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This collection was created during six creative writing 

classes at Camberwell Court, funded by Arts for All. The 

tutor was Shelley Tracey. The collection includes 

individual and group pieces, with the names of authors 

included on individual pieces only.  

 

 

 

DEDICATION 

 

This collection is dedicated to Kathleen Hale, 

supervisor (2003-2015), with thanks. 

Kathleen treated every resident without fear or 

favour, with compassion and consideration and was 

always looking for opportunities to extend our 

knowledge and memory.  
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CAMBERWELL COURT WRITING GROUP 

We are: 
Merry Mary, 
Kaleidoscope Kathleen, 
Crochet Celine, 
Knitting Kathleen,  
Mixture Maura, 
Jolly Josephine, 
Ruby Rose, 
Shivering Sinead, 
Poteen Pat, 
Merrily Margaret,  
Economic Eileen, 
and Smiley Shelley. 
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LIFE AT CAMBERWELL COURT 

We have been living here for different lengths of time, 

between two and fifteen years. The original residents 

came here in 2000 and had to wear hard hats to get 

shown around the different flats, as building was still 

taking place.   

There are 49 flats at Camberwell Court, mostly singles 

with some doubles. About 54 people are living here at 

the moment.  Since we came in here, at least 30 people 

have died.  

We have birthday and anniversary parties in here. Miss 

Elizabeth Davis celebrated her 100th birthday here! She 

got a card from the Queen and her cheque from Mary 

McAleese.  

There are many activities at Camberwell Court. Every 

Tuesday and Thursday, there is a coffee morning, with 

bingo afterwards for those who want to attend. On 

Thursdays, a hairdresser comes. We have also had 

armchair yoga here.  

The Ulster Orchestra is coming once a month for six 

sessions. At the end of the series, we will be brought up 

to Ballymena to give a concert.  

Some of us crochet and sew on a Monday night. You 

could also join the Stitch and Bitch and Happy Hooker 

groups!  

There is always something going on here. 
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Camberwell Court has beautiful grounds and lovely 

views during the four seasons. The winter is beautiful 

with the snow. There are trees which create an arch 

going towards the opening of the Peace Gate. During 

the summertime when the leaves are on it, you can 

notice it more. It’s the only gate which divides two 

communities in a public park.  

 

“My life started when I came in here. I was sitting in a 
big house on my own, and the moment I came in here 
my life became joyous. 
I have taught the children and grandchildren of a lot of 
the people in here.”    Kathleen Regan 
 
“I liked the place before I came to live here. I used to 
come to the do they had every month here and put my 
name down. Eventually I got in, and it was the best thing 
that ever happened to me. I am as happy as Larry!” 
Pat Hoey  
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A HUNDRED OBJECTS TO MAKE YOU SMILE 

 

A hot cup of tea from china;  
it warms the cockles of your heart, 
The sun shining on the houses, on the fields,  
and hitting the grass.  
 
The leaves are starting to come on the trees again, 
Two magpies in the tree, for joy, 
The mountains we climbed when we were young,  
right up to Napoleon’s Nose, 
Talking about the past, reminiscing. 
 
Being snowed in so other people  
had to do our messages for us, 
The snow: children playing,  
the antics of dogs chasing different things. 
In the past there were tennis courts  
and a bandstand in the park over here.  
 
The sunset I saw on an island off Cuba, 
It was something out of this world. 
Sunrise – the sun is getting bigger  
and the days are getting longer and warmer. 
The day we saw the sun going down  
and the moon coming up. 
You would think it was dancing. 
Being in Cushendall at harvest time in August 
and watching the moon coming up. 
 
The stars at night  
A satellite dish put up at Christmas, 
So that the children thought it was Santa, 
Children believing in the tooth fairy, 
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Children’s innocence, 
How children copy each other, 
The sayings of children: they make you laugh, 
The way my grandson says, you couldn’t possibly 
lend me some money?  
Any two to four year old child,  
because they are so truthful and so observant  
and they don’t care what they say.  
 
Good news,  
Being happy and having peace of mind,  
Knowing that all my family and friends are well, 
One of the residents here who glides instead of walking; 
 
Snowdrops, the way their heads hang down, so delicate,  
they come up through the snow, 
No matter how hard the ground is. 
They usually come up around the base of a tree. 
 
Big fields of bluebells,  
A mat in the forest of bluebells and primroses, 
Hyacinths and their beautiful smell. 
They say hyacinths come from bluebells. 
For the May Altar, we would bring home  
armfuls of bluebells 
And now you are not allowed to pick one,  
not even touch them. 
By the time you had got them home they were drooping 
It’s a faint smell, a nice fresh earthy smell,  
not a perfumey smell. 
Trying to describe the smell is like the words,  
“What is the colour of the wind?” 
 
The smell of roses, yellow for friendship, red for love. 



9 
 

When I had a house in the country I had roses growing, 
even at Christmas time. 
When you buy roses, in a couple of days,  
they just open up.  
 
Crocuses come up at the same time as snowdrops: 
White, yellow, purple.  
 
Flowers. Getting flowers for Mother’s Day 
And all of a sudden your children give you flowers  
for no reason, 
as a surprise out of the blue.  
 
The taste of a nice soft piece of steak: 
You keep it in your mouth  
because you don’t want to let it go.  
Chocolate, especially Maltesers, a box in bed at night 
Ferrero Rocher where you can break the chocolate part 
and get to the inside.  
 
If I had a box of chocolates,  
I wouldn’t stop until I was finished!   
Creamy smooth, you don’t want it to finish.  
Savoury food, potatoes of any sort,  
Purty pudding from a Fermanagh recipe,  
Butter on a roastie, stew,  
New potatoes, much cheaper from a second pick, 
Fresh baps brought in from Kennedy’s and Hughes’  
on the Falls Road. 
 
TV programmes – Benidorm is so funny and so daft, 
CSI Crime Scene,   Last Tango in Halifax, Silent 
Witness, Fair City, Columbo. 
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A Matryoshka doll,  
The story of sixteen dolls  
which only fit inside each other, 
Concealing many things, 
An opportunity missed. 
 

 

 

SUNRISE 

 

You can see a soft yellow glow which grows in every 

passing second. The glow increases, and you can 

almost feel the promising warmth. A feeling of hope and 

new beginning, and everything is brightened. In no time 

at all, there is a blinding light, and you can no longer 

look at it head-on. The brightness of the sun covers your 

face and cloaks it in a veil of warmth.  Day dawns.  

 

SINEAD BURNS  
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SPRING 

 

Spring is my favourite season 

Spring is the season  

when nature sits up and comes alive. 

A feeling of hope and new beginning  

that everything is brightened. 

The end of spring is a feeling of hope 

because we’ve just come through a bad winter 

The fields are full of young lambs and calves gambolling  

and the trees are beginning to bloom  

and the hedgerows are full of nice bright leaves. 

Spring is a season of hope. 
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DAFFODILS 

 

Dancing daffodils,  

wafting their delicate aura in the breeze.  

A whole field in a cluster like a golden velvet carpet, 

like the brass section of an orchestra,  

standing to attention, blowing their trumpets. 
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THE SEASONS AND THE WEATHER 

I love to see the turn of the day, the days getting longer. 

Once the days start to turn the least bit, the autumn 

leaves are out and very colourful. You have rust and you 

have golden yellow. Coming up the side of the complex 

it’s lovely; I love to look at it.  

There is an Indian priest who has joined our parish. And 

at the moment he is in heaven, because he never saw 

snow before.  He says, “I am enchanted.” 
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I LOVE THE SNOW 

 

I love the snow. I can remember when I was about 

ten or eleven there was a very heavy snowfall in 

Belfast. And we lived in a small terrace house and 

there was no garden; there was a back yard. The 

toilet was outdoors. And to go to the toilet we had to 

climb out of the window, in and out through the 

windows because we couldn’t get the door open, 

the snow was so high. And then there was the 

snow falling off the roof into the small yard. The 

snow would have been about six feet deep.  

 

I have always loved the snow. 

 

KATHLEEN REGAN 
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SNOW  

 

I have mixed feelings about the snow. The sky can 

change so quickly, sometimes from sunlight to this 

grey dark dreary atmosphere. You can’t really feel 

snow. It melts in hands and on your clothes. When 

it sits it is lovely to look at, but it’s very cold and one 

is afraid when it hardens to ice that you will fall. 

 

BRIGID FALLOONA 
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OPINIONS ABOUT LIVING ON A DESERT ISLAND 

 

I’m not sure I would like to live on an island on my own, 

but I am definitely an island person, for I’ve been to 

every island round Ireland for a visit.  

 

I could manage to live for a while on an island on my 

own; it wouldn’t bother me. I’d like plenty of vegetation 

on the island, and maybe something edible on it that I 

could actually use to survive. I wouldn’t be too keen on 

any big animals like that; dangerous animals or snakes 

or anything like that. I would like it if it was a tropical 

island where I could cast off my clothes and walk about, 

with plenty of heat and warmth.  I could manage rightly; I 

would potter about. I wouldn’t be afraid to be on my own 

at night. Many’s a time I slept out with no bed. 

 

It would be too quiet for me to live on an island on my 

own. I’m a home-bird. You would have no bed. I would 

be scared of rats and snakes. I’d be no good at camping 

out maybe with a crowd, but not on my own. The dark 

would come and you would see nothing.  
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We used to listen to desert island discs, and I also 

thought if I were in jail or somewhere on my own, what 

luxurious thing would you bring with you? And I have 

often thought I would bring a bale of cotton that I could 

write on, that I could make into dresses, I could paint on, 

and I could amuse myself very well.  This would be in 

jail, rather than on a desert island, where there would be 

someone bringing me my tea! 

 

What we would take to a desert island: a flash lamp, 

food, matches, noodles, dried soup and milk and 

teabags. A load of books, crochet hook. Needs must, 

there would probably be an awful lot of things you would 

be able to do. Needs must. 

 

To me it would be what you would think of when you 

were there, find out what resources you might have.  
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STORIES FROM THE PAST  

EARLY SCHOOL DAYS IN THE NEW LODGE 

I taught in Star of the Sea School on Halliday’s Road. It 

was an old building. We didn’t even have a telephone in 

the school.  I had 36 children in what was junior infants 

then, and 36 children in senior infants.  They should 

have been five and six years old, but things were 

dreadful in the New Lodge. Poverty was very rife, so if 

the mother got a wee job, such as cleaning the doctor’s 

surgery, wee jobs around the place, I took their children 

in at four, and I can remember bringing a child in at 3. I 

had 72 little boys in my class, and I loved every one of 

them.   

They used to sit in benches, ten to a bench, and heated 

by a coal fire. I had to alternate my rows every hour 

because the children at the front were sweating, the 

sweat was pouring out of them, and the children at the 

back were frozen.    

The children went home at half past two, and then I had 

to go and teach the senior class of fourteen year old 

boys form half two till a quarter to four.  Kathleen Hale’s 

two brothers were in that class. Paddy, when he comes 

to visit, always comes to see me. Then I taught 

Kathleen's two older boys.  

The younger children played a lot – I didn’t even at that 

time have jotters and pencils. They wrote on slates with 

chalk and I couldn’t get paper, so I went round 
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everybody I knew and asked them for wallpaper and I 

cut it into big sheets and they wrote on the back of 

wallpaper.  I would also buy ceiling paper, you know, the 

very cheapest paper, and that is what they used. The 

Primary Twos would do reading and number. I taught 

them a lot of nursery rhymes and poetry, but it was hard 

graft, you know. Then, as Bearnageeha opened the 

intermediate school, things eased a bit. Towards the 

end, when the school closed at the start of 

rationalisation, my class dropped to 30 and 25 

sometimes.   

There were a lot of problems in the New Lodge during 

the Troubles, and there would be a bomb explosion, and 

many's the time I had to get the children to lie on the 

floor. And in the front of the school there were bullet 

holes where it had been attacked. But every time 

anything like that happened, always two of the children, 

the first who would get up, they would run up to me. 

Now, they were frightened, but they would take a hand 

each of me and say, “We are the men in this room. We 

will look after you.” 

On many occasions I had to lie on top of them, and for a 

good year at the height of the troubles for a year I had 

an armed soldier at the back of my classroom because 

the school was a borderline between Tiger's Bay and 

the Nationalist area and this was when the soldiers first 

came in. 

I can remember one terrible incident during the 

Troubles. The first casualty was a wee girl called Denise 
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Dickson. It was an accident, when an army jeep 

mounted the pavement and Denise was playing 

hopscotch and she was killed. I think it was her twin 

brother who was in my class. We would always attend 

the funeral when a relative of any of the children died. 

And on the day of her funeral, a crowd came across 

from Tiger’s Bay, now all they had to do was walk 

across from Duncairn Gardens. They came over and 

they sang Bits and Pieces; it was a number one hit by 

the Dave Clark Five. They sang that during the ritual of 

Denise’s body being removed.  The Dicksons were a 

very close-knit family and the mother was very quiet. 

They weren’t involved in the Troubles in any way, they 

would have been taken indoors if anything happened, 

but it happened so fast. I can remember the crowd 

singing Bits and Pieces. It was awful for her family to go 

through that.       

KATHLEEN REGAN  
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MY SON MALACHY  

 

I have a six-foot son of fifteen stone: Kathleen taught 

him. And she comes up to me one night and she says, 

“Will you read that for me Celine?”  

And my son was there, Malachy, and I said, “No glasses 

on me. Here, Malachy, read that for Kathleen.” 

And he sat laughing. He said, “Imagine me reading for 

my teacher.” 

She took him at school before he was four years old. He 

followed a wee fellow, Joseph Flood, up to school at 

lunchtime every day. And I said, let him stay there.  

Joseph Flood was his wee mate from when he was no 

age; he was about a year older than him and Joe would 

have come home for lunch. You would have come home 

to your mother’s or your granny’s. And my children went 

to their granny’s. 

I would have gone up after Malachy, but Kathleen said, 

“No, let him stay there. But don’t tell anybody.” He was 

still under four. 

And then when he came fifteen, and you had to stay at 

school until you were sixteen, he says I am not going 

back, I said, you have to go back. He said, “No, I’m not 

going back. I can go to me uncle Malachy’s and work in 
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the butcher’s. He’s a butcher now too. He said, “I went 

to school when I was three, so I have my time done.” 

And he never went back to school. And he always said 

what do I need to learn to do algebra and geometry 

when I know all I need to know – how to cut a quarter of 

steak right?” 

So he became a butcher. And he’s still a butcher.  

 

CELINE MCCORMICK 
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GURNEY GOB 

Twice I was half-awake. The second time it seemed to 

me I was in a strange room in a strange bed and 

hearing strange voices.  I cried, “Mummy! Mummy!” and 

the man’s voice said, “She’s awake; you’d better go and 

see to her.” 

So over came a woman, but not my beautiful mother, 

and she said, “Kathleen, I will look after you.”  

And I said, “I want my mummy! I want my mummy!”  

And the man said, “Well, you can’t have your mummy. 

She’s not here. She’s run off with a black man and she 

won’t be back, and your daddy’s away off trying to find 

them. He won’t be back either.” 

And I started to cry, and cried and cried: Mummy! 

Mummy! Mummy!  I want my mummy!” 

“Well, you can’t have her.”  

So I cried all day, and he said, “You’re a right gurney 

gob.” 

Now, he was the husband of my aunt who had come 

over to me. She was my mother’s youngest sister, and 

she was just married to this man, and they lived a few 

doors below us in Spearmount Street. I cried all day and 

he called me “Gurney gob! Gurney gob!  Gurney gob!” 

and laughed and enjoyed it.  “Well, she won’t be back.” 
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Well, I cried myself to sleep that night. When it was very 

dark and very late, Mother returned with my father, and 

she came over and put her arms around me, and I 

shouted, “Love you, Mummy! I want you, Mummy!”  And 

she said, “But I was only away for the day. I was coming 

back. I would never leave you.” 

Now it turned out later that I was one year and ten 

months old. It was my first memory; it was the one and 

only day my mother ever left us.  She had saved up to 

go to the Eucharistic Congress in Dublin. It was the 26th 

of June 1932. I can clearly remember, she had lifted me 

up and carried me over to my aunt’s. The only time she 

ever left us again was to go into hospital to have my 

young brother.  

I thought it was the cruellest thing – I still find it difficult 

to forgive him, he’s dead now.  He had nineteen of his 

own children, with fifteen of them surviving, and he 

thought it was so funny. Whether he tortured his own 

children like that, I don’t know.  

My mother brought back her favour from her pilgrimage 

to Dublin which she wore on her lapel.  It was a yellow 

and white flower, and a wee gold pin. And I got the gold 

pin, which I still have today.   

KATHLEEN REGAN 
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THE JOURNEY 

 

Through the stained glass 

The slanted sunlight danced on their bowed heads 

Vows exchanged, they took their first steps. 

Side by side they journeyed  

Keeping in their sights their promises.  

Milestones passed, bridges crossed. 

Around the happy family they gathered 

Bringing silver gifts  

And raised their glasses to another twenty-five. 

Together, joys doubled; burdens halved, 

Yet, two short miles down the road 

His footsteps faltered. 

The loss was mourned 

No helping hand on their uphill climb. 

But she was glad when she had to stand alone 

Glad that he was spared her pain – 

The pain of having to bury their child.    

 

MARY MULLIGAN 
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INTERESTING AND MEMORABLE 

PLACES 

VISITING AUSTRALIA 

In Australia, there is no in-between; it’s daylight and 

then from six o’clock in the evening, night comes down 

like a blanket.  You could sit down for your evening meal 

and it’s black.  You shouldn’t be going to bed when you 

are having your evening meal. That’s what I found about 

Australia.   

I think it’s a good place to bring up a family for young 

people, but it wouldn’t be my idea of a place to live. 

My nephew lives at Sanctuary Cove, and the back of his 

house is on the river.  You can see the boats going up 

and down and then there’s a place for fishing for crabs 

and that and the kids go down. And then my brother, 

he’s been in Hope Island for two years now. His house 

backs onto the golf course so it’s very interesting to sit 

there and look out there.  You can see kangaroos on the 

golf course. One morning when my brother was on the 

phone to me, there was one just outside his door. 

The last time I was out there, my family had just moved 

out to those places.  

Hope Island is completely different from Brisbane; it was 

Brisbane my brother was in before that.  It’s quite big, 

and I found the Irish club very good! My brother lives on 
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the outskirts. I’ve been out quite a few times, and I’ve 

enjoyed it every time.  

When I went at Christmas, it was very warm. I’ve never 

really had bad weather there, no matter what time of the 

year I went. I was very lucky. They have had awful 

winters these last two years, but I haven’t experienced 

that. Their summers are too warm for me! 

Travelling over to Australia is usually easy enough, but 

last time I went over there was seven hours’ delay in 

Abu Dhabi. They sent us down we have two young 

children with us because we were going to a wedding. 

They sent us to a hotel by taxi. On the way back to the 

airport the taxi driver got a call to say to take us back to 

the hotel again and the kids had just wakened up after a 

sleep, and guess what they were like!  

And then instead of going straight to Brisbane, they took 

us to Sydney first. We had to check in again, and get 

from one terminal to another.  

That was the worst – but coming home was brilliant; it 

was straight through.  

 

MAURA FITZPATRICK 
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PARIS 

I remember we went to Paris on a bus and we enjoyed 

ourselves; Paris was great. We went on the North Sea 

on the ferry-boat to Zeebrugge, and then travelled 

across into Paris on and then took a train into Spain.  

Paris is beautiful. The only thing is, we were only 

spending a weekend there, and no matter where you 

went, there was a queue on for waiting to see places. 

We went to the Sacré Coeur and people were coming 

down the stairs in it, and it was amazing because 

someone was playing the organ, I couldn’t see who it 

was, and it was like something from Phantom of the 

Opera. Mass was on, and everybody was still walking 

around, around the back of the altar and all that, and I 

said to John, “Let’s go in here and get some ice 

creams.” 

Well, they brought out these cones, double cones, and 

we said we only wanted one scoop each. We couldn’t 

say to him we only want one ice-cream in each cone, 

and then we went in somewhere for our tea for chicken 

and chips or something.  There was a man there who 

was Greek and could speak French, and he translated 

to the waiter what we wanted.  

We had a grand time in Paris. 

 

CELINE MCCORMICK 
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DONEGAL 

 

My memorable place would have been Donegal.  As an 

eleven-year old, I got a scholarship to Donegal to the 

Gaeltacht to Teelin and then next year I got one to 

Ranafast and the next year I got one to Rosguill. I’ve 

been to all the Gaeltachts. I went to the Gaeltacht for 

about twelve years running and then I taught in the 

Gaeltacht during July and August. 

  

It was about three years ago when my sister took ill and 

we couldn’t got to Donegal,  but we usually got the loan 

of a house, a relative owned a house and I would have 

gone to outside of Bunbeg every year for a month. The 

scenery in Donegal is magnificent and wild. I love 

Donegal, love Donegal.  But then I loved the Irish too, 

speaking Irish.  

 

I always go to the mountains. I love the mountains 

wherever I am. And that’s possibly why I love Donegal 

so much.  

 

KATHLEEN REGAN  
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TRAVELLING ON THE CONTINENT  

 

I enjoy travelling on the continent. I love Switzerland; it’s 

so clean, and the scenery is absolutely fantastic.   

I worked for a while in Switzerland. I was in the German 

part of it first of all and then I moved to the Italian part of 

Switzerland. Over time I learnt Italian and German, I had 

this job in a youth hostel working in July and August,  so 

I used to go there for the two months and work in the 

Italian youth hostel.   

They actually employed me because I spoke English, 

because I could translate and for the office work and 

that, although my Italian was pretty good at the time. I 

was able to converse with the family and they could just 

tell me what they wanted.  A lot of foreigners came to 

the hostel who couldn’t speak Italian but maybe their 

first foreign language was English. You know you had a 

lot of Norwegian, Swedish and people like that –well, 

they spoke English.   

I really love Italy. There’s a certain warmth in Italy; I just 

like the people. I know they are very excitable, but then I 

can be excitable too. I blended in quite well and I found 

that once you made a friend - an Italian friend - they are 

very family-orientated, so once you met one of them 

they wanted you to meet their granny, their granda, their 

aunt, their uncle, all the cousins … in other words, you 
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were included in the family, you know. They really 

brought you into the family. I thought it was very very 

nice. It appeals to me anyway. Of course the weather 

was good too. I’ve been there in the summer and I’ve 

also been there in the winter. It wasn’t that great, but it 

wasn’t like the winters we have here. So I like Italy. It 

appeals to me a great deal, the Italian people and the 

food. I like food anywhere, it doesn’t really matter.  

I was in Rome, and Milan, but for the most part I was on 

the Adriatic Coast in a place called Pesaro, which is 

near Ancona, if you have ever heard of Ancona. Pesaro 

maybe wouldn’t be too famous, but it’s a lovely spot, just 

right on the Adriatic and I stayed in a youth hostel a 

couple of miles outside Pesaro itself. This was a building 

that was set in its own grounds, absolutely beautiful, all 

you had to do was walk across the road and you were 

down onto the Adriatic beach, miles of golden sand and 

lovely warm sea for sunbathing, which I liked. I loved the 

sun and the heat and the warmth. I know some people 

have to be in the shade, but I can take it, I can just lie 

out in it all day long; it doesn’t bother me. In fact, that’s 

what I miss. I didn’t get out there last year, but maybe, 

who knows? 

 

I enjoyed the continent. I liked Germany as well. I find 

German people very friendly and very helpful. 

PAT HOEY  
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CANADA 
 
 
I was out in Vancouver a few times. My brother lives 
there. I liked it, but don’t know if I would like to live there 
myself.  Vancouver’s lovely. It’s a very industrial city and 
it has lovely weather. It has nice warm weather in 
summer and a hard winter, not like Toronto.  
 
I was in Toronto too; I have a brother-in-law and a sister 
in-law in Toronto; she’s from the Falls Road and she’s 
from the Market. What they say they miss the most is 
there are no seasons. You have summer and winter. 
There’s no spring and there’s no autumn. And that’s 
what they miss most. Where we would have the long 
evenings coming up to the winter, they don’t have 
twilight; it’s just dark, and then it’s night. 
 
In Vancouver you have hills and lakes and things, but 
Toronto is very much industrial. But all races of people 
live in it. And it seemed to be one area and they were all 
Chinese, another area and they were all Hindus, and 
then you would have the English, and then of course 
you would have the Irish, and Vancouver is the same, 
but apparently Vancouver is mostly made up from 
immigrants, from all parts of the world.  
 

CELINE MCCORMICK  
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POVERTY IN RUSSIA  

I went from Glengall Street in a bus down England, 

across North Europe, up into Norway and Sweden, into 

Russia down Russia into Belarus, back through Poland, 

Germany – it was almost a four-week tour. That would 

have been in 1990.  

I have been back to Russia, and China, since, but it 

amazed me when I went to Russia: they were poverty-

stricken. And this was the powerful nation that we were 

all afraid of. There they were at the bottom of their wee 

tiny gardens of their dachas selling fruit that they picked, 

the berries that they picked in the forest. They had 

absolutely nothing.  There were no biros: the children 

were looking for biros, there were no sweets, no food. 

We had enough, and I enjoyed the food alright but if you 

were looking for steaks and things like that, there was 

no such thing. But the poverty! 

Now, we went back again and the poverty was bad after 

glasnost. Moscow was full of the Mafia and they were 

driving around in big cars, but I will never forget the 

poverty of Russia.  

There was one place down the road which was through 

a forest, a whole town, practically. They didn’t have a 

refreshment stop. (It was called an Indian stop). There 

were no toilets; you had to go to the toilet behind the 

trees, men to the right and women to the left. And we 

went into this bit of a clearing, and there was a statue in 

the middle of the clearing, and on it was: Erected to the 
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Six Million people who were murdered in the Stalin 

Clearings. Six Million! Just in that area.   

When we went into these huge, huge hotels that were 

built for the Olympics or something, we were warned 

that if we were taking a shower, we had to keep our 

eyes closed the whole time, because we could pick up a 

virus from the water, and not ever to brush our teeth 

with the water.  

The people were beautiful, very friendly, but there was 

such poverty in Russia.   

KATHLEEN REGAN  
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HAIKU 

 

Frost freezes the windows, 

Breath visible in the air. 

Tears roll down the glass. 

 

Dolphins diving in water.  

Sunlight glints off sand. 

Children barefoot on the shore. 

 

Waves lapping the shore. 

Sandy dunes like mini-mountains. 

Seagulls cry out loud. 

 

 

 


