask; 
will Green Dolphin Street matter?

20.8.20

––––––––––––––––––––––

LESLEY
A genre of  music I don’t particularly follow but appreciate your sentiments. There are references elsewhere to 

jazz influencing rock-and-roll so your “Pop stars may stumble on the fifties treasure trove” perhaps needs some 
readjustment? 

ADELE
I didn’t know the music of  Green Dolphin Street or the film for that matter, so I played it. I quite like some 

jazz but it varies so much and I struggle with certain types. Have to say this isn’t one of  my favourite styles 
personally- sorry Roger! However, I love the feeling and image drawn by your poem. I really like the style and the 
story, being so personal with the ‘lullaby in my cot’ line, and the way it then reaches out to a whole generation 
and beyond. I don’t like the word ‘dodgy’ though, which seems to lower the tone you otherwise maintain 
throughout. Nicely done I think. 

VERONICA
I confess I had to look up Green Dolphin Street on U-Tube!  I had to smile at the "mangled English from 

classically trained divas" - a trifle disparaging, but it's true that vowels get distorted and all sense sometimes lost 
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in long phrases and missing consonants.  I was amazed at how many jazz artists used this song.  This poem 
comes from the heart, I think. 

IAN
In the pre-Beatles days I was a refractory orchestral music fan. I bought LPs, not singles. 
I’m only recently learning to appreciate jazz. Thanks to my son: a far better musician than I could ever be. 
So now I buy software, which enables me to tap out jazz riffs on my iPad. I’ll need to vamp out the chords of  

the Miles Davis rendition to get familiar with it – it’s so moody. On Green Dolphin Street needed Roger’s poem… 
to introduce me to a new-found friend. 

Page �17



Lesley Pemberton

ECHOES OF THE PAST

Pervaded by the sentinel silence
The long-deserted mansion stands alone
Its once prevalent beauty crumbling into dust
Its windows which once shone
Now webbed with cracks and framed with parasitic rust
Jungle-tangle gardens stretch away
Which once were cared for, tended lovingly
Terraced lawns and coloured flower sprays
Choked and overcome by tough varieties
Across the terrace, once adorned 
With garden seats and multi-patterned tiles,
The door hangs limp, attacked by furious storms
Invites the curious in to look around a while
Darkness gives way and shadows take shape
Shivers of breeze disturb the still air
Why have they left this place to this fate?
The long-deserted mansion standing there
With echoes of the past in the sentinel silence

––––––––––––––––––––––

ROGER
Interesting personification of  silence as a guard or guards neatly topping and tailing the poem. I would guess 

this is an early one, you are more economical these days and more inclined to show than tell; “choked and 
overcome by tough varieties” is a bit Bill Sowerbutts.  The overall image is very well drawn, like  “The Listeners”, 
the real power in the unspoken question, so you should probably not pose it. 

ADELE
I like they way you echo the beginning at the end and it is framed by the title. Some lovely inner rhymes which 

work for me -  ‘furious’ and ‘curious’ as well as clever juxtapositions like ‘jungle-tangle’ . Too many ‘once’s I 
think, which work against its charm, so I would consider changing some with words which transport you back in 
time while avoiding the repetition.  Good poem though. 

VERONICA
You capture the atmosphere right from the start, Lesley.  The "sentinel silence" is so descriptive, laconic but 

full of  meaning.  Strange how in a different way from other poems this week, you write of  ageing in the context 
of  a house that was once a home. 

IAN
I love abandoned old buildings. And I love Lesley’s poem. Struck chords with me of  JRR Tolkien’s The 

Mewlips, not to say Browning’s Childe Rolande to the Dark Tower Came. I can hear the creak of  rusty hinges. 
Minor quibble: the title doesn’t do justice to the piece. To be sure, “Echoes” resonates, and “Past” goes 

without saying. But even just choosing a phrase from the poem as a title… there are better phrases. Like: “The 
door hangs limp”. Plus the phrases identified by Adele and Veronica – all good sound-bites. 
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