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What I Did on my Holidays – Porthcawl, 21 October 1966.
By Chairperson

“Why is Rest Bay always so busy?” you asked your teenage self,

That autumn day, azure sky trysting with whetstone wind

The cloying sand etched with coal-dust tracery, like a collier’s forehead, 

The sea-borne harvest of mining’s deadly trade.

Scouring the Western Approaches like a sailor’s widow

You count the languid waves grey bequest to a dying shore.

Surfing then, a Californian idyll, we predated the beach boys

Sporting, not Hawaiian shirts, but goose-bumps fit to grate nutmeg.

The fun-fair’s distant Wurlitzer, waltzing through bladder-rack and rock-pool,

Both seduced and serenaded us with its candyfloss voice

Carried by a salivation of fried onions, gulled and sea-salted

Shipwrecking on the submarine reefs of our hunger.

The ground swell, descanting and foaming upon Sker Rock,

A bleak and lurking shrine to beguiled seamen,

Reprises the fragility of human kind, ephemeral and liquid

Presaging a tragedy, unfolding in a valley to the north.

For this day, the word “Aberfan” redefines the World’s vernacular

One village, two syllables and three black waves destined to slay,

And while my boyhood memories remain intractably at “Rest” 

My kin have no such gift, nor answer to the question “Where are they?”

WHAT I DID ON MY HOLIDAYS or On board the Spirit of Adventure

By Abercerdyn
Darkened waters threaten, alone we sail

Portholes quickly shackled tight, 

A hurricane will hit tonight.

Within the ship 

A podium slides to the rhythm of waves, to the rhythm of waves.

A sudden thwack flings a zigzag crack

 Searing the sea washed glaze. 

No panic. No haste. Passengers evacuate .

In our dark closed cabin 

We feel her rise up high

Hearts stop.

We fly 

Into the waiting waters 

We know not how or why.

Gamede has battered us 

He’s left our plans awash-yet-

I would not have missed one moment of this 

In the ship that could have been lost.

What I did on my holidays / The dog ate my homework

by Leicester the Jester

“Please! Miss! Miss Black! Please teacher, please!

There’s summat funny showing on my screen.”

“Just what I need. First morning back,” Miss mutters, “Jeez!

Year 2 computers. Computer crash! Know what I mean?”

A pristine, red class register gapes impatient at her side.

“But Miss, it’s got long twitchy ears and big googly eyes!”

“Be with you Kate, in just two ticks,” the harassed teacher sighs.

“And spotty, lumpy skin, just like an alligator hide.”

So there it was, really, beckoning, that strange unearthly creature

And silent beside, a mirror Kate in smiling anticipation.

The text began: ‘Esteemed Miss Black, our Kate’s beloved teacher,

Greetings. A very private word by way of explanation.’

At break Miss Black tuned in again - the kids were in the yard.

“Miss,” burbled Kate, “Last Sat’day night at home was awful boring

I had my SATs work still to do - it’s really very hard.

Mum was down Weightwatchers, Dad on the sofa snoring.

I’d browsed for ages then this came through on my Disney phone -

‘Three weeks on Mars. Holiday invite. No adults. On your own.’

The Kate in school with you is virtual, so no trouble

And folks at home will never suspect she’s just my dummy double.”

‘My Holiday’
(By Serendipity)

The holidays had come; today was finally the day

to pack the car with cases, all in time to go away.

No need to panic now, as it was bound to go to plan:

ferry tickets; passports; sun lotion to avoid a tan.

Yet when we got to sea, there was the most tremendous storm

you ever would believe. There’d been no prior word to warn

of such impending horror. Tossed here and there and everywhere,

we could not stand up straight – it was a truly total ‘mare

to feel so gross, so sick. The cabins too, they were a mess

with stuff all on the floor. ‘Twas cold outside – we cared not less

for we just needed air. Fresh air! Relief! It felt so good ...!

Despite the lashing rain on deck, I huddled ’neath my hood.

Worse was to come – we then found out that we were turning back

through choppy seas and roiling waves, our centres out of whack;

off kilter, all akimbo, we braced ourselves to try again,

to better gain momentum. What happened next? How and when?

There is no need to bore you with all the tiny facts;

suffice to say, in all ways yet through no rational acts –

and no laughing matter this – it really was quite fretful,

my nightmare of a holiday ... in fact it was quite dreadful.
Beach Boy
By Winnifred McDowell

The sun’s golden eye lights up my boy’s blues

and sends him bouncing over streamed sand

under a broad, billowing sky, curls glistening,

head thrown back, body rippling with laughter.

He races the wind, watches his red boat bob on

grubby string tight clutched in his chubby hand.

He dances in salt air, digs watery holes,

lets time stretch out, as far as the sea.

He can chase his blowing ball forever and ever

if he likes. But he stops. Bends over double.

Reaches out to the new-found starfish with

wonder beyond the deepest fathom of his years.

I watch him fall, then pull up, hands first, like a crab,

then stand tall, like a man, as he turns to me.
Newport Pembs 1993

By Dan Druff

I did not know heaven wore a cloak

Of colours so sublime

She casts obsidian shadow

Over the steady tread of time

And gathers a purpling sky to her

At the horizons anticline.

The sovereign sun is the golden clasp

Of heavens coat divine

And casts a silver shimmering path

Over the sea for the moon to climb

Now the sun has lit the sky

Into a burning rage of red

And a fragile moon disputes at last

His dominion overhead .
M4 WESTBOUND
By T Potts

Take me there, long road to my heart’s holiday.

Take me to those soft hills, lifting from silty banks,

over that curved bridge with its harp-string struts,

past monochrome milkers and brown-eyed bulls,

distant dotty sheep and hay-roll honeycombs.

Take me to those towns raised from tough river trade,

coated in years of smoke, peopled by weathered folk,

hands hardened by heaving coal and beating out steel.

Take me in the shadow of heaven-headed slopes,

with well-trodden mud paths winding through mist.

Take me to the land of ancient, babbling tongues

where tumbled stones lie beside rippled lakes.

And when we part, at the end, point me far west

to that outstretched horizon where hawthorns bend.

There, in the dunes, I will shelter from the salt wind,

breathe deep beside the prickled gorse quilted with cobwebs.

Limericks

 (By Sanctuary)

With a leap ‘n’ a bound up he shot;

“Ooh, that seat there is ever so hot!

It just hurt my bum,

It’s ever so numb,

Unbelievable sunshine we’ve got.”
 (By Beehive)
My daughter was learning to sew;

Bound to fail, her confidence low.

“Oh, it’s such a leap

Of faith I must keep:

I really don’t get it, you know...”

Culture Clash (By Mo Juste)
When a martial-arts muso from Blaina





Was waylaid by the Triads in China,





With a leap and a bound

And a brisk Hi-yah! sound, 


He reduced them from major to minor.

Stewards’ Enquiry. Aesop Games, 500 BC (By Leicester the Jester)
Hector Hare gave a leap and a bound

And in no time was half way around,

But a sly Mickey Finn

In his starting line gin

Meant ‘twas crafty old Tortoise got crowned.

Short Stories

Moon   
by Leicester the Jester
It is dusk, and the year is A.D 410, on a cool autumn evening.   A full harvest moon is low in the sky.  It silvers the ripples on the slowly ebbing tide.  The last cohort of the Caerleon Legion is embarking at Caerwent , withdrawing to  Rome.  Selena Pendragon, the British wife of Christian centurion Phillip, is at the quayside.  Between them is their son, Justinian, five.

“Man of the house now, my lad.  Look after mother. Keep up that target practice.  Pray to Our Lord for my speedy return. Old Pelagius will help you there.  And, to please her, perhaps a little sacrifice to Sabrina and her old gods wouldn’t hurt. 

The boy looks up. “So there’ll be no more shows and that at the amphitheatre while you’re away, then father.”

“Not likely, my child. But there’ll be plenty of other stuff for you to see to when our backs are turned.  And don’t let the servants take advantage.”  He realises he had probably said the wrong thing. “Never forget. You are the son of a proud Roman officer.”

 Dis--missed!” There is the swirl of Phillip’s heavy russet woollen cloak, the scrape of hob-nailed military sandals clattering down a gangplank, and a last, fond, reassuring, mock salute shore-wards 

“All present and correct, Sir,” the signifer sergeant barks to him.

The oar-master’s drum rolls.  Oars dip and heave in unison.  A crescent single sail is slowly raised.  The wide-beamed transport ship slips into the deep.  The dragon pennant flutters in the mist, unfurls, then streams out smartly over the steer-board.

Selena is the Silurian daughter of a Romano British chieftain. Gobanus.   She and the boy stand , numbed, as the Governor’s entourage arrives at the water-gate.  His public orator explains, in British and in dog Latin. This is just a temporary blip, a little local difficulty in the capital.  All would be over soon.  The bemused citizens and their slaves gaze muted while well-worn official formalities, are gone through.  The city gate keys are reverently received by the leading senator.  Presents and ritual greetings are exchanged, before the party disperses amidst the sound of fife and lur and the elite guard ushers his Excellency into his elegant, eagle-prowed, luxurious government cutter.    

In the forum his spokesman explains, in British, that it’s just a little local difficulty at Rome.  All be over by Saturnalia, and the usual winter celebrations. 

The bumbling, portly mayor is confident, or so he says, that meanwhile, until the regulars get back, their highly (Roman) trained militia could hold the fort, so to speak … see off any of those old Hibernian or Saxon prowlers.

The deserted, bewildered citizens unwillingly slope off, feeling exposed already, and already making plans to retreat into the heavily wooded hills, each man and woman for himself, in spite of local senators’ pleas, and  treaties with neighbouring communities and their hereditary lordlings.   And everyone knows that the estate owners had long since stashed their valuables away in secret boltholes up country.  Well, good luck to them.  And there were plenty who had nothing to lose, either way.

Selena and the boy, flanked by two trusted torch-bearing servants,   move to a high point.  There is still time to get the last glimpse and sounds of the fleet.  It is to rendez-vous, Phillip has confided, on the estuary northern shore, before putting out into the open sea.

From the signal beacon hill, what a magnificent sight!  Nine sturdy shallow-draft oaken channel vessels converging, or hove-to and awaiting the arrival of the admiral-governor’s swift flagship.  An onshore wind still carries the sounds of the captains’ orders, the churning wash, the grinding steer-board, to those on land.

Then they see a shadow quietly creeping across the face of the fading moon.  An evil omen some of the older bystanders wail. Leaving on such a day would have been folly in the good old days, the time of the old, true gods.  But, with all these foreigners and Christians, what can you expect?…

For minutes there is total darkness across the bay. And when the veil lifts the squadron has vanished.

“Time to return,” Selena says, turning to her tired and strangely thoughtful son.  They find their way back to the echoing officers’ quarters.  Once more they see the family gods, the trophies, and Philip’s military paraphernalia.  

“Mother, I would like to hear that story again, about the dreamtime, and my great-great- great- great…. grandfather, Cadwallader.”

The oil lamp flickers, as she enters his bedroom.

“Well, son, this was very long ago when there were those old Druids still.  So, if it’s true or not, I can’t be sure.  But I was told that one evening, when he was shepherding on the slopes of Pen-y-Fal, - they called it that in the old language then, those days, above Gobannium, he looked down the Isca Vale, towards the sea.  A shepherd’s eyes have to be sharp, you know. So, as the moon rose he saw a marvellous sight.  A line of six stranger sailing craft, with sails dark against the moon, tacking up the distant river mouth.  Bringing the first of your father’s folk.”

“And what about that other one, that’s going round, lately, about Arturos, or someone with a name like that?”

“O, silly nonsense.  But they do say that sometime to come there’ll be a special boy born some place near.  And they talk of the strange way he shows he’s rightly King Uther Pendragon’s son.”

“And how he draws the royal sword from the enchanted stone in the moonlit churchyard.  And, after, saves his people from ….”  His voice trails off. His eyelids droop.

It is a different world when he awakes next morning.

Moon
by Abercerdyn
A speckle of far distant stars in the vast deep of the overarching sky. The moon casts her light where the racing clouds allow.  Her freedom, limited by nature herself, although she has some power. She’s tipped those challenging clouds with golds, reds, apricots, pinks, lavenders. Far, far below she’s captured and gilded the crests of waves, waves of oceans and of great rivers .Her silence, her light, her very soul, caresses the dazzling, frozen Arctic wastes.  

The sky above, silver glitter against black, incidental to the she bear. The sky was there. It had always been there. It was unimportant to her. What was important was knowing when the temperatures were about to plummet.  Ponderously, she lifts her solid, cream furred bulk up, onto her two hind limbs, a huge, silent monolith on a bleak landscape. Raising her head higher she drew air in deeply, her nostrils flayed wide .Pausing , turning her head slightly, she once more tests the cold air. Then slowly, gently, with a lightness that belies her weight, she drops to the ground. She is certain. She knows.  There is about her an aura of ancient, instinctive wisdom. 

The previous day she had laboured digging out a hollow.  Now, once the heavy snow came she would be covered completely in this shelter and ready for her winter sleep in her dug out den. A safe haven for her cubs when they arrived in the spring. Not young, she had learnt much of life in this bleak spot. Her coat is dense, well-oiled and water repellent. Her nose shining, black, showing grey slashes from past battles. Long threads of fur matted together, streaks of dirty browns .Flecks of rotting salmon-   evidence of her last meal. Her fangs discoloured. Her breath fetid. 

She has fed well during the milder summer months and is in peak condition, prepared for the winter.  The white mass driven on high winds, would soon come, she had smelt it.  It would mask the landscape. Only from her den would she see the moonlight on snow   above. It was time to settle into her den. She would be safe. The moon caresses her landscape.  All would be well.

Moon 
by Choccy Biccy
Mary Parry had been feeling in high spirits earlier that May evening, as she had walked along the towpath towards Llanfoist, breathing in the last of the warm sunshine. Humming to herself, she had worn her prettiest dress. A crisp white pinafore smartly tied around a blue smock. 
She felt in her pocket the crisp note. “Meet me Upper Yard Bridge at sunset – Thomas” it curiously had read. A flutter in her stomach dared her to hope. She permitted herself to imagine a small wedding at Llanelly Chapel, and she could barely contain her anticipation, the fears of the past few weeks felt like they were about to be lifted. Thomas was a stable groom and not yet earning a decent enough wage to afford them a good life, but he had promised faithfully that day would come when he became a head groom.

It was not; however, wise to be meeting Thomas without a chaperone. Despite her age of 21, the villagers would gossip, so she had taken her basket to collect flowers for pressing, something she often did. Mary took great pleasure and pride in collecting wild flowers such as Canterbury bells and Wild Poppies, and she would carefully press them in her scrapbook, all of them tokens and memoirs of illicit meetings with Thomas. Her passion for him besieged her. They would meet when he walked the ponies along the canal where he would tie them up, and they would seize precious time together, watching the sun go down. Reading poetry together, talking, laughing and making love. “Love”she whispered softly to herself as she looked down and tenderly touched the swelling beneath her pinafore. She had been in despair in the recent weeks after discovering her condition. Mary’s father was a strict man, however, he was respected as a hard working farrier in the village and she, being the eldest of five girls, risked bringing her entire family into disrepute. 

The alternative was too horrifying to consider. To bear an illegitimate child in 1897 would almost certainly see any girl outcast from her family, the disgrace and social shame that wicked unmarried mothers brought to themselves, objects of vicious gossip and scandal, their bastard children born into a life of poverty, cruelty and abuse, filling up the workhouses for there were no alternatives, and all deserved in the eyes of society. Nancy Price from Gilwern had born a son last year outside of the law. The image burned into her mind of the village women spitting venom as pitiful Nancy passed them in the street. The infant was said to have been sickly and died shortly after birth and Nancy was sent to live with her Aunt in London. “The devils work cannot be undone!” her mother had remarked at the time. The harsh words resonated in her mind.

Thomas was waiting there on the bridge. Approaching him she noted the sun gifting his glossy black hair a halo of light. She picked up the pace, her strained face, allowing a smile to materialize tenderly. “Thomas!” she breathed, noting at once the happiness in her expression was not shared. His face was sapped and his eyes did not meet hers. At once she took his hands. “Oh, Thomas, Tell me what is troubling you? My love, you look quite ill?”The unease in her voice causing it to falter and as he pulled his hands away from her grasp, he stepped backward and shook his head. 

“No. Nothing is wrong. I asked you to meet me so that I could deliver some news....” Wavering, he allowed himself a fleeting look at her, but if there were sentiment behind his eyes it did not show. 

“I am to marry. I am engaged to Miss Cynthia Jones of Newport. Her father has found employment for me as stable master and I must leave next week.” He spoke quickly as if he might choke on the words if he took a breath. 

The stunned silence between them was transient, as a yielding wail twisted into a nauseating scream “NO! Thomas NO!! Do you not love me? I have given myself to you my darling... Please, please I BEG you..!.” Mary wept as she fell to her knees sobbing. As she looked up at Thomas, pleading with her eyes, she whispered, already sensing the hopelessness.  “I am in a certain condition, you must know...?” She begged for a reaction, but Thomas backed away. Making a desperate grapple she tried to stop him, but fell flat on her face as he cruelly kicked his leg backwards out of her grasp. 

Thomas looked at the wretched girl kneeling before him, muddied, trembling and sobbing but allowed himself no response. He weakly muttered something inaudible as he turned and walked away, his figure dissolving into the looming shadows of the dusk now closing in on the canal. Mary watched silently as he got smaller and smaller and not once did he turn to look back at her. The flowers in her basket were wilting now... devoid of the life force that they sucked through their delicate stems from the earth, they withered and the damp smell of decay was already manifesting under the setting sun. 

Her face was washed clear of tears now, hours later. A beam of light from the night sky bounced off the murky, soundless water like torch light. Casting highlights upon long golden hair, swaying gently around trying to escape white swollen flesh. Lifeless eyes, fringed with the thickest lashes, her pupils black as the night sky itself, yet the white of her clothes dazzled back in rival luminosity. 
Her soft hands cradled her belly, not stirring as fairy fern crept up over her. The moon, magnanimous and tender, radiated down and its glistening white light reached out, kissing her stony cold cheeks and liberating from its depths, two hopeless souls.

In tribute to the true story of Miss Edith Mary Parry, aged twenty-one, the 6th of January 1987, when her body was found in the canal at Llanfoist. Believed to be pregnant, her lover Edgar Thomas Watkins had promised her marriage, however, he informed her he was marrying someone else.  A verdict of "suicide whilst temporarily insane'' was returned. 
