Comments on Barbara’s essay
Deborah:
I felt deep resonance in the essay on writing.  Over the past year I have understood a Divine directive to write.  "What?" I ask - no answer.  Clear the space, and the answer might come... I really like the images that are part of this essay, "...the garden of my inner space grew love for my students..."  "...I tumble off into brambles and snakes:"  "the shock wave of grief..."  "My heart lifts like a whole flock of cedar waxwings." I like how you remind me that some of the things that feel so overwhelming in my life can shift, suddenly, on very tiny and subtle axis's.  there is such a gift of encouragement offered here. I think that the essay would be a most useful part of the possible presentation - it would open it well.

Mike

"The Heart Yearns to Write" is my favorite of your pieces for the month.  I think the part about Janet Whitney could make an excellent appreciation/ bio piece for Friends Journal.  I have read parts of Janet Whitney's 1942/43 book on John Woolman and find it almost unreadable because of her dated tone (in the first paragraphs racist toward Native Americans) and her dated methods of scholarship, but I didn't know any of this background that you have described and it all makes me much more understanding of what she was struggling with.  As I read your experience reading her journals in London I found myself saying wow!  And I wanted to hear more.  So, I encourage you to develop the Whitney part of the piece on its own.  

For the rest of "The Heart Yearns" I love the parts like "the garden of my inner space grew love. . ."; the responses to your uncle asking about the writing "Yes! Yes I am!" and "the little sad sack me"(!), and all the struggles in the next paragraph -- because I identify with this a lot.  A mentor in graduate school said to write for my needs and if the publishing comes, it is icing on the cake -- but that advice sounds too easy now.  It is an on-going struggle.  It is not unrelated to Woolman's observation about attending to the leading and not the outward effects -- but Deborah told me the story of the African student who said, "We are called to be successful."  There is creative tension in all of this.  I suspect that our writing group is going to help each of us think through our own process of where we are going and what we need.  I am sensing that our various pieces will evolve toward forms of publication, perhaps not always as we imagine.  

Anne

"The Heart Yearns to Write" is of course especially sweet: I feel as though you've gathered us all in @ the end:  there we are, keeping you company! (which means, of course, that we're hardly the most objective readers for this piece...)The beginning is slow: I'd suggest starting by asking us to picture that larger room, w/ those long tables and tall windows...draw us into the space where you had this leading, then tell us how you came to be there, etc. What comes after is so nice: the novel moving into a side room, the sense of sadness when you're not there.

Comments on poem
Deborah

(in response to a question about whether the two submitted pieces feel like poems)

Jogging on Rock Island seems more like a poem to me than Peg's Pigs.  But I am not a poet, don't read much poetry, and don't feel really qualified to make a judgement.  And I can't say exactly why it seems that way to me. Maybe part of it is the way that you let us know without telling us explicitly that you are talking about your marriage - it suddenly appears and I have to go back to the first section and read it with that in mind. And that the first section stands either way - Peg's Pigs is so much more straightforward - a primary narrative - and yet it, too, brings great depth of meaning with economy... I liked them both - Jogging leaves me in a more positive space - not that that is what its all about...

David

This is a poem I can read comfortably.  I come away with a simple message, without that sense of unease that I'm not getting it; so I can relax and just enjoy the imagery - feel the punchline.

I like the connection between the "I've learned" in the first stanza and the "We are learning still" of the third.

I found the shift from "I" to "we" in the second stanza jarring.  Would it harm the art to provide the reader with a transition - explaining that what holds for one, holds equally (if metaphorically) for two?

Word choice in blank verse is a bit of a mystery to me.  What is gained or lost by using "and" at the end of the fourth and sixth lines?  Were these thoughtful choices or did they just sound right?

What are the rules of punctuation for a poem?  If commas are right in the third line, then shouldn't they appear at the end of lines one and two?  A period after "listen" in line 8?  Do you intend the comma after "meadow" in line 10?  Is the punctuation of the first five lines of the third stanza intentional?

Does some of the pleasure in poetry come from ability of a short phrase to give a reader pause for reflection?  Neat the way the closing "This time" resonates with the rest of the poem.  It connects with the sense of learning - of making progress - but also with the reality that each run is just a step away from a skinned knee.

Mike

For "Jogging on Rock Island," I like the theme of change (aging?) and inner dialogue surrounding running.  I need a hint (again) about who the "we" is second-stanza and then who "we" are who make it by the end.  I am pretty sure it is the speaker and her inner guide who are making it in the end but it is also the reader and the speaker -- and I am not sure I have actually made it along with the speaker to the lake.  (It’s helpful, I think, to make that old distinction between speaker and writer.)   If the poem is heading toward speaker and reader "making it" to the lake, I like that as a goal for the poem -- worth revising toward.  

Anne

"Jogging on Rock Island" works very differently for me: it IS a poem already, has the rhythms, has the movement, has just the scope that can be contained in that form; it's 

lovely, both in its anticipation and in the arrival. Where I got confused was in the move from I reminding myself in the first stanza to the "we" who's learned the lesson in 

stanzas two and three.

