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A note from the editor 

Welcome to the Summer edition of Scrivens! 

Once again, my thanks go to all Tyne and Esk members who 

have contributed to this season’s issue. You guys always 

impress me with your enthusiasm, the breadth of styles and 

range of subjects you choose to write about, and the sheer 

talent that we have within the group. 

That talent is displayed here once again, in your stories and 

poems and in some exciting news from some of our members. 

Enjoy the read, and keep writing! 

Cheryl 

Newhaven Fields 

A photograph taken in eighteen forty three, 
hangs on a wall in a national gallery, captures a boat  
with the name Newhaven painted starboard side. 
Taken before Canada was really born, one hundred  
and seventy years on, a Canadian woman takes  
photos of a place via a smartphone, dances around a   
lighthouse and feels  the past. 
From sepia print to full blown technicolour, 
along cobbled streets beside tenement flats, 
emotional ties bound like a fisherman’s line. 
Alive in the moment, her heart carried away  
by the sea.  A Canadian couple hold hands, 
while walking past a primary school, one stops 
takes a photograph capturing a slice of her history.  
 
~ Kenny Gilchrist 
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TWO-PENNY BLUES 

 

In the beginning there was chaos, disorder. 

Then there came astronomy, and more lately, 

PHILATELY. 

 

Albums rarely opened since the fifties: 

THE TRAFALGAR and VICTORY. 

This book belongs to – and my wobbly signature; 

now shaky again after seventy years. 

A letter with stamps on approval to  

Master Michael Davenport; me and not me, 

strange distance, odd continuity. 

 

A litany, a song of the world from Abyssinia 

to Zanzibar and Zululand. Great Britain rules 

most of the pages, the head of George the 6th 

from Aden to the Virgin islands. An Empire 

glued here, preserved against vicissitude. 

 

So many ironies: Jugo-Slavia, Southern Rhodesia, 

French Colonies– Algeria, Soviet Territories, 

The Falklands Islands Dependencies. 

 

From the camels of Aden, the elephants of Ceylon, 

the flora of Madagascar, the triangular stamps 

of Liberia, I return to the original icons – just 

the head of Queen Victoria on Penny Browns  

(no, no Penny Blacks) and Two- Penny Blues.  

 

~ Mike Davenport 

 

The State of Financial Play 

A message from Jock 

Currently we don’t have the funding necessary to 
continue employing a Creative Writing Fellow, in 
spite of a lot of hard work by Rebecca McKinney, 
Yvonne Dalziel, George Cunningham and our 
outgoing Creative Writing Fellow, Catherine Simpson. 
The Committee have begun considering alternative 
ways to support our eight groups, and will continue 
to do so at their next meeting on August 28th, 
reporting to the AGM on September 11th. This will be 
held at 7pm in Dalkeith Arts Centre/Library. 

~ Jock Stein 

 

 
Bring in the New 

 

Bring in the New 

Bring Him The New 

Friends, lovers and chairs 

discarded. Replaced by new  

friends, lovers and chairs. 

 

~Anne Jones 
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  POETRY PRIZES 

 As this edition has turned out to be rich in poems, it seems fitting to mention 
some competitions you may be interested in entering. 

Thanks to Judith Stewart for sourcing these: 

·        The Scottish Fellowship of Christian Writes prize (deadline soon) 
https://www.sfcw.info/ 

·        The Troubadour Prize (deadline mid-October) 
http://www.coffeehousepoetry.org/prizes 

Good luck, and please do report on any successes! 

 

 1968 

Concertina doors on warm dust telly open for motocross and teleprinter magic. 

Now the powers that be have wiped VT. You’ll never find that watery signal 

again. 

 

The musk of threadbare gentility preserved high in a soot terrace.  

You’ll never find those great aunts’ stairs again. 

 

Holiday sloshing the Clyde on steamers, crisp white shirts on red captains, 

the cocky chuckles of young pursers. You’ll never find a keel as even again. 

 

Slipping under autumn branches, iron railings waver the shadow  

of bare legs, cap and satchel. You’ll never find that old-fashioned schoolboy 

again. 

~ Roy Moller 

 

Summer afternoon—summer afternoon; to me those have always been 

the two most beautiful words in the English language. 

~ Henry James 

https://www.sfcw.info/
http://www.coffeehousepoetry.org/prizes
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THEY ASKED ME HOW I KNEW… 

“I just DO,” I said.   “He’s my soul mate.   We were made for one another.” 

“But,” Susie said nervously, her cheeks flushed.   “I SAW him last week.   Crossing the Meadows, hand in hand with a red-

haired girl.” 

“His sister,” I said.  “They share a house.   What are you on about?” 

“The way he kissed her goodbye - that’s not the way you kiss your sister.   Unless there’s something pretty weird going on…” 

“What are you trying to do?”   I could hear my voice rising.   “You’re jealous.   Just because YOU haven’t got anybody worth 

bothering about!” 

“Thanks a bunch!” Jimmy said.   “Good thing I’m not easily offended…   But LISTEN to Sooz, you dope.   She’s right.   He’s 

married - his wife works at Standard Life with my cousin Annie.” 

“So how do YOU know all this crap?   You’ve not been Edinburgh that long.   You don’t know anybody or anything!” 

“He’s from Dunfermline, same as me - we were at the school together.   For god’s sake, I was even at the evening reception 

for his wedding.”   Jimmy was nodding his head emphatically - he looked like one of those stupid Chinese nodding cats.   “I 

promise you, Shaz, it’s true.” 

“To hell with you both and your pathetic mind games.   Just fuck off and leave me alone - I don’t believe a word you’re 

saying!”   I was crying by now, so of course two-faced Susie tried to put her arm round me.   “Get off me, you bitch!”   I pushed 

her away and headed out of the pub into the rain. 

When I saw him the next evening, we went for a meal down in Leith.   I’d never been to The Kitchin before - wow! - it was 

great.   He always took me to really nice places - there was no shortage of cash there, I’m telling you… 

“Let’s go back to yours,” I said.   “I can stay all night - I’m on a back shift tomorrow.”   But he shook his head. 

“Sorry, sweetheart.   My sister’s having a girlie night in - all her old pals from school.   It’s a hen evening for one of them.   

We’d be out of place.” 

“But we could just creep into your room and get cuddled in.   They wouldn’t even know we were there.   PLEASE, Malcolm.   

I’ve never been to your house yet.   I’d really like to see it.” 

“Not now, Shaz.   Just shut up about it, will you?” 

And before I knew what was happening, we were in the Jag and heading back up to town.   Outside my flat, he leaned over 

and opened the car door. 

“Aren’t you coming in?  We’ve got all night, by the sound of it,” I pleaded.   “And I went to an Ann Summers party last week.   I 

got some great stuff you’ll really, really like.   Come on, please…” 

“I think maybe we should cool it for a bit, Sharon,” he said. 

Since then I’ve found out a lot.   Everything Sooz and Jimmy said was true.   My soulmate is a cheating bastard.   So now I’m 

standing outside his lovely house in Newington, watching it burn.   Nobody’s noticed anything yet - the whole street’s fast 

asleep.   Including him and his SISTER. 

Tears are streaming down my face.   Well, when a lovely flame dies, smoke gets in your eyes. 

~ Judith Stewart 
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Penicuik Group Take Part in Local Arts 

Festival 
 
 
For the third year in a row, the Penicuik group, 
along with Pentland Writers, have been invited 
by the Penicuik Community Arts Association to 
take part in Penfest 2017. 
 
On Thursday 9 September from 7.00 to 9.00pm in 
Penicuik Library, there will be an Open Mic night 
featuring members from both groups reading 
their work. You are invited to come along to 
listen, take part or both. Reading slots will be 
between five and ten minutes long, depending on 
the number of people who want to read on the 
night. 
 
If you would like to read, please contact the 
Penicuik group rep Eric Platten to register your 
interest. He can be contacted at 
ericplatten@btinternet.com. 

 

Fears 
 
It’s not wrong 
When your fears 
Are strong 
To shed tears 
Don’t look to me 
For a shoulder 
To cry on 
My fears 
Already have me  
Drowning in my own tears. 
 
 
~ Eric Platten  

 

 

Time Warp in Craiglockart 
  
Stride to the bolted door, towards the light; 
find your way to the space that’s forbidden. 
Make a left, a right, follow the crow’s flight, 
keep safe some coppers for the ferryman; 
beyond the glass sits the domed survivor,  
temple white, stark against the cold steel 
pagoda lamps.  Time to pay the silver, 
climb the helical stairs, turn the wheel. 
But first retrace your steps, past the quiet 
rows of books which wait for sleeping poets 
to rise from marble tombs, penning sonnets 
about bugles and bigots with bullets. 
If you think silvered, metal slats dictate  
the end of time – let’s negotiate. 
 
~ Diana Stevens 

*Congratulations to Diana, who entered the Federation of Writers (Scotland) Vernal Equinox competition with her 
poem and received a ‘commended’. 

 

mailto:ericplatten@btinternet.com
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The Angel in the Stone 

~ Rebecca McKinney 

 

My second novel, The Angel in the Stone, came out this summer. It’s a story about three generations of one family, the 

Macdonalds: Grandmother Mary, her son Calum, and his teenage daughter Catriona. In the summer of 2014, all three of 

these characters find themselves at pivot points in their lives: points from which they cannot simply continue but have to 

confront big, life-changing decisions. They converge in the family home in a remote West Highland village, and their 

relationships are fraught with tensions, unspoken resentments and the long shadows of past events. Meanwhile, around 

them, Scotland considers its own place in the world and prepares to make a fateful decision about its own future. The book 

is about identity—how we define ourselves in our own minds and in relation to others—and about the meanings of 

dependence and independence at different levels.  

 

Writing The Angel in the Stone has been a labour of love. They say the second novel is always harder, and that is true in my 

experience. My first book, Blast Radius, almost wrote itself. My narrator and protagonist, Sean, occupied my head so 

intensely I could hear his voice telling me the story. This time around, creating three protagonists, of different ages and with 

different sets of inner conflicts, distinct and believable has been a greater challenge. Mary, who suffers from dementia, was 

by far the most intimidating of the three to write. Venturing into a head so clouded and confused was frightening, and I still 

hope I’ve done her justice. I got there eventually, with patient and thoughtful guidance from my editor at Sandstone Press. 

A tip for all aspiring novelists out there: a good editor is worth her (or his) weight in gold. Listen to them!  

 

Finally getting published, after so many years of hoping and dreaming and wondering, can be a strange experience. I have 

wanted to write for as long as I can remember, at least since I won my first and only creative writing competition at the age 

of 11. Now I’m doing it. When you publish your second book, you realise it’s not just a lucky one-off. It’s the real thing. 

Sometimes I think that when people ask me my profession I should now stop calling myself a community development 

worker (which I still am, to pay the bills) and say writer. Still, that feels pretentious. As if it’s a title I still haven’t earned. 

Even when you see an extract of your novel published in The Scotsman, with a picture of your own grinning mug beneath it, 

it feels unreal. Like it’s you and not you at the same time. You think, well I guess that really is me, and then go back to 

tidying the kitchen and hanging out the washing. Life goes on more or less unchanged and your book, a little like your 

fledgling child, goes out into the world to make its way without you.  

 

The finished product, a beautiful book with my name on it, is the icing on the cake—of course it is—but my passion lies in 

creating characters and lives and histories out of disassembled words. It’s an addictive kind of alchemy. There are no rights 

and wrongs in writing, there are no secrets except determination and passion. Write for the love of it, and for no other 

reason.  

 

The Angel in the Stone will be launched at Waterstones on Princes Street, Edinburgh, on Tuesday 5th September 

at 6:30pm. Tyne and Esk friends are all very welcome. RSVP to sue@sandstonepress.com.  

 

mailto:sue@sandstonepress.com
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Pterichthyodes Milleri 

 

A specimen sits in glass-cased silence.  

But I hear the clink, clink of his hammer and chisel,   

clear like a stonechat in the morning air. 

Miller, in his search for fossils,  

an explorer of ravines, loiterer along sea-shores,  

climber among rocks, labourer in quarries.   

 

He splits a nodule to reveal the first example 

of a ‘winged-fish’ from the Old Red Sandstone. 

I opened it with a single blow and there lay the effigy 

of a creature, fashioned out of jet, two ‘arms’ articulated  

at the shoulders, head lost in the trunk, long angular tail. 

Its armoured plates remind him of a turtle. 

 

In My Schools and Schoolmasters he describes 

his life in Cromarty, family history, education,  

work as a stonemason, fascination with geology. 

To Miller fossils were Footprints of the Creator 

that he reproduced in detailed diagrams. 

He believed in successive creations by the deity. 

 

A Cromarty churchyard: cold echoes of his trade. 

Miller carves the headstone of his child, Eliza. 

The last time he ever put chisel on stone, his wife reported. 

Years later, different reverberations:  

alone at home he shoots himself. 

Despair from religious doubt? Fear of brain disease? 

 

 

 

August has passed, and yet 

summer continues by force 

to grow days. They sprout 

secretly between the 

chapters of the year, 

covertly included between 

its pages. 

~ Jonathan Safran Foer 
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The National Museum: Beginnings, Life in the Mid-Devonian. 

A sandstone slab, small fish fossil secretive through rise and fall  

of species, mass extinctions, the appearance of reptiles, 

mammals, advent of Homo sapiens  – until released by Miller.  

I focus on the label Pterichthyodes milleri and see a symbiosis,  

two existences confirmed by the power of naming. 

 

Eons between the lives joined in this binomial.   

I whisper Pterichthyodes milleri, a ‘winged-fish’  

swims in warm seas and Miller moves clear  

of tragedies and struggles. He’s part of a community  

of discovery and the mystery of how, through transient beings,  

the world begins to comprehend itself. 

 

~ Mike Davenport 

 

*Mike’s poem won third prize in a 2016 writing competition based on the life of Hugh Miller, the 19th century geologist 

and writer. 

  

 

Summertime is always the best of what might be 

~ Charles Bowden 

 

Rest is not idleness, and to lie sometimes on the 

grass under trees on a summer's day, listening to 

the murmur of the water, or watching the clouds 

float across the sky, is by no means a waste of 

time. 

~ John Lubbock 
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two existences confirmed by the power of naming. 

 

 

 

Adventures at the Edinburgh Free Fringe 

~ Stella Hervey Birrell 

 

Once my band had run its course, I wanted to continue singing, but wondered if I could find a 

way to bring it into my writing practice. Hooray for my husband’s penchant for Radio 6 –spoken 

word pieces by artists like Kate Tempest made me think. ‘Hang on, what if, instead of using a 

sample, I used my own voice?’  

Me and Mr HB knocked around with samples, singing, rewrites and recording, until we had a 

piece about my life as a creative parent, Scotch Pie in a an Open Sky. Oh, I’ll put together a wee 

video for it, I thought. Won’t take long. 

Six months later, the two minute video was ready. Using iMovie to put together photos and ten 

second snippets of video footage under the audio had been more time-consuming than I 

thought! 

By the end of the summer term, I had a five minute set, and some footage on my YouTube 

channel in case anyone wanted to follow up. Now to get some gigs. My mentor pointed me in 

the right direction, and both the events, She Grrowls, and That’s What She Said, got back in 

touch and offered slots. I set up dates that Mr HB was on his days off, made sure I avoided the 

first day of term, and then it was time to prep. 

Almost everyone that passed through the door had to listen to my poems. And thank goodness, 

because two days before the first gig, performing one of them, I realised I had to add an extra 

two lines: never underestimate the value of dummy runs, and always, always sing in the shower. 

On the days themselves, I found myself slipping in and out of nerves, distracted by how 

wonderful and bonkers Edinburgh is during August.  

As for how I did – to be honest, those two sets of five minutes are a complete blur. Both 

audiences were supportive. There was applause. The friends that were there said it was good. 

After the first gig, one said I could go a little bit slower, so I wrote: SLOOOOOOOOW on the first 

page of my notes. I met some fantastic new people and heard other great material.  

I can’t wait to write and sing out another five/three/ten minutes, and go and do it all over again. 

 

 


