
WISH YOU 
WERE HERE 

Writing from 
Boston’s 

lockdown

What a time it’s been. Staying home, missing family and 
friends, familiar places and routines out of reach. Many people 
have lost loved ones, jobs and security. 
 
It’s been natural to think on what matters, the people we care 
for, the way we live—or used to. Some of us just want to get 
back to normal, but others hope for something else, 
something better. What will life be like after the pandemic? 
How might Boston feel different, be different? 
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Zoom. In lockdown, they shared stories, poems and memories, 
distilling and honing their texts. This book is the result, a book 
about this time and this place, about what we’ve missed, what 
we care about and what we hope for in future.  
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FOREWORD 
 
 
 

In late January 2021, in the depth of winter and the 
midst of lockdown, a small group of people gathered 
online to take part in a creative writing workshop. Living 
in or close to Boston, in Lincolnshire, they were gifted 
writers with varied backgrounds and careers. The work-
shop had been planned a year earlier by Writing East 
Midlands, as part of ‘The Elder Tree’, its programme for 
older people. But the Covid-19 pandemic intervened 
and work was suspended as everyone adjusted to life’s 
new priorities. As it became clear that it was not going 
to be possible to organise face-to-face sessions for the 
foreseeable future, we moved online, and discovered 
the potential of video calls.  

My task was to facilitate the sessions and support the 
writers in their development. I worried about how to 
translate my approach to creative workshops online but, 
as happens so often, it was the people who came and 
the artistic process itself that lit the path. The writers 
brought rich, rewarding texts to each session and read 
to each other beautifully. A kind of intimacy grew, as we 
listened to and commented on the texts, each of us at 
home but together. Our subject was, very broadly, this 
place at this time, Boston and its surroundings in winter 
2021, with memories too of other places and people. 
The pandemic was present, without needing to be 
named: the situation itself gave a tone to everything.  

A shared experience of place and time permeate this 
book, giving it unusual depth and resonance. Editing 



has meant little more than shaping the different writers’ 
contributions into a cohesive whole. It is their craft, im-
agination and sensitivity that makes this book so special. 

Even so, such a project depends on many hands, 
above all, quite literally, those of Rosie Redzia, who re-
sponded to each text with her characterful and creative 
line. We agreed that the drawings were not illustrations: 
the writers’ words do not need it. Rather, they are a line 
of harmony, sometimes close to the text, sometimes dis-
tant, but always adding to the reader’s enjoyment and 
understanding. Sonya Hundal, as the project’s shadow 
writer, was a generous partner and ally, as well as a for-
midably perceptive analyst. Leanne Moden, from Writ-
ing East Midlands, and Nick Jones, from Transported, 
got the word out and provided all the support we 
needed. The project was financed by Arts Council Eng-
land, the National Lottery and the Baring Foundation, to 
whom we are very grateful.  

But the last word, not of thanks but appreciation, 
must go to the writers themselves. Their voices thread 
and weave in these pages to create a vivid document of 
this strange and distressing time. In years to come, 
when people want to know what life was in Boston in 
2021, they will find it here. 

 
 
François Matarasso 
May 2021



 

MARKET DAY 

JANE KAY  

It’s the Wednesday livestock market. The animals are 
squashed in small metal pens. The pigs smell like pigs. 
Grunters, that’s what they are. Covered in bristly hair that 
scratches thin pink legs if they stand too close. Men poke 
them with sticks and they grunt again. The sun is strong 
and the smells intensify as animals urinate and defecate 
where they stand. 

The language of buying and selling is only decipher-
able to those in the know. Excitement builds to a cres-
cendo. Guttural stanzas followed by the smack of a gavel. 
The market is busy all day until every animal is allotted 
its fate. Pigs, sheep, cows. All leaving. Some in lorries and 
vans, and some on trotters or hooves. 

Pen Street is packed with pigs being driven to the 
slaughterhouse in Threadneedle Street. Pigmen with flail-
ing sticks scream, ‘oi, oi, oi’. Two grunters swiftly veer 
right and escape down a narrow passageway, scraping past 
the ancient wrought iron gate and thin pink legs. They lie 
under the apple tree snuffling contentedly, enjoying a final 
meal of fallen apples in the sun. Moments of shared bliss. 
The scent of gently fermenting apples and warm pig. One 
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grunt and they are done for. Freedom is short lived and 
their final journey resumes. 

Caddy Wings’ stinking offal wagon rumbles down the 
street and every bump causes entrails to splosh and slither 
over the side of the open trailer. Flies buzz and gorge on 
the bloody mess. The stench increases with the heat until 
the town is submerged in it. 

The butcher is ready with fresh brawn, stuffed chine, 
pigs’ trotters and haslet. A feast fit for a king. 
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WHEN THE FAIR  RETURNS 

M.  D.  CARTWRIGHT  

We won’t mind when the wagons roll into town 
The noise and fumes will be welcomed with open arms 
It will be good to be able to complain again 
About litter, prices, wind and rain 
 
The lights and colours seem out of tune  
After the grey and gloomy days that shadowed us all 
We don’t mind the snaking cables underfoot 
The rides appear so fast and make us feel so small 
 
Will we still be afraid to breathe, cough or sneeze? 
Nurses now smile as they walk towards their wards 
Is this a sign that we are no longer on our knees? 
After lockdown can we do as we please? 
 
We pass through the stands of pots and pans 
Plastic ducks and glass bottles surround us now 
Returning to this strange and uncomplicated time 
And listen to clocks tick and bells chime 
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Will one of our gods take pity? 
Open a path with a light to follow 
Hope may then return to tired eyes 
A saviour in a needle tomorrow 
 
Have we left hibernation behind? 
Or do we still have a huge mountain to climb 
Families that once gathered in the fair 
Stand still as voices they once heard are no longer near 
 
All around the music sounds 
The smells of candy floss, chips and burgers 
Shrill cries of joy echo between the stands 
As we remember those that have gone to foreign lands 
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‘WELCOME TO 

L INCOLNSHIRE ’  

TESS SANDERSON  

We were loaded down. Two cars, Two small lorries, a 
roof rack. 

Possessions boxed, wrapped, bagged, even in black 
rubbish sacks 

Piled high on the back seat, the passenger seat and in the 
foot well 

The cats in their carriers, seat-belted in, even the stuff we 
wanted to sell. 

‘Welcome to Lincolnshire’ the sign declared, as my tyres 
hit bumps in the road; 

I felt every box and ornament, rise and fall in my 
delicate load. 

 
Arriving two hours late, tempers were frazzled, look was 

bedraggled, 
No kettle or tea bags, bleach spilt all over the sheets: not 

neat. 
The key wouldn’t turn in the lock, it took brute force to 

open the door: 
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Somewhat deflated and down-hearted. 
We had arrived… and then—departed.  
And so, we moved, again and again, four times more in 

as many years, 
But we knew this was where we belonged, so we set 

aside our fears. 
Staying well within the Lincolnshire boundary, we 

looked for stable roots; 
We found this corner bungalow, and for now, have hung 

up our travelling boots.  

Flowery, grubby net curtains, lying sadly to welcome us 
on the floor. 

The bungalow was a wreck, peeling paint, a damp smell 
lingered in the air 

A pink tiled bathroom, a pink bath, even a pink toilet – 
the lino was in despair. 

 
Windows that needed replacing, a garden that was messy 

and overrun, 
A crooked, broken greenhouse, the weeds so tall they 

blocked out the sun. 
We had to find somewhere quickly, and this was all that 

was free— 
Free as in vacant, the rent was six months in advance—

and costly. 
But we had arrived, sat back and took six weeks to 

unpack our worldly goods, 
The books, the ornaments, curtains up, the furniture 

made from pine wood. 
 
We ventured around town and beyond, exploring new 

places to make our own. 
We struck up new friendships, feeling that gently, seeds 

were being sown 
Then as we settled in, getting comfortable, thinking we 

would stay awhile, 
It arrived through the letterbox on the wall, the news that 

would destroy it all: 
The letter said ‘You get packing up once more, you are 

required to quit. 
We are selling up the house here and you two are no 

longer the right fit.’ 
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UPS AND DOWNS  

BRIAN SKINNER  

I am a retired farmer. Am I old? I suppose at 85 years I 
must be, but I certainly don’t feel it – except when it comes 
to decorating. When my house was being renovated, I 
stayed with my son Bill for a week. I never had one of 
those Put-U-Up things but Bill did and, although it meant 
sleeping downstairs for a week, I was quite happy. On the 
first morning I was up early and enjoying a cup of tea with 
his wife Betty, when she looked at the clock then went to 
the foot of the stairs and called out to the girls,  

‘Rita, Sheila, come on you two, get up now or you’ll 
both be late.’  

That was the beginning of the strangest conversation, 
when the two lazy bones finally presented themselves at 
the breakfast table. 

‘Why don’t you get up when I first call you instead of 
waiting? I called you three times this morning.’ 

‘I was up when you last called,’ grumbled Rita. 
‘So was I,’ chimed in Sheila. 
‘Well you weren’t down,’ said Betty. 
‘No, but we were up,’ argued Rita. 
‘You’re not up until you’re down,’ countered Betty. 
‘Pardon?’ said Rita. 
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‘What are you talking about exactly?’ said Gladys 
slowly. 

‘Getting up,’ replied Betty. 
‘Getting up? Er, well, yes, I suppose you would have 

to be down in order to be up.’ 
Rita laughed out loud; so did Sheila. I was almost in 

hysterics and went out into the back garden. Betty smiled. 
So did Gladys, but laughter is infectious and pretty soon 
they were also laughing loudly. Whatever the family 
lacked, it wasn’t a sense of humour. When it went quiet—
more or less, anyway—I ventured back inside. Everyone 
had managed to get their laughter under control, although 
they were all smiling. The girls looked at the clock and, as 
they hurried round searching for coats and scarves, the 
back door opened and Bill walked in off the night shift. 

He looked round the room. 
‘Makes a change to see everyone up.’  
There were screeches of laughter.  
‘What’s funny?’ he asked, but no-one could tell him.  

‘Come again?’ said Sheila. 
‘You heard me. You’re not up till you’re down and you 

can’t be down when you’re up there.’ She pointed to the 
ceiling. ‘You can only be up when you’re down.’  

I nearly choked on my corn flakes while the two girls 
merely looked at their mother with puzzled expressions.  

‘Grandad was up early,’ She nodded in my direction 
and smiled. 

‘To be fair, Betty,’ I said, ‘I slept on the Put-U-Up, so I 
was already down.’ 

‘That’s not the point,’ she said. ‘The fact that you were 
already down didn’t mean you had an advantage. You still 
had to get up, even though you were down and that means 
you were up and down, which is what I wanted those two 
to be.’  

I tried to suppress a giggle. Just then the back door 
opened and my daughter Gladys, who lived next door, 
walked in. 

‘Hello Betty, is there tea in the pot?’ She looked at me. 
‘What’s funny, Dad?’  

I daren’t speak, so I pulled my handkerchief out from 
my pocket and pretended to cough into it. 

‘Ahh, Glad,’ said Betty, ‘I was just telling those two,’ 
she nodded towards Rita and Sheila, ‘that they are not up 
till they’re down and they can’t be up if they are still up. 
What do you think Glad, do you agree with me?’ 

Gladys looked at Betty with ‘utter confusion’ stamped 
on her forehead. 

‘Pardon?’ 
‘That’s what I said,’ commented Rita, ‘Shall I pour you 

a cup of tea Aunty Glad?’ 
Gladys nodded and Rita started to giggle. 
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GLASSHOUSES  

SONYA HUNDAL  

‘We don’t call them greenhouses. A greenhouse is what 
you have in a garden. These are commercial glasshouses. 
We can’t just pull them down. They’re on land we still 
want for cultivation.’.  

Ian knows the cycle of propagation intimately. He 
coaxes viable plants from seed and he sets up new trials 
for experimental varieties. He carries in his imagination 
the processes of cultivation: observing, inspecting, record-
ing for each crop. He sets the novices to cleaning the seed 
trays and to monitoring temperature and humidity. With 
experience, they progress to scheduling the seed drills and 
the rotations to field.  

The glasshouses are all being thrown out. There is no 
money in them. Seed plants are to be raised in featureless 
monoculture polytunnels. No more refuge for multi-hued 
sweetcorn, yellow courgettes and purple potatoes. No 
allowances for self-germinating cucumbers and tomatoes 
from the spent compost or for the graceful fungi, leaning 
in to the warm panes. Ian has a hessian bag for unexpected 
bounty and many of the workers have taken the trial crops 
home with the nominal requirement of recording their tex-
ture, taste and keeping qualities. 
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Pliers have been used to snap the frames so the glass 
can be removed. It’s laid on pallets sheathed with thick 
black plastic. After the panes have been stacked and 
wrapped, a small digger manoeuvres along the pathways 
and starts to crush the steel. Two hard-hatted men angle-
grind the accidental sculptures into lengths and throw them 
into a skip.  

Ian looks weary as he surveys the site and completes 
the forms. He discusses when the plot can be dressed with 
fertiliser. The slabs will be lifted, the water pipes and hoses 
disconnected, the ground picked over by a team of con-
tractors for stray metal, plastic and glass, before the ground 
is ploughed and readied for brassicas. The quiet order of 
the glasshouses, misted when frost curled the growth out-
side, has been erased, replaced by uniform kale that will 
be picked and pre-washed for the supermarkets.  

Pads is short for paddocks. It is a stretch of fields with 
a narrow footpath along the dyke and a useful shortcut 
through the village. There used to be glasshouses next to 
the pads. Glasshouses with courgettes, sweetcorn and 
onions in trays along the floor, from seedlings to bunched 
crowns of lush leaves. Booted workers in green overalls 
sprayed and rotated the trays, the sounds of their cultiva-
tion muted by the glass.  
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THE FACTORY  

M. D.  CARTWRIGHT  

I wanted a job, any job and I got one. That’s not entirely 
true—I had been working for an agency, unloading 
chicken manure at the Fosdyke landing stage, and I needed 
to get out of that fast. My chance came in the form of a 
line workers’ vacancy in a food factory. This was some-
thing I had never done—or imagined doing—before. I had 
applied, been successful, and attended the induction course 
prior to starting. The course involved filling in forms and 
listening to various speakers talking about safety and first 
aid. Starting in February was not ideal but I had worked 
shifts before and early starts did not pose a problem. Line 
work was something new and, although I couldn’t see it 
as a career, I was keen to experience a completely different 
working environment.  

Pulling up in the car park at 6:45 am I could see people 
leaving cars and minibuses and heading towards the fac-
tory’s side door. I had been shown the way in during the 
induction course, and had been told, with my fellow re-
cruits, where to go. My shift pattern would be 7 till 3, or 
finish, Thursday to Monday then, following straight on, 
Tuesday to Saturday 9 till 7 or finish—and then two days 
off. The term ‘finish’ was new to me. I asked and was told 
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‘These are Newtec weighing machines. They are used 
for any loose product we process for supermarkets’.  

I studied the machines with the curiosity of a child with 
a new toy. I followed my supervisor, who stood at least 4ft 
11 in her steel toe cap shoes. Her voice demanded obedi-
ence and stood no nonsense.  

‘Come round the back—it’s where things start’.  
Following her to the rear of the machine I could see 

several men and women loading some sort of root veg onto 
a belt and then taking out what I could only assume were 
substandard pieces. It was at this time that I realised that 
some of the staff were in white overalls and some were in 
blue. The supervisor could see the look of puzzlement on 
my face and explained that those in blue were ‘gang 
workers’ and we were salaried full-time staff.  

‘You may have been told this on your induction, but 
I’m going to tell you again.’ She pointed to her hat, it was 
a white trilby, ‘Supervisors, QAs and Management wear 
trilbys; red piping round the collar are production; blue 
piping around the collar are QAs, Office and Management. 
Don’t forget it—and watch what you say when manage-
ment are about’.  

She turned and continued showing her recruits what 
happened with the produce.  

Everything had a specification and anything outside of 
that was to be removed. The product specification was dis-
played on the line as the products were sorted. Her voice 
took on a stern tone ‘If I see anyone not checking the 
specs, I’ll have their guts out on the line, is that clear?’  

We nodded as if we understood.  
We stood on the belt, alongside the old hands, who 

were still in their twenties or early thirties. One of the blue-

‘it is what it is’. Apparently, the shift would end when the 
orders had been completed: ‘it could be earlier, it could be 
later’. This did not fill me with confidence. We ‘new starts’ 
went to the office for guidance and were led to the chang-
ing room where we were given steel toecap shoes (we had 
given our sizes at induction), a white overall with red edg-
ing on the collar and a small cloth cap that was to sit on a 
blue hair net. It did feel strange. Suitably attired, we fol-
lowed our new leader into the factory.  

‘Wash your hands and then clock in’ came a rather 
high-pitched voice.  

We dutifully clocked in with our new cards and looked 
around at the scene before us. 

It was not what I expected. The noise was steadily 
growing as various machines were brought into life. I 
could see conveyor belts in lines with people flitting 
around them, others dragging pallets with hand trucks 
(which I later discovered were known as pump or pallet 
trucks), and placing pallets full of boxes next to the con-
veyors. There was healthy chatter going on but above it I 
could hear a voice of authority organising staff into orderly 
lines alongside the belts. At first glance there seemed to 
be a high ratio of women to men—about four to one, I 
thought—and this, as well as a host of different languages 
being spoken, reinforced my initial thoughts that this job 
was going to be a challenge. Together with a fellow new 
recruit I was taken into a separate area where three large 
machines were being made ready for the day’s work. I was 
told this was where I would be working. 

Questions had started to build in my mind but I decided 
to wait until I had been shown more.  
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enjoying a cigarette could hardly be seen through the 
smoke and whenever the door opened the smell made 
people gag on their rolls.  

Ten minutes flew by and we were herded back to work 
and so the day progressed. A break for lunch saw sandwich 
boxes appear, these were referred to as ‘pack ups’, a term 
I had never heard before but that I would use as part of my 
everyday language from then on.  

Towards the end of the shift eyes tended to study the 
minute hand of the clock. When the supervisor announced 
that the orders had been completed and clean up was to 
begin, all hands grabbed brushes and pans. After our super-
visor had a close look around the working area and the big 
hand hit three o’clock there was a mass exodus: clock 
cards were flashed into the machine. It was hard to get a 
space in the changing room, but with a bit of shoving over-
alls, hats and shoes were locked away and fresh air brought 
a sense of relief. The end of my first day: could this be a 
new way of life? At that moment I had no choice and the 
day did have some interesting points. I would have to learn 
a new language, not of a foreign country but of the pack-
house.  

coated workers looked across at me and smiled, ‘Don’t 
worry, we’ll see you alright.’ 

It surprised me just how much was involved. The 
quality of the produce, knowing what to take out, how to 
trim the bits that were not so good, sizes and shapes 
allowed according to the spec, how the machine took the 
produce up then dropped it into weighing heads, which 
dropped it onto a belt, which finally deposited it into the 
correct boxes. That was just the start. There was the correct 
method of stacking a pallet, the labelling, knowing what 
supermarket had which coloured label, the correct weight, 
country of origin and product description.  

A knife was an essential tool in the factory. These were 
issued at the start of a shift and signed back in at the end. 
Losing your knife in the produce was a major sin and pun-
ished accordingly. Our supervisor showed us where to 
stand on the belt and told us to get on with it. She watched 
for about five minutes, which seemed a lifetime, before re-
turning to the front of the machine where she started filling 
in the paperwork that accompanied the product. 

I read the spec and tried to put it into use. Watching the 
man next to me I looked for discoloration, mould, too 
small or too big, and foreign objects. The time seemed to 
pass very quickly and I was learning a great deal about 
ginger and sweet potatoes when, from the other side of the 
machine, the loud voice of our supervisor announced ‘Tea 
Break’ and like a flash, knives were safely stowed and the 
crew made a hasty dash towards the canteen.  

Two thirds of the canteen had tables and chairs where 
people sat and had bacon or sausage rolls with cups of tea 
or coffee. The rest had been partitioned off and had 
‘SMOKERS ROOM’ boldly signed above the door. Those 
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BOSTON CEMETERY  

FRANCES SABEY  

After we moved to Tawney Street, my mother took us to 
see her father’s grave, which was now a short walk away. 
That first time, I saw a monkey puzzle tree close by. Hav-
ing never seen one before, I was fascinated by its spiky 
branches and its strange cones. So I began to look around 
more, as my grandfather’s grave lies on the border of the 
old part of the cemetery and I saw how overgrown and in-
triguing that part looked. It was more like a wildlife sanc-
tuary than a place for the dead. From then on, I visited 
regularly, sometimes with my family but increasingly 
alone, if you don’t count the dog. I was thirteen, it was 
1973, and it was the perfect place to go with my teenage 
angst. 

I would often take a notebook to sit under one of the 
pillar-like trees and write about how I felt, but soon I began 
to notice that there were all sorts of wild flowers growing 
that I didn’t know. So I began to take samples; pressing 
and keeping them in the notebook, with their Latin names, 
once I’d discovered them. It was the beginning of a life-
long passion. The notebook has been superseded by sev-
eral box files of specimens from all over the country; the 
natural history books now fill a bookcase and I have sev-
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I still haven’t discovered all the fungi there, and 
possibly never will, but the old part of the cemetery has 
been declared a wildlife habitat. I can no longer take my 
dog there, so I don’t go as often now, but it is good to know 
that all the things I came across will now be protected for 
people to see for many years to come. 

eral presses on the go all the time. In fact, we always have 
to check any books leaving the house as, more often than 
not, there will be at least one leaf in it as part of my over-
flow. It’s also probably why I’ve never found old secluded 
places frightening—I’m too busy looking for what’s grow-
ing there. 

One half term I spent every day down there, making a 
list of all the cars that were coming through, as I’d noticed 
it was being used as a shortcut to get into town. I was ha-
rassed by the gatekeeper and the local paper got involved 
but the result was that the Horncastle Road gate was per-
manently closed to stop the through traffic and it became 
a much quieter, pleasanter and less polluted place to be. 

As the cemetery became more familiar to me, I began 
to notice other things; the large number of different bird 
songs, lots of unusual trees and holes that obviously be-
longed to quite large animals. Each visit there brought a 
new discovery and I began to map the place in my mind. 
I know exactly where the tulip trees are, the different oak 
trees and which path leads back to the main road or goes 
deeper in. 

Each season has its specialties. If you walk down the 
main drive in spring you may get a waft of onions as the 
ramsoms wood garlic is flowering. One autumn day, the 
richness of the colours on the trees took my breath away. 
Right in the middle, away from the paths, was an oak with 
the most glorious red leaves and a beautiful pattern of yel-
lows, oranges and browns as a carpet below. It almost 
seemed wrong that I was in a cemetery. And if you are 
there just before it closes, the sky suddenly goes dark and 
the raucous crowing of rooks becomes deafening as they 
circle round, coming to roost in the trees. 
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‘BORN FREE’  

BRIAN SKINNER  

There was an eerie silence when I arrived at the chapel of 
the crematorium. It was broken only by the shuffling of 
feet as those who had been waiting followed me and the 
coffin inside. I didn’t want to be here. Something inside 
me would not accept the reality of the situation. Was that 
really my mother in the coffin or was this all a dream? 

As we moved into the pews, my daughter slid up to me 
and held my hand. I looked down into her dark eyes and it 
was then the disbelief flew from my mind and tears began 
to roll down my cheeks, despite all my resolve. 

‘It’s alright to cry Dad,’ she whispered. ‘Hold my hand 
tight and think of all the good times we had together with 
Nanny.’ I held Sheridan’s hand and wondered how some-
one who was only ten years old could sound so grown up. 

The vicar went through the service but I never heard 
the words, only the sound of his voice. One or two family 
members moved to the front and began to relate memories 
of their Aunty Glad.  

I did hear those memories, and I could almost hear my 
Mum laughing. I could visualise her coming into the 
kitchen via the back door when I was a teenager and say-
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‘This isn’t goodbye to Nanny, Dad, because we have 
so many memories and those memories will always be 
ours.’ She tugged at my hand and as we moved off, she 
said, ‘See you later Nanny.’ I smiled at those words and 
silently thanked God for my young and worldly-wise 
daughter. 

ing, ‘Put the kettle on Brian, I’m frozen.’ I could smell the 
coldness on the fur coat she always wore in the winter, as 
I hurried past to light the gas. I sat there and patted my 
pockets for the box of matches that I always carried in 
those days, forgetting for a moment that it wasn’t those 
days anymore and that I never carry matches now. 

I heard the vicar say my name.  
Sheridan squeezed my hand and said, ‘Come on Dad, 

you have to say something about Nanny but don’t worry, 
I will hold your hand all the time.’  

I stood up, and together we walked up, past the coffin 
that held my mother. When I reached the front of the 
chapel, I had no idea what I was going to say, my mind 
went blank. I gazed at the faces looking at me expectantly 
but all I could say was, 

‘My childhood was wonderful, despite the hardships 
and the fact that the world was going mad. Of all the 
mothers in the world, mine was the best.’ I started to cry 
for real then. Sheridan came to the rescue and related an 
incident that took place at the seaside just a year earlier, 
and that memory briefly took the place of the sadness that 
had engulfed me. Then Sheridan and I were back in the 
pews and the voice of the vicar could once again be heard 
as he brought the service to a close. 

There were no hymns but they did play ‘Born Free’, 
sung by Matt Monroe—her favourite song and singer. 
Then the service was over and we watched the coffin as it 
moved silently forward and the curtains closed. In no time, 
we were outside into the sunlight to see the flowers but I 
did not want to leave. I could not say goodbye and Sheri-
dan must have somehow sensed this and said quietly: 
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IN  MY PLACE  

TESS SANDERSON  

When the weather is fine, and the sky is that gorgeous 
shade of china blue, the garden beckons me in. I sit on my 
metal bench, under the branches of the overgrown willow 
tree, with a breeze lifting the leaves to and fro with a swish, 
swish sound.  

Mid-morning or mid-afternoon is the quietest time, 
only an occasional car passing, and the clip clop of two 
local horses on the tarmac. My eyes are closed, my face is 
upturned to the sun. Just for a while I am transported into 
paradise – free from worry, stress and bills, all from my 
very own little corner of South Lincolnshire.  

I hear the soft sounds of the kitchen radio every now 
and again, through the chirping of the many different birds 
that frequent my garden and the trees opposite, and a spor-
adic aeroplane. Except on Tuesdays, when it tends to be 
the RAF fighters above my head. On those days, I will 
gaze in awe at them – like dancers in the clouds, Some-
times it feels like they are almost skimming the house 
roofs. I never tire of their performance. 

My pain is dampened by the heat of the sun’s rays. My 
freckles come out to play and join up to give me a vague 
sun-kissed look. This is where I am at home, with my 
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Green Man and my Buddhas. My lovely lavender, honey-
suckle and roses are in full bloom and their scent mixes 
and hangs in the air. 

My contentedness is complete with my two mischiev-
ous cats, who are sprawled at my feet, in purr-fect delight 
at my company. 
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WHAT COLOUR IS  

THE WIND?  

BRIAN SKINNER  

It was nice of Sam, you know, to take me to the coast. I 
mean he didn’t have to. I was sorry he’s one of those 
drivers who never speak until they have parked up, but he 
is deaf and that does limit conversation when driving, es-
pecially when his only passenger is blind. Despite that I 
wasn’t lonely. 

I like to have a window open—not much you under-
stand, but enough so that I can hear what is going on out-
side the confines of the car. Sam, he doesn’t mind at all, 
as long as it’s not too draughty.  

The traffic is really noisy in town, what with all the dif-
ferent types of engine. Mind you, some are quiet and I can 
imagine that type of car being driven by elderly—sorry, 
more mature people. The ones that rev up all the time or 
the motor bikes that roar past us, well they’re the young-
sters of the world, always rushing from place to place, 
doing what they now consider to be important but will pro-
bably mean little or nothing to them in a few years’ time. 
Then there are the other noisy cars, the ones with dodgy 
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went roaring through, hooter blowing. They’re all diesel 
now of course and they don’t sound very interesting to me. 
When I was a child, they were steam engines with high-
pitched whistles. Even though I never saw one, I could feel 
the power by the sounds they made. 

The journey via the back roads was very interesting. I 
could feel the sun, hot on my face as it shone down 
through the windscreen. Sam must have felt it too because 
I could hear him opening the sunroof. It didn’t make that 
much difference really because the draft was angled to-
wards the rear seats but the rushing sound seemed to make 
it cooler. He’d also opened the window on his side and 
every time a vehicle came the other way there was a 
‘whoosh’ as it passed us. I knew we were approaching the 
sea before Sam. The bird song changed for one thing and 
I could smell the salty tang of the sea on the breeze. 

When we had parked up Sam helped me out of the car 
and linking arms we strolled down to the beach. The tide 
was in and the waves crashed on the shore. I heard the 
water run up the beach laughing and then seeming to hiss 
in annoyance as it was pulled back again. 

‘Tell me what the sea sounds like, Tony,’ Sam asked. 
But how do you describe sound to a deaf man? 

‘You tell me what colour the wind is first,’ I replied.  
We both laughed and walked on, each of us happy with 

what we knew. 

engines and faulty exhausts. Apart from their very distinc-
tive sounds, there is also the pungent aroma of carbon di-
oxide fumes. Or is it monoxide? I can never remember. 

We were stationary for a while, at a crossing. I know 
that because I could hear the bleeping sound that is made 
when the lights are go for pedestrians. I could also hear the 
people walking. Some were shufflers, some were confident 
striders and at least one had metal studs on the soles. They 
sounded like my brother used to sound. He was a soldier. 

We passed a coal lorry. You can always tell coal. It has 
a very distinctive smell, sort of soft and dusty, unlike petrol 
which smells sharp and clean. 

Slowly we passed out of town and into the countryside, 
although maybe countryside is the wrong word to use 
when you’re speeding along a main road full of other ve-
hicles all rushing to get past you. We got stuck in the in-
evitable traffic jam and came to a halt. The fumes were 
really bad and I had to shut the window until we were on 
the move again. This may sound strange to you but I often 
wonder what a traffic jam looks like. 

Sam doesn’t like too much traffic, thank goodness. He 
told me once that he never felt in control when everyone 
else was flying about, so I wasn’t surprised when we 
turned off and went by what he called ‘the back roads.’ We 
were going a lot slower now but I could hear the mournful 
sound of cows and the sharp complaining voices of sheep. 
I thought I heard a chicken too but it was rather distant so 
I might have been mistaken. 

We followed a tractor towing a trailer full of manure. 
No chance of me being wrong there. I didn’t close the win-
dow this time though. It’s a proper countryside smell is 
manure. We waited at a level crossing until a small train 
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THE PATH OF PAIN 

(COVID 19  STATIST ICS )  

M. D.  CARTWRIGHT  

Out of the sun and into the shade 
Too many voices have brought me here 
I need to live without crying 
But pain follows me 
 
Three hundred and twenty-eight today 
Three hundred and twenty-eight  
 
The knife that penetrates 
Tries to steal my life 
I take in a rasping breath 
My eyes are still open without sight 
 
Seventy-one today 
Seventy-one  
 
Choking I grasp my throat 
To my knees I fall 
Sense has left me again 
I am so tired 
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One thousand eight hundred and twenty today 
One thousand eight hundred and twenty  
 
Silence then arrives 
But no one hears it 
A body has no need of life 
It enters hell through fiery doors 
 
Four hundred and forty-five today 
Four hundred and forty-five  
 
Another life is not needed 
White spears pierce the dark 
Dragging what’s left of a mind 
To peace 
 
Ninety-six today 

Eighteen today 
Eighteen  
 
Aching eyes see little of what’s to come 
Splitting head hangs low 
Voice no longer shows the way 
Gut explodes as acid rises 
 
Two hundred and forty-one today 
Two hundred and forty-one  
 
Limbs hang lifeless, trouble free 
Feet no longer tread a path 
Fingers split the scene 
A golden light draws me close 
 
Three hundred and ninety-eight today 
Three hundred and ninety-eight  
 
Only the spirit asks questions 
Only God replies 
Hell is only a wish away 
But life has a stronger pull 
 
Three hundred and twenty-six today 
Three hundred and twenty-six  
 
Souls fall into neglect 
As prayers go unanswered 
It’s too late for confession 
Nobody sits in judgement 
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TALES OF A 

SALT MARSH  

JANE KAY  

They manage it and manage it well, but this land is mine. 
My heritage. Don’t tell me that I cannot because I can. 
Your signs and words of warning are meaningless to me. 

The sun rises through a sky that stretches into the uni-
verse. The forever silence is pierced by the haunting call 
of a lapwing. Hoof marks indent black tarry mud below a 
thin brown layer of sediment. Tiny spidery crabs scuttle 
across silt to scoop out muddy hidey-holes. Their beady 
eyes stare back into mine: what they see is beyond me. 
Water swirls serenely at the bottom of the creek, warmed 
by the sun. The scent of the sea drifts across flat marsh-
land, stirring a meadow of purple sea lavender and pur-
slane. Seagrasses whip and whisper to a soaring egret. It 
is hot, and the samphire grows tall and succulent, ready 
for gathering. No pulling; just snip, snip with scissors. 
Handfuls of salty deliciousness.  

Be quiet and listen carefully. Wish you were here? You 
could scratch out cockles for supper. They lie in bed be-
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My journey is eternal and I need no rest. This is where 
I spend my days. I know the turning of the tide and the 
waxing of the moon, and I navigate my vessel by the stars. 

neath the sandy surface of the distant mudflat. Seafood and 
samphire; an ocean-fresh feast. 

I can guide you. Come, but stay alert, for this place will 
claim you, heart and soul. The tide is ebbing and we must 
set off; it is a long and treacherous undertaking. 

Step cautiously: there are no paths. Snaking creeks suck 
feet into knee-deep mud, and broken shells will cut your 
toes. Keep your eyes on the horizon and forge ahead. Time 
is precious. Slip into the water and swim if you dare. Hear 
the skylark? There is much to enjoy but don’t tarry long; 
we have a way to go.  

Do you see the golden sandbank drying in the sun? We 
are almost there. Reach out and touch the distant land as it 
floats on the rim of the sea. What an adventure—and it is 
not finished yet. Abide with me a while and savour the 
view.  

The bones of my vessel lie submerged in the sand, its 
ribs nipped and nibbled by passing travellers. I dig as I al-
ways dig. My fingers are slight but I can try, as I always 
try. Time means nothing here. I have forgotten you exist.  

Water rises soundlessly. The glassy sandbar shimmers 
as the sea licks the carcass of my boat. There are no pound-
ing waves of warning. Clawed sand melts back into itself. 
Creeks fill and water swirls, and sucks, and cools. No 
swimming now. Keep moving. Keep moving for the tide 
will not wait. Slip and slither, grasp and pull, but don’t stop 
until you feel your feet upon dry earth. This wild and 
beautiful space yearns for you.  

Your hunger is sated by the fruits this land gives freely, 
and there is sufficient for us all. Sleep deeply and dream. 
You have been blessed to share your tale with those who 
dare to travel this path 
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GRANDMA ROAD  

FRANCES SABEY  

We had three grandmas—Grandma London, who lived in 
London, Grandma Horncastle, who lived in Horncastle 
and Grandma Road, who lived down the road. We saw a 
lot more of Grandma Road: she went with us on every 
holiday or day out and we dropped in to each other’s 
houses regularly. She was the quintessential grandma—
cuddly, kindly and spoilt us to bits. 

One of my earliest memories is about Grandma Road. 
I dimly remember thinking it would be nice to pop down 
and see her, reasoning that she’d be delighted to see me, 
so I trotted off. She did indeed smile when I walked in but 
then she looked behind me and asked where my mother 
was and the smile quickly faded. She was worried that my 
mother might be having hysterics roundabout then, as I 
was only three. But what I most remember of that incident 
is the cold Lincolnshire sausage she gave me to eat, as she 
took me home on her bike. It had been left to start going a 
little high and had a rich, tangy flavour that I remember to 
this day. 

It wasn’t until my teenage years that I began to listen 
to the stories about her life and realise she was more than 
just my grandma. In the 1930s, she’d worked at Norprint, 
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one of the biggest employers in the area, and they had de-
cided to cut the women’s wages. Led by my grandmother, 
the women agreed that they would all go to see manage-
ment and tell them they would walk out if this happened. 
The next day my grandmother turned up, alone, and got 
the sack for her trouble. So she went to work at a grand 
house and the young son tried it on with her. She soon put 
him in his place, complained, and again was sacked. She 
was clearly before her time with equality matters. 

We knew, from a very young age, that she had brought 
up my mother and her sister, with just her own mother and 
sister’s help. We were also told that her husband’s father, 
the owner of the Witham Tavern near the sluice bridge, 
possessed a large portion of the woodyards by the docks. 
But when he died, everything had mysteriously dis-
appeared, so she didn’t get a pennyworth of help from that 
side of the family. Even so, by the time we all came along, 
she managed to help us financially: we were the only 
family in our street that went on holiday every year. She 
also paid for the dance lessons that put me on stage at the 
age of three, and started a lifelong association with the the-
atre. I’ll always be thankful that she saw me many times 
on stage, even when I changed from dancing to acting. She 
lived long enough to meet my children, giving me the 
same support as always, as she saw me bring them up 
alone, as she had. 

So, when I occasionally find things a little overpower-
ing, it helps to remember that she never let anything stop 
her, and it gives me the strength to do the same. 
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NEIGHBOURS  

JANE KAY  

The Stump towers over us, watching the ebb and flow of 
humanity; centuries of change. The park still has trees but 
the pond, where I spent happy hours newt hunting, has 
gone. Toppling headfirst into the water was what you did 
in those days, and someone always dragged you out. 
Everything went by slower and the shops closed on a 
Thursday afternoon. It was like a month of Sundays, with 
nothing to do but walk into town and look through the shop 
windows.  

Pen Street was the centre of my childhood universe. I 
can still map out a little area in my head: Threadneedle 
Street, Grove Street, Wide Bargate, Botolph Street, Main 
Ridge, Pump Square. You knew your neighbours in those 
days. We called the older ones Mr or Mrs; never by their 
first name unless given permission. I’m taking a mental 
walk along Pen Street to see what I can remember. It was 
a quiet street, except for Wednesdays when the pigs were 
herded from the Green to the slaughterhouse. 

Dainty Miss Wing lived opposite Double’s, at the top 
near the Green. She kept herself to herself. Her brass door 
knocker and letterbox were always well polished. Caddy 
Wing owned the open-topped offal wagon. I’m surprised 
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the floor. Mrs Brock told my mother they hadn’t had a dog 
for years.  

Beyond the passage by the shop was a magical wilder-
ness called the Bombdies. Going to the Bombdies was 
banned, because it was dangerous and full of bricks and 
broken glass. But I went anyway. In the summer it smelled 
of tom cat. Weeds and grass had set sail over the debris, 
interspersed with garden flowers; a rose bush, love in a 
mist, lupins, marigolds. Someone’s garden flattened by 
falling rubble. The few adjoining houses were empty with 
broken windows and big cracks down the walls. In the war, 
Hugh Beaumont was a tail gunner. When flying over to 
Germany they had accidentally bombed Mablethorpe. 
Maybe they got Boston too. 

Spit Boy and the Picks lived on the other side of the 
debris field. Spit Boy had a face like a porkpie and fat little 
fists. Gobbing spit balls was his thing. He didn’t stick to 
his side and sometimes chased me home as far as the 
wrought iron gate. Once he was so infuriated the spit 
dribbled down his chin. 

The Pick boys were a different kettle of fish. You didn’t 
cross the invisible line into their territory lightly. One 
bright day, heavy snow had obliterated the territorial lines 
and a snowball fight began. At first, it was good fun, but 
our side began losing ground. One of the Pick boys gave 
chase. I bolted up the passage with a snowball in my hand. 
He was gaining on me so, taking a chance, I whipped to 
the left and stood with heart thumping. He stuck his head 
out but looked in the wrong direction. As soon as his head 
swivelled, I squashed the snowball in his face and ran. Vic-
tory was sweet. 

she could stand the smell as it bounced and bobbled 
blubber down Pen Street. We certainly couldn’t.  

I could walk across to Grove Street and carry on right 
down to the river. Someone once got caught in the weeds 
and drowned. Harry Hibbins’s little brother was playing 
naked in the road. Harry offered me something he held in 
his cupped hand. His fingers were mucky but I still tried a 
piece. It looked like straw and tasted like straw but he told 
me it was food. His dad was a dustman.  

Brocks’ shop was halfway down Botolph Street, which 
ran parallel to Grove Street. Big cheese wheels stood on 
the floor wrapped in muslin. Mum said dogs had peed up 
them, so we never bought any. The shop was painted black 
and the front window was full of sweets: lucky bags, sher-
bet, fruit salads, liquorice sticks, flying saucers, black-
jacks, aniseed balls. You could buy a little bagful for a 
ha’penny. My pocket money went on yellow kali which I 
licked off my finger from a white paper bag, sweet and 
sour all at once. I once dropped a two-bob piece on the 
road and it rolled down the grating into the drain. All my 
birthday money gone. 

Jackie Brock invited me to eat with her one day. We sat 
at a blue cabinet in the back. The front folded down on 
metal hinges like a table. I hated the food. It was full of 
gristle and I poked at it for ages until the grey gravy con-
gealed. We sat there for ever. Jackie’s mum said I had to 
eat the meat or I wasn’t allowed down from the table. In 
the end, Jackie ate it for me, swallowing big lumps without 
chewing. I stopped visiting after Jackie fed me mouldy dog 
biscuits in the shed. They tasted horrible but I felt obliged 
to try. I hadn’t been home long before I vomited all over 

56                                                                        WISH YOU WERE HERE WISH YOU WERE HERE                                                                        57



when the trail had cooled, he doled us out a bag of reeking 
sausages and stuff. Amazingly, we didn’t die of food poi-
soning.  

It all seemed so perfect back then. Memories blurred at 
the edges like an antique vignette. Nothing bad ever hap-
pened—well, that’s what we like to kid ourselves.  

Boston has changed and so have I. I have new neigh-
bours now. Julia is teaching me words in Polish and Rus-
sian. Dear Mr Raymond has taught me how to pinch out 
the side shoots to get bigger tomatoes. Memories for the 
future. Travel has widened my horizon, but Boston is 
where my heart is. And the Stump towers over us as it al-
ways has.  

Double’s chippy was a few doors up from us. I could 
stand my threepenny bit on the side of the wooden counter. 
The fat smelled strong and the fish batter came out dark 
brown. Someone said they had fried a cat once – probably 
in the same fat. I liked it when Freda served me. She had 
a big gap between her front teeth where I thought my 
threepenny bit would fit a treat.  

Our neighbours were sisters: Ruth, Clare and Ruby. 
They rented the house from Mr Hesslop the cobbler, who 
lived the other side of them. Every Monday they did the 
washing in a big poss tub in the outhouse. I was fascinated 
by the size of their white knickers as they slid through the 
mangle. They looked slippery when they rolled in and dry 
when they came out. I liked the slippery side best. Ruth 
was my favourite; she let me try on red lipstick and watch 
her making rag rugs. She had all her teeth out because it 
would save problems later. Her new teeth and pink plastic 
gums sat in a jar in the kitchen. Her lips puffed in and out 
when she breathed. It was more noticeable when she grew 
a little moustache. 

The cobbler’s smelt fantastic and I spent hours watch-
ing John buttering the leather with glue scooped from a 
big open tin. He had to leave it to dry before assembling 
the pieces. He was a laid-back chap with a smile like the 
Mona Lisa. I wondered what would have happened if 
someone’s fag end had dropped into that tin. Glue sniffing 
is frowned upon now, but I still crave that smell. They 
don’t make glue like they used to. 

Sigger Maltberry couldn’t stop a pig in a passage with 
those legs. Sigger spent his time sitting on his doorstep 
putting the world to rights. Or pinching meat from the 
butcher he worked for. He hid the booty in his shed and 

58                                                                        WISH YOU WERE HERE WISH YOU WERE HERE                                                                        59



 

THE RUSS IAN IN 

THE SHED  

SONYA HUNDAL  

Lincolnshire, September 2004. 
 

Vatsek: We drive to follow the gang master van on these 
crazy, crazy roads. It is fields and fields of veg and tractors 
and everywhere is raining. Then, here is a barn with many 
buildings and a cold place for veg.  
 
Roman: Everything looking like it is falling down. The 
place for us is a caravan on blocks to keep it up from the 
mud. This side is a holiday van. We think, the big house 
close have milk and eggs. We are country people. But, no, 
the house is all broken. Just a little family and the children 
making to mend everything. 
 
Vatsek: We had spaces in the caravan. We had no food, or 
bathroom. The caravan had two men living there before 
us. Two Latvians. We all try to speak but there is not al-
ways an easy way for us to speak. They liked I had a car 
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Roman: We drink and make party in the caravan and the 
two girls in the holiday van bring food. They are quiet, say 
nothing. 
 
Vatsek: We see more people living in the holiday van but 
they stay inside. It was two old people and one more girl 
with a baby. We don’t say anything. The old people clean 
around the place when we work but we don’t say to Farmer 
Will.  
 
Roman: We finish work when it is your lunchtime one day 
and we make a big fire in the yard.  
 
Vatsek: We were burning all the rubbish in the yard. Not 
a safe fire. We were drunk and throwing plastic and metal 
in there.  
 
Roman: Then is a fight with one Latvian and Lithuanian, 
you know. One Latvian, he is shouting. His friend is on 
the broken sofa. He is not moving. The Lithuanian makes 
every bad word, we laugh and then they are punching in 
the face. We are drinking and don’t matter. The Latvian is 
fall in fire. His jacket is fire and it is the old man who push 
him on the ground, roll him like this to stop fire. The old 
lady is there soon and puts a bucket of water on the Lat-
vian. This man is in the mud crying and the Lithuanian is 
walking out. He walks there to the big house and the lady 
is looking and he falls down. 
 
Vatsek: Will is angry. The nice people in the big house say 
they didn’t like the dirty smoke or the man lying in the 
road. The burnt Latvian is OK, only losing his jacket but 

and we go all, out again quick to see the local shop and 
pub and the seaside. Here, the fish and chips are good. 
 
Roman: We go in van to cut cabbages. Some raining field. 
Here is a black water-proof but it is my boots. William, the 
farmer was good, he showed us the whole work. He say, 
‘Is it good? You like caravan?’ I say,’ It is OK. Not good, 
but OK.’ 
 
Vatsek: The second caravan with us is a headache. A big 
headache. Two Polish and a Lithuanian. Poles and Lithua-
nians are friendship, Latvians and Polish is good, but Li-
thuanian and Latvian! They are always wanting fights!  
 
Roman: When the Lithuanian and the Latvian fight, the 
Polish is angry. And nobody likes the Russian also. 
 
Vatsek: Will was saying us all too much with the fights 
and the young family in the old farmhouse were not liking 
the shouting. Doesn’t matter what language we shout in – 
we all know the bad words. And we all used to drink so 
much. When we finish work, we want a drink. Not like the 
people here going for a pint. We want vodka. The local 
shop is friendly, not so much the pubs. The vodka is al-
ways a good price in the shop.  
 
Roman: And is bench outside. 
 
Vatsek: All day we work in the fields: Polish, Latvian, Li-
thuanian, Romanian, Hungarian, Bulgarian, Russian. Then 
we finish, drink and fight. 
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Will knows about all the people living in the girl’s caravan 
after this. They are family of the two girls and Will says 
they must go home and he is coming back every day to 
make sure. The Lithuanian is OK as well. Will nearly 
sends him home but Stan, we call him Stan, is so sorry and 
he moves so many broken stones from the farm yard to the 
caravans by himself to make a proper track for cars that 
Will is OK. He stays. 
 
Roman: Then we have winter. It is all mud. It is always 
rain and the old shed up there lose the roof. All the roof 
falls down and all the tractor tyres here on wall are pushing 
down and everything is banging on our caravan. We don’t 
move thinking we must be dead. In the morning we laugh 
at mess and how we are children scared. 
 
When the weather is coming good, we sleep on the caravan 
roof and watch the lady in her garden. She is sitting on a 
blanket with two little children. It is like a TV.  
 
Vatsek: We use a plastic box for the toilet and an old sink 
and hose pipe to wash in one of the brick sheds. The line 
for clothes in the back garden of the big house is facing 
our wash place. When the lady is hanging up baby socks 
and man socks, she sees us in our trousers only, going in 
to the shed to pee and wash. I hurry without my shirt but 
Roman is Russian, he makes everyone see him washing 
outside with the hose.  
 
Roman: So, I tell you everything. I am Russian in the 
shed. I am big man. Big muscles I want all world to see. 
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WHERE THE R IVER FLOWS  

TESS SANDERSON  

Sometimes, I stop at the bridge at Fosdyke. It is not a pretty 
bridge, nor spectacular. It is not like sitting by the Norfolk 
Broads to admire the boats chugging along or the pretty 
scenery. Nor can I compare it to the mighty Orwell Bridge 
in Suffolk or the Humber Bridge as it spans a great swathe 
of water and land, taking you safely in to Hull. But it is an 
interesting spot if you take the time to stop and observe. 

I watch the tide roll in or out, past the Yacht Haven—
or the boatyard, as I prefer to call it. Today, I see murky 
water rushing along, taking odd bits of debris with it. 
There are pieces of wood, leaves and sadly a few plastic 
bags and bits of litter. On a special day, a seal may venture 
up the river. He’s been seen as far up as Crowland, casually 
swimming along. The force of the water churns the 
riverbed, turning the Welland a dirty dark brown. 

My eyes turn to the boatyard, drinking in the busy, 
slightly chaotic look of all the different vehicles and equip-
ment parked outside. I have seen the traffic halted on some 
days, as a lorry driver reverses into the boatyard with a 
large vessel on the back. The gap into the yard is not that 
big and the A17 is a busy road. I marvel at their skill as the 
load is safely delivered and the road resumes its service. 
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Next to the bridge, on the northern side, sits The Ship 
public house. Masonry painted in cream, with soft blue 
window frames, it beckons you with the temptation of 
Sunday roasts, a carvery and pints of craft beer. At heart, 
it is a working man’s pub, an old mariners’ haunt one 
would think, with robust food to line the stomach. It makes 
me long for runny fried eggs, the yolks a bright yellow, 
and thick home-made chips, fried to a deep golden brown, 
ready to dip into my eggs. 

In my mind, I lavish my chips with vinegar, a sprink-
ling of salt and a good dollop of ketchup—hopefully from 
one of those tomato shaped squirty bottles that makes 
obscene sounds as the red liquid launches on to my plate. 
Some of the sauce oozes over and by tomorrow will be a 
jellified blob suspended on the side of the bottle. Bread 
and butter sits on the side of my plate (more egg dipping) 
and a feeling of warmth and comfort washes over me. I 
savour that flavour, local potatoes perfectly fried, fresh 
yolk dripping from the home-made bread as I put it in my 
mouth. It is nostalgic, old-school even – and it makes me 
feel content. Sitting in this pub I can imagine those of gen-
erations before me, different clothes and hair styles, even 
a somewhat different language spoken, yet ordering their 
food, supping their beer, joking, laughing… living life, 
much like we do now. 

Being between the A17 and the boatyard is not the 
quietest spot. However, I can observe all life from this 
position. From the window, I watch the tractors with 
trailers full of cauliflowers, savoy cabbages, potatoes…. 
piled so high that sometimes they fall off the back and hit 
the road like a bouncing bomb—Boom! Boom! Boom! —
before finally rolling to a stop, lost to the shops forever 

The river’s muddy banks are edged by boats, neatly 
berthed, and various workshops, boat makers, repairers’, 
and the like. Today it is raining, a fine drizzle. The grey 
sky and the breeze make it feel colder than it really is. The 
biggest workshop is a beautiful bright blue; it stands out 
and makes me smile. There are sloping catwalks down to 
the floating wharf platforms that lead to the boats. Bobbing 
in the water, most of them are white, but with coloured 
sections—blues, dark reds, greens, little flashes of colour 
along the water’s edge. 

Some of the boats are older, wooden affairs, with 
chipped sides and peeling paint, yet holding an air of life 
lived well. Looking at them you might wonder how they 
float at all, let alone sail up and down the river. Then there 
are the working boats; those in the old lifeboat style, and a 
great big metal hulled boat, probably classed a ship, rust 
showing, a bit worn and tired but clearly still a workhorse. 
No fibreglass here, or fancy names like ‘Patience is a Virtue’ 
or ‘Pink Poodle’. 

I am quite alone today, apart from the passing traffic. I 
am guessing there will be people working in the sheds, 
crafting, and repairing, making good and mending. There 
are cars outside the houses opposite, but no human form 
to be seen. I suppose the weather is not the best. 

One way, the river Welland leads to Surfleet and Spald-
ing, to Crowland with its impressive abbey, and beyond. 
The other, it runs in to the Wash. One way lies flat lands, 
country towns, weirs, fishermen and people walking dogs 
along the riverbanks; the other lies flat lands, a couple of 
tiny villages and the North Sea, with its cold waters, wind 
turbines and gas rigs. 

68                                                                        WISH YOU WERE HERE WISH YOU WERE HERE                                                                        69



with outdated colours, faded exteriors, dented, on their 
way to the caravan graveyard.  

When it’s busy, the air here can be tainted with fumes 
from the traffic and the boats. On sunnier days, the big 
Lincolnshire sky is the prettiest blue, reflected in the river. 
Blue as far as the eye can see; to the Wash one way, to the 
towns the other. The sky seems to go on forever and the 
colours of the river and the flower-filled fields are stun-
ning. On these days, the sight of the Welland and the land-
scape around it makes me smile, and my heart sings.  

But even today, here in the greyness, the dampness of 
soft rain on my face and the breeze with an edge of iciness 
in it, I find solace and calm at the sight of this place where 
busy people work, pass and rest. The road is relatively 
quiet, and the sound of the water can be appreciated. I re-
call the history and richness of this area, the resilience of 
its folk and the natural beauty around every corner. 

and languishing by the kerb. When I am behind these 
beasts, I count myself lucky not to land up with a turnip 
hitting my car bonnet. Huge tyres, thick with mud leave a 
trail behind on the road, as they trundle along at 25 miles 
an hour. At harvest time the huge combines take to the 
road, vying for space with the traffic.  

The buses pass over the bridge several times a day. 
Double-deckers or coaches, with rows of people staring 
either at their phones or, if they are more discerning, out 
of the window at the changing scenery. I watch as they 
pass on their way to larger towns like Kings Lynn, crossing 
the border into Norfolk or in the other direction to Boston, 
or maybe eventually Skegness. Tourists going for days out 
or on to the coastal villages for a holiday; locals on a regu-
lar shopping trip into town, perhaps meeting friends for 
coffee before turning for home again. This route is familiar 
to them; they will know every stop, every turn and every 
pothole. 

The blast of a horn startles me as an artic with 14 
wheels and 44 tonnes on the back passes with a woosh of 
air. All manner of goods being transported for every type 
of person and business; I even saw a helicopter on the back 
once. 

The ultimate annoyance to most drivers are the tin 
homes on wheels, the wobbleboxes… touring caravans of 
all shapes and sizes, being towed behind a powerful car or 
van. I have seen every type of mobile home along this 
route including the huge static caravans, overhanging the 
trailer of their lorry with a sign declaring ‘Wide Load’ as 
they make their way to their new pitch somewhere on the 
Lincolnshire or Norfolk coast. I also see the older ones, 
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THE CHARACTER OF 

A R IVER  

M. D.  CARTWRIGHT  

The river Witham flows towards the sluice as straight as 
an arrow. Some say that it has lost its character, it no longer 
meanders as other rivers do. Its banks hold it in a vice-like 
grip, not letting it deviate or spread. 

North of the bridge, the morning haze lingers. The 
summer sun warms both water and land. A grey path 
beckons walkers as it stretches into the distance. Traces of 
rabbits can be seen where they have crossed. Gulls circle 
and swoop above, their harsh language belying their grace. 
Visitors join in the dance, cutting through the heavy air. 
Swifts, swallows and martins zip across the water through 
mists of flying insects swarming above the surface. 
Magpies and robins sing totally different songs but they 
belong to the same orchestra. A cormorant takes on a re-
ligious pose as it spreads its wings to be dried by the kiss 
of a gentle breeze. The little egret places its toes daintily 
into the running river, taking its balletic form a step further. 
Landing mallards plough furrows through the glassy sur-
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Cold eyes look up for movement before they strike. The 
fish can wait until the time is right. How wrong they can 
be, when the shadow of a rod stretches out from the bank. 
The flat body of the bream shines as it gently makes its 
way along the river with its family and friends. It might 
be fooled by a false fly which will bring excitement, or an 
end to its short life. The red fin of the roach appears from 
the shadows: it too is looking for a meal and risks being 
on a plate. They are both overshadowed by the carp which, 
when it has finished pushing its nose through the sediment, 
can also be tempted by a morsel from above. With barbels 
on each side of its jaw, its lonely life is only broken when 
it stops rooting about for food and decides to take the of-
fered bait. On the river bed there are a million and one 
types of aquatic insects from backswimmers to rat-tailed 
maggots. This is a world that must be seen to be believed.  

The river may seem to be straight and dull, but its char-
acter is not always found in its appearance, but what lives 
above, on and below its watery surface. 

face. This theatre is applauded by pigeons who clap their 
wings as they take flight.  

Tall dykes fix the river into an unnatural course. It can-
not turn or spread its arms. On the banks grazing cattle 
stare at newcomers with curiosity. Grasses creep down to 
the water’s edge, providing cover for voles from predators 
overhead. The different shades of green tell of pennywort 
and knotweed, some shadowed by larger allies, such as the 
Himalayan Balsam. Long stems of bulrushes wave hyp-
notically. Brambles search for a path, reaching out in all 
directions; only the brave risk the thorns to retrieve the 
fruit. Remnants of nests sit among branches of hawthorn 
and alder. Silver birch shine brightly between the dark bark 
of lime and elm. A crippled ash hangs on to life, embraced 
by the beech’s flaring branches, while poplar sentinels line 
along the route.  

A sparkle of orange and blue glints over the water as a 
kingfisher darts to catch a meal. Cygnets, ducklings and 
chicks follow their mothers in line, behaving themselves. 
White flashes of the coot’s head bob and weave with the 
red flash of its moorhen cousin not too far away. Drakes 
chase their quarry in a chauvinistic frenzy: a female fights 
as best she can but numbers are against her. The bullying 
of the drakes gives way to the serene nature of the mute 
swans. Their effortless progress through the water is sooth-
ing after the scenes of mallard violence. Grace and beauty 
emerge from the water, as dragonflies inflate their wings 
before flight. Water boatmen tread carefully on the surface, 
coming up for air, to sing their courtship and attract a mate. 
All those resting on the surface must keep alert and be 
aware of those below.  
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GIRLS  ON F ILM 

(BOSTON 1943 )   

TESS SANDERSON  

Looking at the past, shrouded in grainy black and white 
So many things are familiar, but so many not quite right 
The marketplace has moved, no cows or livestock here 
Three cinemas reduced to one, some pubs have 

disappeared. 
 
And so, I watch this grainy film from times so long ago 
I see the past as life was lived, the narrator tells me so. 
 
The women primly presented, immersed in home life 
Men divided: essential work keeping some with their wife 
Others sent to war in uniform with King’s Company of 

men, 
None of them knowing when they would be back again. 
 
The Windmill stands just beyond the centre of this place 
Men emptying a grain lorry, picking up their pace 
One thing was clear – no need for women here, 
Your job is just to bake with that precious flour, my dear. 
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They packed the Guildhall, full to the rafters, 
Sharing conversation, food, community and laughter. 
This country town lying low amongst the fields and 

lanes 
Will always have resilience running through its veins. 

Back then wives and daughters were mostly bound 
To the home and endless manual household chores; 
The war released them to a new and different sound   
To work in men’s jobs, that made their muscles sore. 
 
Thus, women were admitted, so very cautiously 
Into the man’s domain, (but home in time for tea) 
To work on the line together in the packing sheds 
Canning vegetables, so that the country could be fed 
 
And those still leading a dull domesticated life 
Eking out the little food, being a faithful, dutiful wife 
Shopping at the markets for their weekly rations 
Using every last scrap of food in every new fashion  
 
Standing in line at the baker’s for bread 
At the butchers for meat, just so they could be fed 
Cooking with recipes they had never seen before 
Make do and mend, no sugar treats for the poor. 
 
Yet so fortunate that in this simple country town,  
Fresh produce is grown in every inch of field  
Veggies in the gardens, growing all around 
Ensuring the land gives the fullest yield. 
 
Despite wartime restrictions, locals could still meet 
To sit squashed, for a meal, 300 people seat to seat 
Men and women together, leaving troubles at the door 
Waiting for their lunches, with hope for a little more 
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THE JALCHATRA PROJECT  

FRANCES SABEY  

Carmella came to me, many years ago, to get help with her 
annual fundraiser. She explained how she’d seen a news 
report in the Seventies, about the terrible poverty of a tribe 
of people in Bangladesh and so was raising money to help 
them. Her committee had come up with the idea of selling 
the produce from the harvest festival at the Stump, with 
other stalls. In order to let the people of Boston know what 
was going on, she organised a parade through the town 
centre and, with the Stump being such a grand example of 
medievalism, it had become a medieval fair. She came to 
me because we went to the same church and she knew of 
my links to the theatre and costumes. 

I used to go to her house for the committee meetings, 
where I would see her cajole elderly ladies from various 
churches into getting involved, I used to wonder how long 
they could keep it up. She asked me once if I’d like to go 
with her on a visit to Jalchatra, I had the distinct impres-
sion she wanted me to take up the mantle when she could 
no longer manage. But I learned from a friend later, that 
Carmella had said the same to her, so she may have been 
hedging her bets. She also tried to get me involved with 
her other events, the Strawberry and Christmas Fairs. I 
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Sadly, when Carmella died the Jalchatra project 
dwindled to nothing, without her firm grip. The dragon 
was retired and its enormous head no longer got to sit next 
to me in the car, drawing puzzled looks. But the people in 
that area of Jalchatra are no longer the poorest in the world. 
Thanks to Carmella they have clean water, plus a school 
and a hospital, and are now self-sufficient. 

managed to avoid getting totally sucked in, but she still 
got me and my mother to make items and occasionally run 
a stall. 

When it began, the Medieval parade was a real hotch-
potch—Victorian mob caps, pointy hats and lace shawls. 
Carmella didn’t care: she just wanted the money from 
people, and she hadn’t the time to sort out the parade as 
the event grew. I gently encouraged her, when using other 
groups offering help, to try and keep it in period. Over the 
years we had fire eaters and knights in full armour. The 
scouts helped bulk out the numbers and run stalls, and we 
finally got everyone, nearly! in the correct costume. Car-
mella especially loved the 20-foot dragon I made, as it 
drew people’s attention a lot more. One year we used a 
group of LARPers who really brought the parade alive, 
even kidnapping the mayor and asking for money to re-
lease her. 

I remember her calming effect when we were preparing 
in the Centenary church and things weren’t going to plan. 
The only time I ever saw her get near being frustrated was 
when we delayed the parade; even then she didn’t raise her 
voice, just calmly said ‘Don’t worry, we’ll make do with 
what we’ve got’, with barely a hint of her smile. She could 
always put on a big bright smile to make everyone feel 
comfortable. Though she’d never had to do without her-
self, she expected everyone to do for others as she did, 
winkling the last ounce out of them to get it! But she 
treated everyone the same, from the Member of Parliament 
that she always managed to get to attend to the most ordi-
nary of people; if they were prepared to help, she was just 
as thankful and encouraging. 
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AS USUAL ( JULY  2020 )  

M. D.  CARTWRIGHT  

‘They’re open!’ 
The relief was tangible. Just before I entered, I looked 

to my left where I could see the Stump clearly and, al-
though not a religious man, I uttered ‘Thank you’ under 
my breath. I stood back from the door for my wife to go 
into the pub. It had been a long time but this was indepen-
dence day, not only in the States but here in Boston. 

I didn’t know what to expect. The first impression was 
beer and furniture polish, a smell from my teens when I 
helped my mother behind the bar. We were brought to a 
halt by a sign stating ‘Wait here to be seated’ and, being 
law abiding citizens, we did as we were told. One of the 
girls, whom I recognised from when the world was freer, 
came over. 

‘Have you booked?’ she asked—bloody hell, I didn’t 
think about it but I should have guessed.  

‘Sorry, no, I haven’t,’ I said.  
‘Wait there a minute. I’ll see what we can do’.  
She disappeared, returning pretty quickly, followed by 

a friendly face. Ali was ‘The Manager’, but to us she was 
a valued friend. Her voice was always tinged with humour. 
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customers crossing each other, so if you need the toilet you 
have to follow the one-way system. You can’t go back to 
your seat the way you came. The route is out of the garden 
door, round the back of the building, then enter through 
the front door—that’s the way you came in.’  

Blimey it seemed a long way to go for a wee, but needs 
must. I looked at my wife who smiled. Julia continued and 
I imagined her in a British Airways uniform on a trans-
atlantic flight. I expected her to go into the life jacket rou-
tine, it was the way she had pointed out the route to the 
garden door as if was an aircraft exit.  

We took our seats and studied the menu.  
‘I think I’ll stick to one of my usuals’ I said without 

much imagination. It didn’t take us long to decide. I hadn’t 
realised that customers had to tick off the items they 
wanted on the paper menu.  

‘I think we’ve made our minds up.’  
Julia studied our choices. 
‘Is that chips or rice with the curry?’ She didn’t have a 

noticeable accent—it was more an accent of age than 
place. I had learnt that everything had an option of chips: 
it just wouldn’t be Boston without it.  

‘Rice please’ my wife replied. What, no chips? We will 
never make you a proper Bostonian without chips, I 
thought. 

‘What about drinks?’ I felt a sense of things returning 
to normal as I ordered a pint of Moretti. ‘Darling, what are 
you having?’  

‘I think I’ll have a diet coke, just for a change’.  
Ali passed as we ordered: ‘Make sure she gets plenty 

of lemon in her coke, or should I say, gets a splash of coke 
with her lemon.’ It was a standing joke between them: Ali 

‘A right pair of troublemakers, causing havoc as usual,’ 
she said. ‘Are you having something to eat with us or are 
you just drinking?’  

I looked at my wife she said without hesitation ‘Some-
thing to eat, please’. A look of concern crossed Ali’s face: 
‘Just a second.’ She shot off into an area we couldn’t quite 
see. Her voice was not full of confidence as she asked, ‘Do 
you mind sitting near the kitchen?’  

‘We don’t mind where we sit,’ I replied. I heard her sigh 
with relief. 

It was nice to take in the atmosphere we’d missed so 
much over the last months. Although it was early, there 
were a few customers already having lunch.  

‘Have you used the sanitizer and filled in your details 
for track and trace?’ she asked.  

‘I think I’ve filled in all the boxes…’ I said and she 
nodded approvingly. I could see her picking up two paper 
menus, not the usual stiff card, I suppose that was under-
standable—I didn’t want to touch something that had been 
handled by previous diners. I took the menus and passed 
one to my wife.  

A call for Ali came from the kitchen. ‘I’ve got to dash, 
see you in a minute!’ Off she went, leaving us with the girl 
whose name I think was Julia. She took a deep breath and 
began.  

‘I’ll just go through our latest rules with you’. She 
turned to look down the bar. ‘No standing at the bar, that’s 
definitely out of bounds although you can walk alongside 
it as long as you follow the arrows.’ Her voice had taken 
on a tone of authority. We both followed the way she was 
pointing and could see what she was talking about. ‘Please 
wear your masks until you get to your table. We don’t want 
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The kitchen door opened and I could see what looked 
like our meals.  

‘Here it comes!’  
We cleared a space and Julia asked ‘Who’s for the 

curry?’ My wife held up her hand. ‘That means the gam-
mon is for you sir’.  

With the plates before us we looked up and agreed the 
food looked good. Just before she turned, Julia asked if we 
wanted any more to drink. The beer was going down well, 
but if I were to have another pint would I make it home 
without being desperate for the loo?  

‘Could I have a half please?’  
As we ate, I noticed one or two couples taking their 

seats. It must be hard to survive on a depleted customer 
base but the way Ali and the girls looked after their cus-
tomers I was sure that they would retain a high proportion 
of them.  

Absentmindedly, I traced the condensation down the 
side of my glass. 

‘I wonder how the kids are doing?’  
I tried to remember the last time we had seen our 

children or grandchildren. I think it was August of last year 
when we last had a visit. I remembered the scene in the 
garden when we all had our photo taken with Oma. Mess-
enger and WhatsApp were brilliant and we used them on 
a regular basis but physically meeting with someone was 
far better. Perhaps we would be able to do that again soon.  

I could see the sun shining through the pub window and 
wished that this would last. It just felt so good to be out of 
the house. My wife snapped me out of my dream asking 
what I thought about the talk of a second spike.  

always put so much lemon in my wife’s glass there was 
hardly room for anything else. Poor Julia looked puzzled, 
my wife said ‘Just ignore her, a slice of lemon would be 
fine.’  

I relaxed into my chair and, looking around, I noticed 
how the tables had been spaced out. Although it was the 
same pub, I could feel a sense of tension about doing the 
right thing. I tilted back and could see the garden door. I 
recalled bringing my mother-in-law here for her ninety-
ninth birthday.  

‘How was your mum this morning?’ I hadn’t asked be-
fore and felt a little guilty. My wife looked up from her 
bag.  

‘She was OK. I’d like to try and take her for a walk if 
this weather keeps up.’  

‘What do you think about using the wheelchair?’ We 
both knew that it was a subject that was hard to broach 
with Oma.  

My wife thought for a moment.  
‘I think she will be fine. If we can make it seem a treat, 

and explain that a breath of fresh air would do her the 
world of good, we may be able to persuade her.’ 

Thinking about the week ahead there was nothing that 
stood out that we had to do.  

‘What about tomorrow?’  
‘As soon as that?’ my wife smiled. ‘OK we can give it 

a go and if she proves too difficult, our diaries are not bulg-
ing with things we have to do at the moment so we can 
pick another day.’  

Did I really know what I was letting myself in for? Not 
really but I was up for the challenge.  
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Outside the sun shone brightly and it took me a little 
time to adjust to the light. I had an annoying thought run-
ning through my mind, two words: ‘Second Spike.’ 

I didn’t want to think of anything happening. It was too 
good a day, but as we got to the road, I looked at the Stump 
and thought, lockdown, it couldn’t happen again, could it? 
God couldn’t be that cruel, could he?  

‘You know what; I don’t really want to think about that 
at the moment.’ 

‘You and an awful lot of others,’ she said. 
We both wanted to enjoy this release from lockdown 

without any thought of what might happen in the months 
to come. 

Changing the subject, I asked if she needed anything 
from town. 

‘I could do with a trip to Boots to pick up one or two 
things; can we do that before we head back?’ she asked.  

‘No problem,’ I replied, ‘We can go to Boots and then 
walk back along the river.’ 

‘Mmm,’ she said. ‘I like that idea.’ 
Our meals were finished and I caught Ali’s eye. 
‘Could I have the bill please, Ali?’ 
‘Right away! How was your meal?’ 
I let my wife answer for the both of us. 
‘It was great, as usual.’ 
Ali collected our plates and disappeared into the 

kitchen. 
While we waited for the bill, we finished our drinks.  
‘Pretty good meal, it will probably keep me going for 

a couple of days.’ 
‘Mine was delicious,’ my wife said, as she sipped the 

last of her coke. ‘I don’t think we’ve had a bad meal all 
the years we have been coming here.’ 

‘You’re right and long may it continue.’ 
Ali brought our receipt and we made ready to leave. 
‘Now you know we’re open, don’t make strangers of 

yourselves.’ 
She made sure we were going in the right direction and 

waved us off the premises. 
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THE CHOSEN ONE  

JANE KAY  

I love a challenge so when I heard about the pumpkin com-
petition, I was keen to participate. The winner would re-
ceive a prize donated by a local garden centre and the 
pumpkins would be displayed for the public to guess the 
winner’s weight. All proceeds would go to a local charity.  

Seeds were handed out and we got to work. My plot is 
between Larry’s and King Saul’s. Larry is a wily chap who 
knows a thing or two. I have covertly watched him as he 
works. He paces himself and rarely breaks a sweat. His 
tools were his father’s and he keeps them well maintained. 
His shed is not falling down.  

King Saul has four ‘no dig’ plots which he keeps knee-
deep in horse poo and cardboard. He has four sheds full 
of stuff, and greenhouses hanging with exotic vegetation.  

Another neighbour, Wobbly Bob, spends hours on his 
knees, tending his precious earth using old hand tools. He’s 
patient and experienced. I spy on them and absorb some 
tricks of my own. 

My shiny new rotavator worked a treat. It was tricky 
to turn corners but Dick Two Dogs helped to cut me and it 
from the wire fencing. Eventually, the earth was reduced 
to a fine tilth ready for planting. I’d nurtured the seeds in 
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rection. If the fruit was dropped it could split. Hands 
grasped the sides and we gave a tug to ascertain the effort 
required.  

It took no effort at all. The pumpkin rolled to one side 
revealing a small hole. It was a perfectly empty orange 
shell; even the seeds had gone. Little incisor teeth marks 
showed clearly round the edges. The expanding vermin 
population was my doing. My fat orange cuckoo had fed 
them royally for months. Families of mice scrambled 
through the vine as their food store disappeared.  

Larry’s pumpkin took first place. He maintains he did 
nothing special; they just grew and grew all on their own.  

little pots until the plants were strong enough to relocate. 
The old chicken run was completely fenced, safe from 
predators and well-manured. It was the perfect spot.  

The plants grew steadily, with slim tendrils tracing the 
ground and clinging to the wire fencing. Golden buds blos-
somed, bees pollinated, and little pumpkins formed. Cul-
ling all the fruit except the chosen one was necessary but 
brutal. A big fat cuckoo, alone as its nestmates got the 
chop. This fruit would be fed and watered and pampered, 
one spoonful of manure at a time.  

As its girth expanded it took an effort to hoist it onto a 
slab to keep its bottom off the damp earth. Every pre-
caution was taken to keep the fat little fellow safe. Larry’s 
pumpkins were plumping amongst lush green foliage and 
he seemed to have left them to grow on their own. Wobbly 
Bob had dug a shallow muck-filled hole for his pumpkin 
and was feeding it beer. King Saul’s best pumpkin had 
been sucking up nourishment from the manure heap along 
the walkway until it had been hacked savagely from the 
vine one night and left without sustenance.  

Each day I pulled out weeds to make sure the chosen 
one had no food rivals. As the hot orange sun sank behind 
the trees, birds sneaked through the chicken wire to pick 
out insects for supper. A robin sat brazenly on the fence 
post, while sparrows argued amongst the brambles. A 
mouse scurried between the leaves looking for titbits. All 
was well with the world.  

The day of reckoning dawned and the growers rolled 
wheelbarrows to their giant fruits. It took two men to heave 
Larry’s biggest specimen. My sister came to help me and 
we stood admiring the massive orange beast. We ma-
noeuvred ourselves carefully into position and I gave di-
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FARM  

SONYA HUNDAL  

‘Dog can come off the lead if you like…’ Mr Hollands un-
locks the gate and holds it open. 

‘No livestock here, you see?’ 
Facing us are two brick and pantile buildings. 
‘Coal store’. He points at the next door, ‘Wash house. 

Used to have a copper.’ 
He opens the third door to a square, brick floored room. 

There is a fire place and one window.  
‘The paddy-house.’ He doesn’t offer an explanation. 

The dog pokes around the hearth and disappears behind 
the chimney. 

‘Rats’ says Mr Hollands. The dog has found the back 
room. ‘The regular farm hands. They lived…’ He reaches 
down to pat the dog. ‘Local.’ A bird shadow crosses the 
window. ‘Servants were in the house… and the travellers 
out here…’ 

The camera finds his boots on the brick floor, the sage 
creep, and the grey-smeared windows. Paint is lifting from 
the door frames; the ceiling board sags and the air is cold 
with traces of old dung. The caption forms: 
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the side-door in an orderly queue. Sunday, everyone must 
attend church. The servants sleep upstairs in the house in 
a room that can only be reached by a tiny staircase next to 
the open fireplace. The stable hands sleep above the stables 
and the local farm-hands sleep in rented dwellings. Every-
one in their place. 

‘…built for itinerant farm labourers it becomes known 
in the mid-1800s as the paddy-house. The Irish potato 
famine forces families to migrate to England for their 
livelihood. Two families occupy the building. A married 
couple with children in the back and three brothers in 
the front. The brothers have the fireplace, the back-
room must make do with the heat from the chimney 
stack, along with a bucket of coals.’ 

 
The farm dogs are tied up outside, sharp to rats though 

unstirring at the comings and goings from the privy. The 
children sleep under the table on straw-filled potato sacks. 
Their parents’ bed is made of slats that are also a bench at 
mealtimes. Martha, their mother cooks one main meal for 
them each day on the brothers’ fire. She shares the hand-
fuls of potatoes and onions she has from her farm allow-
ance and the brothers find ways to bring back pheasants 
and rabbits. On Mondays and Tuesdays, she is instructed 
by the housemaid from the main house to keep the fire 
under the copper in the washhouse lit; the linens washed 
first and starched, before being draped on the washing 
lines. Next are the undergarments and socks, and finally 
whatever water is left, is for the inhabitants of the paddy-
house. Their laundry is hung discretely behind the kitchen 
garden on a wooden clothes-rack, where it cannot be seen 
from the house.  

Martha wiping her children down for school, lighting 
the copper and washing the muddy shirts. Martha cooking 
the rabbits and cleaning the floors with a hessian sack. 
They must never approach the front door of the house and 
must not be visible from the lane, driveway, or stables. 
Each Friday all the farm labourers are expected to be at 
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ROSETTES  

FRANCES SABEY  

One of the good things about being cooped up during 
Covid is the amount of sorting I’ve managed to do. Going 
through my desk, I came across the rosettes my dog had 
won at training, just before it all started. These could surely 
go, I thought; they were unnecessary and just attracted 
dust. 

As I sat looking at them, it brought back my first meet-
ing with him. My previous dog was terribly ill at the time. 
I’d left him with my sister to go and pick up my son. I’d 
actually been thinking it might be time to take him to the 
vet but I wanted my son to be able to say goodbye first. 
So I wasn’t really taking much notice of my sister’s latest 
foster dog. I just have a blurred memory of a strange look-
ing animal who seemed to have a baboon’s bum! 

My dog died in my arms two days later and, as I’d had 
him from a puppy, it was like losing a son. I had a sneaking 
suspicion, correct as it turned out, that my sister was hop-
ing I’d adopt the newest part of her tribe. Obviously, I did-
n’t even consider it. 

The dog had other ideas. He picked me out whenever I 
was there, following me around and snuggling up to me. 
Now that his fur was growing back, he’d started to look 
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more dog-like and his character was becoming clearer. 
He’d been a street dog in a city, and had somehow learned 
various tricks; so he’d pirouette around on his back legs 
and waggle his front paws, and every chance he got he’d 
roll on his back and beg for tummy rubs. He was like a 
naughty little boy; always up to mischief and constantly 
being told off. And so he finally came home with me. 

He escaped several times, usually just to take himself 
around the block and back home. But after he pulled me 
over one day—all six inches of him—I decided he needed 
to be trained. It hadn’t been necessary with my first dog, 
and I went with some trepidation, expecting all the other 
dogs to be so much better behaved and the owners to be 
real ‘doggy’ people. I was wrong on both counts and en-
joyed meeting a completely different crowd of people to 
the ones I was used to. The trainer was like a dog whis-
perer: every dog became instantly perfect whenever she 
handled them and I soon realised she wasn’t training the 
dogs—she was training the owners! 

He’s certainly made this last year bearable. Being by 
my side 24/7, giving me a reason to go to Central Park 
daily for exercise and fresh air so that I didn’t end up 
locked away in confinement, as I so easily might have 
done. And I’ve kept the rosettes! 
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NOTTINGHAM STARBACK  

BRIAN SKINNER  

I have nothing that belonged to my mother except mem-
ories and photographs but there is one item that will al-
ways link me to her: a wooden fishing reel.  

The reel is known as a Nottingham Starback. It was 
bought or given to my father when he was fourteen and 
started fishing in earnest. He took it when he was sent to 
Belgium with the BEF in 1939, more in hope than expec-
tation, and it came back via Dunkirk, before being shipped 
out with him to the African desert and the hell of El Ala-
mein, the invasion of Sicily and D Day, finally coming 
home in 1946. 

That year I went fishing with my father for the first 
time and it was that reel I used. Together we saw much of 
the English countryside on Sunday coach trips with the 
Angling Club my father helped set up.  

It was on one such trip, to a lake in the village of Theale 
one warm summer’s day in 1948, that it became a link to 
my mother. The fishing was slow and I wandered off to 
see how others were doing. I left my mother making sand-
wiches sitting on the bank in the sunshine. As I spoke to 
one of the other anglers, I happened to look across the lake 

WISH YOU WERE HERE                                                                      105



and saw my mother holding my fishing rod, curved over 
with the weight of a large fish. 

I hurried back just in time to see her net a huge carp—
or at least it was to me because it was the first I had seen. 
Mum put the rod down and said, ‘I’ve broken my nail on 
the reel.’ I looked first at her nail and then at my reel and 
I could see a scratch, clear and quite deep, a scratch that 
my Mum had made, and a scratch that is still there today. 

I don’t use the reel anymore, because the inside got 
damp and the wood went soft so the metal mechanism in-
side broke free. Even so, I always take the reel with me 
when I go fishing because, as well as having been my 
father’s, it allows me to see my mother catch a big fish on 
a warm summer’s day seventy-three years ago. 

I would like to get the reel restored so that I can use it 
again before I leave this world, but as yet I have not found 
anyone that can do it. Perhaps The Repair Shop would 
help? But I wouldn’t want them to fix the scratch. 
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I  WISH YOU WERE HERE  

TESS SANDERSON  

I miss you every day. 
I miss the way you ran for the bus. 
I miss the way you would lie on the floor,  
Spreadeagled, face down, 
With a book under your nose, 
Or a sketchbook open and your pencils all over the 

carpet. 
 
I miss you walking for miles in the woods, 
Or dancing for hours in the nightclub 
With your bag on the floor in the middle of the gang, 
Matching earrings, necklace, bracelet, handbag and 

shoes— 
Shoes with heels. I miss you in shoes with heels. 
 
I miss you getting up at 5am every morning, without fail, 
No alarm needed, just your body clock perfectly 

programmed. 
I miss you fitting in to any chair, no matter how wide or 

high it was.
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I miss you doing ‘Oops Upside Your Head’ vigorously 
on the floor 

Then leaping up to dance the conga afterwards. 
 
I miss you being spontaneous—getting a call and 

agreeing to some crazy trip. 
Remember the nights staying up and putting the world to 

rights? 
Then walking to work and doing a full day without a 

hitch. 
I miss you running after your nieces and nephews, 
Or sitting on the sand on the beach, and playing football. 
 
I miss shopping with you… for hours, going in every 

shop till our feet hurt. 
I miss trips to London with you, walking for miles and 

making discoveries. 
I long for our trips walking along the river, chatting 

without a care. 
 
I miss you. YOU. I wish you were here, 
As you used to be. 
Yes, I miss the old me, before this disease took hold 

and… I became her. 
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CAMEL  

SONYA HUNDAL  

The bearded man in the middle of the wedding party was 
being admired for his flying knees as he played out a pan-
tomime with an invisible dhol drum. ‘That’s my father’, I 
said to the friend who thought we’d hired dancers. We 
laughed. You were Dionysus and you promised me a camel 
for my wedding.  

One Christmas, I offered you a mince pie and you re-
sponded with an arm-waving drunken reel. Your hand 
caught the plate-edge and sent the pie on a doomed trajec-
tory up to the strip-lighting and then down. It was a flour-
ish concluding in a composition of crumbs, wet raisins and 
china fragments. We looked at them contained and ar-
ranged on a floor-tile. 

Once, on a coach tour of Delhi, you exercised all your 
passion for history and politics by marking each stop with 
an anecdote, a literary reference or a speech. Many of the 
other passengers on the tour bus moved seats as the day 
progressed, not away, but closer. I tell that story more often 
than the one about the mince-pie. 

I want to write about what it was like to be with you. I 
want to explain who you were when you listened to your 
favourite classical music in the car or what we talked about 
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when we dug the rubble-filled garden of the new house to-
gether, every night after school. I want to tell people about 
your love of growing flowers and your belief that there 
should always be a bottle of champagne in the house. Did 
people know you saved up loose change in an old briefcase 
so you could surprise us with holiday-money or how you 
bought a book, went to the butchers and learned to cook? 
You learned to cook because we told you we hated the 
burgers and instant mash you made us. You made us 
burgers and mash because that’s all you knew, when our 
mother went into hospital.  

You let us buy all the pencils we wanted at the start of 
the school year, you read every book you received as a gift 
from me, and yet we still kept laughing at the way your 
jokes only seemed funny to you.  

I’ve held to your tenet: ‘If you have the money—buy 
the best’, although Asian sari houses are not the best places 
to shop for mourning garments. I bought a green and gold 
salwar chemise which, miserably, as I discovered later, had 
the power to tip my mother into rage. When I thought 
about it, you had never liked my dress-sense, stressing to 
me as a teenager that I was garish and untidy, especially 
with my ‘big hair’. Truthfully, you never once described 
me as tasteful.  

Was it a dowry camel? No, not a camel. A small camel, 
a ‘camela’, you said. Did you make that up? Because—I 
don’t think such a thing exists.  
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JOHN T  

JANE KAY  

John Thomas Kay, my father: a man of Yorkshire, through 
and through. Born in 1920 in Leeds, a city stained black 
by the mills of the textile industry. At 14, he was appren-
ticed to a master craftsman. He dreamed of more than the 
life he had and, as soon as his apprenticeship was com-
pleted, he ran away to join the Royal Navy and see the 
world. Three years later World War Two broke out.  

He rarely spoke about the fighting, except for being 
plucked from the sea on Christmas Eve, after his ship had 
been torpedoed. But his eyes would crinkle in laughter as 
he relayed tales of his frozen beard on the Russian con-
voys, the potatoes covertly cooked in the engine room at 
night, haggling over alabaster in Egypt, Mount Vesuvius 
and Pompeii, searching for German submarines in the Nor-
wegian fjords, the Skagerrak and Aurora Borealis. What 
exciting names. What adventure. When I asked if he was 
ever seasick in his eight years aboard ship his response 
was, ‘every single day’. 

After the war, my father worked in the Lincolnshire 
fields, before returning to his trade as a craftsman decora-
tor. He was a practical man, who always smelled of warm 
putty and linseed oil, of turpentine and paint. Entranced, I 
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death crashed into his mind, riding a white stallion with 
sword aloft.  

But his time came as the sails of the flour mill gently 
rolled across the sun, laying soft shadows across my 
father’s face. 

would watch him gilding and graining, whilst I explored 
his tools with my fingers: leather, wood, bristle, metal, 
bone. His friends called him Danny, after the actor.  

In the summer he would work in his paint-spattered 
overalls with his shirt off. The sun scorched him and I’d 
pull strips of peeling skin from his warm freckled back. 
He ate Yorkshire pudding with gravy, before meat and veg-
etables; all washed down with swigs of hot tea.  

He could cook, and his ‘Desperate Dan pie’ was divine, 
with thick meaty gravy and a fat pastry topping—‘to line 
the ribs,’ he said. He hid pots of beef dripping at the back 
of the old food safe in the pantry. When he came home 
after a pint or two in the local, he would enjoy his booty, 
slathered across thick white bread, whilst standing behind 
the pantry door. The black sediment and jelly were treasure 
beneath the fat white layer. 

John T took every opportunity to be out enjoying na-
ture. He was adept at finding swathes of snowdrops and 
bluebells, animal spoor and hidden pheasants’ eggs. Each 
weekend the old jalopy took us to explore the countryside 
and the coast, and we sang all the way there and back. 
Boxing Day was invariably spent having a picnic on the 
beach and breathing deeply; ‘breathe in, and out, and in 
and out. Smell that ozone’. In the summer we cut samphire 
and raked cockles from the salt marshes. 

In the night sky, we searched for the Plough, Orion’s 
belt and the North Star. He could not be described as an 
eloquent man but he said enough. His eyes reflected silent 
secrets. He watched and listened and absorbed, like an ani-
mal scenting the air. He was a child of Yorkshire but a man 
of the world, and he had dreams. Often, paralysed in sleep, 
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BLACKFRIARS THEATRE  

FRANCES SABEY  

The thread of Blackfriars is woven in the fabric of my life. 
The theatre was converted from the remains of a 13th cen-
tury Dominican friary and opened in 1966. Within the year 
I had made my first appearance on its stage, at six years 
old. 

The idea for a Little Theatre was promoted by a group 
of men in the late 1950s, led by Alan Champion. His is a 
name not well known enough though he did much for this 
town, not least in renovating Fydell House. He was a 
champion of adult education, and a good friend of my 
father, persuading him to attend the Open University—the 
first person in Boston to do so. 

The stage door, which has to be one of the most unusual 
and attractive anywhere, is in a cobbled court with quaint 
old houses, and a gateway into Fydell garden. No. 10 looks 
like all the others, with its brass knocker and cottage win-
dow but it is in fact the stage door, opening onto the bot-
tom dressing room and stairs to stage level. My first 
memory was of a dingy area with plain brick walls, in-
credibly long as it meandered beneath the stage. Each per-
son had to find somewhere to put their costumes and there 
were only chairs and very little light. To get to the stage 
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curtains. Most of the fittings had come from old theatres 
and cinemas, so there was always mending and cleaning 
to be done.  

One day I wandered into the new middle studio, which 
wasn’t open yet, and saw a head pop up through a hole in 
the floor on the far side. I went over as it disappeared and 
carefully looked down. A man looked up, said hello, and 
explained that he was making a spiral staircase in concrete. 
So I sat on the floor with my legs dangling down the hole 
and chatted with him while he worked. The staircase was 
going to run the whole height of the building, up to the top 
studio, another way to get there apart from past the ward-
robe, above all the dressing rooms. We never had any dif-
ficulty finding rooms, as they had literally grown up 
around us, but new-comers usually have trouble working 
out where everything is. 

I was one of the few who didn’t leave Boston after 
school, so I stayed at the theatre, taking over the Strolling 
Players at 16, and eventually becoming the president of 
Boston Playgoers. One of my favourite jobs was being on 
the wardrobe committee. We had a large room so full of 
costumes that you could barely get down the aisles; the 
clothes held each other up they were so tightly squeezed 
together. A great many were donations, lots of evening 
suits and evening dresses including many from the Vic-
torian period. On one clear-out, we decided to throw out a 
lot of the Victorian tops because they were so small they 
would only fit children; so I commandeered them but still 
haven’t found much use for them yet! 

I know my marriage ended because I spent too much 
time at Blackfriars, but as I hadn’t gone to drama school 
like many of my contemporaries, I wasn’t going to give 

we had to make our way through the mass of chairs and 
people, climb a ladder and go down another slightly less 
dingy area to the wings. This was repeated for each dance 
and change of costume. 

We felt a part of the place straight away. The cleaning 
ladies all lived in the houses in the court and at least two 
had a daughter or a granddaughter in the company, so we 
already had familiar faces there. Just before Covid arrived, 
I was running a children’s theatre group at Fydell House 
and one of the volunteers came to lock up after our re-
hearsals each week. One evening, a man I didn’t recognise 
came, filling in for his dad. As we chatted it turned out his 
mum was one of those cleaners; he’d lived in one of the 
cottages and had many stories about the early days of the 
theatre. His mum used to give him and his brother six-
pence each to clean out the auditorium on a Saturday 
morning—and they were allowed to keep any small coins 
they found, so he had very fond memories. 

I performed on stage regularly until 1972, when our 
dance teacher suddenly disappeared to Australia. I was 
about to start at the High School and I had enough on my 
plate settling in, but I still missed that part of my life. Two 
years later, a girl at school told us that a group her mother 
belonged to, Boston Playgoers, were looking for new 
members. Several of us joined and within a year I was 
back on the stage, acting this time. There were so many 
youngsters that we formed the first youth theatre group in 
Boston, The Strolling Players, and put on our own shows 
two or three times a year. 

Blackfriars was like a second home: I spent all my 
spare time there. If we weren’t rehearsing, we’d be clean-
ing, clearing and sorting things, like lighting gels and leg 
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up on what I did have. Sadly, I had no choice after my hus-
band left me with the children. They knew all about my 
time at the theatre and when they’d grown up, they pushed 
me into returning. Of course, most of the people I’d known 
there had left but there were enough for me to not feel 
completely lost. Although I have been in a couple of plays 
since my return, most of my time there has been taken up 
with volunteering in the box office and front of house, I 
even spent a few years on the board of directors. I would 
turn my hand to anything that was needed, from decorating 
the booth we set up each year for the pantomime to knit-
ting a twelve-foot beanstalk! I think I can honestly say I’ve 
worked in every aspect of the theatre and enjoyed nearly 
every minute of it. What’s more important, though, is I felt 
as though I’d arrived back home. 
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A PLACE TO L IVE  

M. D.  CARTWRIGHT  

Houses fall and rise, faces come and go  
In the fields, friendships are made where cabbage  

and cauli broc grow 
A world that’s changing in so many ways— 
Who dictates who should go and who stays? 
 
Those in the chip shop have an idea 
Of who to welcome and who to fear. 
How many customers change their mind, 
Eating kebabs, leaving the fish behind?  
 
In Hi Viz jackets they work, chopping veg to go  

in packs, 
Crates and boxes, then make their way along  

muddy tracks 
To factories, noisy but dry, where families stand  

side by side  
Swaying in time to the radio; they have nothing to hide. 
 
Tractors rumble and trailers tilt  
Tyres full of soil and silt
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The river follows its man-made course 
Sluice gates have opened giving it force 
It sweeps away the debris from its sides 
On the morning and evening tides. 
 
The tower of the Stump reaches up to the sky 
As jets roar overhead, those watching don’t know why 
Some remember when fear came from another place 
When tears rolled down a lost child’s face. 
 
Sun shines and daffodils display 
A golden ring on an early spring day; 
Seagulls cry and magpies chatter, 
The troubles of the world do not seem to matter. 
 
On a mother’s lap a photograph is seen— 
Children playing in shades of blue and green; 
A finger traces a face, from her eye appears a lonely tear 
As she whispers ‘We wish you were here’. 

Got to keep moving, no room for delay 
Weaving through cars on the John Adams Way 
 
Roundabouts slow progress down, 
Familiar roads lead off into the town  
Where rows of For Sale signs show the decline: 
In empty windows naked manikins recline. 
 
Only buses venture through the centre of town; 
For some it’s the only way to get around. 
Cycles threaten those who choose to walk 
As they listen to their phones and continue to talk. 
 
In the market, stalls are few and far between, 
Now the shoppers are not so keen. 
The Supermarkets have lured them away 
To where all the bargains lay 
 
Pubs are the place to lighten up and relax: 
No screaming supervisors on workers backs, 
No boots or coats no machines screeching out loud, 
An individual now not part of the mechanical crowd. 
 
Drinks with banter and wit, stories of fortune and fate 
About men with the purse strings, who they love to hate, 
Laughing as they talk of holidays far away  
Where elephants stroll and play. 
 
On Saturdays people don their shirts of black and amber, 
Into various vehicles they clamber, 
Heading towards the place they now call their own: 
With other fans they never feel alone 
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L ISTEN CAREFULLY  

JANE KAY  

The conch shell lay wedged between the rocks and, with 
effort, was freed into the boy’s hands. He marvelled at its 
weight and size, and lifted it to peer inside. Its lips were 
rounded, shiny and pink; he tried to push his fingers into 
the crevice between them. No matter how hard he tried, 
his slender fingers could not penetrate further than the first 
knuckle. He imagined something hiding deep within its 
coils, cringing back into the darkness. 
 
In the cane field the heat beat down on sweat glistening 
bare backs as knives swung through the air, crashing 
through thick stalks. Away from view a length of cane was 
stripped and he sucked the sweetness out of it. If he 
reached manhood, he would cut cane until he was sapped 
dry.  
 
He gently ran his hands over the surface of the shell. Com-
forted, the boy listened to its secrets. It whispered its jour-
ney through the water, tumbling over pebbles and soft 
sand, passing beneath ships bringing human cargo ashore. 
The muffled echoes of chain and sighing souls. It rolled 
with the bones of mankind picked clean. Chalk white. Dis-
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solving gently into sand. His lips whispered fears into its 
coiled depths and the shell listened. His final whispers 
swirled and settled into its secret dark places.  
 
Decades rolled into centuries and the shell acquired the 
patina of touch as it journeyed slowly across the earth. The 
eternal echo of the ocean moving gently through its coils.  
 
The conch shell lay wedged between the books. The boy 
lifted it carefully to listen to the ocean. By stilling his 
breath, he could hear waves softly tumbling words. And 
the faint beating of a drum.  
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VOICE OF REASON  

BRIAN SKINNER  

As an elder in the land of Nostalgia, I miss everyone I have 
ever known and that is a list too long to contemplate writ-
ing. I miss my Nan for her authority during wartime, even 
though she smacked my bottom with a wooden spoon, I 
miss her too for the love and care that was always second 
nature to her. I miss my mother for her love and her hu-
mour and my father for his infectious laughter and his love 
of fishing. I miss my elder brother Norman for his com-
pany and his love of fishing too. Most of all, though, I miss 
the voice of reason. My Nan was that voice during my very 
young years, my parents took over during my early teens, 
but that voice is not one I have ever found in adulthood.  

Because we are a planet of many cultures and many 
languages, we all have different ideas as to the best course 
in life, the easiest road to travel—and really that is to be 
expected. If you are brought up in the sands of the Kalahari 
Desert then the snowy plains of Canada would seem an 
alien place. If you come from another country you are said 
to be a foreigner but that doesn’t make sense to me. 
Wherever you come from on this planet you are simply a 
person. 
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We live on the planet Earth and we each have a respon-
sibility to look after it, because if we don’t, we’ll not have 
a home to call our own. Over the last two millennia man-
kind has succeeded in trashing the planet in many ways—
usually as a result of someone trying to expand his or her 
empire. We now have technology that can destroy the 
planet completely and we have erected a huge barrier of 
mistrust between nations. What we need is that elusive 
voice of reason to break down those barriers. 

In the early 1950s, I saw a film called ‘The Day the 
Earth Stood Still’, with Michael Rennie. It made me realise 
just how stupid we are as a species— disorganised, mis-
trusting and with hatred enough for the galaxy, never mind 
our own planet. 

Oh, voice of reason, make your quiet tones and sensible 
ideas heard. We are sorely in need of them… 
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MOVING  

SONYA HUNDAL  

I used to have a recurring dream in which we were moving 
again. There was no time for reflection; boxes had to be 
packed. Hope, excitement and discovery were louder than 
displacement and loss. In the dream, the enticement to un-
couple from a place of familiarity and friendship, was 
novelty. It was to make an adventure and to test ourselves. 
There is a kind of confidence in breaking the bonds of fam-
iliarity and believing they can be found again elsewhere. 
It is an imaginative challenge—to see a destination before 
arrival.  

Once, in reality, I actually said ‘No. I can’t move again’ 
and your rage broke out. You attacked me with demarca-
tions and you set out conditions, ‘Well. If you don’t want 
to move, then I’m applying for jobs elsewhere. I’ll move. 
You can stay here with the children.’ 

It was my fault that my father had died. My fault that 
grief doesn’t evaporate. My fault that my mother needed 
help and stability. My fault that love is duty and not ad-
renaline. 

The moving dream became my nightmare. In my sleep 
you were so bold as to have sold the house and bought a 
new one without requiring my consent. ‘You don’t need 
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to ever go back to the old house. Everything is here.’ And 
in that dream the children were running in the garden of 
that ugly place, unconcerned.  

In another dream you sold the house but I still had to 
go back there to work.  

When you left, all of those nightmares went with you, 
whether you’d meant to pack them or not. 

Last week my son told me he’d had a dream where I’d 
bought a new house, 

‘It was amazing. It was incredible with huge rooms.’ 
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BIOGRAPHIES  
 

M. D.  CARTWRIGHT 

I have been a soldier, manager, student and many other 
things. I live in Boston and have done so for 20 years. 
What keeps me here is the big skies and the flat lands of 
the fens. I am retired, relaxed and satisfied with life. 

SONYA HUNDAL 

I write from the cabbage fields. I also run a small wood-
fired bakery, which has been successfully burning things 
since 2008. With a background in performance, writing 
for theatre and supply-chain management, I make up a 
lot in an organised manner. I am currently a First Story 
writer-in-residence at Haven High Academy in Boston 
and published in The Brown Anthology, Language, 
10:10 Press. My short-story, ‘Fruit’ was translated into 
Italian for the December 2020 issue of Rivista.  

JANE KAY 

I was born in Boston, left Boston and returned to Bos-
ton. I am a mother, educator, learner, artist, free spirit 
and lover of nature. I can and I will. 
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ROSIE  REDZIA (ART IST )  

I've been drawing since I was tiny, taking inspiration 
from my surroundings and familiar places. I use tradi-
tional materials like ink, dip pen and brush, to release 
the energy and movement of the subject. I also love to 
explore mark-making using less traditional materials like 
feathers, reeds and twigs. 

FRANÇOIS  MATARASSO (EDITOR)  

For 40 years, I’ve been making community art with 
people, in Britain and abroad, because I never found 
anything I could do better or enjoyed more. I often think 
of the people I’ve met in this work: they taught me most 
of what I know.

FRANCES SABEY 

I was born at home on the Woad Farm Estate and have 
lived my whole life within the environs of Boston. I have 
two sons and a dog and I’m a middle child in a family of 
four children. I went to the Gardner School of Dance 
and was on the stage from three years of age, also 
spending many years with Boston Playgoers and run-
ning children’s theatres for most of my adult life. 

TESS  SANDERSON  

For over 55 years I have travelled through Boston and to 
and from Lincolnshire, firstly for holidays and for the last 
25 years to visit my brother. Six and a half years ago, fol-
lowing a varied and busy career, I moved to make it our 
home too. The flatlands, the huge skies and feeling of 
freedom are what I love. I have rediscovered my spiritu-
ality, re-found my creative side and realised that some-
times, you just have to relax and believe that everything 
will be alright. 

BR IAN SKINNER 

I am retired, old and happily married. I enjoy writing and 
have written many novels and short stories. I have done 
many things during my working life but have no skills to 
speak of except driving a forty-foot articulated lorry – I 
was good at that. 
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