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Welcome...
to a monthly collection of creative writing and chat.

THIS ISSUE:

● Hi and introduction
● Theme: distance
● Your turn: distance
● One year on
● Your turn: One year on

● Creative Writing Club
● Scribbling stories
● Scribbles loves...
● Next mont

Hi! How are you? I think you’ll enjoy the writing this month. Perhaps, after you have

read a little, you’ll feel like doing some scribbling on whatever ‘distance’ means to

you. To introduce the theme, before we get into the details of what it may or may not

mean to you all as writers, we have a mini comic strip from Duncan and a haiku from

Marie, I could have saved them both for an issue on existentialism...
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‘Who am I?

By Duncan Groves @djgdraws

Haiku

The distance from where

I started to where I end

Is sadly much less…

Marie Arrowsmith @arranzmarriot
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Theme: Distance
Well, what does distance mean to me? It’s a noun! It’s a space between two defined

points. It’s something out of reach. It is something I can vaguely see on the horizon.

The idea of Distance intrigued me. I looked up images on the internet for more ideas

and the one that captivated me the most was of a bright red wooden ladder reaching,

forever reaching, up into a vivid blue sky su�used with white flu�y clouds. Beautiful. But

where did that ladder go? Where was it pointing to? To your dreams!

Your dreams are forever in the distance, on that horizon. Your dreams are what make

you get up in the morning. Your dreams let you see into the distance to that vivid blue

sky. They are what keep you walking, skipping, running to that horizon, chasing then,

always, and just out of reach, sometimes, until that day, that vivid bright blue day with

su�used white flu�y clouds, when the space between you, point A, and your dream,

Point B, finally closes. Marie Arrowsmith @arranzmarriot

The following section of poetry covers trainers, love, worry and much more. Sarah’s

poem charts a change and uses physical imagery to carry us along on a beautiful and

familiar journey.

Have you ever tried ‘couch to 5k’? It’s brilliant if you’re nervous about getting started

jogging or running. In Amy’s poem, the feeling of monotony, repetition and

achievement is caught beautifully through the changing rhythm and repetition. Must.

Start. Jogging. Again. In all of the poems, there is as much closeness as there is
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distance. In the poems ‘Distance’ and ‘Little Sprout’ there are reminders that with

closeness and distance there is often pain and voids that are difficult to navigate.

How far do I go for you?

At the beginning I marched for miles.
I lived to walk for you. Run for you.
I glided. In a slipstream of love.
Now? There are days when I should go further.
When I want to go further.
There are days when I take not one step.

Some days I’d happily walk hand in hand across this earth with you. For you.
On others that earth is dark and murky, it swallows me whole.
I swim not walk. Drown not glide. Stumble and fall.

I think. At the end.
We will roll across this earth. Legs in the air.
Yes. We will. With not a care in the world.

Written by Sarah Cotton
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New Trainers

Get up
Walk downstairs
Sit down.
Get up
Walk upstairs
Sit down.
Sit down
Sit down
Sit down.

Buy trainers.

Get up
Walk downstairs
Out the door
Down the street

Down the road
Think about nothing else for 30
minutes.
Jog
Run
Sweat
Breathe
Listen
Smile.
Walk back home
Down the road
Down the street
Through the door
Sit down.

Amy Davies

Distance

It used to be so slight
That no light could be seen.
No distance in the join between
us.
The glow we held,
Together,
Cocooned within.

But distance grows.
Watered with lies,
Fed with broken promises.
Driving the wedge,
Through the join, our join.

Cracking my heart,
Hollow.
Till I feel as though I will fall
In on myself.

The crack becomes a rift
The rift a canyon
So deep and wide
The distance between us
So great
That we no longer hear each
other
And I can barely see your face.

Anonymous
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Little Sprout

You are too small
too vulnerable
too precious to me
to be
knocked out
cut up
stitched up.

I want to
protect you
enrobe you
love you
wrap you up.

Your shrill
oblivious cry
tells me
you don’t need me
and that cuts me up.

Right now, Little Sprout, it’s good that
this is hurting me
more than they have hurt you.

Written and illustrated by Heather Johnson @fargoandstorm
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“Try it again.”
Rusted bearings rotated in
a rustier cylinder. The
sound swerved and
rebounded o� the road,
only to be soaked and
swallowed by the wall of
pine that hugged the
winding pass.
It was warm and damp
now but on leaving
Wythenshawe early-ish
that morning it had been
raining. No surprise,
Mancunian precipitation
was nothing if not
consistent. Wetter than
most, probably on par with
Cumbrian or Cambrian
drizzle for its ability to
permeate.
The sun steamed the
suburban streets as they
departed. Stockpot onto
Hyde, Hyde to Glossop
until over their shoulder.

Assent and sweep right, onto the Snake Pass.
The Pass had carried them many times and in doing so had noted three
attributes in their journeys: folly, good grace and reliably unreliable
mechanics.
“Try again.”
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Imagine the sound of a washing machine drum of ever decreasing sheet
steel: rotating, rasping, choking, skipping o� the greasy tarmac. Warm
oil mixed with pine resin and damp ferns, a heady fragrance of a rural
mechanical malfunction.
“Again.”
Rasp. Cough. Nothing.
“It’s not happening”.
He smiled. Sat at the wheel, door ajar with the wrong foot on the
accelerator and his right foot on the pass. Choke cupped between the
fingers and thumb of his left hand, right hand on the wheel with the
remnants of a roll up pointing toward the vinyl roof.
“Well at least it’s stopped raining”
He joined Paul under the bonnet. They stared, weight on their four
forearms, leaning in, shoulders hunched.
“Right!” said Paul decisively.
“Let’s have a meeting.” He
simpered at Paul’s all too
frequent suggestion.
The 1976 Vauxhall pitched
forward as the two friends
turned in unison, sat on the sill
and proceeded to consider their
options.
“One,” said Paul, clearly
self-appointed chair, “we walk
to the pub,” inhaling
mid-sentence, “and ring Sid”
Exhale.
“Two.”
Inhale.
“Walk to the pub and ring Phil.”
Exhale.
“Or three.”
Pause, frown, inhale.
“Walk to the pub and ring Alan.”
Grimace, exhale.
Paul gave him a sideways
glance as the two
instantaneously agreed Alan
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was not an option. Alan was a particularly cruel and devious individual,
the only comfort in knowing him was surely the feeble ambition of his
intellect. Had he possessed a modicum of intelligence the potential of his
cruelty would have been abominable. As it was, he was content with the
tournament of a close circle of wretched souls over whom he had
influence. Leaving them two options. Phil would be there in a heartbeat
but Sid was preferred. He was not the closest or the most loyal but he
knew his way around an engine. This o�ered the opportunity of repair to
negate a rescue. The last thing they needed was assistance from
‘others’. Imagine an unsuspecting do-gooder discovering the contents of
the boot or even worse, Alan finding out a do-gooder had found out. Not
sure even Paul could talk his way out of that one.
“I recon Sid could fix it?”
“It sounds fucked though.”
“How fucked?”
“Pretty fucked.”
“Not totally fucked then.”
The laughter, the sort reserved for fellows who would wish to be within
each other’s company than without, followed the sound of the
reluctantly turned engine; swallowed by the immediate contours of the
tree lined pass.

“Dad. I’m hungry,” came a voice from the rear.

Five short strides found him at the rear o� side window as Paul dropped
the bonnet.

“Come on then, let’s find some dinner”.

The precarious nature of the predicament had not, did not and would
never dawn on the young passengers. They were a long way from home
but these were always the best adventures.

Written and illustrated by Wayne Fallon @waynefallon
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Distance: your turn

I think we might be incredibly lucky to see these pieces of writing from Wayne, he is
an amazing artist, even appearing on Sky Arts’ Portrait Artist of the Year and as you
can see he is a great writer too. Whether or not this is based on real events (Wayne
described it to me as a short story), I found it therapeutic to read as it transported
me back to those long childhood car journeys (mine were always over the Cat and
Fiddle Buxton- Macclesfield road- there were some exciting moments).
Whether it was the poetry or the prose that you most enjoyed, why not sit and think
about ‘distance’? Close your eyes and see what comes up, maybe you’ll write a poem
about the way time feels when you look back at distant memories, or a description of
how close (or otherwise) you feel to someone or something in your life.

If you’re not quite reaching for pen and paper yet...read on! We have something for
everyone this month.

One Year On
I’ve kept talking about escapism in these pages and on my
@rachael_scribbles page, but when Kim sent this piece to me, I
remembered that I had planned to talk about the pandemic in some
way. I have a funny relationship with anniversaries, of all sorts, so this
March has certainly brought up a lot of reflection. Kim writes
effortlessly and in such a balanced way about the last year and I think it
is a good reminder that we’ve all lived through something we won’t
forget.
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One year on

For most of us, March 2021 will come as a bittersweet thought. The winter months are
drawing to a close and signs of spring are popping up all around us. The da�odils are
blooming, Easter is on its way and the weather is improving. Yet this particular March
brings with it reminders of previous years.

It is now 12 months since the first national lockdown in the UK. 12 months since we first
heard the words “stay home, protect the NHS, save lives”. 12 months since we last said
to our families “this will all be over soon and then we can meet up again” and tried to
help granny work out how to unmute herself on zoom.

Many thousands of people have not seen family and friends for many months.
Grandparents haven’t met their grandchildren, children haven’t played with their
cousins, social distancing has become the norm and separating ourselves has become
expected. The physical and emotional distance between families becoming a painful
wound that continues to fester.

But, amongst all of the heartaches, there are reasons to hope; reasons to believe that
it really can’t last forever. With each vaccine administered, we close the distance
between ourselves and better times. With every day that passes, we get closer to
hugging our loved ones again. Barbecues and birthday parties come closer to
happening, cuddles with babies we have yet to meet become something to plan for.
Nights spent dancing to our favourite bands with our head somehow shoved into a
stranger’s armpit slowly become a reality rather than something we wistfully
reminisce about.

So, this March, it is only right to grieve for what we have lost over the last 12 months,
but don’t forget to have hope too. Better things are coming.

Written by @permanently_outnumbered
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One year on: your turn
What do you want to write about the last year? What have you learned?
Write a letter to 2020 or 2021 (love this idea from @writesparks). Write
a list poem of memories, good and bad from the pandemic. Write a
short story that starts with the line: “Hands. Face. Space.” As always I
would love to see the results.

@rachael_scribbles Creative Writing Club

Introducing Little Scribbles- ideas for any under tens in your life...

Try this with your little scribblers: “Can you tell me a
story?” Let them go round and round in circles; let them
repeat, contradict, stutter and pause; let them break every
rule they might one day have to follow. I’m not an expert,
but I think whatever they come out with is worth
recording- make an audio and then transcribe it, or if
you’re quick enough, type it up as they speak. You can try
this even if your little scribbler can write themselves,

sometimes speaking can give them more freedom. Let me know if you try this and if
you have a little scribbler who would like to see their writing in print. Rachael xx

Scribbling stories

Hannah (a secondary school English teacher) wanted her students to
write some poetry about the experience of lockdown. She wanted them
to be free with form and structure, so she wrote this as an example, an
honest confession of day to day life in the pandemic.
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Lockdown Poem
Today I got up and brushed my hair:

My mother would despair if she saw the state I let it get to when no one
is around.
I made my bed too and opened the curtains:
I need to be civilised and prepare for when life might get back to normal.

On my daily run I feel so smug;
Lockdown 1 me would never do this,
But that smugness fades when I return home
And see the face, hair and outfit that just left the house.

Bore da! Prynhawn da! Nos Da! Hywl!
It all started so well.
Hannah dw i. Sut dych chi?
I said to no-one.
Family zoom quizzes;
Once good entertainment,
Now forced family fun.
Think I’d rather stay in my house alone …
‘Sorry mum the internet is no good.’

Social distance and bubbles, pandemic and herd immunity:
I don’t like my new vocabulary.

Written by Hannah Cooke
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Scribbles Loves…

DH Lawrence, Distance and Proximity

It’s intimacy rather than distance we think of when we think of Lawrence; those
moments in Lady Chatterley’s Lover, clothes thrown o�, inhibitions lost, bodies
entwined. And yet, the novel ends with a letter, Mellors and Connie far apart, waiting for
their divorces, to be together again. ‘Well, so many words, because I can’t touch you. If I
could sleep with my arm round you, the ink could stay in the bottle.’

And in the poem Intimates, the couple couldn’t be more distant. I picture them dressed
in their finery, about to go out, to a dance perhaps, the mirror revealing the limits of
their connection, close on the surface only.

Distance between people, distance between places; painful absences, new horizons; the
nervous distance we feel at the start of a relationship as we let down our guard, the
sadness as we feel as we sense someone move away from us; the awe we feel as we
gaze up at the stars.

‘She was all that was beyond him. She had no connection with him. She was there like a
wonderful distance.’ Here, Alfred tentatively starts to recognise his feelings for Louisa
but fears that she is too good for him, that she will never feel the same way, and yet the
distance is still ‘wonderful’. Lawrence explores the giving up of self, and the leap of faith
needed, to become a couple.

‘A train three miles away, roared across the valley. The night was very large, and very
strange, stretching its hoary distances infinitely.’ Here, Gertrude Morel, locked out of the
house after a row with her drunken husband, wanders the garden filled with a burning
fury. Gradually she becomes aware of the natural world and the night around her, but it
isn’t a comforting presence, in fact, as she looks up at the vast sky, its immensity forces
her to a realisation, not only the cold truth of her marriage, but the complete loss of
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self, where does she now belong?

By the age of twenty-one, Lawrence had left behind his birthplace, the close-knit
community of Eastwood where most young men became miners, defying convention to
become a writer and live with a married woman. He and Frieda hoped to settle in
Cornwall but it was the First World War, locals were suspicious and they were forced to
leave. His novel, The Rainbow had been banned for obscenity, copies destroyed; so
Lawrence turned his back on the country he felt rejected him, never settling in one
place for more than a couple of years again. But the thousands of letters he wrote to
friends and family show that he didn’t want to leave them behind. In fact, as he
travelled, he was searching for a place to build his vision of Rananim, a creative
community of writers and artists, and many of his letters urge friends to join him. In all
his work; his novels, his poetry, his essays, Lawrence is trying to reach out, to close the
distance, ‘For we are more or less connected, all more or less in touch: all humanity.’

Written by Kate Foster @dhlawrencehaggsfarm

DH Lawrence quotations from:
Lady Chatterley’s Lover
Sons and Lovers
Daughters of the Vicar
Nobody Loves Me

Next month’s theme: music

If you enjoyed reading this piece on D H Lawrence, (I did! Thank you, Kate!) there are
plenty more in the form of blog entries at www.haggsfarmsociety.co.uk

Submissions are still being accepted for April’s edition. The theme is simply: ‘Music.’
Think about what music means to you. How might music feature in your WIP or any
other fictional writing you are working on? Do you write lyrics? Are you an artist with
an interest in depicting musical instruments? Please get in touch.
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I’m also interested to hear your ideas for future
themes, write what you want to write and I’ll help
you to find an audience by sharing it here. I can’t
promise I can include every piece I receive but I will
always explain why and keep it for possible use in
future editions. This is a free publication, we can’t
offer a payment and you retain copyright of your
work, of course. Photograph by Al’s Gig Photos

How to get in touch

If you have felt inspired to write as you read these pages, please get in
touch. You can email submissions@rachaelscribbles.com, or send me a
message on Instagram @rachael_scribbles. Equally, if you have a
painting, sketch or photograph that you would like to share with a
small, friendly, creative community, I’d love to hear from you. Your art
might have been inspired by this month’s writing, or link to the theme
for future editions, whatever it is though, we’d love to see it!

Thanks for coming,

Rachael xxx

@rachael_scribbles

www.rachaelscribbles.com
Email: submissions@rachaelscribbles.com
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