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QUEST! AT FRINGE BY THE SEA 
 Lorna Dixon tells us about her success 

  
        ‘As well as being the rep. for North Berwick Writers I have for 

several years been a member of North Berwick Drama Circle, acting, 

directing and writing for the group.  This year we decided it was time we 

took part in Fringe by the Sea and were given a two-show slot in the 

programme.’ 
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Lorna Dixon (left) and some of the cast of Quest! A Voyage Around Robert Louis Stevenson 

‘We wanted an original play of interest to the local audience. I had already 

written and directed a play about the North Berwick witch trials which was 

performed in North Berwick High School in 2009 and I had been looking 

around for another subject linked to the town.   

Robert Louis Stevenson’s childhood connections with the North Berwick area 

were an obvious choice. The challenge was to pull the available material 

together in an imaginative way and to make an entertaining piece of theatre.  

I had already written two very different plays about RLS that had been 

performed on the Edinburgh Festival Fringe and I’d used the conceit of 

having RLS’s best-loved characters escape from his books previously. Now I 

needed to explore further the East Lothian connection.  ( continued on page 3...) 

 

‘There is but one art: to omit.’ 

Robert Louis Stevenson 

 

mailto:muirse@hotmail.com
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Cynthia Stephens 

 

Beyond the Yellow Broom by Cynthia 

Stephens (Dunbar) 
 

Look! Yellow broom and blue sky; larks above, 
singing joy, quivering on an arc of love. 
Their little wings so delicate and light 
are fragile, but their song is diamond bright. 
 
Beyond the broom I see the estuary; 
the river Tyne, and North Sea, precisely. 
Around the curve of the bay lies the Bass; 
with giant birds, which could hurt you badly. 
 
It shines in the sunlight, white as ice-cream; 
its guano and gannets a silver day-dream. 
Its arc is wide, its embrace delicate. 
It breeds ideas; it's iconic. Look! 
 
Yellow broom and larks above: 
this is all I know of love! 
The Bass Rock and the booming sea: 
this I know of eternity! 

 
 

Welcome to Scrivens! 
 
I’m George Cunningham, the new convenor of 
Tyne and Esk Writers, and a former daily, weekly 
and magazine journalist and public relations 
consultant.   I am also the rep for the Musselburgh 
writers group.  Haddington poet Jock Stein is our 
new vice-convenor.  We have taken over from 
Brenda Thomson of Gullane who has handed over  
the organisation in great shape creatively and 
financially.  Jock and I will build on this. 
 
As we go to press Tyne and Esk Writers are 
evaluating applicants for the role of Creative 
Writing Fellow after the highly regarded Tom 
Murray left in May.  He had held the part-time paid 
post for over four years and the vacancy will be 
filled in October for an initial period of six months. 
 
We are all looking forward to the announcement of 
the winners of this year’s Writer Of The Year 
Award on September 14.  See you at the John Gray 
Centre in Haddington at 7pm. 
 
We hope you enjoy this issue of Scrivens, and do 
please give us some feedback about what you like 
and don’t like about your magazine. 
 
Many thanks! 

 

George Cunningham 

Convener Tyne and Esk Writers  

 

 

 

Where the Hell are the Writers?   
by Elspeth Brown (Dunbar) 

 

Oh where were the writers on Thursday?  
The Gibb room was lonely and sad, 
Keith looked for them under the table 
But all other writers had fled. 
They were soaring above on their broomsticks, 
looking for words in the clouds, 
haikus were painted on cirrus,  
attracting attention of crowds. 
Something in the air on Thursday 
caused Dunbar writers to rise, 

creating scenes of confusion  
much worse than on legal highs.    
So Keith we feel silly and sorry,  
we shan't do it again for a while, 
next time you won’t be left to worry 

but transported aloft in the sky. 

 

Elspeth Brown 

 

What do you think? Please 
send us your comments on the 
contents of Scrivens. We want 

your views! 
muirse@hotmail.com 
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DEAD REBEL WAKE-UP   
by Ford Bull 2015 (Dalkeith) 

           
.....,kjkm

 
 

INVITATION TO COLINTON 

LITERARY SOCIETY 

 

Graham Leake was invited in 

October to talk to Colinton 

Literary Society about Tyne and 

Esk Writers and about his book, 

The Road to California, which 

was launched in November 2013 

alongside Jake Curley’s novel 

Glasgow Green.  

The Colinton audience showed 

much interest in the association - 

helped by Graham’s reading 

examples of poems by Mercedes 

Clarasó, Dave Purdie and Judith 

Stewart. 

 Graham reports that his own 

pieces were received, with ‘the 

audience laughing in the 

appropriate places’.  

That has to be measured a 

success, Graham! Well done. 

Newspapers scare me. For many people it is the 
main literature consumed on a daily basis. 
Propaganda is woven into our daily culture and 
society; what is the psychological cost of this?  
 

I think in pictures and colours. The challenging 
part is finding the English words to explain it. 
Sometimes a visual burns into my retinas: can't 
get it out unless I consume, dissect, remix. This is 
direct product of the process. 
 

This made me sad to make ]:  
 

Ford Bull 

‘The road to hell is paved with adverbs.’  

Stephen King, On Writing: A Memoir of 

the Craft 

 
 

 

 

...Continued from front page 

As usual the biggest problem was what to leave out.  
The Drama Circle met to discuss the project - 8 members were 
available for casting including the two musicians who would 
also play roles.  The cast could double so I was able to include 
12 characters. The first draft took me very little time to write 
– about a week - but then the redrafting started.  Two scenes 
were substantially rewritten and further cuts were made 
during the rehearsal process.  
 
We were always aware of the time limit for our slot.  The last 
thing to be decided was the title: Quest! A Voyage around 
Robert Louis Stevenson.  We were pleased to learn that we 
could perform the play in the smaller of Fringe by the Sea’s 
two Spiegeltents which meant playing in daylight with no 
sophisticated lighting but in an atmospheric and flexible 
space. 
 
The first performance was unusual (a bit like sitting in 
Shakespeare’s Globe Theatre in London) as the sun was 
streaming in from the west getting into the eyes of the 
audience.  All I could see from my position by the lighting desk 
at the end of the show was the cast in silhouette!   
 
I watched the second performance and was thrilled to see the 
actors and musicians bring my original vision to vibrant life. It 
was a great experience for all of us in the Drama Circle and a 
pleasure to write for such a talented team. 

 

 

 

NOW by Judith Stewart (Poetry) 

Iridescent in the sunlight 
starlings on the feeder squabble  
snatching sultanas 
to carry home. 
Pale pink buds on the daphne 
promise fragrance 
and my runner beans  
poke their fragile tendrils through the earth. 
Warm sun on my closed eyes 
as I sip chilled rosé 
and smell the neighbour's new-cut grass. 
Open all the doors and windows: 
it's happening now. 

 

 

QUEST! Success  

by Lorna Dixon 

 

My Cat by Stuart Blair (Dalkeith) 

My cat has the most street-cred. 
He brings me lots of presents, 
All of them dead. 
 
 
 
(illustration by kind  
Permission of Jenni Desmond)  
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Into the forest by Penny Hext (Dalkeith) 

You have big feet and are tall. Very. You go up and up, like a ladder. You’ve got a pink 
smile. With small pointy teeth.  You smell… sort of… soapy. I want to touch you… Just 
to see: are you..? Are you real? Are you there? But I mustn’t. So I put my hands on my 
seat first and then sit on them. 

You are a VIP. My teacher Miss Hanley says so. You have a white shirt with goldy 
cufflinks, like my Daddy. Only you are bigger than my Daddy. And rounder than my 
Nana. 

Your voice says, softly, at my shoulder “Shall we read then, Lucy?” In that sort of voice. 
The sort of voice that says: you are reading. No ifs. No buts. 

I am six-&-a-half. I like to read stories. My favourites are fairy tales. I read at home 
with mummy and my little brother Andrew before I go to sleep at night. ‘Once upon a 
time is my favouritest. ‘Cos I’m not here any more, but there. There in a forest far, far 
away… living amongst the trees…. 

“Would you like to read for me, Lucy?” You say in your hard/soft voice. It’s a squashy 
sort of voice: push and it pushes back at you.  You have a little girl just my age at 
home, you say. She has fair hair too. I want to ask: what is her name? But you are the 
one who asks, who knows, who questions. 

Miss hovers: good girl. Go on. 

“Would you like to read for me, Lucy?” You repeat, softer still, in your bite-&-I’ll-bite-
you-back- voice. 

I look up. There is Miss, next to Father Ignatius the Headmaster. And Sister Mary 
Magdalene, our teaching assistant. There is only one answer. Slowly, I nod Yes.  

‘Shall we start here?” You breeze. “At the beginning?” 

You point, and my eyes blur. This is a new story, a strange story. It starts with a word I 
do not know. 

I look at it. Sounding it out in my head. Its black edges snake and curl. I look up…. It is 
not just you and me, here in my corner. It is Miss frowning. And Father Ignatius 
stiffening. And Sister Mary Magdalene shaking her head. And … cameras. Lots of 
cameras. 

My brain furs over. My tongue dries and swells. I swallow. I close my eyes and wish. I 
wish I were not here. If I close my eyes tight, and make myself small, very small. 
Everyone else in this room will disappear. Right here, right now. Paff! In a puff of 
smoke. 

A million cameras click, ping and whirl. I feel hot. So hot. I want to run. But I must not, 
cannot. I am wedged at my desk in the corner. I am in my best school dress, my new 
white hairband. I must sit here with you. I must behave like a little lady. 

I do not want to be good. I wiggle on my chair. I do not want to be a little lady. 

My head droops down, down. I am not here. I am not here.  

I fly like a bird of the forest. I soar over the treetops to a little cottage with the smoke 
curling out of the chimney pot. The sun is shining in a blue sky. The cottage is all 
crookedy and in it live three bears…. A Mummy Bear, a Daddy Bear and a Baby Bear. 

The trees of the forest wave green on the breeze, welcoming me home… 

 

 

 

 

 
Under a Princess Duvet  by 
Julia Graves (Dalkeith) 
 
 

Finding her daughter still awake, 
Martha walked into the room and 
sat herself down on the edge of 
the bed. She stroked the innocent 
curls on the pillow. 
 
“The wind doesn’t want me to be 
happy,” said a sleepy Rosie. “It’s 
keeping me awake.” 
 
“I’m sure it’s not intentional.”  
 
“Like Daddy when he shouts?” 
 
“Yes, like Daddy when he shouts.” 
 
Rosie turned to face the wall. 
  
“We don’t need Daddy…do we?”  
 
“It’s not that simple. Hitch up.’’ 
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EQUALITY by Jane Patmore  (Musselburgh)                               
 
 
It’s a rare sunny afternoon in a Scottish summer, perfect for a wedding. Guests walk 
across the courtyard heading for the decorated room where the ceremony will be 
held. Like many similar occasions there are young women prettied up in short 
dresses, faltering on too high heels, creations of net and feathers perched atop hair 
that is straightened and shiny. Some have overdone the efforts to look tanned – 
don’t they have friends good enough to tell them the truth about how orange and 
leathery they look? There are well-groomed lads in kilts, sporting beards trimmed 
according to current fashion, and a weary looking couple are trying with little success 
to calm a wriggling, high-pitched toddler and to wake and feed a sleepy babe so he is 
quiet throughout the formalities. 
 
A maiden aunt with stout legs, pins a corsage on her imposing chest and nods in 
satisfaction at the respectable image she sees reflected in a window. Despite the 
heat an elderly man, round shouldered and arthritic, has refused to go out without 
his vest. He introduces himself to lots of people, proudly making them aware of his 
status as the bride’s grandfather. 
 
I watch as they arrive, excited reacquaintances made with old friends, family hugging 
and exclaiming over new hats or smartly turned out children. It has been a long 
engagement, and today is the culmination of waiting and planning and hoping. 
Guests take their seats and look around, excited chatter rises in the room. A string 
quartet plays a piece made familiar by an advert for an airline or maybe some pipe 
tobacco. The smell of beeswax from a hundred candles provides the base note to the 
perfumed room, while the delicate scent of pale pink roses offers floral overtones.  
 
It is only a few minutes until the service starts, and it is noticeable that there is no 
groom standing nervously at the front. There is no handsome man awaiting the 
appearance of his bride at the top of the aisle. The voices in the room hush as they 
sense the arrival of the bridal car and hear the photographer’s instructions and the 
swish of silk. 
 
I glimpse a mist of chiffon through the window and then the Master of Ceremonies 
thrusts the doors open and signals for the processional music to start.  Two middle 
aged men are beaming proudly, each with a daughter on their arm. The music 
intensifies, some good friends clap, and there are happy tears that no-one hides, as I 
ask the congregation to stand, for the arrival of the brides. 

 

Near The Twain  
by Jeff Kemp (Musselburgh) 

 

He was old enough 
to know better, 
she told herself; 
 
change was 
for growth 
not pleasure, 
 
giving not getting 
is the measure of a man 
she’d resolve 
each morning, 
her absolution defined  
clearly as eye liner 
 
and why can’t gender 
be so easily decided? 
she’d question the reflection. 
the mirror never flinched  
as it splintered his self-image 
then watched her collapse. 
 
And if God themselves 
should ghost into focus,  
lift her from the floor, 
what could be said? 
 
You’re better off  
living the lie? 
or 
rejecting your centre 
is self-inflicted exile? 
 
Each day, 
before  
her smile  
became  
his grimace,  
 
the mirror’s glance 
gave an instant’s chance 
to match  
outer worlds  
with inner. 
 
 
 

 

 

 

2015 WRITE ON FESTIVAL 
 IN JUNE 

 
For the first time Tyne and Esk 

Writers is planning and organising 

the Write On Festival  –  in 

conjunction with June’s Haddington 

festival.  

 

Tom Murray and his team have 
planned some great events aimed 
at new, experienced, and young and 
old writers.  
 
DATES:  June 1, 5 and 6 
 
For more details email 
Haddington.library@eastlothian.gov.uk 

 
Earth Two by Mercedes Claraso (Dalkeith)   
 

That living world may be there after all.  
Others, perhaps, as well. But one will do.  
For one is all we need to give us hope  
That one day there maybe a world like ours  
but better, cleaner, gentler; full of men  
and women that will get things right and not  
destroy the precious planet, their own selves  
and all hope of a better world than this.  
This special planet sings, in harmony  
With all the other planets and their suns.  

 

‘Writers don’t have 

lifestyles. They sit in little 

rooms and write.’ 

Norman Mailer 
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Rita was approached on Monday 13 July to craft a commissioned 

collaborative poem with Ira Lightman, a regular on BBC Radio 3 Ian 

McMillan’s The Verb. The theme of the programme was The Sea, his 

remit to work with terminology used in Standard Marine 

Communications language, mine to respond in narrative. She worked 

with Ira and the show was broadcast four days later on Friday 17 

July. “Books are good enough in their own way but they are a mighty 

bloodless substitute for life!”  

 

 
 

 

Yin Nicht in Summer by Anne Jones 
(Musselburgh) 

 

Licht the fire Jock, Ah’ve tatties in mah 

pockets. 

 

Let’s celebrate this secluded spot; mah 

bottle o malt 

bottles o cider, oor pokies o bacci, the 

starry nicht. 

 

Tam, let’s celebrate; that fast flowin 

stream, oor achin feet 

sare backs, bruised haunds. Wur maukit. 

Come oan, let’s git droucit. 

    

Let’s celebrate; the warm breeze, clean 

skin, mah tatties roastin, 

the heat o the fire, booze, fags, honest 

graft, tattie haukin.  

 

****************************** 

THROW ME A LINE   © Ira Lightman and Rita Bradd 2015, as broadcast 

on BBC Radio 3 (see panel below right) 

 
Arms and the manuals I sing, but mainly the manuals 
shipbound to Manchester, copying and pasting, and wanting the sound of  
epic hexameters, the dactylic dumdada, dadaist sometimes. 
Looking for Rita, as she knows the route into Manchester. Rita? 
 
Ira! Away with your manuals!  I’m sinking!  Proceed to my assistance. 
What is your Estimated Time of Arrival?  Corryvreckan whirlpool 
is pulling me off course.  My engine has failed.  Find me ‘tween Jura and Scarba, 
fifty-six degrees fifteen minutes North, five degrees seventy West, Ira! 
 
Rita! It’s brilliant to see you! I’ll throw you a line, from a poet  
Gwyneth, inaugural National Poet of Wales, who wrote 
‘Two in a Boat or A Marital Voyage’. I quote it. Now, did you 
‘reeve the sheets, check navigational instruments; charts gear and almanacs, 
battery charge level, and that of electrolyte, burgee and ensign’? 
 
Doing that - thank you for saving me.  Will bring up Marine Traffic 
check brass dividers and sharpen the pencils, in case of GPS failure. 
Set course for Salford all ship-shape, in order, electrolyte’s fine. 
 
Yet, are the dactyls? ‘Why dactyls?’ you ask. I will answer with Longfellow 
Walking alone by the sea, hearing the wash of the waves, 
So the Hexameter, rising and singing, with cadence sonorous. 
 
Passing these eddies is going to be tricky.  A tidal conundrum. 
Keep down your head then; and don’t get it bashed by the boom, leveller. 
Who wants to stitch up a head, in the dead of the Beaujolais night? 
Steady the helm, keep the course true; encounters with whirlpools? 
One in a lifetime is all that this sailor can take.  It’s so dark. 
 
‘Oinopa ponton’ in Homer, sea’s ‘wine-dark’ wrong though to say it’s ubiquitous 
Rita, does gender not interfere, chopping unclear for some mariners?     
 
Ira, is sex not in everything?  Look at the threads on a screw  
how they fit tightly the orifice receiving it, matey; 
while I am talking I’ll check that that shackle is snug and well-greased. 
 
Gwyneth, inaugural National Poet of Wales, advises 
‘Terror belongs in the engine and not at the helm of a boat’. 
 
Ready about and lee ho!  We will change about tack with the wind, 
batten down hatches, it’s getting quite rough.  You must brace yourself. 
Six on the Beaufort scale, Ira, I reckon by spray.  There is fog 
forecast in Salford.  We approach to The Mersey and Manchester. 

 
Silence on deck!  I’m consulting the Admiralty Manual in Gwyneth’s book 
‘Entering fog, you reduce to a moderate speed and you station  
lookouts. You plan to have two on the fo’c’s’le, two at the masthead. 
Close all your watertight doors, and then start the sounding machine’. 

 

I am on auto but keep both your eyes peeled, we don’t have much  
manpower, ready to drop in emergency anchor.  The horn is  
blasting safe haven in Salford.  Throw out the mooring ropes,  
fix them to bollards.  Next time, a narrowboat for me! 
 

 

 

 

 

 

“Books are good enough in their own 

way but they are a mighty bloodless 

substitute for life!” 

Robert Louis Stevenson 

RITA BRADD ON BBC RADIO 3 

 

McMillan’s The Verb, to craft a commissioned 

collaborative poem. The theme of the 

programme was The Sea, his remit to work with 

terminology used in Standard Marine 

Communications language, hers to respond in 

narrative. She went with Ira to record at Salford 

on 16 July and the show was broadcast the 

following evening.  

 

Rita, of Dunbar writers, was 

approached on Monday 13 

July by Ira Lightman, a 

regular on BBC Radio 3 Ian  
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ARE YOU GOING TO LEAVE IT THERE? by Pat Dickson (North Berwick) 

  
“Are you going to leave it there?”  Vi looked down with an expression of distaste mixed with incredulity at the 
very dead cat lying in the gutter beside their car.  
  
“I didn’t kill it”, said Gordon, like a little boy pleading for forgiveness.  
 

 “No, I know you didn’t, but we can’t just leave it there.”  
  
“Why not?” asked Gordon. “It was there before us.”  
  
“Because a child might see it and get a fright. It just shouldn’t be there.”  
  
“Well, what do you want me to do with it?”  
  
“Pick it up and put it in the boot. We can leave it in a field on the way home.”  
  
Reluctantly, Gordon opened the boot lid of the silver grey Austin Cambridge, and extracted a shovel and a 
polythene bag. Gordon was always prepared, you never knew when you might come across a newly dug mole 
hill, the soil was so good for the roses, or some nice stones to add to the drystane dyke he was building. The 
deed was accomplished, and the couple crossed the road to a particularly good coffee shop with home baking. 
They were on their annual Christmas shopping trip to Glasgow, and coffee with shortbread for Vi and coffee 
and a fly cemetery for Gordon, were part of the tradition. They had a nice table in the window, and were 
enjoying their little treat, when Vi said “There’s a woman opening the boot of your car. She’s taking out the bag 
with ‘you know what’ in it.”  
 

The last was said in a whisper. “She’s looking in the bag - oh my Lord, she’s fainted.”  
 

 
 

By the time Gordon, ever a law-abiding citizen, had paid the bill, and they had hurried back across the road, a 
crowd had collected, and they were told that someone had called for an ambulance. More and more people 
assembled, the crowd acting as a magnet, as it always does. Someone from a nearby house had fetched a 
blanket and covered the woman, so that only her head could be seen, and soon the ambulance arrived.  
  
“Move out the way there,” said one of the ambulance men politely. “Now then, what do we have here? 
Anybody know this lady?”  
  
No-one claimed acquaintance, and Gordon was too polite to say that she had, in fact, been stealing from his 
car. The comatose woman was lifted onto a stretcher and into the ambulance, where she began to rouse and 
sit up.   
  
Just before the ambulance doors shut, a helpful individual picked up the polythene bag, and threw it into the 
ambulance, saying “Don’t’ forget your bag missus.”  
 

The woman sank quietly back on the stretcher, the doors were shut, the ambulance departed and the crowd 

dispersed, leaving Gordon and Vi  free of all responsibility to enjoy their Christmas shopping.  
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MEMBERS’ NEWS 
 
Colin Will’s busy schedule 
Colin Will, co-founder of the Dunbar group 
and past Chair of Tyne & Esk, is stepping 
back from his involvement with T&E. ‘My 
own writing career is getting busier and 
busier,’ he says, ‘I haven’t managed to 
attend many Dunbar group meetings 
recently. For the moment, I’ll continue to 
chair the Board of the StAnza Festival, and 
Dunbar’s CoastWord organizing 
committee.’ Colin is going to be reading at 
several events during August and 
September, before his visit to Canada in 
October, and has started to think about his 
next book of poetry. We wish you well in 
your ventures, Colin! 
 
A Borders Railway win for Jock Stein 
Jock Stein (Poetry group) is just back from 
Galashiels for the celebration of the poems 
and stories submitted for the opening of the 
new Waverley Line. Jock took third prize for 
his poem Waverley. Congratulations, Jock. 
Julian Colton, co-editor of the Eildon Tree, 
which ran the competition, said: 'The 
competition has emphasised how important 
an event the reopening of the railway is to 
people from the Borders. It is staggering 
how much folk of all ages know about the 
history, mythology and future of the 
railway.' 
 
Shirley Muir (North Berwick) takes 
inaugural Crediton Prize 
Shirley Muir has taken first prize in the 
inaugural Crediton Short Story 
competition, part of the annual month-long 
Crediton Festival. Her memoir/story 
Trapped was set in a mining town in the 
northeast of England. ‘This is the first 
competition I have won,’ she said, ‘so I am 
delighted.’ Congratulations, Shirley. 
 

 

  

Dead Heads by Ken Angus (Penicuik) 

 

Round and round and round the roses 

I go, secateurs poised - here a snip, 

there a snip, everywhere a snip-snip - 

and the dead heads fall. 

 

With my antiquated spade 

I have howkit up a couple - 

mossy decay, brittleness of roots, 

atavistic sprouting of weakly stems, 

the shrivelling of old age - 

have signalled the imminence 

of life's end. 

 

I have purchased 

(at great expense) two replacements, 

seduced by their verdant foliage 

and coloured labels promising blossoms 

of cerise and saffron-gold. 

 

I'll bed them in with my blessing, 

hoping against hope 

that I might live long enough 

to see them bloom. 

 

 

 

Shirley Muir receiving her Crediton Short 

Story prize from judge Joanne Graham 

“It is a far, far better thing that I do, than I have 

ever done; it is a far, far better rest that I go to 

than I have ever known.” 

Charles Dickens, A Tale of Two Cities 

 

 

 

― Charles Dickens, A Tale of Two Cities 


