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PPS Programme 2016 

 
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: Leap Year) Deadline 17
st
 March 

Edna Margaret Rose Bowl: 12-32 lines (Theme: The Artist) Deadline 19
th
 May 

McDade Trophy for narrative poetry: max 100 lines (Open theme) Deadline 20
th
 October 

MacKenzie Trophy: max 40 lines (Open theme) Deadline 19
th
 January 

 
 nb: Adjudication: Full will cover all entries. Short will be placed entries only.

Jan 21
st
 AGM, programme fixtures and members’ poems 

Feb 18
th
 Adjudication of McKenzie Trophy  (full) plus members’ poems 

Mar 11
th
 Joint meeting with Recorded Music Society (Theme - Love) 

Mar 17
th
 Members’ poems 

Apr 21
st
 Adjudication of Pomfret Cup (short) plus Poet’s Project (Shakespeare) 

May 19
th
 Discussion on contemporary form/technique and shaping poetry for the future 

Jun 16
th
 Adjudication of Edna Margaret Rose Bowl (full) plus members’ poems 

July 21
st
 Members’ poems 

Aug 18
th
 President’s Day 

Sep 15
th
 Poets’ Project (Desert island poems – choose 3 poems, 1 book, 1 object) 

Oct 7th Joint meeting with Recorded Music Society (Theme – Harvest) 

Oct 20
th
 Favourite Shakespeare. A talk by Vince with video illustrations 

Nov 17
th
 Adjudication of McDade Trophy (short) plus members’ poems 

Dec 15
th
 Christmas Party 
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Editorial 
 

Welcome to the Summer edition of the Newsletter. I write those words with a degree 

of caution as it is the 1
st
 May and it’s been hail and snow and rain over the last few 

days. However, let’s throw that caution to the wind that’s been blasting around as well 

and look forward to some summer poetry festivals: 

 

The Ledbury Poetry Festival takes place over ten days between 1
st
 and 10

th
 July. They 

reckon they are the biggest and best poetry festival in the UK, featuring poets from all 

over the world. They say that if you think you know what poetry is, come along and 

they’ll surprise you. There are live readings, performances, workshops, open mics, 

music, exhibitions, films, family events, street events, a slam and much more. This is 

their 18
th
 year celebrating poetry in the rural heartland of England. 

 

The inaugural Kendal Poetry Festival takes place at the Abbot Hall Art Gallery 

between the 24
th
 and 26

th
 June. Brewery Poets has been meeting in Kendal’s Brewery 

Arts Centre for many years, holding monthly workshops and twice yearly readings. 

Last year they decided to expand – to celebrate the many poets writing in the north-

west of England, and to entice poets from all over the UK to bring a wide range of 

contemporary poetry readings, workshops and discussions to Kendal. The Festival 

Directors are Kim Moore and Pauline Yarwood and they have attracted such poets as 

Helen Mort, Fiona Sampson, Jane Routh and Ann and Peter Sansom. 

 

Chorlton Arts Festival in Manchester lasts from the 20
th
 to the 29

th
 May and includes 

various poetry events. See their website for details. 

 

Welshpool Poetry Festival runs on the 10
th
 and 11

th
 June following its successful 

inaugural event last year. The grand evening on the 11
th
 features the National Poet of 

Wales, Gillian Clarke who is a fabulous poet. 

 

In this year of all years the Stratford upon Avon Poetry Festival will be hard to miss. 

It runs from the 22
nd
 to the 25

th
 September. They say ‘Join us for our 63

rd
 year of 

celebrating poetry…This annual event organized by The Shakespeare Birthplace Trust 

is the UK's longest running poetry festival and returns with an exciting line of 

readings, performances and workshops, mixing the talents of inspirational and award-

winning poets with actors and musicians. Which sounds great but at the time of 

writing there are no details. 

 

Another major poetry festival takes place in the seaside town of Bridlington in mid-

June, but again there no details available. Check their website nearer the date. 

 

I was going to include the wonderful evening poetry events at Grasmere that occur 

during the summer months but, I think due to funding cuts, these no longer exist. I 

read that the Wordsworth Trust have just been given a grant of around £4 million so I 

hope some of that goes towards the reintroduction of these readings. 

 

Many thanks to Vince Smith and Mike Cracknell for putting the Newsletter together 

and for the puzzle page. 

 

Terry 
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Results of the McKenzie Trophy 

 

                Adjudicator: Terry Jones 

 
                Theme: Open 

 

 
                             First: Vincent Smith 

 

Leather Bound Man 
 

Seven long courses at Buckerell Lodge, 

or five at the Rougemont Hotel, 

or even three, at Gisson’s, to me, 

would tax a flagging economy 

much more than I care to tell. 

 

Let’s dine instead at the old Black Horse, 

on the road to Honiton, 

where the HGVs make us feel at ease, 

and the drivers sit with their pie and peas, 

and it’s two for the price of one. 

 

But you’d spend the money you saved instead 

on calf and Moroccan hide, 

over heavy board, which you can’t afford, 

with all-edge-gilt and a silken cord, 

when Pans have the same inside. 

 

Funny to see how your money supports 

antiquarian books by the score. 

No crack ever shows, but when I propose 

a chic tête-à-tête à la carte you’d suppose 

that the bailiffs were outside the door. 

 

It’s time to choose, am I worth no more 

than a Pelican, Penguin, or Pan? 

So what will it be, five courses or three, 

or would you become in your obstinacy, 

a solitary leather-bound man? 

 

Let’s compromise, for your pleasure means more 

than leather or gilt, after all; 

and it seems quite sound if I shop around, 

to settle in future for quarter-bound, 

and dine at the Hole in the Wall. 
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Second: Phil Howard 

 

 

How to Create a Bird Painting 
(Charles Tunnicliffe RA - in his own words) 

 

You must start from the live bird to get the life 

into your drawing. You take a sketchbook out  

and get as much of the live bird in it as you can. 

When it flies away from you, you go home - 

goldfinches in triplicate - a garden of charms -  

where you try to memorise what you have seen. 

 

And from this you possibly have an idea 

of the bird you want to paint and you look at all 

your information about the bird. Quite a few  

of them are memory drawings - swans in flight 

over Maltraeth - a buzzard circles -  

in another sketchbook.. 

 

The next thing is to compose this into a picture. 

For that we use small sketches just to get the elements 

of the design settled and then go on to a larger 

cartoon, and all the details will be defined: 

A roseate tern group - triangulated. 

We then start the finished watercolour. 
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Third: Lorna Smithers 
 

The Strikebreakers 
Maudland Bridge Station, March 3rd, 1854 

 

They came like sleepwalkers in nightcaps  

mistaking the station for the Land of Nod. 

 

A land of famine in their eyes. Blighted potatoes. 

They held their children like bony sacks of spuds. 

 

Alighting like ghosts they padded slipper-foot 

onto the platform into our town, 

 

the creak of the hold in their silent heels, 

fingers of nothing in their out-stretched hands. 

 

The rage we'd borne against the strikebreakers 

fired by a winter of Cotton Lords' unfairness 

 

wizened like tubers on a rotten mound 

before dark eyes and sallow faces. 

 

Though we knew they'd take our jobs, 

work for sure without the ten per cent 

 

we dared not wake them from their dream, 

shake them from their night-clothes:  

 

their waking death. 

 

       The old Hanover Street Mill 
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What’s Your Story ? 
 

Chorley’s What Your Story ? has now become an annual event, this year’s being the 

third. A largely literary event, it also features music and dancing at certain street 

venues, and it has to be said that on a lovely day like Saturday 21
st
 April more of 

Chorley’s shoppers seemed disposed to stand and watch the likes of Stone the Crows 

than venture inside The Buttonhole or the school uniform shop. Terry, Mike and 

Lorna were accordingly reciting mostly to themselves at the former and an hour later, 

the same thing happened when these three musketeers were joined by Gordon 

Aindow, Dorothy and myself at Nu Uniforms. 

 

A couple of hours later word must have got around that sparkling performances had 

been delivered at these venues (in which case Vicky Lindsay’s promotional skills 

must have gone into overdrive as she had been the only 

spectator) for the Goodies Café suddenly overflowed with 

an enthusiastic audience. Here the usual suspects were 

joined by Phil, Martin, and Will Daunt. On the other 

hand, by now the sun had got his hat back on again and a 

breeze from Siberia had dropped in for a chat, so the 

prospect of shelter and a hot coffee might have had 

something to do with the fact that it was standing room 

only on the upper deck of the Goodies. All of these 

events, which were only a 

small part of the mini 

festival, were organized by 

Lorna on behalf of Korova 

Poets, but most of the 

readers were also members 

of Preston Poets’ Society. 

 

Several of the performers  are closely involved with the 

Preston Arts Festival and we know how difficult it can 

be to get audiences through doors, so it never comes as a 

great surprise if attendance is a bit thin. But the final 

event was very satisfying in terms of venue, material, 

delivery and size of audience, and the coffee, if not quite 

Fortnum & Mason, was pleasingly hot. I would certainly 

be willing to do it again next year.  

 

Thanks to Lorna for organizing our events and taking the photos. She also took photos 

of the other Goodies performers but sadly they were too back-lit to be properly 

visible. 

                                                                              

Vince 
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Simon Armitage at Haigh Hall 
 

When I considered organizing an author event I’d had no experience to draw on. I was 

immediately surprised by the willing co-operation of well-known writers’ booking 

agents. I began with two agencies representing Jeanette Winterson and Simon 

Armitage, respectively.  Four of us, all members of Ashton in Makerfield Writers’ and 

Literary Club, met to divide responsibilities between us. Mine was to secure and look 

after the artist. I was pleased when Simon Armitage agreed to come to Haigh Hall, 

and booked him for Wednesday, 13
th
 April 2016, and developed over the following 

months a pleasant rapport with his booking agent, Caroline Hawkridge.  

 

We 4, actually by now only 3, began to inform writing and poetry organizations in the 

region informally about the forthcoming event. We worried that our marketing skills 

might be lacking but by word of mouth and a few 

posters strategically placed, we were inundated 

with requests for tickets, so many that 50 people 

were disappointed. The Douglas Suite in Haigh 

Hall was insured to hold 100 people so we had 

100 tickets printed. We sold out weeks 

beforehand, possibly because we were able to 

keep costs to just £5 including tea/coffee and 

biscuits. The event was heavily subsidized by 

funds left to us by the recently folded Wigan 

Together Words Festival, but now the onus was 

on us to make this a success. We needn’t have 

worried; the weather on 13
th
 was glorious, and 

the park looking its best in the evening sunshine. 

Haigh Hall was magnificent, staff were helpful 

throughout and Waterstones of Wigan provided a 

good selection of Simon’s books to sell after his 

reading.  

 

Simon’s performance was excellent, and he held the audience from the first moment 

with his apparent easy manner and dead-pan humour. I was struck by the underlying 

seriousness in what seemed to be light-hearted poems. His delivery brought aspects of 

the poems to life, not necessarily gleaned from the page. The hour passed quickly, 

though he read without an interval. From the front row where I sat I was aware of 

stifled laughter throughout, and genuine applause after each poem. This doesn’t 

always happen at poetry readings, and I’ve attended quite a lot over the years, in 

various types of venue.  He was clearly an excellent choice of poet to bring in for this 

audience: hugely popular, intelligent, an attractive man with a droll northern take on 

the world at large. He was amenable to the end, giving an impromptu interview to 

Mike, and he posed for photographs which we agreed to send to Wigan newspapers.  

 

To say I was relieved by the positive reaction of the audience is an understatement. 

The room seemed to buzz during and after the reading. Simon sat happily signing 

books for half an hour while people hovered around the bar area, chatting or relaxing 

in the small lounge beside it. I felt sorry when it was time to leave, though I was 

conscious that the young Haigh Hall staff had been at work for 14 hours. They did a 

great job for us, and I thoroughly enjoyed myself among many friends, and pleased 

that several PPS members managed to attend.   

                                                                                                                                                       

Dorothy Nelson         

Mike interviews Simon  

after the show 
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News of Members 

 

The following poem by Phil has been selected by the Friends of Beaumont 

Park near Huddersfield, to be included in a permanent poetry trail at the Park. 

 

 

Genius Loci 

 

I am the ghost of Beaumont Park, 

A subtle part of the scenery; 

You won't even see me after dark 

Though I'm here in the greenery. 

 

I'm here in the sunlight-dappled trees, 

I'm here in the midwinter snow, 

I'm the zephyr that's a summer breeze, 

I'm the howl in a Pennine blow. 

 

I envy the lovers hand-in-hand 

And the children who play with a friend 

But I am the spirit of this land 

And my tenure will never end. 

 

 

Martin held a book launch at UCLan for his novella, The Rest is Silence (see 

separate feature on p13). 

 

Terry has had poems published in And Other Poems and The North. 

He has a new pamphlet being published by Indigo Dreams Publishing in the 

summer of this year. It is a joint effort with Julie Maclean from Australia. It is 

entitled To Have To Follow. 

  

Several PPS members took part in Chorley’s What’s Your Story (see report on 

p7). 
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        Results of the Pomfret Cup 
 

                        Adjudicator: Melissa Lee-Houghton 

 
                        Theme: Leap Year 

 

 
                                      First: Phil Howard 

 

Leap of Faith 
 

JESUS  in caps that can be seen out at sea, 

painted in white on the local red rocks 

like some spiritual thought-fox 

at St Bees, England, not Galilee. 

Was it written by a soul devout, 

or a badly behaved west-coast lout? 

 

And what was the author’s motivation? 

I just wonder, for example, if 

it was simply to de-face a cliff 

or someone seeking seaside salvation? 

Holy graffito seen in a leap-year, 

the work of an unknown him or her. 
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Second: Vincent Smith 

 

Leap Year 

 

First trip to Paris, 1992,  

with plans for Bistro days and Opera nights. 

But Garnier towers, takes my breath away 

and swallows up my French. 

We can speak English if you like, 

the attendant says eventually. 

But O, the price, my budget for a week. 

Corne de boeuf! as Porthos would have said. 

I slither out with stultifying shame. 

And so Plan B - Théâtre de Chaillot. 

A play will test my creaking French 

but Shakespeare rescues me, La Nuit des Rois. 

Scenes, I wonder from the history plays? 

The posters put me straight, it means Twelfth Night. 

L’année bissextile, a leaflet says - 

a comment on the mayhem of the play, 

mixing sexes up improbably? 

Orsino loves a man, or so he thinks,  

Olivia loves a girl but doesn’t know. 

But there I go, translating literally. 

It means Leap Year, and for the twenty-ninth 

a nearby salle be bal promotes a dance. 

I’ll be back in England then but hope 

that like the baffled ladies in Twelfth Night 

the blushing maids of Paris get it right. 

 
 

          Théâtre de Chaillot 
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Third: Dorothy Nelson 
 

Railway Leap Year 
 

Solid and silent, a grey-stone bridge 

spans the straightest stretch of the line, 

withstands the tremble of trains keeping time. 

 

Solid and silent are stone-faced men, 

working the broadest section of track, 

combing embankments; 

sifting, lifting, and stumbling back. 

 

Solid and silent, the gantry is poised, 

its signals resting on red 

while rails below, glinting in sunlight, 

convey a palpable dread. 

 

Solid and silent are blacksuited processions, 

their sad questions linger; 

no suicide note, no bringer of peace. 

 

The age of high speed, 

more blocked lines to clear. 

This is another railway leap year. 
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Martin’s Book Launch at UCLan 
 

 

Martin Domleo, well known locally as a poet and also as an artist (as we reported in 

the last edition of PAA News), has written a novella. Called The Rest is Silence - a 

quotation from Hamlet - it is an account of how Shakespeare’s First Folio came about.  

 

Shakespeare had been an actor in The 

King’s Men and some seven years after 

his death, Heminge and Condell, who 

were friends and fellow actors in the 

same company decided to preserve the 

plays for posterity by publishing them 

in a Folio. Roughly half the plays had 

previously been printed in Quarto 

editions, but the rest had not appeared at 

all and would have been lost forever but for the Folio. These included such notable 

plays as Macbeth, The Tempest, Twelfth Night and The Winter’s Tale. But the process 

was not straightforward. As Martin says on the back blurb of the novella - 

 

Follow Heminge and Condell through the 

murky world of Jacobean printing and 

publishing. In an England torn by religious 

division and intrigue, their task takes on near 

heroic proportions. 

 

The narrator is Richard Field. Born in Stratford 

upon Avon and later a London printer, this 

historical contemporary of Shakespeare’s plays 

a major part in an intriguing story. 

 

Martin organized a book launch at UCLan on 

Friday 29
th
 April at which invited guests were 

entertained by Terry and Vince, Will Daunt (a 

Korova poet), Yvonne Reddick (a member of 

staff at UCLan and also a Korova poet), with 

extracts from Shakespeare’s plays performed by Diane, Mary Jones (a fellow actress) 

and Irene. There was also a recording of To be or not to be in Chinese, courtesy of the 

Confucius Institute of the university. Feixia Yu added to the pleasure of the event by 

providing Chinese tea tasting as a prelude to the entertainment. 

 

Martin brought the proceedings to a close by signing copies of his book. 

 

Vince 
 

 

 
 

Diane & Mary read from Hamlet: 
Look you now what follows. Here is your 

husband, like a mildewed ear… 
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