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Writing from in-person sessions which have restarted on Wednesdays. 
 

People share (non-obligatory) homework at the start of each session before further 
writing, reading and discussion. (Apologies, some items reformatted to save space): 
 
 

Back to the land (Sheena) Even before the pandemic hit 

 there was quite a lot of discussion about growing  things. The 
positive reasons came mainly from the worrying news about  
climate change. Before Covid, most people just worried with- 
out doing much about it but when lockdown hit they had  
time to think about it more. Some enquired about allotments 
others helped with tree planting and conservation, made  
attempts to buy locally grown food from local merchants and 
sustainably sourced fish. Some decided to grow veg in their  
gardens among the flowers. Many people walked a good  
deal when allowed to and discovered, sometimes for the first 
time, the beauty of the landscape and feared for its possible  
future destruction. It made many recognise the warning signs 
and begin to look outward to a wider world rather than  
merely inward to their own existence. 
 

A very different existence (Mary)  
I stink. Pig manure stink. It’s in my nails and my toes and  
my hair, and oozing out of my pores even after scrubbing  
in my five inches of water and carbolic I still stink. The  
others won’t sit next to me at supper. The little blonde  
that’s been leading the cart horse in between sucking up  
to the farmer wrinkles her nose and smiles to her neigh- 
bours. Hope one of those heavy hooves steps on her foot 
tomorrow. See then if she can wear those patent high  
heeled shoes she was polishing up for Saturday’s dance. 
 

 

Back to the land (Marlene)  
Where we came from. Where we eat, drink and 
sleep sometimes. Working the land with tractor, 
sheep or cows is hard work. Making silage or hay. 
I remember driving the tractor down the shed to 
feed the sheep and back up. Turning out the 
young cows: never been out before, they ran all 
over the place, bumping into things (I was always 
shut in the stable by choice!) The moment they 
realise they can run wild – smell the new grass and 
have the freedom – hard to get them back in, in 
the autumn. The sheep were last to come in for 
winter but not before they’d come in for shearing, 
done by the lovely young, handsome Australian 
lads who came over especially for the summer. I 
used to make huge meat and potato pies for them 
while they were with us. Very disturbing for a girl! 
 

Our daily bread (Bill)  

We work on the land, Men make their stand 

The hours are long, But some have a song 

To keep our hopes high, As our boys in the sky 

Fly to and from, While we here below 

Keep home fires burning, All the time yearning 

For peace once again 

 

 

 

A very different life (Pauline) (edited down) Staring at the ceiling, she moaned, ‘Hate the colour of 

this uniform and the jersey’s so itchy’. Bee, who she’d just met, sat opposite kicking her legs, as though quite 
happy. Maybe she was. Being away from home affected folks differently. But agreeing that she didn’t like their 
gear and still staring into nothing she replied, “Assume you mean this fashionable attire we’ve been 
allocated?” With that Bee stopped swinging her legs and burst into tears. ‘Heavens - you OK?’  Obviously not! 
‘No. I’m alright, honest, just trying to make the best of it - you know - brave face - stiff upper lip and all that.’ 
‘Aren’t we all dear.’ Pru, marching in, slung herself onto her bed. ‘You’ll get used to it. It’s a shock at first. I 
missed everything - Mum, Dad, Gran, my Molly.’ ‘Who’s Molly?’ ‘Why, my little Jack Russell.’ ‘Is there 
anywhere to go of an evening?’ ‘Only The Brewers: darts, dominoes, and skittles; fellas too old, too young or 
married. Don’t worry: you’ll be too tired to lift a glass, your hands so blistered at first you won’t want to throw 
darts, hurl skittles or nurse a tankard. Sorry you feel bad. I did at first. You’ll get used to it.’ As a teddy bear 
sailed through the air, together they screamed ‘I don’t want to get used to it. I want to go home.’ 
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Contact details:           
c/o Leek Health Centre, Fountain St 
Leek, ST13 6JB (Andy currently collects mail weekly) 
 

Phone: 01538 528708  
New mobile: 07760 138395 (now on a better connection)  
Email: info@borderlandvoices.org.uk  
Website: www.borderlandvoices.org.uk 
Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/groups/1398672493722468 
Borderland Voices contact: Andy Collins: working from home 

Borderland Voices 
23 years of arts for mental wellbeing 

  

 

 

In-person sessions take place in our new home: Leek Health 
Centre, each Wednesday. Currently no Zoom sessions. 

 

Every Wednesday: 10.30-12.30 Creative Writing;  
1.30-3.30 Expressive Art. All welcome. 

 

For guidelines on finding the venue and sensible 
precautions once inside, email info@borderlandvoices.org.uk 

 

Wed 6th Oct day visit: Poole’s Cavern Country Park, Buxton 
(car-share): writing and art about trees and woods. Café on site. 
Leave Leek 10.30, return 3.30. Contact Andy ASAP if you want 
to come. Art throughout the month will continue these themes. 

 

Writing will use Land Army source material as inspiration. 
 

Sat/Sun, 2/3 Oct: BV WLA stall at the Blues and 
Americana Festival, on the Foxlowe Terrace, 10am–4pm 

 

Fri/Sat 8/9 Oct: BV Art Exhibition as part of the Leek Town 
Council Art Trail, Foxlowe function room, 10am-4pm 
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You, our participants 
 

currently contribute to our rent in Fountain Street and 
help keep our services going 

with donations, large and small, in cash and in kind. 
 

Vitally, you are also supporting one another. 

The common good (Andy): Their song reminds me of 

Isiah: beat swords into ploughshares , the lion lying down 
with the lamb. Except the WLA’s whole point was the 
opposite: free men from working the land with ploughshares 
so they can go and murder Jerry with guns. Most Brits 
(except COs) believed at the time that it was for the common 
good; the horror of the concentration camps perhaps bears 
that out but has to be set against blanket bombing of 
German cities and dropping A-bombs on Japan.  
 

Back to the land (Jane) My job is clear. My battle 

ground is not in the thick of it with mortar shells and gun 
fire. Nor the trenches with the smell of gunpowder. My 
warzone, as it were, is the land. My weapon not a gun 
but tools to make the land grow. We’ll spring this land 
into life providing food for those around us. We may not 
be in the eye of the war’s storm. But on the outside of 
that spectrum, we fight our own war, supporting our 

brothers in arms back to the land. 
 
 

 

Pest control (Mark)  
I police the curtilage, mark the 
boundaries stop the gaps. Instinctively 
set traps humane, or otherwise for 
incursions into patrolled space. My 
safe place. The walls are fast and the 
battlements proceed apace. But the 
pests keep coming in finding a way. 
No: more true instead to say that that 
they arrive from another dimension, 
are already inside, always have been, 
and from them I cannot shrink nor can 
I hide. The effluent of the affluent. 
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