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PPS Programme 2015 

 
If enough members are interested, extra daytime meetings can be arranged for workshops. 

Dorothy is willing to lead these. A small charge would be levied to cover costs. 

Competitions 

Pomfret Cup: 12-24 lines (Theme: Star) Deadline 19
st
 March 

Edna Margaret Rose Bowl: 12-32 lines (Theme: Light and Shade) Deadline 18
th
 June 

McDade Trophy for narrative poetry: max 100 lines (Open theme) Deadline 15
th
 October 

MacKenzie Trophy: max 40 lines (Open theme) Deadline 17
th
 December 

Jan 15
th
 AGM plus members’ poems 

Feb 19
th
 Adjudication of McKenzie Trophy plus members’ poems 

Mar 19
th
 Poets’ Project 1: Picture the Poet 

Mar 27
th
 Joint Evening with Recorded Music Society. Theme: Joys of Spring 

Apr 16
th
 Adjudication of Pomfret Cup plus members’ poems 

May 21
st
 Visit from Ashton Writers 

June 18
th
 Members’ poems 

June ? Visit to Lumb Bank 

July 16
th
 Adjudication of Edna Margaret Rose Bowl plus members’ poems 

Aug 20
th
 President’s Day 

Sep 17
th
 Poets’ Project 2: Poets and their Places 

Oct 15
th
 Guest speaker. Robin Purves, Senior Lecturer in English Literature, 

UCLan.  

Nov 19
th
 Adjudication of McDade Trophy plus members’ poems 

Nov  Joint Evening with Recorded Music Society. Theme:   

Dec 17
th
 Christmas Party 
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Editorial 
 

Welcome to the Spring edition of the Preston Poets’ Society Newsletter. The period 

from the January ’15 edition to the end of April has probably been one of the busiest 

in the history of our Society and in some ways (actually, all ways) it is a relief to have 

a month or so off. 

 

There is coverage within these pages of the Picture a Poet Exhibition, members’ news, 

including Lorna Smithers’ book launch, and our Secretary’s splendid Valentine’s 

efforts. What has not been mentioned is the amount of time that has been taken up in 

the application for a grant to put on something a little special for National Poetry Day 

in October. Whether the grant is given or not we have all learned a lot about funding. 

 

Another event that is not mentioned is something that Lorna and myself went to a 

couple of months ago at the Portico Library in Manchester. It is an amazing building 

about a hundred yards from the Manchester Art Gallery on the same side of Mosley 

Street and towards Piccadilly. The entrance is a small door in a side street. Very 

Secret Garden sort of territory. After a climb up endless stairs you reach a space that 

takes the breath away. It is straight from Dickens and has walls of books under a 

beautiful dome. It is open for food at midday. 

 

However, we went to support the North West Poets evening put together by Lindsey 

Holland featuring Helen Mort, Andrew Forster and Peter Sansom. The readings were 

excellent as one would expect but what I want to mention here concerns the Q&A 

session that followed. Whether Q&A is a good thing may be dealt with another time. 

 

Anyway, during this session someone asked the panel of the above poets whether 

going to Poetry Courses, Exhibitions, Festivals etc increased one’s chances of getting 

published. The question was related to the ability to pay for these quite expensive 

events if one was unemployed or on a low wage. This, obviously, means that one is 

not making contacts or friends in the poetry scene. 

 

The answer was that this made no difference at all and that if one’s work was good 

enough then it would be published. 

 

What a load of rubbish. 

 

I could name half a dozen books off the top of my head that would not have seen the 

light of day without the poet knowing the publisher. And I’m not just talking about 

going to the same University. 

 

I’m not suggesting that you have to go to these courses to get published. Only that it 

seems a damn sight easier if you do. 

 

Thanks, as usual, to Vince Smith for getting the Newsletter together and for the 

printing. 

 

Terry Quinn
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Valentines at Morrisons 
 

by Dorothy Nelson 

 

Well, I’ve been offered some peculiar work recently. When I retired from lecturing I 

didn’t expect to be sitting beside Morrisons flower stand in Preston, writing 

Valentines verses for customers. 

 

On 7
th
 February I received an email from a PR company in London called 3 Monkeys 

Communications: - the name should have told me something. They asked if I could 

supply a poet to write Valentines verses for customers buying flowers, and it had to 

take place on Wed 11
th
. I tried a couple of people who weren’t available. The junior 

executive, who had been told to make this happen at short notice, seemed desperate. I 

received a further 9 emails from her over the next 2 days. I suggested she contact 

UCLan as a Creative Writing student might like the job, but at this late stage she 

preferred me to do it. I told her my age, thinking I wouldn’t be the best person for this, 

but she insisted that didn’t matter. They’d pay my usual rate, plus expenses. I had to 

think. I don’t have an hourly rate for this kind of thing. Also, I had plans for 

Wednesday so couldn’t be there in the morning. She said I could go late and they’d 

pay for a taxi. Cost wasn’t an issue. So I booked a taxi and signed the contract. 

 

I arrived feeling slightly apprehensive, with a few gooey lines in my head and hoping 

nobody from PPS would come in to do their shopping and spot me there. I went in. I 

wasn’t expected. It was the manager’s day off and the flower lady had just gone 

home. It took several phone calls but eventually a deputy manager arrived to find me 

a spot for the 4 hour duration. A table arrived, slightly damaged. I asked for a chair 

and was told of an earlier incident. A shoplifter, when arrested had thrown my chair 

and table at the manager, and broken both. He tested the table and said it would be ok 

if I didn’t try to move it. The chair was beyond repair so in time they found another. 

At that point an attractive woman arrived from a PR agency in Manchester. She was 

to be an Ambassador for the day. Her brief said - 

 

•  Attach the stickers to each bespoke bunch (NB this must be done ASAP in the 

morning once you pick up your collateral) 

•  Inform customers about the collaboration with Karen Haller and meaning behind 

each bunch of flowers  

•  Encourage customers to purchase the bespoke bunches for their loved ones 

•  Encourage customers to have a personalised poem written for their loved one (NB 

they do not need to buy one of the bespoke bunches for this service) 

•  Attach the personalised tags to the bunches, once written by the poet 

•  Record the number of people who have a poem written for them 

•  Ensure smooth running of the whole activity. Act as true role models for Morrisons 

throughout the activity 

•  Please wear black pencil skirt, black tights, black polo neck. 

 

So she was to approach customers and bring them to me for a poem. In actual fact she 

stood at my side for 4 hours, smiling. I didn’t ask how much she was being paid. The 

flowers on sale were the usual stock apart from bouquets of red roses which, when 

jammed in together, to my eyes looked rather nauseating. Interestingly the blurb I’d 

received from a flower expert stated that Nearly half of British women (46%) think 

roses are a bad choice for Valentine’s Day, yet 85% of the buyers choose roses. 

 



 

5  

Hundreds of bouquets in 4 different designs were being freshly delivered on 13
th
, a 

sensible arrangement as the store expected to take £300,000 over 24 hours. Clearly 

this promotion had been set up 2 days too early. We waited. No customers, apart from 

Terry who mischievously came in to see what I was doing. My nightmare!  Someone 

was looking at flowers, so he discreetly vanished. Our first customer chose a bouquet 

of red roses. The Ambassador approached him. Their conversation went like this: 

 

  Would you like a poem to go with those flowers? 

     No, it’s all right.  

  You don’t want a poem for your wife? 

     I’m taking these to the cemetery. 

 

So his wife was dead. And he was the only customer. The Ambassador looked 

suitably embarrassed. I’d always felt this was going to be tricky. The flowers which 

hadn’t arrived were designed for every stage in a relationship. Their messages in PR 

terms were these:  

 

•  The Swipe Right bunch, perfect for your latest flame. This bouquet will say… You 

light me up.   

•  The I’m Into You bunch, perfect for when two become one. This bouquet will say…  

Will you be mine?  

•  The Fresh Start  bunch, perfect for those needing to clear the air. This bouquet will 

say… Let’s start afresh.  

•  The Honeymoon bunch, perfect for Love is blossoming. This bouquet will say I’m 

crazy about you.  Suggestive of a love that is romantic, loyal and selfless. 

•  The You’re the Best of the Bunch, perfect for an independent lover. This bouquet 

will say… I respect you.   

 

I’m into you (young impatient love). This sounded so suggestive to me I was glad the 

bouquets hadn’t yet turned up. Likewise You’re the best of the bunch …  I respect you 

seems to say the opposite. Starting afresh (after a traumatic break-up?). Imagine 

approaching a man in those circumstances and asking him to sit with me to write a 

poem; besides, no customer chair had been provided.   

 

Any man buying flowers, including those not intended for the promotion, was offered 

a poem. The standard reply was a grunted No thanks, as he dashed away. Over 4 hours 

we gave out 2, and these were down to the 3 cigarette sellers at the nearby counter 

who bent the arms of customers. To earn my crust I’d written 12-15 verses and 

duplicated them several times. I had 50 gift cards to get through.  Here’s a taster, and 

don’t forget as In-Store Poet Laureate (my official title) I retain the copyright!! 

 

 

  The moon is smiling, 

  The stars glow above. 

  You’re the reason 

  The world is in love 

 

The moon is tumbling 

Down from the sky. 

He’s head over heels 

And so am I.  

 

By 4pm I was truly bored, and so I 

couldn’t resist sneaking in a couple 

which were not exactly in the right 

spirit.  

 

         I’ll cook our meal tonight, 

         Pizza and chips. 

         I won’t mind the two inches 

         That go on your hips. 
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I could have carried on this way but I was mindful that the Ambassador, who 

incidentally was not wearing a black pencil skirt as instructed, was hoping to land 

another contract with Morrisons. We couldn’t risk any complaints. I would be well 

away by the time the flowers were sold. I left the cards at the till to be handed out 

with each bouquet. I wonder who received the two pizza and chips cards, apparently 

written by their loved ones. 

 

It was an experience I never expected to have and 

one I don’t expect to repeat. There was to be a 

photo-shoot but without flowers or customers, it 

was a problem. The Ambassador took my photo. As 

you can see, I look as though I’m sitting an exam.  

 

I gave feedback to 3 Monkeys and told them the 

date was a mistake. They said it had to be 11
th
 or the 

press wouldn’t have time to print the piece for 14
th
 

and blamed the stores for mismanagement. This was 

revealing as this promotion took place in 5 large 

stores nationwide. They all had the same problem. 

No flowers. No customers. No point. 3 Monkeys 

were efficient in paying me almost immediately, 

and reimbursing the £80 for the taxi. I received 

several thank you emails from the organisers whom I suspect were relieved that 

someone (anyone) had turned up to do the job.  It was fun in one way, and an eye 

opener.  I’m so pleased I opted for a career in the public sector.  

 

 

Members’ News 
 

Dorothy Nelson is having 6 poems published by the Christian Writers’ Society (in 

process) 

 

Lorna Smithers launched her collection Enchanting the Shadowlands at the Korova 

on the 22
nd
 April. She also has a poem in Dawntreader. 

 

Lorna Smithers and Nick Williams, alongside Peter Dillon (together known as 

Guests of the Earth) performed in Chorley’s What’s Your Story on 15
th
 April. 

 

Terry Quinn has been published in South, French Literary Review and Dawntreader. 

 

Lorna Smithers, Dorothy Nelson, Phil Howard, Nick Williams and Terry Quinn 
are in a video filmed at the Picture a Poet Exhibition. Go to: 

http://www.applesandsnakes.org/page/3806/Picture+The+Poet+Live+Preston  

or google Picture The Poet Live, Preston | Apples and Snakes 

 

Christine Jaritz has completed the script of a musical play, The Lilac Garden and 

will shortly be in discussion about the music. 

 

Sue Hicks, co-founder of Live Poets' Society, North Sydney, has been asked to write 

a foreword for an anthology, Can I Tell You A Secret?, to mark the group's 25th 

anniversary. The book will include work by Sue. 
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                                  Results of the McKenzie Trophy  
 

                                  Adjudicator: Clare Shaw 

 

                                  Theme: Open 

 

                                                         First: Martin Domleo 

 

In Search of Shakespeare 
 

A children’s book, 

a screwdriver, 

a pair of pliers 

forged when things  

were done properly 

 

spark memories 

of masculine hands, 

a mother’s painted nail, 

words whispered and kind. 

 

Now he researches  

intangibles: the man 

behind the book, 

his conversation 

among friends. 

 

First edition pages 

reveal the plays. 

The painted bust 

stares blankly back. 

 

He’s turned  

the tables again. 

A fool’s history, 

this craving. 

 

Everywhere 

his words are alive, 

living and changing 

as he would have them: 

 

on the mountain, 

by the lake; 

 

in the closed- 

curtained room 

where candles fade: 

 

whispered words 

that cannot turn to dust.    
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Second: Phil Howard 

 

Mawddach Estuary with Clock Tower Building. 

Watercolour by Frank Ellis Woodhead, 1913 
  

There in that rowing boat it could be 

Us, there in the channel he's coloured blue-green 

With the clock tower house mirrored in it too. 

We're looking across the Mawddach Estuary 

From the southern - Cader Idris - side; 

To our left would be Barmouth and the sea, 

Eastwards a red sky, an early morning scene - 

Herring gulls hover, dive, swoop and glide - 

The picture's signed F.E.Woodhead, 1913; 

I think it looks well in that frame, don't you? 

  

Was he conscious of the drift towards war, 

The artist, early on that spring morning 

As he set up on the shore at Fengla Fawr 

Having crossed the bridge, perhaps, from Abermaw? 

Was he thinking of war as he painted-drew, 

How nothing would be as it was before? 

(Was that red sky some kind of warning?) 

How conflict is the midwife of the new. 

Or did he just blank it, keep painting-drawing 

As Coes Faen's clock chimed the eleventh hour? 
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Third: Lorna Smithers 

Gulls in November 
 

bark at the sun that will not thaw 

in spite of their promises to pull the boats 

on braided ropes of finest cotton from the dockyard. 

 

Where grey November’s ocean leaves  

the coast to roar over the world’s edge,  

what does that cold sun want?  

 

A memorial of ships on the horizon?  

A conversation with the captain who remembers  

their first meeting on starvation’s salty brink? 

 

Do the gulls woo that sun with kisses 

because it was the one they met each dawn 

with a prow slicing through sunlit water 

 

and figurehead bold and bare breasted?  

Because its blinding point (from which  

they returned hungry and dry lipped,  

 

longing to speak but unable to decipher  

the crumbs) backlit their straining cargoes  

with mythic significance against an oranging sea? 

 

It is quiet at the dockyard now except for gulls 

who share their apostasies with seafarers,  

telling of a November day at high tide  

 

when strong beaks remember intricate knots,  

the boats are released, they pull them back 

to their winter sun and there is silence.  
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Picture the Poet 

This was an exhibition from the National Portrait Gallery of photographs of 50 living 

poets shown in the Harris Gallery. It was held between 24
th
 January and 11

th
 April. 

 

The distinguished photographers 

include Madeleine Waller, Donald 

McLellan, and Maud Sulter. Maud 

is a poet and photographer who 

lived in Preston for a time and has 

links to UCLan. 

Here are two of the portraits, 

Andrew Motion and Michael Rosen. Photos by Madeleine Waller, © Madeleine 

Waller/ National Portrait Gallery, London 

Several live poetry performance events were organized around the exhibition, 

including an opening day in which 10 minute poetry readings were scheduled at half 

hourly intervals throughout the day. Local poets read their own work, but there were 

also slots in which they each selected one of the pictured poets, stood in front of the 

relevant portrait and read something of that poet’s work. A similar event took place on 

21
st
March. This was World Poetry Day (see separate article by Lorna on p11). 

On 11
th
 March Pass on a Poem was an evening event set up with Lancaster Lit 

Festival. The first half featured a number of local poets reading examples of favourite 

published poems, from any period in time.  As the Lancaster compere couldn’t appear 

as arranged, local poet, Nicholas Guy Williams, stepped in at short notice. The second 

half, after a short interval, was a Korova night at the Harris, when local headlining 

poets took the stage to read their own work. This was a well-attended event, where 

audience and performers had ample opportunity to view the portraits in the gallery 

next door.  

The following day we had an evening event from Apples and Snakes - Picture the 

Poet Live which began with 6 local poets (Terry Quinn, Phil Howard, Lorna Smithers, 

Dorothy Nelson, Yvonne Reddick 

and Nicholas Guy Williams) 

reading poems which together 

covered aspects of Preston from 

early 

Saxon 

times to 

the 

present 

day. This was part of a show compered by Ali Gadema and 

featuring in the second half star turns from Mike Garry and 

Benjamin Zephaniah. Both were extremely impressive 

performance poets, self-assured and note free. Garry might 

have been simply passing through, as he was already 

reciting when he took the stage with rucksack on back and 

he was still reciting as he gathered his possessions back into 

the rucksack and left the stage. Benjamin Zephaniah 

(pictured) was not just impressive but very engaging. He 
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had a friendly rapport with the audience and was the only guest performer who 

watched everybody else’s performances throughout the evening and stuck around 

afterwards to be interviewed, chat and sign autographs. He was gracious, beginning 

his act with a generous acknowledgement of the local poets, saying it was the best 

history lesson he’d heard. The event was hugely successful and was so much enjoyed 

by the participants that they decided on a final hour of poetry readings on the last day 

of the exhibition (still to come as we go to press)        

Vincent Smith                                      . 

 

 

 

World Poetry Day 
 

On World Poetry Day (Saturday 21
st
 of March) the Harris 

Museum & Art Gallery hosted a day-long celebration. It began 

and ended with readings from poets in the Picture the Poet 

Exhibition and featured talks and performances every half-hour 

from local groups and individuals. Irene Davies (pictured) was 

one of the readers. She never lets age interfere with performance. 

 

Mike Cracknell spoke on Preston 

Poets. Especially for the occasion he 

had created his own miniature 

exhibition of Prestonians. For the 

most famous four; Robert Service, 

Gerald Manley-Hopkins, Francis 

Thompson and James Hebblethwaite, he shared 

biographies and read their work. He also introduced 

another eight including Michael Symmons-Roberts, Terry 

Quinn and Alan Dent. 

 

The Confucius Institute, who 

are based at UCLan, read 

poems in Chinese with 

English translations and entertained us with a sequence of 

songs inspired by Chinese and Mongolian culture. Local 

poets Vicky Lindsay, Gordon Aindow and Yvonne 

Reddick had two slots in which they performed their own 

work. 

 

I gave a talk on how Welsh mythology has inspired my 

poetry. This focused on Welsh myths originating from Yr 

Hen Ogledd (The Old North) during the Dark Ages, 

when the people of northern England and southern 

Scotland spoke Cumbric, a Brythonic language closely related to Cymric. I then 

recited two of my poems and read one by Nick Williams. (As Nick couldn’t make this 

event I read a bi-lingual poem he had written in English and French on video for the 

National Portrait Gallery a few days later). 
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Clwb Siarad, a Welsh Club 

based at the Harris, 

introduced and read some 

Welsh poetry. It was 

fascinating to note the 

differences between the 

English and Welsh 

languages and forms. The 

first letters of some Welsh 

words ‘mutate’ in certain 

situations to make them 

softer. Traditional Welsh poetry is not only written in strict rhyme and metre but 

makes use of cynhanedd ‘harmony’ which involves complex patterns of consonants 

and internal rhyme. For a powerful finale Clwb Siarad read their last poem as a 

chorus. 

 

Lorna Smithers 

 

 

Picture the Poet and Others Things: An Event-full Time 
A personal recollection by Martin Domleo 

 

The recent Harris Museum’s involvement with the National Portrait Gallery has led to 

exciting times for Preston’s Poets, many of whom are PPS members. Towards the end 

of 2014 a loose committee formed itself through personal contact at the Korova Arts 

Cafe. The ‘committee’ had two main aims in its sights – the setting up of a monthly 

poetry event at the Korova, and the planning of 2 events around the Picture the Poet 

Exhibition at the Harris Museum, scheduled to run from January 24th to 11
th
 April. 

Providing the core were PPS members Lorna Smithers, Terry Quinn, Mike Cracknell, 

Phil Howard, Nick Williams and myself, augmented by Flora Martyr, Yvonne 

Reddick, and the cafe’s Proprietor, Sam Buist. Ably chaired by Lorna, the planning 

meetings soon created order out of what could have become a mounting chaos of 

future events. Other events over a period of months were planned through meetings at 

the Guild Hall with Sue Latimer, Portrait Gallery staff, Apples and Snakes production 

team, Arts Council of England, Lancs Lit Fest organisers and several local poets. By 

the end of the run they had met in virtually every council building in Preston.   

    

The Korova Poetry on 28
th
 January was a great success with upwards of forty present 

and a lively evening of poetry. The 10
th
 February saw Jan and I in Liverpool for a talk 

on Slavery in the Congo by Yvonne, which included insights on present day African 

writers. A Visiting Fellow in Literature at UCLan, and a talented poet, Yvonne gave 

us a memorable experience. At the second Korova Poetry on the 25
th
 February, the 

first half was given over to talks on the poets in the Picture the Poet Exhibition at the 

Harris. Researching my own choice, Lemn Sissay, proved a rewarding task, his early 

life – after arriving in England in his mother’s womb – being an example to all who 

feel the dead weight of pain and loneliness. I didn’t make the Poem and a Pint in 

Cumbria on 28
th
 February, my novel The Rest Is Silence hogging time. Among other 

things, I was in the throes of trying to organize a close up viewing of one of the four 

Shakespeare First Folios at Stratford-upon-Avon’s Shakespeare Birthplace Trust. Not 

easy, this. The request was passed through various layers of management, eventually 

arriving at the desk of the Collections Librarian, Mareike Doleschal, who then 

demanded a reference. Thanks to Yvonne, this was provided to Mareike’s satisfaction. 
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The visit, by Vince and self, set for 20
th
 April, will probably have taken place by the 

time you read this.  

 

I’m Sorry I Haven’t a Clue at Preston’s Guild Hall provided a different kind of 

evening altogether. It was light-heartedly, stupidly hilarious – this before a further 

helping of poetry at the Harris on 11
th
 March. This was one of the main events we had 

been looking forward to. Split into two parts, the first, Pass On A Poem, involving the 

Korova group, augmented by Lindsey Holland, Giulia Carrigiani and David Borrott, 

joining up with Litfest, to read poems by the national figures in the exhibition. Passing 

on T.S. Eliot’s Ash Wednesday was not to everyone’s liking, as I noticed whilst 

reading it. The audience didn’t exactly leave the room in droves; more a trickle. 

Eliot’s fault, not mine, of course! The second half brought a fascinating mix of local 

poets and poems. David Borrott’s light touch was a highlight, I thought.  

 

The PPS meeting at St. George’s on 19
th
 March heard members again giving talks on 

poets connected with Picture the Poet. Other poets were allowed, and this gave scope 

for a great variety, including Thom Gunn and Alfred Edward Housman. The 

following day Benjamin Zephaniah performed to a packed audience of eighty in the 

room adjacent to the exhibition that we had previously performed in. According to all 

accounts, Zephaniah was quite brilliant. The day after this was World Poetry Day, and 

the Society did its best to bring it to life. Among those giving talks and performances 

was Mike Cracknell, who shared with us his knowledge of significant Preston poets of 

the past, among whom were Gerard Manly Hopkins and Robert Service whose poem, 

The Shooting of Dan McGrew became world famous, and his book, Songs of a 

Sourdough, the biggest selling poetry book of all time. We closed the day with 

readings of poems by the national poets, read alongside their portraits in the 

exhibition. I read a poem called Bridge Builder by John Agard.  

 

A lasting memory of Picture the Poet was occupying the PPS/Korova desk in the 

entrance hall of the Harris. It’s a draughty place. Thankfully, the cafe was nearby and 

we were able to refresh and warm ourselves with hot drinks.  

 

Korova Poetry came around on 28
th
 March, the headline readers being Dorothy 

Nelson and Will Daunt, a distinguished and prolific poet from Ormskirk. I liked 

Dorothy’s poem about people who journey through life on a plane less beautiful than 

some see in their mirrors; also Vince’s take on a Music Hall peep show at the 

Attercliffe Palace, Sheffield. Two days later, it was Poetry and Music at St George’s, 

with springtime the theme. A busy three months indeed! 

 

Footnote by Vince 

 

The Stratford visit did indeed take place, on a gloriously sunny day in late April. After 

a pavement coffee we went to the Shakespeare Centre and were led through a 

labyrinth of corridors to a reading room where the Folio was brought to us. It was 

beautiful, having been rebound and re-guillotined in the 19
th
 century. We used our 

hour to ask many questions and thumb through the pages. The rest of the afternoon 

was spent quizzing a local boatman about the Clopton Bridge, walking down to Holy 

Trinity Church to revisit the tomb then looking round the Chaucer Head bookshop and 

the theatre vestibule with its new viewing tower. We had another coffee on the newly-

modelled terrace of the RST and ended the day at Barnaby’s restaurant where I 

succumbed to a disgustingly huge, calorie-ful plate of fish, chips and mushy peas. 

Martin chose a much healthier salad but spoiled it by adding scampi and chips.
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                 Results of the Pomfret Cup  
 

                  Adjudicator: Judith Towler 

 

                  Theme: Stars 

 

                        First: Mike Cracknell 

 

Friday 20
th
 March 2015 

 
It is a momentous day for us all. 

Invited to school assembly we sit, 

watching a picture on a large white screen, 

a televised image of our mighty sun,  

slowly overshadowed by an upstart moon. 

A brief moment of glory for one so small, 

five years old and sitting in a chair 

beside six others awaiting awards, 

shining examples to the cross-legged rows 

looking up to them from the wooden floor. 

Her innate shyness is absent today. 

The proud smile cannot be contained, 

nor can the even prouder smiles 

of attendant parents and grandparents. 

“For independent learning,” Miss Carter announces, 

presenting the precious certificate, then 

displaying the small booklet which explains 

the procedure for growing from seed, 

the product of the fertile young mind 

of a ceremonially proclaimed Superstar. 

The boost in confidence and self esteem 

will totally eclipse the moon’s fifteen minutes of fame 

which the school heads outside to witness. 

(Not looking directly at the sun, of course!) 
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Second: Vincent Smith 

 

Woodland Eulogy 
 

I used to wander through the woods at night, 

in winter, when the stars were needle sharp 

and frost laid brittle blankets on the floor. 

A secret silence broken by my breath, 

the snap of twigs, a tawny’s hollow hoot. 

I’d see the glint of green eyes watching me 

as cat or fox assessed my strategy. 

A sudden flap of wing, a swan disturbed, 

an unseen rising from the lake below 

would turn my feet towards the water’s edge. 

I went in sometimes, backstroked under stars 

and saw the silent hair-thin charcoal lines 

as I returned and voles slid back to shore. 

 

Why was I there? For homage in the night 

to all the gracious glories of the day 

that I’d usurped and cherished as my own. 

 

But that was long ago in careless youth. 

Time takes its toll; the swans are vultures now, 

cats are lionesses, foxes wolves, 

and what were voles might now be crocodiles. 

Nor have I will to walk in winter frost, 

much less to swim in midnight’s bitter lake. 

 

So now I pay my tributes in the day 

and all the stars that from the house I see 

I leave to give my night-time eulogy. 
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                 Third: Joan Yates 

 

Natural Talent 
 

A murmuration of starlings 

crafted an aerial display. 

Avian choreography  

honed to perfection. 

 

Russet cloaked trees,  

in Burlesque pose, shivered 

as they shed their leaves. 

 

Magpies squabbled noisily. 

Jostling for attention. 

A slapstick act by 

monochrome comedians. 

 

Dragonflies dance to  

the hum of distant traffic. 

Winged divas in perpetual motion. 

 

Butterfly hovers, a final appearance, 

its fragile beauty condemned 

to chase a distant summer. 

 

Swans, with elegant air, 

bow gracefully, 

and receive standing ovation  

from lone kingfisher. 

 

River mist descends, curtainlike, 

adding a theatrical feel 

to the late afternoon. 
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Report from Poet’s Project 
 

The Poet’s Project on March 19
th
 related to Picture a Poet. We were asked to find a 

poem which had had some influence on us, write a bit about it and/or the poet, and 

either read this poem or a response to it. Here’s what Phil Howard had to say. 

 

Phil Howard’s project centred on Simon Armitage's poem A Sculpture of Christ with 

Swings and a Slide which is included in his collection The Dead Sea Poems.  Phil felt 

that this poem was an embodiment of Robert Frost's dictum 'You can't be universal 

without being provincial', something that Armitage achieves in much of his work. 

 

The poem describes how a sculptor creates a sculpture of Christ, how it is sited in a 

municipal park ('as out of place as a dog in a church') and how the local people come 

to perceive it. Phil suggested that it was ultimately a poem about the transformative 

power of art and how it is the 'consumers' of a piece of art who determine how it is 

perceived, not its creator. In addition, Phil felt that one of the poem's strengths was the 

way in which it illustrated how the creation of a work of art can seem like a process of 

revealing what is already there, seemingly having  little or nothing to do with the 

artist. 

 

To finish, Phil read a poem which he had written as a response: 

  

A Sculpture of Christ with a Portrait of an Alderman 

After Simon Armitage 

  

At first they went and stuck him in the park, 

The sculptured Christ in the poem - 

The sculpture that seemed almost self-chiselled - 

A strange exhibition-place to pick. 

But still the ordinary folk came and found him 

No matter the weather, whether it rained or drizzled, 

Made their offerings, sang their orisons, 

Then went off to shop at Lidl or Morrisons. 

  

What happened after that? Well, wouldn’t you know? 

The Council had second thoughts about his open air 

Location - health and safety, and so on, 

So he’s ended up in the town hall now, 

Stood next to a portrait of a lord mayor. 

The ordinary folk say ‘where’s he gone? 

We want him put back in his proper place, 

Who’ll put sweets in his mouth now; polish his face?’ 

 

Phil Howard 
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The Alternative Puzzle Page 
 

Here we are again with some last minute white space to fill. M’Cracknell’s missed his 

deadline again and the editor of this rag, the Broomian Quinn, has beetled off on a 

trip. He’s always beetling off, usually somewhere that’s within walking or pedalling 

distance as we can’t have contrails streaking out behind our estimable Beetler. So it’s 

up to your Uncle Vincent to do the biznai, and when did he ever let you down?  Ergo, 

here’s a puzzle of a different sort. I could discourse knowledgeably about the last two 

poetry books I’ve read, Six Bad Poets by Christopher Reid and Division Street by 

Helen Mort, but I thought you might prefer something a bit more light-hearted. 

Qu’est-ce que vous agree-ez? 

 

What could be more hilarious than a photo of your Uncle Vincent preaching from the 

Lune Street pulpit and looking like a headmaster addressing 

the school after somebody just tried to burn it down? And so 

as not to be accused of gender bias, here’s one of old Hicksy, 

preaching from the same pulpit. She did try to burn the school 

down, after her pupils jawed her all afternoon and finished up 

calling her the Woz from Oz. 

Actually they were even ruder 

than that but if I told you what 

they really said she’s sit on my 

head for a week. Here she’s in 

ace form, keeping us in order and 

lording it over everybody. Loves to keep us all in good 

order does our dear Sergeant Hicksibus. 

 

Well that’s splattered a few inky blots over the erstwhile 

spotless parchment bond, so I’m off to recharge the batteries with a pot of Darjeeling, 

clotted cream, jam and hot bread. Corporis non neglegens as we used to say before 

Latin, like Waberthwaite sausages, went clean out of fashion. I’d smoke a cigar with 

the tea but the last one’s been sitting in my desk drawer for 12 years now, proving that 

temptation is resistible and I don’t want to spoil it.  

 

Next time, hopefully, old Crackers will be back in charge of the last page and you’ll 

have some proper puzzles to do. Oh yes, the alternative puzzle. There’s coffee and 

cake for two at the Korova, or a crisp tenner if you can’t get into town, for the first 

person to get back to me with the immortal words “You are Lobby Lud and I claim 

my prize. The title of the last novel you read is blankety blankety blank.” Don’t forget 

to fill in the blankety blanks! I won’t be stalking the backstreets of Blackpool with a 

copy of the Daily Mail under my arm, so remote communication is acceptable. 

Closing date 1
st
 June, lots to be drawn if more than one correct answer is received. 

Good luck! 

 

                 There lies your way, due west. 

 

Then westward ho! Grace and good disposition attend you all. 

 


