Critiques for 5/23/17 Group 2

1. Val’s piece:

Very powerful! A bit like a gentler version of “Positively Fourth Street” by Bob Dylan. Who ever this person is, you really nailed them! Your willingness to still have a relationship with this person says much about you. I am doing no more than guessing or asking a question: is this referencing a sighted person?
***
2. Abbie’s piece: 

A very descriptive piece like a painted picture. . The porch, a zone of transition between the depths of the house and the great wide world outside. Going in, or coming out the porch is the place to cross but also a place where much more than just crossing happens. Of course, this is a front porch where one can watch the world go by in a secure place. In parts of the South, a screened in back porch is a part of most homes. However such, is a whole different animal!
***
3. Alice’s piece: 

This is a very interesting and as you said unusual poem. I would go with title 1 though title 2 has a slightly better flow. Actually I decided on title 1 after the 3rd or 4th reading as it is what the piece is more fully about in my opinion. What a cascade of falling imagery in stanza 5. The Old Soul falls asleep and the Old poem falls through several permutations to the floor. At several levels aging is being explored in this piece. Is the Old Poem the work of the Old Soul? Or perhaps they are each other’s creations?
***
4. Leonard’s piece:

A very nostalgic piece. Yes, “kick the can.” Just a few years before my time but a fixture in my parents’ day. Also in that Twilight Zone episode where the old folks become young for a brief while. 
I absolutely love the following collection of images:

“Watching dusty particles

flittering, flying, skittering

in light shafts cast through shadow,

never coming to ground --

wondering how they do that.” I can see it in my mind as I’ve seen it in life. Not that you should change it at all but some list folk will not get it. I also very much like everything after this i.e. the last line of this stanza and the final stanza. In your shafts of light with suspended dust particles you also caught a bit of magic. 
