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F  M  D  
Under normal circumstances, meetings take place at Salisbury House Arts Centre 
on Bury Street West, on alternate Fridays, between 8 and 10pm. For the time 
being, meetings are being held online on alternate Fridays, as follows: 

C  W   (CWS) 
As before, some of our meetings will be creative writing sessions.  

The first of these will be on 27th November, when we will have the chance to 
write together as a group.  NB. As this meeting will be online, we've devised a 
slightly different format.  Please email any one-word prompts you would like to 
contribute to James Holden prior to the 27th November. At 7.30pm on the 27th, 
James will email all the suggested prompts to everyone who wants to take part.  If 
you haven't been to a meeting for a while and are interested in the creative writing 
session, please make sure James is aware so he can include you on the email list and 
ensure  you have the zoom link.  

Participants then have 30 minute to write a piece in response to the prompts.  
The meeting will begin at 8pm, when participants can log into Zoom and share what 
they have written. 

Further creative writing dates will be confirmed in due course. 

For the other meetings, please feel free to bring material you have been working on 
for feedback and discussion. 

November: 27th  (CWS) December: 11th January 8th  & 
                  22nd (CWS) 
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AGM 2020 
Report by James Holden 

On 2nd October, Enfield Writers Workshop held their AGM for the year both at 
Salisbury House and simultaneously on-line. 

It was regrettable that the Workshop haa not been able to hold an AGM since April 
2019. In the light of this, it was agreed that EWW’s Constitution be amended to 
allow for future AGM’s to be held virtually at the request of the Chair, subject to the 
same rules of quorate. 

Like many community groups, the Workshop has faced an uncertain past six months 
because of the lockdown limits placed on us and on Salisbury House and this was 
the first physical meeting since February, when the first Lockdown started.  

It was agreed that future meetings will to be held virtually for the time-being.  
This will continue until such a time as there is a change in government guidance and 
when it feels safer to run physical meetings, given the understandable needs of some 
of our members to limit their contact with others for health reasons. It was agreed to 
keep this under review. 

Given this situation, it was agreed to waive the membership fee for the current 
financial year, to reflect the fact that out-goings for the year to date have been 
extremely limited, which has left finances in a relatively strong position. It was 
further agreed that if physical meetings resume this financial year, the Workshop 
will need to resolve whether to put in place a membership fee for the remainder of 
the financial year, and at what level this should be set. 

Lawrence Reeve-Jones and James Holden were re-elected as Co-Chairs of EWW; in 
addition Lawrence was also re-elected as the Workshop’s Treasurer.  

Diana Defries was elected to the post of Secretary, and the group agreed to place on 
record its thanks to Bernard Hawkins, who had filled the post of secretary for a 
number of years, working hard to keep members up to date. 

W  T  
by Diana Defries 

I've decided I'm spending this winter 

with a laptop, a book, and a printer. 

I'll be quiet as a mouse 

and I won't leave the house, 

though by Springtime I might be a squinter. 
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B   
by  James Holden 

The first bed they shared was in the flat he rented: a divan with sides that were 
covered in faded material. It had no headboard, and by the time he moved out 
discolouring on the wall showed where their heads rested when they sat up in bed. 

They were bought a wooden-framed bed when they moved in together. After he 
assembled it she made it up with crisp new bedding. It travelled with them up the 
route of the Piccadilly line as they began a slow march towards London’s fringes. On 
Saturday and Sunday mornings they would sit in it with mugs of coffee, the 
weekend papers disgorging their contents across the duvet. It was probably the bed 
she conceived in. It was the bed on which their children would jump up and down 
to wake them up at 5.30 on Christmas morning. 

But they did not stay faithful to this bed, sleeping on sofabeds whilst at their 
parents and their friends. They had got engaged on a camping holiday: that night 
she had been unable to sleep with excitement, slowly running her fingers over the 
diamond engagement ring, careful not to make any sudden movement and avoid 
being bounced around on the airbed. 

Years later, when their children moved out they bought them new beds and treated 
themselves to a king-size one with a padded headboard. They would stretch out and 
laze in it, enjoying the peace they had been given by the departure of their children 
and their early retirement. 

In their twilight years they bought twin beds, so they wouldn’t disturb each other on 
drawn out trips to the toilet (him) or long periods spent awake, tossing and turning 
in the middle of night (her). It was the bed he found her in when she died. 

N  
As part of the Bounds Green Lockdown Lit, James had a story included in the 
second wave - have a look here: 
https://boundsgreenbookwriters.com/lockdown-lit-2/ 

 

Enfield Poets are aiming to construct a poetry map of Enfield.  
If you want to get involved, you can find more details here: 

https://www.pgweb.uk/news/157-arts-and-culture/2820-building-a-picture-of-
enfield-in-poems 
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L  H  
by Sarah Jayne Johnson 

I’m dozing on a park bench when I feel his shadow block the sun’s baking rays. 
Little dimples spread across my exposed tummy.  

‘Hey darling. You’ve got an amazing little hole on yer.’ 

I ignore him. Fill my lungs with warm air. 

‘Bloody beautiful.’ 

I keep my eyes closed. He’ll go in a minute. 

‘It’s definitely a beaut.’ My eyes flick open as he places his left index finger into my 
belly button. I freeze. 

‘I love me a good life hole.’ With each syllable his voice whacks my skull with a thud. 
He wiggles the intruding finger making my tummy fat jiggle in oscillating waves. I 
lightly grab his arm, my muscle strength deserts me. He chuckles. 

‘Thanks love. I really needed that. Cheered me right up.’ I open my mouth as his 
arm and finger retract. Silence. Bile rises at the back of my throat. 

He starts to turn but stops to lock eyes with me. Smiles. Then in a seamless motion, 
bends down and licks my belly button.  

His slimy saliva drips as he walks away. ‘Yep. A right beaut of a life hole...’  

I feel myself droop like a tulip that’s been kept in too much heat, still with perfectly 
formed petals but somehow broken in its curved state. I try to pull my crop top 
down, wanting it to stretch, to miraculously be able to cover my shame. With a jerk, 
a waterfall of debris surges out my mouth and covers it instead. 

R  
 

Useful websites: 

Insecure Writers: https://www.insecurewriterssupportgroup.com/ 

Enfield Over 50s Forum:  https://enfieldover50sforum.org.uk/writings/ 

Enfield Poets:  https://enfieldpoets.com/ 

Beyond words:  https://www.beyondwordsmag.com/ 
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 T  C  R  
by Bernard Hawkins 
 

Some candles seem to be a-burning bright,  
Much more fiercely than their fellows are,  
Giving forth a more than ample light,  
Aspiring to the status of a star, 
Making those around feel wickless  
Insignificant and witless. 

Such a one proceeds quite free, 
Dazzling the eyes of those who lit him,  
Better merely for to see; 
Ignorant that the hand that dipped him  
Valued no-one, less than he, 
Cast into the mould that fit him. 

Blithely goes he on, the reckless fool,  
Heedless that the heat from his own fire  
Has formed, thereto, a molten waxen pool,  
Which overflows: a hot, translucent tear  
That trickles down his ever-shrinking, ill-  
Begotten form, consumes himself, until 
His substance lies in a congealing meer  
Round bent and twisted embers. 
At the death, the slower, less conspicuous members  
Of his klan, look down 
And flickering, sadly shake their heads - and frown. 

T  G  
by Pamela Harvey 
 

Skyscraper city and just like the rest, 
All the world over, the East and the West,  
 Look the same. 
Only at first glance the London I know  
Still holds its secrets from so long ago 
 When they came. 

Now hardly noticed near buildings so tall,  
Proud ancient sentinel, once London Wall 
 Stood alone. 
In gaps and fissures a little flower grew  
Called London Pride -all our history knew, 
And was known. 

Stalwart observer of two thousand years,  
Sunbathed in laughter and misted in tears, 
 Soaring tall. 
Over the centuries weeds of neglect 
Twisted about it, but still had respect 
 For the Wall. 

Demolished city, attacked from the air;  
Grimly the Londoners, close to despair 
 Stood their ground. 
Battle of Britain, hard fought and hard won-  
The Peace at last, and a new age begun 
 All around. 


