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A note from the editor… 

Welcome to the Spring edition of Scrivens! 

I don’t know about you but I love this time of year. Long-

forgotten sunshine on our backs, lambs frisking in green fields, 

fresh green shoots and yellow blossoms full of promise – they 

all inspire poetry and wistful reminiscences, and give us hope 

in a warmer and brighter future.  

This edition contains stories and poems to warm all our hearts. 

Thank you to our contributors, and to our readers – enjoy! 

Cheryl 

Thank you Catherine 

We said farewell to Catherine Simpson at the end of March. She had proved such 

a good friend to the individual groups that, rather than holding a Tyne and Esk-

wide event, each group wanted to take their own leave of her. 

Over the months we were able to fund our Creative Writing Fellow, Catherine 

regularly and diligently visited every group and gave helpful feedback to those 

who asked for it. We thank her warmheartedly and wish her well as she 

continues with her writing career, and we are all looking forward with excitement 

to the forthcoming publication of her memoir. 
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Evergreen 
 
I wander 
into a dream. 
One where this whole world 
has turned evergreen. 
And I explore. 
But as I do,  
all I find is more 
                      and more, 

     and more, 
Of this natural life. 
Living without war 
or strife. 
In this serenity, 
I find it all to be 
peaceful and patient, 
fresh, yet ancient, 
reaching from ground to sky. 
Letting itself  
         grow, 

             wither, 
               and die.  

               Then rise, 
to begin again. 
And then I wake, from this wander so deep, 
that I am sure it could not have been sleep. 
So I go out to find, this kind of world.  
I walk, 
past my forests of books, 
and mahogany coat hooks, 
and leave the leaves of my autumnal rug behind. 
 
I run, 
past the houses that are weathered from storms, 
and all the cars that are rusty and worn. 
Wasting into some forgotten reality, 
that keeps pulling me away from the world’s clarity, 
but gravity  
holds me down. 
Alerting my ear to the spontaneous sounds, 
that dance beneath the changing ground. 
And I know that I have found 
true life. 
 
This evergreen, 
that is in someway unseen, 
is blinding me 
with beauty, to the extreme. 
It seems, 
that these flowers, fields and streams, 
have been sidelined by our urbanscapes. 
Covered over with home-like-house-lined drapes. 
Hiding our only place of escape, 
that is the world we cannot recreate. 
 
Because when I ponder these pathways between, 
the woods and the people, 
the trees and the steeples, 
I feel the tension. 
Between the growing world, 
and our man-made inventions.   
 

~Kathryn Thomson 
 

Forbidden Fruit 
 
Windfalls littered the gravestones, frost-coated skins 
sparkling in the winter sun - but their beauty was only skin 
deep. Beneath the glitter, they were blackened and pitted 
with holes. 
With a guilty glance at the house across the churchyard 
wall, she reached up to pull an apple from the tree, then 
she tucked it into her pocket, hoping her body heat would 
create a touch of summer warmth. 
“That’s stealing!” 
A boy crouched on top of the wall. He hadn’t been there a 
moment ago. 
She scowled. “I bet the people in the house wouldn’t 
mind.” 
“Yes, they would - it’s my house!” 
She didn’t argue. He was the first person she had spoken 
to all day, apart from Grannie. 
“Why don’t you come down?” 
“I’ve been grounded.” 
“Why?” 
“None of your business.” 
He scrambled into the branches and shook the tree, 
laughing as she dodged the falling fruit. “Why aren’t you 
in school?” 
“I’m staying at Grannie’s. My baby brother’s in hospital. 
Mum needs to be with him.” 
The boy’s eyes gleamed. “Will he die?” 
She shrugged. 
He pulled himself higher. “This isn’t easy, you know. I bet 
you’d fall if you tried it.” 
She ignored that. Instead, she took the apple from her 
pocket, looked up at him and bit into it. It was so cold it 
made her teeth ache. 
His eyebrows drew down in a ferocious frown. She smiled 
and walked away, her feet crunching on the frosted 
leaves. Maybe she would come back tomorrow 
 

~Annemarie Allan  
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  ABROAD 

Most days the impeccable foreigner can be found drinking coffee at the quayside café. 

When he looks up from his paper, his flint blue eyes take everything in. The islanders have 

clocked him for a British spy or bigtime crook. Quietly they wonder how he’ll leave them. 

Alive or dead? 

~Julia Graves 

 

SYNECDOCHE 

(A figure of speech in which part is substituted for 

a whole or a whole for a part for example using 

the term ‘boots’ for soldiers and ‘suits for 

businessmen.) 

       The hooligan whose name wasn’t 

even Hoolihan was a brawler, 

                       He was a Ned though his tag wasn’t 

Ed he was a mauler, 

                       The law was called in the shape of PC 

Auld who felt his collar, 

                       The bench’s sage not assuaged – 

caged, 

                       He’ll appeal for a deal to conceal his 

age. 

                       The law saw the flaw to withdraw as 

his brief was no scholar. 

~Gordon Moodie 

Snap ! Crackle ! Pop ! 

A calendar in the kitchen, with the date  

June 8
th

 highlighted in red. A total 

opposite  

of what’s she said before, a snap 

election 

called, another big vote, enticing 

floating  

voters, intriguing outcomes to play out. 

A media circus on college green springs  

into action.  

In Starbucks, serving flat white coffee, 

as people peruse morning papers, 

completing crosswords, more mixed  

feelings, more disconnection.   

Inside the circle that strikes a chord, a 

map,  

a pattern of personal and professional 

interactions as closely woven as the  

blue jumper on his back.   

~Kenny Gilchrist 

 Spring has returned. The Earth is like a child 

that knows poems by heart 

~Rainer Maria Rilke 
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Recent Success: Tyne and Esk Writers Take Over Local Radio Programme 
 
As part of the promotion for the event in Dalkeith on 22 February to celebrate the launch of Alan Gay’s Habitus 
collection and the repromotion of From the Lighthouse, the Penicuik group took over a show called Margaret’s 
Book Corner, on Crystal FM the local community radio station for Penicuik and South Midlothian. Crystal FM 
broadcast on 107.4fm and on the internet at www.crystalfm.co.uk. 
 
Colin McCall, who presents the breakfast show, promotes the group on the week we meet and he was 
instrumental in setting up a meeting with Margaret Wilson who presents the Book Corner show. At this meeting 
Margaret was very keen to help us as she likes to promote local writers and their books on her show. I was able to 
provide a copy of Habitus and From the Lighthouse so Margaret would be familiar with the work we were going 
to discuss. 
 
After an exchange of emails we agreed on Tuesday 14 February as the date of recording, Margaret likes her 
guests to select 3 pieces of music to play during the show and she asked me if I could provide these. 
 
On the Tuesday morning we assembled in good time at the studios for our scheduled 10.00am recording time. 
We being Catherine Simpson, Alan Gay, Claire Askew, Sheila Thacker, Cheryl Smith, Frances Hider and myself Eric 
Platten. 
 
Margaret introduced her show and explained what was going to happen and read the biography that I wrote for 
the anthology and then she handed the show over to me. 
 
I explained why we were there and introduced Catherine and Alan who discussed the event at Dalkeith and how 
Alan came up with his work and what he wanted people to get from it. During the chat he read A Flea’s Leap and 
Demobilisation from his collection. 
 
The first track was then introduced The Last Thing On My Mind by Tom Paxton. After this I asked Claire if she 
could explain how the anthology came about. During her time as CWF various groups had mentioned that a book 
would be a good idea. All 8 groups that make up T&E are represented and all members have a piece in the book.  
 
In all the discussion about the programme we had not discussed who would read first, having been nominated as 
the man in charge I decided to read my piece, Is This What It Takes, and explained how it came about. Frances 
Hider read Kimberley Kim and we discussed how the relationship between humans and animals is a topic she is 
keen to explore. Cheryl Smith read the extract from her memoir Being Mrs Smith and said that copies were 
available on line, in shops and from the Library.  
 
After the second track, Son Of A Preacher Man by Dusty Springfield, Sheila Thacker read Cultures Clash and Invent 
Rituals, the sad but true experience of her sister’s passing. As I said if I didn’t already know it was true, it would be 
a case of what! That really happened. 
 
Time for the last track, I’ll have To Say I Love You In A Song by Jim Croce, well it was Valentines day and a song 
with love in the title seemed appropriate.  
 
It was then time to mention again why we were there. Catherine what she was working on a memoir and her 
debut novel Truestory is available. Claire is working on her debut novel and her poetry collection This Changes 
Things is available. 
 
I then thanked Margaret for having us on her show. The show was broadcast at 9.00pm that night and repeated 
at 9.00am on Thursday 16

th
. The magic of radio, none of the tracks were played during the recording, they were 

edited in later. Sheila has family in Ireland who heard the show and the feedback was positive (but this may have 
been said to keep her happy!) 
 
Hopefully we will be back to record another edition of Margaret’s Book Corner, if we do details will be passed 
round so you can turn on, tune in and listen in. 
 

~Eric Platten 
 

http://www.crystalfm.co.uk/
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Death Of Science 

In a paradise 

of birds of prey, 

ornithologists raise binoculars,  

tick their way down  

an extensive list, 

wishing to sight 

the one missing species 

that brings the past to life 

by finding the final link  

between dinosaurs  

and flight. 

Scientists slump like a  

sack of meat on completion  

of this exhaustive feat, 

forgetting they’re surrounded  

by talons and beaks, ravenous instincts 

in sync with razor-sharp genes: 

extremely obstreperous creatures, 

exceedingly ready to attack 

anything appearing weak. 

Our triumphant experts  

close their eyes,  

stretch out, relax. 

 

Blissful knowledge brings  

ignorance of risk. 

~Jeff Kemp 

 

 

INHERITANCE 

‘We all loved the King,’ said the Queen in 

widow’s black. ‘Oh, the banquets! Oh, the 

conquests! Oh, the coffers he’s left empty! 

Yes, he kept his subjects happy, but it came 

at a price. And who’s being blamed for the 

necessary taxes? Not him so beloved. 

Unfairly, it’s my neck is on the block.’ 

~Julia Graves 

 “Is the spring coming?” he said. 

“What is it like?” It is the sun 

shining on the rain and the rain 

falling on the sunshine.” 

~Frances Hodgson Burnett 
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  Whitsun ‘56 

“I’m going back. I hate it here, it’s scary.” 

“Baby! Frightened on a beach, in broad daylight?” 

We were actually on a narrow shingled corner of a beach. The high tide made it seem smaller, with the gigantic cliffs dwarfing it more. 

The mist and salt from the sea had no escape, leaving the atmosphere damp and chilled. We could taste the salt and smell the damp 

seaweed thrown with each wave as it sucked into the stones and pelted them, with a roaring crash, louder and more urgent than in the 

safe sandy cove we had walked from. 

I didn’t know words like foreboding, sinister and haunting. I just knew it was scary. We were underneath the famous Beachy Head point, 

where, according to Jane, people would jump off landing at our feet. Why, would they want to do that? They’d be hurt, even killed! 

Treacle was pulling at her lead and whining; she wanted to come back with me. Jane eventually came too, calling me cowardy cowardy 

custard and spoilsport. I didn’t care. I was happy to be back in the small open cove with sand and rock pools, the turning tide revealing 

more beaches to play on. This was our camping weekend at Birling Gap, nestling among the Seven Sisters hills – a safe haven along the 

rugged south coast. 

Back on the beach, Jane took the dog back to the family. She was too old, she said, to play on a beach, so she read her book, sulking and 

cuddling Treacle while our parents were busy preparing a picnic in the area they had commandeered as their territory. Peter was playing 

nearby and I wandered off to where some children were busy building sandcastles. One boy was sitting alone on a large rock. 

“Hello” he smiled; I was at eye level though standing. “I’m Stephen. What’s your name?” 

I hesitated, glancing back at the family: No, they were too close, I couldn’t pretend my name was Jacqueline this time. So I admitted my 

name and an instant friendship, lasting the whole weekend, was formed. 

“Do you want to help me with this?” 

He held up an I Spy at the Seaside book. 

“Oh yes please!” I was delighted, I loved I Spy books. I climbed up on to the rock beside him, expecting him to budge over and make 

room, but he stayed put so I just sat on the edge. 

“We have to find a starfish and a crab in the rock pools. Take my bucket and net and bring them back please.” 

“Alright!” I was eager to help and loved paddling around in rock pools, so off I went on my mission. I found both starfish and crabs. 

Getting the crab into the bucket wasn’t easy, but starfish were very obliging.  

We discussed starfish and crabs, their habitats and lifestyles, then Stephen marked them in his book, generously noting “Found by my 

friend Sheila” underneath the boxes. I noticed similar entries on other pages. I did wonder why he didn’t want to play on the beach, but 

maybe he liked being the boss – after all he was doing all the writing. 

My mother came over to see what we were doing, and as usual, took a keen interest. My next assignment was shells of unusual shapes 

and colours. My mother almost ordered me to do as Stephen asked. I was going anyway, but now I felt peeved. Stephen was my friend, 

not hers! Three other children, who were also his slaves, came back with their offerings, again discussed, and noted – collected by Anne, 

Nancy and Graham.  

Anne, being the eldest spoke for her sister and brother. Noticing me, she said,  

“Hello, I’m Anne; this is Our Nancy and Our Graham. What do they call you?” 

“Sheila,” I said in awe, I Spy forgotten, leaving my mother chatting to Stephen. He was ordinary – he just spoke like me. I turned my 

attention to Anne, who had the richest way of speaking I had ever heard. Our Nancy! Our Graham! How wonderfully inclusive, protective, 

possessive – and that accent was a pure joy. Thick, rich full of character, with emphasis in all the right places. I would have just said my 

sister, my brother then referred to them by name. I kept asking questions – yes, I know it was rude and nosy but I just wanted to hear 

them speak. I hadn’t heard of the town they lived in but it was in Lancashire, and this was the first time I had ever met Lancastrians.  

few yards away. It was slippy but we were fine, pottering about vying to find unusual creatures and objects. 

I heard my mother asking Stephen if he wanted to go and join us. 

“Yes please” he smiled “But I’m heavy.” I was perplexed, bemused and rather startled to see him put his linked 

arms and hands around her neck. She held him around his waist and as he rose from the rock, his legs fell 
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They were wonderful! For the rest of the weekend I tried to imitate their accent, but I was constantly being told off by my parents for being rude and 

cruel. I wasn’t – I just wanted to be a Lancastrian. Kentish people were boring. 

Stephen was still sitting on his rock, my mother deep in conversation with him, asking where his family were. He pointed to them and they waved 

back in recognition. The rest of us had migrated to bigger rock with pools in it a few yards away. It was slippy but we were fine, pottering about vying 

to find unusual creatures and objects. 

I heard my mother asking Stephen if he wanted to go and join us. 

“Yes please” he smiled “But I’m heavy.” I was perplexed, bemused and rather startled to see him put his linked arms and hands around her neck. She 

held him around his waist and as he rose from the rock, his legs fell dangling like rope. Poor Stephen! My mother was a physiotherapist so she must 

have known. 

I tried not to stare but …. 

Stephen’s mother came over and thanked my mother, and they chatted as mothers do while we all played happily on the beach and rocks. The others 

all seemed oblivious to Stephens’s legs. Perhaps they hadn’t noticed him being carried. The I Spy now complete, Stephen thanked us all for our help as 

Anne, Nancy and Graham’s father came to tell them their tea was ready. I was most disappointed that they called him “Daddy” like everyone else. I 

wanted him to be “Our Dad” as they had referred to him all afternoon.  

My mother said we should go too, while Stephen’s mother put callipers on his legs. My mother pulled me away, chastising me for staring – another 

rude thing to do! I didn’t mean to be rude, I was interested in the procedure and still shocked and dismayed for my friend.  

The next day, we all met up again on the beach. The tide was out so the landscape stretched for miles. It was beautiful – even the cliffs didn’t look so 

foreboding. 

Today Stephen wore his callipers, and with the help of his older brother walked with crutches, then we all sat on the beach in a circle playing. Anne 

asked lots of rude, nosy questions about Stephen’s legs, but there were no adults around to tell her off.  

I assume we built sandcastles – my memory is unclear – but somehow it was different now. Did we treat Stephen differently? Did we understand 

more or less? Surely he was still the same bossy boy with the  I Spy book we were all so keen to be a part of? Now he was someone we had to feel 

sorry for. Such a shame. If only we hadn’t seen those callipers. 

~Sheila Thacker 

 

Vanishing Point 

 

Mark Wallinger in the Fruitmarket 

Gallery, April to June 2017 

How can I vanish 

when I am solid 

as a steel I-beam? 

It is my innocence 

which rusts away, 

ends my dream. 

~Jock Stein 

 

“It's spring fever. That is what the name of it 

is. And when you've got it, you want—oh, you 

don't quite know what it is you do want, but it 

just fairly makes your heart ache, you want it 

so!” 

~Mark Twain 
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Aphrodite’s Tree 

  
Why does your slender trunk seduce 
with its silky shift of silver? 
If I peel the papery bark 
will winter’s icy fingers burn? 
  
With your silky shift of silver, 
glimpsed through skeleton branches, 
will winter’s icy fingers burn, 
waiting for the wind to whisper? 
  
Glimpsed through skeleton branches 
the frost of winter has vanished, 
I wait for the wind to whisper 
gentle songs of a southern air. 
  
The frost of winter has vanished. 
Drifts of harebells harmonize 
gentle songs of a southern air. 
Sheltered within your canopy, 
  
drifts of harebells harmonize and 
I will peel your papery bark, 
sheltered within your canopy. 
Why does your slender trunk seduce? 
 

~Diana Stevens 
 

 
ZEUGMA 

 
 

(A figure of speech in which a word is used to modify 
two or more words although appropriate to only one of 

them or making a different sense with each) 
 
 

John Doe and his driving license expired last week, 
 

Such a Discovery for his Range Rover and widow 
was bleak, 

 
From his life he had taken some joy and his leave, 

 
Expecting neither widow nor barber his parting to 

grieve. 

 

~Gordon Moodie 

Unfinished Business 

 

La Sagrada Familia in Barcelona 

The birth of a cathedral? Messy, 

like Mary stranded and in danger, 

sharing birth space in Bethlehem 

with four footed family residents; 

like Gaudi, handed such a strange and 

all-consuming task, a call to fly 

a kite for God, to channel spirituality 

– like Joseph, landed with a range of 

options, choosing he will parent Jesus, 

so that Gaudi one day parents a cathedral. 

The end of a cathedral? Never, 

not in a year or three of Sundays, 

though they schedule 2026.  

It’s always further off; disciples wait, 

still not that clear what’s to be done. Days  

pass, teach us that there’s more to come, 

that Jesus rose to bring some new beginning 

to the here and now, inject our Mondays 

with a little glory, change perspective, 

make Gaudi smile to see his plans at work. 

 

~Jock Stein 
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