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Foreword

The Padiham Writes Project has been supported by the Padiham Townscape 
Heritage programme, a Heritage Lottery Funded scheme supporting the 
growth and development of Padiham town centre. The scheme aims to retain 
the historic character of the area through building repair and restoration, 
along with significant improvements to the public realm.

Yet, it’s not just about the importance of historic buildings, but the heritage 
of people and community too. The Padiham Townscape Heritage also wants 
to engage local people in local heritage, in fun and creative ways. The Padiham 
Writes Project expresses heritage and culture through writing, developing 
short stories and poetry inspired by Padiham’s past and produced by Padiham 
people.

With special thanks to the Padiham Writes facilitator, Amy Tempest, and all 
our participants.

Thanks also to: Padiham Archive Group, Gawthorpe Hall, Mooch Café and 
Padiham Library.

Suzanne Pickering
Townscape Heritage Development Officer
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Preface

Imagine the writer. They’re sat alone in a café, hunched over a notebook or 
laptop, working in secrecy until they get published. If they get published. 
Much of their work doesn’t see the light of day because they haven’t found 
a place for them in a publication. Some writers don’t even share their work 
in the first place for fear it won’t be ‘good enough’, whatever ‘good enough’ is. 
And writing groups just don’t seem to happen as often as other arts and crafts. 
Writing can be a lonely pursuit!

But sometimes writers need to find each other to share ideas, gain feedback 
on their work and create collaborations. They need to kick back, drink coffee 
and eat cake. And laugh together.

This is exactly what the Padiham Writes Project did for three hours on 
a Saturday afternoon over one month. This anthology is what they created 
over such a short space of time. Every piece has been inspired by Padiham’s 
heritage in one way or another, and the rest was down to each person’s craft 
and artistry.

Creative writing can often get overlooked when it comes to the arts and 
crafts. Yet, writing is both an art and a craft. Writers respond to the world 
around them artistically and they use ‘writing tools’ and techniques to craft 
that response into something which moves the reader; a smile, a tear or a 
deep reflection. Or even just the turn of a page.

Padiham has its pockets of creativity and is mostly known for the textile 
crafts. There are art shops, arts and craft classes and plenty of people with 
a creative flair. But I couldn’t find a place nearby for writers. It was my aim 
to make that place, find those writers, bring them together in the heart of 
Padiham, and respond to Padiham’s heritage in a way that hasn’t been done 
here before.

We used the Padiham Archives huge wealth of material; Padiham 
Libraries maps and local history books; a tour of Gawthorpe Hall; some tai-
lor-made-to-Padiham writing prompts; and lots of coffee and scones at 
Mooch Café to get us writing. We re-drafted our work considering feedback 
received. Edited. Edited. Then edited again. Then we read our final piece/s at 
an evening event as part of the Burnley Literary Festival 2018.

Some of the pieces featured in this anthology are from writers who had not 
written before. Some had written but not for a long while. A few had written 
frequently but were still challenged to write in ways they hadn’t done before. 
Each person was brave in trying something new and offering that work to be 
printed here. Please keep in mind whilst reading the short amount of time we 
had working on our piece – each piece was given a week to find the idea, do 
the research, write and then redraft. We did not have the help of an editor or 
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Short Stories

other professional either. Nevertheless, the anthology contains a lot of great 
writing. There’s historical fiction, children’s poetry, free verse poetry, a sonnet, 
a children’s short story and lots of Lancastrian humour.

I hope you find something in these pages that moves you to appreciate 
Padiham’s heritage, and creative writing as an art and craft. At the very least, 
it’s not a bad way to pass the time is it? Get yourself a drink in a coffee shop, 
get comfy, and enjoy.

Amy Lee Tempest
Workshop Facilitator
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hell in my service’
‘But – but – I’m not Abraham Entwistle’ I managed to stammer out. If the 

Devil could have had a look of surprise on his ugly face, Old Nick had it now.
‘I am the Devil’ thundered the horned figure, ‘I can’t make mistakes.’ He 

shook his trident in the air menacingly.
‘Abraham lives two doors down’ I contradicted him. This time I felt more 

confident, having got over my initial shock, and my voice was stronger.
Not to be denied another demonic servant in his kingdom of Hell, the Devil 

retorted, ‘Well, I will take you instead.’
‘Oh no, you don’t,’ I said, banging on the window, ‘Be off with you. May the 

Lord drop his clogs on you.’
The Devil recoiled at the sound of this ancient sacred Lancashire invocation, 

and with a loud noise like a thunderclap, disappeared in a huge cloud of fire 
and smoke.

No-one believed my account of the day the Devil came to Padiham, but 
townspeople remarked on the smell of sulphur which lingered in Mill Street 
for many days after.

The Day the Devil 
Came to Padiham

Brenda Hayman
It was the noise of what sounded like horse’s hooves clattering on the cobbles 
outside my home which attracted my attention. I rose from my cosy armchair 
to look out of the window of my home in Mill Street.

I could not believe my eyes. There, in all his fiery glory, surrounded by 
clouds of smoke, stood the Devil, Old Nick himself. It was the sound of his 
cloven hooves that had disturbed my afternoon reverie. The figure was eight 
feet tall and was coloured bright red. With his horned head and eyes like 
glowing coals he was a terrifying apparition. He held a lethal-looking trident, 
his claw-like hands ending in long, razor-sharp talons. His long tail, tipped 
like an arrow-head at the end, was draped over his left arm. Taken aback, for 
several minutes I could only stare, my eyes and brain refusing to believe what 
I was seeing.

At last, I pulled myself together enough to call out, in a weak tremulous 
voice, ‘What do you want?’

‘I have come to collect you, Abraham Entwistle.’ Demanded my unwelcome 
visitor. ‘For all your evil deeds you will come with me and spend all eternity in 
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‘Mum, Is the Queen coming to our house today?’
‘Yes. She is. And Prince Philip too.’
‘Will the Queen be wearing a crown?’
‘Yes she will. And Prince Philip will be in his navy uniform. He’ll even have a 

sword with him’.
‘Are they coming to see all our ladies here?’
‘Yes, they will go round and shake hands with everyone.’
‘Will everyone have to bow or curtsey to them?’
‘We can if we want to. But the Queen and Prince Philip will understand if 

some of our ladies can’t get up from their chairs or out of bed. Oh, and did I 
tell you that someone is coming from the newspaper to take a photo and write 
about it.’

‘Oh good. And are we still having a party afterwards?’
‘Yes. We are going to have a wonderful street party. Nearly everyone from 

on this street, and some from the other streets. So we have a lot to do. We 
have to help get all the chairs and tables outside, and the food, and the flags 
and put the bunting up. Then we have to get dressed up and wear our crowns. 
You never know, you might win the best crown competition! And you can wear 
your blue and white cardigan with your red T shirt, so you will be red, white 
and blue.’

‘What food will we be having, mum?’
‘Oh there’ll be all-sorts – Butties, cakes, sausage rolls, jam tarts, jelly… 

Everyone is bringing something. There will even be some Chinese food from 
the chip shop, so there will be rice and prawn crackers, too. And music playing 
and some games. It will be a day to remember.’

And it was, too.

A conversation with my 5 year 
old son. Padiham – 1977

Janet Dandy
Based on a very memorable Street Party in 1977 in Queen Street 
Padiham, to celebrate the Queen’s Silver Jubilee.

My five year old son and I were living at the ‘Bank House Home for 
Gentle Ladies’ on Queen Street, which was a private care home for 
elderly ladies that my parents had bought.

Two friends of my parents had volunteered to dress up as the Queen 
and Prince Philip, but for amusement the man was dressed as the 
Queen and the lady was dressed as Prince Philip. They came into the 
home and shook hands with all the residents, and I think some of them 
genuinely thought it was the Royal family. We all had a great time at the 
street party. Those I am still in touch with still talk about it.
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play in the hall’s generously appointed grounds.
Albert’s housework kept him occupied for much of his days, but whenever 

an opportunity arose to take Sir Starkie up on his offer, he seized it 
wholeheartedly. The great outdoors filled young Albert’s soul with energy, 
giving him the courage to get through another week. Nevertheless, when 
taking a particularly good shot of his sling or climbing an exceptionally high 
tree, along with a sense of delight at his achievements, he would also feel the 
absence of a companion with which to share those special moments. So today, 
when he heard the gleeful laughter of a little girl on his way to Huntroyde’s 
glorious rose garden, Albert’s idle walk quickly turned into an enthusiastic jog.

There, beneath an arch of white roses in the middle of the square 
stone-walled courtyard stood a young girl, around eight years old, wearing a 
crimson red duffle coat, thick grey woollen tights and shiny red shoes of the 
likes Albert had never before seen. She looked happy; a little bit plump, rosy 
cheeked and carefree. Albert watched her with curiosity as she delicately 
brushed each of the flowers on the rose bush with her chubby little fingers, all 
the while humming a jaunty tune.

‘Hello there!’ called out Albert as he moved from the treeline to approach 
the little girl. ‘I’m Albert from over yonder at Wall Green Cottage. Me father’s 
t’groundkeeper ‘ere.’

 As the little girl turned to meet Albert’s gaze, he was taken aback by her 
deep black eyes, which stood out like coal on snow against her pale features.

‘Hello,’ she said in a quiet yet confident tone. ‘What are you doing playing in 
my rose garden?’

 ‘Oh, I do apologise, Miss,’ said Albert. ‘I didn’t know there was a young Miss 
Starkie. Your father gave me t’go-ahead to play in this ‘ere garden. I can leave, 
if you so wish?’

Looking him up and down and obviously approving of Albert’s wide-set 
blue eyes, muck-strewn face and half-shy, half-cheeky smile, the little girl gave 
out a squeal and said, ‘No, please don’t! I’d love for you to stay.’

So, Albert and the little girl played and played. They chased each other 
around the courtyard paths, scaled the bricks, ran along the wall tops and 
made perfume out of rose petals and cakes out of mud, chatting and laughing 
all the while. Exhausted and with the autumn afternoon light fading, the two 
children sat together underneath the white rose arch.

‘That’s t’most fun I’ve had in an age,’ declared Albert excitedly, but with a 
touch of melancholy. ‘Me father would tide me backside if he saw me running 
around like a giddy-kipper and me mam’s too poorly to go outdoors.’

‘Really, Albert?’ said the little girl in amazement. ‘That’s very sad. My father 
adores watching me play in this garden. Once, after I’d played for hours, he 
plucked a perfect white rose from the top of this arch, picked off all the thorns 
and placed it in the buttonhole of my red coat. We both love the white ones, but 
he said that one day he’d find me a bright red rose to perfectly match my coat.’

A Crimson Dawn
Mary Lee-Slade

Twit twoo. Twit twoo. The Tawny owl in the branches of the great oak to the 
north of Wall Green Cottage signalled the arrival of dusk and its scarlet hues, 
which were sure to give way to impending darkness. Young Albert looked to 
the skies with a sense of foreboding. His father would soon be home from The 
Old Black Bull, just down the hill in Padiham, with a belly full of beer and a 
head full of hatred. It was the same every Friday night and Albert, as usual, had 
spent all day worrying about how to deal with his father’s drunken temper.

His Mother had been sick for six months now. She did all she could to 
muster the energy to keep the house ticking over, but Albert did the lion’s 
share. His schooling took a back seat to tending the fires, washing the clothes 
and sweeping the floors, but he received not one solitary word of praise for 
his efforts. Putting the kettle on the flame-filled stove, he prayed with all his 
strength that a cup of tea and a potted beef sandwich would be enough to 
pacify his father on his return from the local public house. After all, the greenish 
black bruises on Albert’s ribs hadn’t yet fully faded from last weekend.

Albert awoke the next day to a freezing cold house and the sound of his 
mother struggling down the stone cottage’s steep stairs. Last night hadn’t 
been as bad as the week before, but a faint ringing in his left ear was reminder 
enough to keep him on his toes throughout the coming week. If he could do all 
his jobs, look after mother and do his best to stay out of father’s way, he might 
just get through it unscathed.

Mother was having one of her worst days so far. Her breath was coming 
short and fast, her skin was sallow and lined with a shimmer of cold sweat 
and her watery eyes could barely stay open. Making her comfortable on the 
scruffy old armchair in front of the fire, Albert set about his chores. His father 
was a groundskeeper for the Huntroyde Estate on which their family home 
was situated and knowing he would be home from his Saturday shift just after 
three, Albert planned to have his tasks completed and to be out exploring 
the surrounding woodlands before his father stepped foot through their 
bright red front door. As long as his tea was left warming on the stove and 
his whiskey was waiting for him in the kitchen cupboard, his father should be 
happy enough. Or as happy as a man like him ever could be, at least.

Chores completed, with his pockets full of conkers and a catapult clutched 
in his hand, Albert made his way down the driveway towards Huntroyde Hall’s 
rose garden, making sure to avoid the path his father usually took on his route 
home. Albert’s catapult had been given to him as a tenth birthday present 
from Sir Starkie, the Huntroyde estate’s landlord, earlier in the year and along 
with the gift, he’d also been granted permission from his father’s employer to 
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puffs on his cigarette.
He took hold of Albert’s arm and all but dragged him to the waiting carriage. 

The journey was sombre and as they pulled up at the church Albert felt a 
sense of relief as he sighted Sir Starkie. It would be comforting to hear a few 
kind words.

The service was long and drawn out. The vicar spoke for what felt like 
forever, the congregation sang several lacklustre hymns and the women, most 
of whom Albert did not recognise, cried seemingly endless tears all around 
him. Sir Starkie eventually stepped up to the pulpit to take his turn.

 ‘The loss of Elizabeth Winterbottom will have a lasting impact on the 
Huntroyde estate,’ began Sir Starkie. ‘Her husband, Jack, and son, Albert, will 
no doubt find the coming months a challenge. Speaking from experience, with 
the untimely death of our darling daughter Rosemary two years ago, heartache 
is a difficult thing to overcome. In time, however, you learn to focus on the 
good times. When I eat cake I think of my Rosemary’s birthday parties, when I 
go riding I think of the days we spent together in the stables and when I walk 
under the rose arch in the hall’s gardens, I’m reminded of the time I plucked a 
white rose for her buttonhole and promised her that one day I would find her 
a rose as red as her coat…’

Sir Starkie continued, but Albert was too shocked to listen. That can’t be, 
he thought, I was only playing with Sir Starkie’s little girl last week! Could it 
be that he had two daughters? But, no, the little girl had told that very story!

As soon as the service was over, whilst the adults trudged next door to 
The Old Black Bull, Albert ran all the way up Slade Lane, through the woods 
and into the estate’s rose garden to see if he could find the little girl. He ran 
around the pathways, climbed the wall and called out the name Rosemary, but 
he couldn’t see or hear a thing other than the familiar call of an early rising 
Tawny owl.

Falling to his knees and clasping his hands together beneath the white rose 
arch, Albert looked up to the heavens to pray for help, but just as he was about 
to close his eyes, a bright burst of crimson caught his eye. Nestled amongst 
the swathe of snowy white blossoms was a single, perfect red rose, the exact 
colour of the little girl’s duffle coat.

Rising to his feet, Albert reached up to pluck the crimson flower from the 
archway. Picking off its thorns, he placed the stem in his buttonhole and smiled 
tenderly. Without fully understanding why, he knew that from that moment 
on, no matter how dark his life was, he could always find colour in Huntroyde 
Hall’s rose garden.

On his way home, Albert couldn’t stop thinking about his new friend and 
the way her father treated her. Why was his father so irritated by his mere 
presence? Why could he never seem to please him, no matter how hard he 
tried? These questions and more were going through his mind as he tiredly 
opened the door to Wall Green Cottage, but what greeted his arrival was 
even more troubling.

The fire had gone out, the room was stone cold and Albert’s mother was 
as white as a ghost. By her feet, his father was bent over and wailing like a 
banshee. Albert stopped dead in his tracks as his father turned to him with 
eyes that resembled a wild animal and tears streaking his cheeks.

 ‘She’s gone. Your mam, she’s gone,’ he wailed uncontrollably. Albert 
dropped to his knees and vomited. The realisation that he would be alone with 
his father forever flooded his being.

The following few days felt like an eternity. As soon as his mother’s body 
had been loaded onto the carriage by the funeral conductor, Albert’s father 
hit the bottle. In between gulps of whiskey he launched tirades at his son, 
accusing him of killing his mother by not being there for her, smashing cups 
in his direction and demanding he run into town to buy tobacco from Herbert 
Hey’s Tobacconist. With avoiding a beating becoming Albert’s main pursuit, 
he had yet to shed a tear.

It was Wednesday afternoon by the time Albert had the chance to get away 
from his intoxicated father. The funeral plans had been loosely put in place 
and, with his father fitfully sleeping off the spirits at the kitchen table, Albert 
decided to visit the rose garden to see if he could find his new friend. But as 
he approached the white rose arch, instead of the little girl he came across Sir 
Starkie.

 ‘Good afternoon, Master Albert,’ said Sir Starkie gently, placing a reassuring 
hand on the lad’s shoulder. ‘I am so very sorry to hear about your dear mother. 
You have been in my prayers and as your father’s employer of many years, I 
shall be honoured to speak in church at the funeral on Saturday.’

 Overcome with emotion, Albert turned to Sir Starkie, clung to his expensive 
tweed jacket and sobbed until his eyes stung and his throat hurt.

‘There, there, young Albert,’ soothed Sir Starkie. ‘You take yourself home. 
Your father will look after you.’

 Chance’d be a fine thing, thought Albert as he released his grip, whispered 
his thanks and set off back home.

On the day of the funeral, Albert woke to the sound of horses whinnying 
on the cobbles outside Wall Green Cottage. The funeral procession was to 
make its way from there into Padiham and the service was to take place at 
St. Leonard’s Church. He put on his Sunday best, washed his face and went 
hesitantly downstairs. His father was ready and looking more sober than he 
had all week.

‘Come on, boy, or we’ll be late,’ he said out of the side of his mouth between 
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no siren so there’s no fire, is someone ill’
‘It’s nowt like that but I need a word, its best if I come in’.
Fred looked up and down Church Street, the lights had just come on in 

the Swan but aside from that few people were about. He was glad. Rumours 
spread fast in this close-knit town.

Ernest stood aside and let Fred come through and into the kitchen. He’d 
normally have shown him into the front room, but it was cold and damp in 
there.

‘You’ll have to ‘ang on a minute Fred, I’m popping to ‘ave a pee, I shan’t be a 
tick.

With that he dashed across the yard to the outhouse. Ernest was buying 
time for himself. He knew it wasn’t good news, the Foreman had never paid 
him a visit before and it could mean only one thing. He couldn’t hide out here 
all day and he didn’t want Matilda hearing this so he went back into the house.

‘I was just making a brew Fred will you ‘ave one?’
Fred shook his head.
‘I need to talk to you about the ledger at the mill lad afore I go t’Mister, 

there’s stuff that doesn’t look right and I’m ‘oping you can tell me why’.
Ernest slumped down onto one of the chairs and Fred took the other. Slowly 

Ernest began to explain what he had known all along was bound to come out. 
He had been hired by Fred to be his assistant and keep the wages in order. 
He’d been under such pressure since Joanie died and with having Matilda to 
look after he knew it was all getting on top of him, but now there was only one 
wage coming in, he needed the extra money that came with the job.

‘I dint mean to get it wrong Fred, I thought ‘ow I’d messed up when I heard 
one o lasses say she’d got a reet good pay packet. I think I’ve put a column or 
two wrong. I knew summat were up, but I couldn’t come clean because I was 
feared for me job’.

Fred sighed and stood up, he liked Ernest and he was mostly a good worker. 
He was disappointed in him.

‘It’d been better for thee if you’d owned up, I’m going ‘ave to sack you now’.
Ernest knew no amount of pleading or begging for his job would change 

Fred’s mind. The boss would want to see matters dealt with and Fred would 
lose his own job if he didn’t sort it. Ernest knew he was probably lucky, Fred 
hadn’t mentioned anything about bringing the law in, maybe he’d be spared 
prison.

He’d made a mess of everything and if he could change it he would. He’d 
take his punishment; do whatever he needed to make a living, even going 
down the pit if necessary.

His biggest regret was Matilda. She would have to leave the Industrial 
school right away and start work at the mill. The thought of his little girl 
working made his heart ache. He heard her footsteps running down the stairs. 
He’d no time to work out what he would say; it was time to face her.

Spinning out of Control
Kary Backhouse

Ernest shivered as his bare feet touched the flag floor. He tucked his nightshirt 
further into his pants to ward off the cold, wishing he’d taken the time to wipe 
off his clogs last night instead of leaving them by the back door. The early 
morning light was just enough for him to make his way across the room to the 
sink, leaning against the cracked bowl he sighed deeply. Bending to pick up 
his clogs he wiped them on the cloth and slipped his cold feet into them with 
relief, as in all things his movements were careful and measured.

He paused and slowly turned back to the sink and wiped the sleep from his 
eyes and took the kettle off the drainer and filled it under the one cold tap. He 
set it on the stove and reached for the matches on the mantle shelf and lit the 
gas. As usual it sputtered and coughed before spitting into life and producing 
a blue flame, he turned it up and put the kettle on the flame to boil.

A nice brew would wake him up properly he told himself and make him feel 
better able to face the long working day ahead. Upstairs Matilda slept on. No need 
to shout of her yet, he thought, he needed time to think without all her nonsense 
chatter, time alone would help him get things straight in his head. He hunched his 
shoulders, both against the cold and the unwelcome thoughts in his head.

Turning to the cupboard in the chimney breast he lifted out the tea caddy 
and the old brown teapot and put both on the scrubbed table against the wall 
at the back of the room. Quickly he spooned the tea leaves into the pot and 
returned the caddy to the cupboard.

The mug on the drainer was chipped and rimed with grease from last 
night’s washing up. It was another thing he wished he’d done properly but he’d 
washed their tea things in cold water which did nothing to lift his mood now 
this morning. He wearily wiped the hem of the mug on his nightshirt.

He walked to the back door to get some air. There was the usual fine drizzle 
falling, the sky looked leaden and grey, a typical Lancashire Autumn day. He 
looked out across the small yard of his modest terraced house. He didn’t feel 
like crossing the yard to the outhouse but he needed to use the privy.

The kettle started to chunter on the stove so he quickly shut the door and 
walked over and turned off the gas. Suddenly there was a loud rapping at the 
front door. Ernest rushed through the narrow hallway to answer it before 
whoever it was woke Matilda if not the whole street.

It was barely daylight. At this hour it could only be bad news. ‘I’m coming, 
I’m coming. ‘Old yer ‘orse’s!’ he muttered under his breath.

On the doorstep stood Fred Evans, the Head bookkeeper at the mill where 
Ernest worked.

 ‘Now then Fred what brings you ‘ere so early, is summat up, I’ve not heard 
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knitted and left the tea to brew.
As the made the tea, she called out to her friend siting in the lounge. ‘How 

do you like your new house,’ she asked, ‘How did you manage to pay for it?’ She 
knew she could ask such personal questions of her friend. Their friendship 
was an old one, formed in the close-knit community of weavers who shared 
the long hours of hard, unremitting work in the sweatshops of the tyrannical 
cotton mills.

‘We had a little money saved’ responded her friend, ‘Harold was always 
good at balancing our budgie. He invested the money in a eunuch’s truss.’ 
Audrey added, ‘We’ve had an extension build, we now have a conservative at 
the back door.’

Mariah smiled to herself, her friend had a habit of getting her words wrong. 
She came back into the lounge with the tea-tray.

‘I saw your brother, Michael and his wife, Barbara, in Tesco’s the other day. 
They both looked well.’

‘Yes’ said Audrey ‘But Barbara complained to me about having aching legs. 
She says she thinks she has haricot veins, and our Michael’s doctor has put 
him on bleeper blockers after his heart attack. Mike’s learning sign language 
for the blind now he’s mostly confined to the house,’ Audrey continued.

Mariah poured two cups of tea. ‘I heard that you got a dog from the R.S.P.C.A., 
how are you getting along with him? You’ve called him Shep, I believe?’

Audrey took a sip of her tea. ‘Yes, Shep. I walk him three times a day, he 
needs plenty of exorcising.’ Mariah suppressed a laugh at the thought of the 
poor ‘possessed’ dog.

‘My friend Norma has taken her divorce very badly, she’s become very 
withdrawn, hardly leaves the house these days. Since her marriage break-up 
she is all hurt and contraceptive. You know,’ she continued ‘for a successful 
marriage, married couples should go cycling together, that strengthens the 
marriage. They should get a tantrum cycle.’

Yes, Mariah thought, tantrum cycling could be an appropriate name for a 
tandem bicycle for two warring marriage partners. She quickly returned to 
queries about Audrey’s new house. ‘How are the new furnishings coming 
along’ she asked, ‘did you manage to get some new chairs?’

‘I got some real bargains locally’ replied Audrey, ‘I bought two new 
lounge chairs and a declining chair. And I’ve tried a new optician’s, I am now 
wearing contract lenses.’ She leant forward in her chair. ‘You know,’ she said 
confidently, ‘when I phoned the doctor to visit me it was not a proper doctor 
who came, it was a young locust standing in for my doctor. I told him that I 
was upset because I had seen a UFO. It was full of extra-territorials.’ She 
gave a disapproving snort, ‘All he could do was recommend that I stop using 
full-cream milk and drink paralysed milk instead.’

She sipped her tea and helped herself to one of Mariah’s home-baked cakes. 
‘I got a lovely bunch of enemas as Tesco’s. Lovely colours.’

A Friendly Cup of Tea
By Brenda Hayman

Mariah pushed herself up from the armchair, her arthritis making the 
movement painful and slow. ‘I think I’ll make a cup of tea’ she said to her friend 
sitting opposite her, ‘Fancy a cuppa, Audrey?’

‘I’ll not say no’ said her friend.
Mariah made her way to the kitchen. Her fluffy slippers trimmed with fake 

fur and embroidered with a cat’s face on each one, moved silently over the 
fitted-carpet. On reaching the kitchen’s blue linoleum, they made a flapping 
sound as she plodded towards the sink to fill the kettle. She gave a wry smile, 
remembering the days when her clogs had made a much bolder, noisier sound 
as they clattered down the cobbled Padiham streets to the mill where she 
worked. My goodness, those early winter mornings were so cold!

The memories of her days as a weaver were still so clear. She silently 
mouthed the words of the song playing on the radio, remembering how the 
workers had to use lip-reading as the only way of communicating in the mill, as 
the noisy looms worked backwards and forwards to the rhythm of ‘England’s 
bread depends on Lancashire thread’.

Using Lancashire thrift, she filled the kettle from the tap, using only just 
the amount of water needed to make two cups of tea. She had always been 
economical with everything, as she, and thousands of Northern women, had 
been brought up to do. This thrifty habit was still ingrained in her psyche, even 
though she and her husband Joe worked hard and saved all their lives, so they 
could live comfortably in retirement.

Pulling her pink cardigan tightly around her, Mariah put the kettle on the 
gas stove to heat. She laid a pristine white cloth on the tray, decorated with the 
lace-edge she had crocheted; a cup and saucer and newly replenished milk jug 
and sugar bowl were added, her best crockery, decorated with flowers. Then 
she placed some of her home-made cakes on a plate on the tray.

She looked out of the kitchen window at the stone terraced houses 
opposite her home. Those houses were built for the workers who had come 
from all over the British Isles to work in Padiham’s mills. Indeed, one set of 
her great-grandparents had come from Cornwall, others from Scotland. 
Joe’s grand-parents had come from Ireland. Padiham was indeed a mixture of 
people from different places and cultures, their lives intermingling to add to 
the uniqueness of a little town called Padiham.

Pouring in some boiled water, she warmed the teapot, then threw out the 
water. Scooping loose tea leaves in the pot, she added more boiled water, 
and placed the tea-pot in the exact centre of the tray, as meticulously as in 
everything she did. She then covered the tea-pot with a tea cosy she had 
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Annie
Janet Dandy

It is 1958. Annie is alone in her kitchen in her terraced house in Padiham. It 
has the traditional working-class layout of pit houses, four rooms (two up and 
two downstairs). It has a backyard that houses the long drop toilet, which she 
scrubs each week, and keeps stocked up with torn up newspapers.

She has the kettle on the gas stove ready to make a pot of tea. Her kitchen is 
also the eating and living area, as her other front room is rarely used except for 
special occasions. Only ‘important people’ such as the priest, or the rent man, 
are allowed to sit in there. Her glass domed ‘Madonna and child’ statue takes 
pride of place in the middle of her highly polished dark oak sideboard. The 
fireplace holds a mantle clock, and the only other furnishings are the scatter 
rug on top of the lino, and two wood stand chairs. In the corner is a built in 
cupboard which contains the gas and electric meters which need ‘feeding’ 
with coins.

 It had been the usual busy morning. Up since six o clock. The normal routine 
of lighting the coal fire, (throwing a bit of sugar on it to help it light), making 
Albert’s bait for him to take to Perseverance Mill. The washing was hung up 
on the rack above the coal fire. The veg were in the pan ready for the broth 
tonight. She’d got the four girls up, made sure they were ‘fed and watered’ and 
got them off to school.

 There are only the four children now, although she’d given birth to eight. 
She had lost the others – three other girls, and her only boy who had died of 
pneumonia when he was two. His had been the hardest death to cope with. 
She still kept his blue teddy bear, and one of his toy cars, in a bedroom drawer, 
and would pull them out each year on his birthday to hold again. But she had 
never talked much about him, or her other losses. Albert had not wanted to 
listen.

 Often she didn’t even allow herself to think about them. She kept herself 
busy and got on with things. There was always plenty to get on with – cooking, 
shopping, washing and ironing, not to mention sweeping the carpets, and 
white-stoning the steps. Then she also had her part time job as a cleaner at 
one of the local pubs. She walked there every day for a ten o’ clock start, but 
didn’t have far to go, and usually allowed herself an half hour ‘bit of peace of 
quiet’ before she set off.

She checked around the room first to make sure she’d done all her jobs. 
She’d washed up in the white pot sink and cleared the kitchen table. Now she 
was ready for her brew and a quick look at her magazine. She always turned to 
the horoscope page first. Although religious she liked to look ‘What her stars 
had to say’. Her magazine was a little treat.

Mariah pictured a bunch of enemas, aware that Audrey had meant 
anemones, and hid a smile. ‘Audrey, have you got your new car yet?’

‘Not yet. Wish we could afford a Rolls Royce. I’d love to ride around Padiham 
in a Silver Shroud.’ She gave a deep sigh. ‘I was watching an old film of Rudolph 
Valentino as ‘The Sheik.’ I’d love to be whisked away on an Arab stallion by an 
oil shriek. That would make my bingo friends at Molly Rigby’s sit up!’

‘Well,’ said Mariah , ‘shall we go shopping now? I have to call at the butcher’s 
and I need some curtain hooks from Jill at Broadbelt’s, and some knitting wool 
from Norma’s up the road.’

With these words, the two ladies finished their cups of tea, put on their 
winter coats, grabbed their shopping bags, and set off for the adventure of 
intensive shopping in Padiham’s friendly shops.
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a bit o’ summat to put me on. I promise I’ll pay you back as soon as I can.’
‘Eeeh Betty, course I will! Stop yer crying and just give me a couple of 

minutes. I’ll have to nip upstairs.’ Annie climbed the winding stone steps and 
went to the bedroom. At the bottom of her large oak wardrobe she moved 
shoes and other bags around until she pulled out her black patent handbag. 
Inside it was a folded wool scarf, but within the layers was a large white cotton 
hankie tied up. It held her ‘secret’ money that she’d never told another soul 
about.

For the past couple of years she had been putting a bit away each week, 
sometimes just a coin or two, ready for when the time came to leave Albert. 
She didn’t feel guilty. What with his drinking and his ‘fancy woman’. So what 
he didn’t know about wouldn’t hurt him, she would say to herself. Some nights 
he would come ‘slathering’ home hardly able to stand up straight. And many 
a time he still wanted his ‘rights’ with her in bed. But most of the time they 
barely spoke to each other – she’d learned to keep quiet to avoid the terrible 
arguments they used to have. She didn’t want the girls upset by their rows.

Annie took some money out, wrapped the rest back up and put it back in 
her bag. Then re-hid it.

She padded slowly and quietly back down the stairs in her carpet slippers, 
feeling concerned about Betty having got into debt so badly. The local shop 
was very good at giving credit or ‘tick’ as they called it, so she must have run 
up quite a lot for them to refuse her more.

To her shock and amazement as she turned back into the room she saw 
Betty rummaging in the pockets of Albert’s coat hung on the back door. 
‘Betty Pollard! What the heck do you think you are you doing?’ Annie loudly 
exclaimed. Simultaneously Betty turned round looking both flushed and guilty. 
‘Nothing… nothing. Er… I was seeing if there was a hankie in his pocket I could 
use’.

‘Betty Smith. I wasn’t born yesterday. I want the truth’ replied Annie, in a 
strong voice.

‘Oh my God Annie! I’m sorry, so sorry!! You’ll never forgive me. I was 
looking to see if there was any money in his coat, for a bit extra. I haven’t told 
you everything. I’m not just a bit short of cash I’ve got into a real mess. I’m 
behind with the rent too. I daren’t tell my John or he’ll kill me’. Betty’s tears are 
now falling down her face and Annie’s face softens.

‘John’s always left me to sort the money out – gives me his pay packet 
every week. But what with our Mary not working, and us needing stuff for 
the baby that will be coming. And she won’t blinking well say who the father 
is, so there’s no money from him. I’m just so desperate. But I know that’s no 
excuse – trying to steal from you.’ Betty spluttered again ‘I’m so sorry and so 
ashamed of meself.’

‘Betty Smith, I’m horrified!’ Annie said. She was still feeling some anger 
and distress but paused and took a deep breath. ‘Betty, I’m very shocked and 

Her other highlight was her Saturday night out at the Top Club with Albert. 
There she enjoyed the bingo, the ‘turn’ and a couple of Guinnesses. She always 
wore her ‘best clothes’ for the club – her tweed checked skirt and knitted 
white jumper and added her string of pearls necklace and matching clip-on 
pearl earrings. The only other time she wore her ‘best clothes’ was usually for 
Sunday Mass and for weddings, christenings and funerals.

She didn’t wear much make up, just a dab of powder from her compact, and 
a touch of ‘lippy’, both from their cheap plastic containers. How she’d love a 
‘gold’ compact! Even if not ‘real’ gold. But Albert would never think of buying 
her one.

She glanced in her mirror, aware her hair was already greying, even though 
she was only forty-five. She’d never been to a hairdresser, she always did it 
herself, usually on Saturdays ready for her night out. She still had her good 
‘figure’ but had to admit she often looked a bit worn out, and older than her 
age. Nevertheless, she still tried her best, rubbed a bit of Nivea in every night, 
and tried to keep a smile on her face in front of others, and especially the 
children.

She and Albert still went out as a couple on a Saturday. They met two other 
couples and laughed and joked with them. They put on a ‘good front’. But she’d 
heard Albert also bought drinks for his ‘fancy woman’ in the pub the other 
nights. He went there most week nights, supposedly for a ‘pint or two’ after 
his tea and a nap.

However she was only waiting for the children to leave school and start 
work, and then she would leave him. Not ask for a divorce – that would be 
against her religion, and she also thought she might need to stay married to 
be able to claim on his pension! Also she didn’t want the scandal – so they 
would just separate. She’d look for a full time job – she was a good worker and 
had worked in the mills before having her children. Maybe she could go back 
to that. But for now she felt it her duty to be man and wife until her youngest 
was working.

Annie had just get settled in one of the old but comfy armchairs when there 
was a knock at her front door. It made her jump up in surprise. She took her 
pinny off first before opening the door. It was Betty who lived two doors down. 
They had been good friends for years.

 ‘Hello, Betty, love. You look worried. What’s up? Come on in and have a 
cup of tea.’ Betty followed her into the kitchen and sat down in the second 
armchair, staying silent, and looking a bit worried. Annie passed her the beaker 
of tea.

‘Oh Annie, thanks’. Betty hesitated, looking apprehensive. ‘Oh Annie, I hate 
to ask you, but would you be able to lend me a bit of money? I’m up to my limit 
on tick at the shop. They won’t let me have any more. With our Mary being in 
the family way, and not wed or working. You know she had to finish, so now 
we’re a wage down. But I’ll see if I can get a few extra hours at work. I just need 
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The Troll Tunnel
Kary Backhouse

The wind blew through the bare branches overhead rustling the last few 
leaves. Winter was in the air this morning, the ground cold with frost under 
his bare feet.

He scampered from tree to tree across the frozen ground of the Arbories, 
trying to keep himself hidden. Folks around here were scared of Boggarts 
and he always kept out of sight, but that wasn’t the real reason. Bertie was 
actually scared of his new power! He wanted more than anything to forget it 
had happened.

‘You’re an idiot Bertie Boggart,’ he told himself, ‘you’re just too nosy for your 
own good.’ He carried on muttering as he made his way to his own little house 
hidden under the bank by the stream. He had to make sure his coins were safe. 
He felt very strange, very peculiar, his chest felt heavy, like he was starting 
with a bad cold. He needed something to comfort him, something familiar, to 
sit curled up in his favourite chair with his bag of gold.

He’d only opened the tiny blue door to get out of the biting wind he tried 
to tell himself. He was sure he’d never seen a door here below the great 
gatehouse. It looked new and had shiny brass hinges and a big bolt across it, 
but it was open and inviting and he couldn’t resist peeping in.

‘Put wood in t’hole’ a harsh voice greeted him as he rushed in. Bertie nearly 
jumped out of his slimy green skin. He hadn’t expected anyone to be in there 
and he obeyed before he had time to think about it. He slammed the door 
shut. There was no handle on the inside, now there was no going back.

As his eyes adjusted to the gloom he could see he was in a tiny chamber of 
packed earth. The ground sloped away into a tunnel, down and down, deeper 
and deeper into total blackness, there was nobody here; the voice must have 
come from further down in the tunnel.

Bertie shivered, not from the cold, it was warm and dry in the chamber, but 
he was frightened and wanted to turn around and run but he couldn’t get out. 
And he had to admit he was just a little bit curious and he wanted to know 
where the voice had come from.

Suddenly the ground gave way under his spiny feet. His scrawny arms and 
legs flailed around but despite his long finger nails he couldn’t grab hold of 
any of the tree roots rushing past and he kept on tumbling over and over, 
down and down until he landed on a pile of leaves with a thud. He gasped and 
coughed, all the air knocked out of him.

He sat up trying to get his breath back. In front of him lay a creature so 
awful that Bertie tried to back away until he felt the hard mud behind him. 
Lying on a bed of leaves lay a wizened old troll. The only light came from a 

disappointed.’ She tried to compose herself again before continuing, and her 
voice was now gentler. ‘But I’m more upset that you couldn’t tell me the full 
truth. All these years we’ve been friends and helped one another out. Anyhow, 
sit back down, stop yer crying, and we’ll get things sorted before I go to work. 
If you need more money you can have it. Do you think I don’t understand how 
hard things can be for us women? And that’s what us women have to do – 
stick by one another. And I’m not going to let one mistake spoil all our years of 
friendship.

Betty sank into the chair with pure relief on her face. And Annie smiled. 
She now had a twinkle in her eye and a good feeling inside her, thinking that 
some of her ‘secret’ money would now be put to some other use. She might 
just need to stick with Albert a little longer than she intended!
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Poetry

candle sputtering in a jam jar, but it was enough for Bertie to see the folds of 
pale lizard like skin, but that wasn’t the worse thing. It was the terrible noise of 
the thing, his breathing gurgling through horrible mucus filled lungs.

‘Come closer.’ hissed the Troll. Bertie didn’t want to move but even though 
he tried to stay where he was somehow his legs were moving and he was 
drawn towards the creature, he shivered with fear.

 ‘I haven’t got long,’ spluttered the Troll. ‘I was hoping for a fairy, but you’ll 
have to do’.

With that the Troll began a long low moaning noise, part chant, part curse 
and all the time pointing at Bertie and finally hawking in the back of his throat 
and with a last effort spitting a great green globule up and out from his feeble 
body.

Bertie watched mesmerised as this awful trailing thing arced towards him. 
He tried to move but there was nowhere to go. Pushed along on a bellow of 
putrid breath the snot landed smack on his pointed nose.

The Troll gave a last gasping laugh, turned his face to the earth and with a 
huge sigh he died.

Bertie was terrified. He knew the wicked old Troll had spewed an evil curse 
onto him. He turned and clawed his way back, grabbing at the sides of the 
tunnel. The door stood open as he reached the top and he ran through it and 
headlong all the way to the edge of the wood.

He jumped into the stream and splashed across to the opposite side where 
he climbed up the bank into his hole. Without stopping to rest he reached into 
the cupboard and took out the red velvet pouch. He could feel the weight of 
the bag and pulled open the drawstring and tipped his shiny gold coins into 
his hand. Without thinking he flung them out through the mouth of his little 
home. They scattered, some landing with a splash in the water, others caught 
in the bracken on the bank. He had no use for such trivial things now; he knew 
he could no longer be a carefree boggart, playing in the treetops, skipping 
around causing mischief.

Bertie Boggart knew he was cursed, he had inherited evil powers, he had 
only one future, he must leave his little house and wander forever. He was 
doomed to walk the woods bewitching humans. With that he lay down on the 
bank of the stream and sobbed until his eyes ran dry.
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The Camelback Settee
Mary Lee-Slade

Encased in thick velvet, soft as moss, 
Viridescent as the lush Yorkshire Moor; 
My seat before Gawthorpe Hall’s driving force, 
Possessed the power to entice and allure. 
Its humped back brought to mind a desert beast, 
Yet its formation was graceful and sleek. 
Whilst we ate cake and sipped tea from the East, 
I let my hand trace the settee’s physique. 
And on this green throne I listened transfixed, 
To the tales James Kay Shuttleworth relaid. 
Not a word could I contribute betwixt, 
He weaved yarns as dense as my seat’s brocade. 
As his monologue took yet one more twist, 
I pondered who here was the novelist?

Helm Mill
Lorraine Lee

The year of our Lord, Eighteen Hundred and Seven: 
Helm Mill, the first cotton mill in Padiham. 
More children than adults, when its doors are open, 
I cry so many tears: ‘Please, don’t make me go, mam!’

Aged only nine and made to work a twelve-hour shift, 
My compact bony fingers must be sure and swift. 
Cotton fluff fills my eyes, blocks my throat and I choke. 
I’m an apprentice: this is life for us poor folk.

My chest begins to rattle; fresh air, I have none, 
I dream of playing out with my friends in the sun. 
My carefree days with my family have all but gone, 
I am tired and hungry, it’s all work and no fun!

I see other children maimed, white cotton stained red, 
Some even killed, their mothers sob over their dead; 
Little boys who got trapped and no one heard their screams, 
I’ve got to stay alert, it’s no place for daydreams.

Ghostly children still dwell within the sandstone walls, 
Worked to an early death, the poor little lost souls.
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He walked past the library and then the town hall, 
And saw some children kicking a ball. 
He found the path down by the river, 
The thought of swimming made him shiver.

‘Quack!’ said the ducks as they waddled by 
But Paddy stayed quiet, he was a bit shy. 
He was still getting to know this new friendly place 
Where everyone had a smile on their face.

He had heard people talking about Gawthorpe Hall, 
So he made sure that was his next port of call. 
Down the drive where leaves fell to the ground 
He found a big building and walked all around.

Two girls were playing there in the garden, 
He wagged his tail, and they knelt to stroke him. 
The girls thought the little dog looked a bit sad, 
So they took him home to their Mum and Dad.

Their cottage nearby was lovely and cosy, 
The neighbours came out, just to be nosey. 
They all asked if Paddy would like to stay, 
Blackpool could wait for another day.

Chapel Walk was now his new address, 
And he promised not to make a mess. 
Paddy led by the fire and chewed on a bone, 
He was glad to call Padiham his new home.

Paddy Goes To Padiham
Suzanne Boden

Paddy sat down and let out a ‘woof’ 
His little legs had had enough. 
Through London he’d walked here and there 
In search of his cousin, a famous old bear.

But Paddy was ready for adventures new 
And as for ideas, he had quite a few. 
One jumped out above all the rest 
‘I’ll go to Blackpool, I’ve heard it’s the best!

‘I’ll ride the rollercoasters, up and down 
‘In this famous old seaside town. 
‘I’ll see the tower, and illuminations at night. 
‘I’ll go on my own, I’ll be all right.’

So off Paddy set on the very next train 
Travelling through the wind and rain. 
Through towns and villages he admired the views, 
Pausing at times to read the news.

But on the way he saw a sign, 
‘Padiham’, he said. ‘That name is mine!’ 
Paddy jumped onto the platform and stood. 
‘I’ll make my home here!’ He knew he could.

Paddy is short for Padiham you see, 
The name given to him by his family. 
He didn’t know it was a town too, 
And wanted to see what there was to do.

He started out at Memorial Park, 
On the slide and see-saw he had such a lark. 
He trotted along the main road into town, 
With sausages from the butchers on his way down.
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Ballroom dancing could be fun, 
and Belly Dancing too. 
I’m told it’s good for confidence, 
to try out something new.

Astrology, Psychology? These ‘ologies’ sound good. 
But Sexology?? O Goodness…At 65! Not sure if I should!

I could act or sing in plays, 
that would help to fill my days. 
A sponsored walk or run? 
Or Kick-boxing might be fun? 
But those might me ache! 
Maybe I’d have more enjoyment 
 if I just baked a cake.

I could give a friend a gift, 
or offer them a lift. 
I could invite someone for coffee? 
Or could make some treacle toffee? 
A little less TV, might be good for you and me 
and help us find our CREATIVITY.

So just go right along, join a band, or write a song. 
So many things to choose from, 
That you simply can’t go wrong. 
Our talents are our wealth, 
and if we have our health, 
maybe we can find a useful way to share them. 
If we choose to use our brain, 
someone else might also gain. 
Find your purpose, find your skill. 
And when you start to hesitate, 
just tell yourself ‘I will’.

You may need both time and space, 
and there might be fears to face, 
but find yourself that ‘something’ to get up for. 
There will be something for you. 
It might brighten up your day. 

Untitled
Janet Dandy

I could share my family past, 
In words and photographs, 
I could lead a country walk, 
give a lecture, give a talk. 
Start to trace my family tree. 
Or look to start a sewing bee.

I could pledge to save the whales. 
Maybe write some fairy tales. 
I could make a jewel box. 
Decorate some ‘kindness’ rocks. 
Or could pass away some hours, 
pressing summer leaves and flowers.

I could visit someone sick, 
part-take in a litter pick. 
Volunteer to serve some tea, 
at a local charity? 
Could choose to learn guitar? 
Bottle pickles in a jar!

Could I learn to sew or knit? 
Or should I try Keep Fit? 
Should I take a language class? 
Or cut my neighbours grass? 
Maybe try a reading group? 
Or I could cook a home-made soup.

I could join the U3A.* 
Or sell poppies for a day. 
Make and send a card or letter, 
it might make someone feel better. 
Paint a picture of the sea? 
That could be the one for me!
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Chime of the Church Clock
Lorraine Lee

Saint Leonard’s church clock tolls the time 
‘Ding dong! Ding dong! Ding dong! Ding dong!’ 
Generations have heard it chime 
throughout the day and the night long.

The bells call the congregation 
to worship, to sing and to pray. 
Gathering in celebration 
wearing the fashions of the day.

Marking time of life’s big events 
written down in a register. 
Tracing back to great parents 
Padiham’s who came and went 
‘Dong!’

And it might enrich your heart 
just pledge right now, that this will be 
the day you make a start.

*U3A University of the Third Age which offers courses and group 
interests.

This poem was inspired by my visit to Gawthorpe Hall, Padiham. I 
saw several references that Miss Rachel B. Kay Shuttleworth (1886 – 
1967) had worked all her life to improve social welfare, and that she 
believed that creativity was beneficial to our sense of wellbeing and 
happiness. Apparently, her philosophy was ‘Cherish the past, adorn the 
present and create for the future’.
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Fair 
 birds through the window: 
Bronte 
 came here to meet me! 
I 
 am her tumult; 
Cumulo-grey 
 towers 
Showers 
 horizontal as if slapped by sheeting 
In 
 an angry face, grunting. 
Hot 
 vapour, dripping nostrils. 
Wheezing, 
 staring abyss, ready for action.

I 
 am a tale of convenience; 
Put, 
 hanged, dead-eyed. 
For 
 a story to tell. 
For 
 provenance. 
For 
 a sense of place. 
For 
 the Feng Shui. 
Looking 
 at you, through you 
From 
 a wall, remaining 
A 
 link from the past 
To 
 keep you proud.                               
Now 
 retrofitted history via eBay.

One Gawthorpe Deer
Richard Bendall-Jones

Hills 
 descend steeply 
No 
 match for me; sprintly springing 
Through 
 sickly duskdew reflecting 
inverted 
 mansion. Sullen tweeting and the taste of soggy conkers.

Rustles 
 my own, sometimes with friends 
Pupils 
 shaking en gallop as I stomp. 
King 
 of the forest - well, a wood. I could do better. 
To 
 you - probably “just a deer” 
Just 
 a deer!- 
You 
don’t 
know 
the 
half 
of 
it.

I 
 - the raging buck of Gawthorpe Hall; 
a 
 symbol that we are never going to be like you, (whoever you are) 
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The Oak Bookcase
Lorraine Lee

Treasured tokens of friendship 
to lovingly hold and dip 
into the weaving wisdom and wonder. 
Sites of Italy and Rome to wander. 
A new embroidery stitch to try. 
Birds and where they fly. 
Charles Kingsley, Bernard Shaw, 
William Morris all in a row.

Old and encased in a huge oak coffin 
idle now, her needles, bodkin and bobbins 
glazed doors allow one to gaze 
upon what once brightened up her days 
the dry split spines in situ stand 
look with your eye and not your hand. 
Guarded under lock and key, 
volumes of needlecraft and embroidery.

Once loved and cherished. 
One day will succumb and perish. 
The words inside never again will be read 
sat by the fire or lying in bed. 
Hidden boards once gilt and embossed 
will fade and their brightness lost. 
Her nimble fingers once touched inside, 
the treasured tokens that filled her with pride.

The Bedroom Life of 
Miss Shuttleworth
Amy Lee Tempest

I saw her sitting there, eyes closed, combing her 
hair. She released it from a tortoise grip. Let it all 
fall and fan around bare shoulders. Her beautiful 
backside was spread against the bed sheet she’d 
crafted with her own needle and thread, depicting 
scenes serene - our country in pastel blues and  
green yarn.                        She sleeps there alone.

I saw her sat there, twice framed in dark carved 
wood - one frame that held her tired out body, 
the other a frame that held her rested face. I 
watched as her cascading curls and moonlight 
combined and made her back look patterned  
with Lancashire cotton lace.             She was all

light and dark, nipped and tucked, with knots 
leading down her spin to places I have cannot  
touch. As I leant forward with one hand cupped, 
she forewarned me to look not with my fingers, 
but with my eyes! Pins prickled at my skin, hot 
flashes underneath and                                I fell 

back into the woods 
             back into the murky pond,  
                            back into the muddy paths that 
                                         trail around and around 
                                                     her curious mind 
                                                              when she’s  
                                                                    alone in  
                                                                   the night 
                                                                           time.
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A COLLECTION OF SHORT 
STORIES AND POEMS INSPIRED 

BY PADIHAM’S HERITAGE. 

It was written, re-drafted and performed over the space 
of one month in Autumn 2018 when a group of local 
writers took on the challenge to research and write 

a creative piece in response to Padiham’s past.

The collection includes a mix of characters and 
settings, myths and folklore, and lots of Lancastrian 
humour which might make this book feel familiar to 

anyone who has ever lived in or visited Padiham.


