
But How? 
 
I wish I could write descriptive poetry, 
All flowery and wonderful to hear. 
But I can’t! 
To tell of hills, rivers, flowers and trees. 
Snow on the mountains high 
But I can’t! 
 
Mine is descriptive, in a simpler form 
Everyday life as it is. 
Funny or sad, angry or calm, 
This comes so easily to me. 
But I’d like to write as others do,  
Beautiful words you can see. 
Just closing your eyes, there they are 
Rainbows, skies and woodland scenes 
But I can’t! 
 
So should I change or stay as I can 
Writing about everyday life? 
Sometimes it’s funny, sometimes so sad 
Thoughtful, if times anger me. 
But where are they hidden, these beautiful words? 
Why don’t they enter my head? 
Then, I could say so happily 
No longer I can’t,  
But I can! 
 
Audrey Thomas  
Tilston, Malpas 

  



Riding Pillion 
 
Riding pillion down the copy-cat streets of suburban Streatham,  
the sixties in full swing.  
The yellow-ochre streetlight no substitute for a moon.  
 
The council estate was our open prairie, where we would ride, astride 
your shiny steed, the throttle forward thrusting. 
The terraced avenues our canyon. 
Ruabon brick no substitute for Arizona’s red-rock walls.  
 
Sulphurous gas-glow on the ubiquitous spotted laurel, 
Cocooned within a yellow London smog. 
No substitute for desert sun upon the saguaro. 
And chimneys on duty lying in ambush in the fog. 
 
It really was a pity you were unsaddled on the turn 
by the coke-black snake of engine oil oozling in a curl. 
Your kipper-tie was bleeding over the kerbstone where you fell 
And the siren’s wail no substitute for the lean coyote’s call. 
 
 
Berenice Kirwan  
Littleton, Chester  
 
  



Words belong to all of us 
 
Words are the flowers of our culture 
Woven through the tapestry of thought 
Honing the projection of our nature 
Each tiny nuance very gently caught, 
Etched on, then gathered deep within our inmost soul 
Words that keep us wise and on the whole 
Safe from fear and isolation. 
 
Joan Meredith  
Malpas - Friday Friends 
  



Get Real 
 
We got bake off, rake off, 
upcycle, recycle 
taking the Michael. 
We got celebrity nonentities 
marooned, lampooned, 
abased, disgraced. 
We got ‘em making grub, 
eating grubs, egos clash 
everyone blubs. 
We got makeover, makeunder, 
no depths they won’t plunder. 
We got sing off, dance off, cook off - 
why don’t you just… 
switch off.  
Meanwhile, back in the real world… 
We got money worries, 
takeaway curries, 
yapping dogs, 
bunged up bogs, 
we got sink estates, 
gangs not mates, 
nothing to do 
take drugs, sniff glue. 
Is it any wonder 
there’s no depths 
we won’t plunder. 
We got destitution, prostitution, 
total despair, no one to care. 
Don’t need no reality - 
we got reali-TV! 
 
Rita Furnival 
Halton village 
  



Friday Friends 
 
Friday Friends is the place to go 
So spread the word and help us to grow. 
We all joined this group because we all suffered the same, 
Loneliness, Isolation due to our health and pain. 
 
Friday Friends are people we turn to 
Whenever our spirits need a lift 
Friday Friends are people we treasure 
For true friendship is a special gift. 
 
Friday Friends are who we laugh with 
Over little personal things 
We are a group of friends who we can be serious with 
In facing our fears and whatever life brings. 
 
Our Friendship fills all of our lives 
With beauty, joy and grace 
And makes the world that we live in 
A better and happier place. 
 
Look at us now and what we have all achieved 
Long may it continue to thrive and succeed, 
Just a simple smile, a friendly hello 
I know in time our group will grow. 
 
Wendy Windsor 
Malpas - Friday Friends 

  



Either Or 
 
I believe I am destined forever 
to be unable to distinguish 
between swallows and swifts, 
moorhens and coots  
and practice and practise. 
 
I forget as quickly as I learn 
the differing tails, beaks, consonants 
and the tricks to remember them by. 
 
I knew someone  
who was the same with numbers, 
who saw 3s as 8s even with his glasses on 
and who lost in his head and his mouth 
the registration of his just nicked car 
the moment he dialled 666 for the police. 
 
We're neither of us stupid (I like to think), 
we just have these things that riddle us 
that many others cope with. 
We're rather like coots (or moorhens) 
in practice flight, or young swifts 
executing their perfect figure 3s 
in the night swallowed sky. 
 
John Lindley 
Congleton 
 
From his forthcoming  
prizewinning collection 
Love & Crossbones. 
 
 
 
  



On Board Canberra 
 
To be at sea in a good ship, with the sun, sea and the sky, when all they had in the old days where 
the stars to steer them by. 
 
But this old lady, the Canberra, will take you to far off lands and as all English know, she served in 
the far Falklands. There is an atmosphere on board this ship, she is a cut above the rest,  
from Captain to Cabin Boy, and they always give their best. 
 
The Captain and his crew, so courteous and kind with always the safety of the passengers in mind. 
The Chief Engineer on board really knows it all, for without him and his engine room staff,  
she will go nowhere at all. 
 
The Chefs and all the dining staff always make it seem, you cannot beat their service or the ship’s 
cuisine. The theatre companies on board who really give a treat, as they perform  
Les Misérables to Forty Second Street. 
 
The next day may be different in every kind of way, to arrive at some exotic port would really make 
your day. To go ashore or do a tour or have a little roam, when you return to Canberra,  
you will find it’s home from home. 
 
They all dress up for dinner, it’s very nice to see, and it’s what they call Ship’s Protocol and just has 
to be. Yes, the ladies and gentlemen all dressed up to the nines and then a little drink  
and they all go down to dine. 
 
And so it goes the life on this old lady of the sea, a life that would suit anyone, especially you or me. 
So if you want a cruising holiday you will never forget, get on board Canberra, it’s the  
best you will ever get. 
 
Ray Thompson  
Winsford 
  



Souvenirs du Passé 
 
Il était une fois, au temps jadis, 
Quand j’étais jeune et belle, 
J’ai vécu en France, ce beau pays 
Et maintenant je me rappelle 
De cette langue jolie à peine compris, 
Parfum et Gauloises et café, 
Le gout de vin, et mon favori, 
Le pain tout chaud et frais. 
 
J’étais heureuse et pleine de vie,  
Mais je ne savais pas 
Que le futur amènerait des ennuies 
Car on n’est jeune qu’une fois. 
 
Aujourd’hui je suis vielle, mon visage ridé, 
Mais, malgré les années gâchées, 
Et la perte de jeunesse, une chose j’ai gardé 
Mes beaux souvenirs du passé. 
 
 
Patricia Julien Chapman 
Malpas - Friday Friends 
  



Read and Connect  
 
Read and Connect, Read and Connect 
Read all about it, Read and Connect 
 
Bring the people together 
To read and connect 
Get the people to gather 
To Read and Connect 
To gather the letters 
To make the words 
To fill the books 
So we are heard  
 
We are the people who Connected and Read 
Connected and Read, Connected and Read 
Some sit in the bath others read in bed 
Connected and Read, Connected and Read 
Some enjoy a thriller, others a Potter to read 
Others read a cook book a family to feed 
 
But all have a purpose 
The love of the written word 
Supercalifragilisticexpialidocious 
It really sounds absurd 
So thanks for my invite  
To Connect and Read to you 
Let's hope the words Connect us 
And act as a super clue.  
     
by Steve Williams  
Winsford - Read and Connect Group 
 
  



Come to The Lounge 
 
“Come to The Lounge” she said 
For a chat and a bit of fun 
And if you’re lucky 
There'll be tea and cakes and buns. 
 
We are the people who read the words 
We want to raise our voices so as to be heard 
Read and Connect brought us together 
From all walks of life like birds of a feather. 
 
We are the people who read the words 
And gather each month to say what we’ve learned 
Sometimes we wish the books had been burned 
As our interest and enthusiasm haven’t been earned. 
Large print, small print, some in between 
All very different or so it would seem 
Just like the carers who attend in a team  
Meet for a chat, for coffee and cream. 
 
We are the people who read the words 
We aren’t sheep, we don’t follow the herd 
We find our pleasure in reading a book 
We imagine scenes and how characters look. 
We lose ourselves in far away lands 
From icy tundras to golden sands 
We hold these treasures in our hearts 
They bind together like puzzle parts. 
 
Read and Connect Group 
Winsford 
  



Going Home 
 
As they get on the train, the boy’s running and grinning 
at everyone there – he’s two and half and 
he loves every bit of attention he’s getting 
but mostly he just likes running and grinning - 
 
at a girl on the train with a new compact mirror; 
she’s come on the train for the first time alone, so  
she’s trying on make-up, and glancing up, shyly, 
embarrassed, afraid that others will watch her; 
 
at that lad on the train with a green mobile hand-set  
and ear-phones to listen, while really he’s hoping 
the girl with the make-up – he’s watching her closely - 
won’t notice his spots – just his Bob Dylan T-shirt. 
 
at the man in the suit on the train with his lap-top 
which pings – then his phone has a message to answer 
in such a loud voice that we all know his business 
and the whole carriage hopes he’ll get off at this station. 
 
But that mum on the train with a baby, as well as 
the boy who is running and grinning, keeps trying 
to quieten the baby and capture his brother 
not spilling the well-earned sweet coffee she’s drinking. 
 
At the end of the carriage, her hair in red dreadlocks, 
a student is sitting on her own fold-down seat as 
she scowls at the them all and gets out her sketch book, 
her time on the train spent drawing each traveller. 
 
In half an hour’s time the train gets into Falmouth; 
at six all the phones and the lap-tops switch off, now 
the girl and the lad are in deep conversation,  
the baby’s asleep and the boy’s eyes are closing. 
 
Sipping wine in her corner, an elderly lady  
is watching the world going past in the window. 
She’s not in a rush, perhaps no-one has missed her, 
she loves this train journey – and there’s no-one at home. 
 
Mary Chuck 
Warrington 
  



In Motion 
 
I move to a mix of people and ideas 
It is an awakening 
I move to a life with the young 
Enthusiastic and exhausting. 
I move to love – a boat trip to an island 
To shell beach and oneness. 
I move to motherhood 
An overwhelming feel of responsibility and love. 
I move from home to home. 
To a home of a different sort 
Of people who have done wrong and 
Yet have warmth and gentleness. 
I move to yet more people 
Enjoying a social time 
A tough task but invigorating and fun. 
I move to solitary life 
Alone but not lonely. 
Relishing new experiences, new friends 
A new awakening. 
 
Jan Prosser 
Malpas - Friday Friends 
 
 
 

 

 


