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Love YOUR East Marsh



Imbolc Festival 2021 -
Maria Garner
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Hello everyone and welcome to your Proud East Marshian.

Well, Christmas has been and gone and we’re through January – the month 
that always seems to last a year – and there are signs of hope everywhere this 
month. This edition will carry us into spring, and it’s crammed with optimism 
and renewal.

The snowdrop makes its appearance this month. In folklore, it has many 
names: the fair maid of February, Mary’s tapers and my favourite, little sister 
of the snows. They all make the snowdrop sound delicate, and the flower itself 
looks fragile and vulnerable.

But don’t be deceived. This flower’s strong, spikey leaves can push through 
frozen soil and the plant has its own anti-freeze to cope with the harshest 
weather February can deliver! It’s not surprising the snowdrop symbolises 
overcoming obstacles, a willingness to grow, and hope for the future. 
If you’re planning a tattoo later this year, a snowdrop stands for friendship in 
adversity and personal growth, making it a great choice for 2021!
We’ve all shown these qualities over the last year and we’re emerging after 
the winter ready for anything.

The Proud East Marshian is changing too. We’ve decided to publish it every 
quarter, rather than every month, so that we can offer a bumper edition every 
time. Our next edition will be out in April, just in time for Easter.
And with this change comes a challenge for you. We want to publish your 
writing. East Marsh writers Stephen Barrett and Michael Parker both have 
their poems in this edition. Maybe you have a poem, a memory, or a story to 
share? Some of you will be itching to write an article based on a subject that 
means a lot to you. That’s fabulous. 

There are other options for you too, such as photo journals with bite sized 
pieces of writing to show us your garden, or maybe a walk around your neigh-
bourhood, snapping photos as you go and writing snippets to go with each. 
Or maybe you’ve had a craft box from us, and you’d like to photograph what 
you’ve created (and the different stages of this creation) and write about too. 
You don’t have to write lots. 

If you want to write a piece for the magazine but feel unsure about it, send us 
a messenger via our Facebook page, Sun and Moon Community Arts Festival, 
and we can chat about it and make it happen.

Keep checking our Facebook page for writing ideas and send any writing 
you’ve done to: carolyndoyley@gmail.com 
Let’s stand in solidarity with one another (and with the snowdrop) and chal-
lenge ourselves to try something new in 2021. 

Let’s get writing and get our voices heard.

With love from the Sun and Moon team.

Love YOUR East Marsh -
Get involved with a free window pack!
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Street View - 
Gordon Wilson

Sowing the Seeds of Recovery - 
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Sarah Palmer  
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MUSINGS WITH MY 
SKETCHBOOK
SARAH PALMER

It can be hard enough in January to find 
anything bright to puncture the gloom, but a 
January spent being locked down is like one 
never-ending Monday morning. 

During this time, I’ve just had to look a bit 
harder to find reasons to be cheerful. 
One way has been to get some hyacinth bulbs 
for my kitchen windowsill. It may be cold, wet 
and dismal outside to us, but plants pick up on 
something that we don’t. With the Christmas 
celebrations over, we have passed the point of 
midwinter, and the days are getting longer. 
We may not notice, but spring bulbs are 
responding to the changes in light and putting 
their heads above the soil. By early February, 
the first of these, the snowdrop, starts to show 
its coquettish head. As a plant, it signifies 
that we have, hopefully, passed the worst of 
winter, and that better and warmer times will 
come.  

 News from Sketchbooks United 
Artists have been sharing their images on our 
Sketchbooks United Facebook page and we’ve 
welcomed a few new members. Lisa has just 
joined us and posts regularly. I asked her why 
she has taken up drawing as a hobby: 
 
“It’s very therapeutic. I’ve taught myself to 
draw, so I am proud of my work. It helps my 
mental health, especially in lockdown. It’s also 
cheap to start if you shop in the right places. 
It gives me enormous satisfaction.” 

Competition 

Like Lisa, many of us have been saved by our 
hobbies over the last year. It’s amazing that 
we’ve been in this locked-down world for 
nearly a year now. I would have struggled with 
my mental health in 2020 without my ability 
to journal and paint.  

Since the beginning of January, I’ve been 
staying very close to home, limiting my 
drawings to the parks and the bit of river 
near where I live, rather than the beach 
at Cleethorpes where I usually go for 
inspiration. 

It’s meant that I’ve started to appreciate 
what’s on my doorstep. Looking beyond 
the litter and shopping trolleys in the River 
Freshney to paint the trees arched gracefully 
over the water and the reflections of terraces 
bathed in low winter sun.  

I’d like to see your artwork of your part of the 
East Marsh, and we’ve got a £25 bundle of art 
materials to give to the best piece of art that 
represents where you live. Please send any 
entries in by the end of February. 
  
Please post your entries on Sketchbooks 
United or  in the comments section of the Sun 
and Moon Community Arts Festival – both 
are Facebook groups.

Instructions on how to post in the Sun and 
Moon group will be on the opening page.
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Wonderful work from
Jan, Lisa and Wendy

SKETCHBOOKS UNITED
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There’s a brand-new Cortina, one with 
double headlights, across at old Miss 
Fisher’s.  Hers is Number 14, where she 
lives with her friend, Aggy.  Miss Fisher’s 
got the cleanest doorstep in Thesiger 
Street.

The car’s been there for ages.  And Mrs 
Jenkins’ curtains keep twitching at Number 
12. Terry knows this cos he’s been up here 
in ‘Farmer Jack’s‘ lock-up, sitting on this 
straw bale ever since dinnertime. Jack lets 
him sit up here, out of the way, while he is 
busy below or out back in the yard, shifting 
stuff about in his khaki overalls and old 
army boots.  

Flash, Billy Duthie’s dog that looks like a 
sheepdog, comes round the Kent Street 
corner and leaves a poo outside No.10 

where Jimmy Houlden 
used to live. Jimmy was 
Terry’s friend until his 
mam and dad  flitted last 
summer.  Terry’s mam says 
they went to Springfield. 
She says that’s near the 
country.   Nanna says no 
one will ever live at 10  
anymore cos it’s going to 
get knocked down. And 
he wonders how she can 
know these things.

Nanna says Miss Fisher 
was unlucky in love. 
Nanna says she loved a 
Canadian soldier, but he 
was lost at Vimy Ridge. 
Terry doesn’t know why 
they couldn’t find him cos 
Nanna doesn’t like to talk 
about the war.

The best bit is when Jack hoists up the 
bales from his yellow Morris pick-up and 
the straw comes swinging into the loft. 
Terry has to keep back then out of the way. 
Jack keeps them here  till he takes them 
somewhere else, like the pet shops and the 
docks.  Terry’s sitting on the last of today’s, 
swinging his feet in their new sandals with 
the dust still  swirling in the draft, getting 
up his nose and settling on his eyelashes 
and hair.  

A woman with big  hair is crossing the 
street, coming out of  the eight-foot from 
Freemo.  He watches her fade into the 
shadow of the alley that backs onto Kent 
Street, listening to her high heels echoing,  
rattling on the cobbles.

Today is special ’cos he’s holding  a jar 
which he’s settled in his lap to watch the 
grasshoppers inside, though they don’t do 
much.  Jack says next week, maybe, there 
might be some frogs, or even newts as he’s 
going out Waithe way, wherever they might 
be. Terry doesn’t know what newts are, but 
he can’t wait.  And he wonders if  Waithe’s  
like where he went with his mam and the 
women on the day when he sat on a bucket 
on the back of the wagon, watching the 
fields all the  way there, playing in the field 
all day long; and eating fresh peas all the 
way back.

Dr Stanton’s old Black Austin has pulled 
up right tight behind the Cortina and some 
kids from Kent Street are standing on 
the running board talking to him. They’re 
laughing and watching the two young 
women come down from the market, 
they’re  holding hands with a fisherman 
who might have had a drink. They are 
laughing as well.   The fisherman is wearing 
a blue-suit with flapping pants like Terry’s 
dad’s, cornflower-blue his mam calls it. 
One girl is in a red, polka dot frock and 
the other’s in candy striped pedal-pusher 
slacks.  He knows what these are ‘cos his 
mam bought some last week.  She also 
bought him the yellow cowboys and indians 
shirt and the red soldier  braces that he’s 
wearing now. 

Flash comes back out of Church Street, 
sniffs at lamp posts and doorsteps before 
peeing on the hub of the Ford Cortina then 
trotting up Kent Street back where the 
woman went. 
Uncle Maurice steps off the path to let the 
girls and the fisherman pass.  He’s all black 
from work but he’ll clean up soon because 
its pigeon day at the Kent Arms. Terry 

wonders if they have pigeons at Springfield. 

The women and the man stumble across 
the junction to go to the Ambassador Club. 
His mam says he’s not allowed to go near 
there.

Uncle Maurice has left their front door 
open. Terry knows  this because he smells 
the cabbage, and he can hear Lonnie 
Donegan singing about the dustman; that’s 
Auntie Joyce’s favourite record.

Then Flash comes dashing out of the alley, 
yelping, and races off, up towards Garibaldi 
Street. Then a man comes out of the alley.  
A man in a leather jacket with American  
jeans, winkle-picker shoes and a big blonde 
quiff.  He is leaning on the corner of the 
ally entrance, lighting a fag, spitting on the 
ground, looking up  and smiling at Terry in 
the loft door.  And Terry doesn’t feel very 
good and wonders what  Jimmy is doing just 
now.

STREET VIEW
GORDON WILSON
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ERNIE BROWN
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as I hung up my big winter coat on the back of 
my office door on arrival at the Oasis Garden, 
Your Place in Grimsby, on yet another cold 
and frosty morning in January.
I suppose that I should be feeling a bit down 
at this time of year. Post-Christmas blues, 
lack of sunlight and all that, but I’m not and 
it’s all because of an 80p packet of Wilko’s 
own brand leek seeds that has been sitting 
on my desk for a few days now, waiting for 
the moment, as we reach the end of January, 
when I’ll be able to sow the first seeds of the 
year. By the time it gets to May or June, I’m 
a bit more blasé about it, but those first few 
packets of seeds, for some reason, always gets 
my pulse racing.

I’ve been sowing seeds for as long as I can 
remember and even though I know they can 
take a long time to germinate, I’m still like 
a little boy, creeping down the stairs in the 
early hours of Christmas morning looking 
to see if Father Christmas had been, looking 
to see if there was a pile of presents waiting 
there for me.

After sowing the leek seeds on the surface of 
a seed tray filled with multipurpose compost 
and sprinkling the contents on top, I’ll give 
it only the slightest dusting of compost, just 
to bed them in and then I’ll leave them in a 
sunny spot in the polytunnel to germinate. 
This normally takes about 10 to 15 days 
depending on the seed, sometimes it takes 
lots longer, but I can guarantee you that first 
thing the next morning, I will be scrutinizing 
the surface of the compost, looking for the 
first signs of life appearing.

I know that it won’t happen that quickly.. . . . . .
so why do I do it every year? Because to me it 
is so exciting to see new life, new growth, new 
beginnings after a long, cold, dark and gloomy 
winter.

Checking the seed tray every morning doesn’t 
help to speed anything along, it doesn’t 
change anything because, as one elderly 
gardener said to me a long time ago, “Those 
seeds, although tiny and dry looking, have 
every bit of information they need to survive 
and thrive, contained within their husks. All 
you have to do is make sure it has adequate 
light, water and nutrients and it will do the 
rest by itself ”.

Spring is nearly here, the times of sunshine 
will return, we will sow the seeds of recovery 
and once again we will return to the times of 
bountiful harvest.
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It’s a wet and gloomy day as I write this in 
the third week of the third lockdown. It 
would be easy to feel there is no light at 
the end of this tunnel. There is. Imbolc, the 
festival of awakening and the return of light, 
is all about new beginnings and planting 
seeds for the year ahead. Aside from the 
wonderful job the frontline workers are 
continuing to do and of course the vaccine 
rollout going at a pace, there is much to be 
positive about.

The Earth is waking up. I like to get out in 
the fresh air as often as I can even if it is 
very muddy and cold. It is so easy to talk 
myself out of going out, but I feel so much 
more alive when I do. The restrictions 
mean I can’t go far but it excites me to 
see the early signs of new growth close to 
home. This year I saw my first snowdrops 
in the park on 12th January. I find it very 
reassuring to see that nature is on track. 
When I see the fragile flowers upright and 
proud, without the need of a woolly hat and 
thick coat, it feels like a miracle. A few years 
ago, I wrote a series of poems in the voice 
of seasonal flowers. I chose the snowdrop as 
the Winter flower.

Snowdrop

Through long dark days I wait,
silent, resolute, knowing the time 
will come when the Earth’s warmth
will wake the need  in me to emerge
and show myself to the world.

My fragile beauty deceptive,
my porcelain face does not reveal
my strength and courage.
Is it not I who is always first
to penetrate the hard Winter frost?

I wonder if this ancient symbol of hope 
despairs when the frost is hard, or does she 
wait patiently remembering that this too 
will pass. Patience is something I am getting 
to grips with during these unsettled times. 
Living in the moment and not making too 
many plans brings its own rewards. I’m free 
to drop everything and take advantage of a 
sunny day, a scarlet sunset or anything else 
that brings me joy. 

Lockdown means I have more time to write 
and I have returned to writing short stories, 
BC (Before Covid) I’d sometimes make 
a start on a story but abandon it halfway 
through lack of time. So far I have written 
five, including my first ever fairy tale – and 
yes it did have a happy ending. I enjoyed 
imagining this story and it got me thinking 
how we write our own endings by our 
actions. It doesn’t always feel that way, I 
know. Just like the snowdrop, if we believe in 
the future and throw in a few “what ifs” and 
seeds of hope, who knows what we can grow.
 
Yesterday, in the garden, I found a wild 
primula tucked into the trunk of a leafless 
weigela bush. Hunkered into that warm spot 
it was flowering quite happily sheltered from 
the rain and wind. I was so impressed I took 
a photograph. 

Getting outside and keeping an eye on how 
nature is coming to life gives me a feeling 
of connection with the Earth, the birds, the 
trees, insects, plants in fact every living 
thing. It has definitely stopped me feeling so 
isolated at a time when the diary is empty.

Buds are on the trees and soon baby leaves 
will start to come through. Green shoots 
on the ground are a sure sign that daffodils 

and tulips are getting ready for their big 
show. The days are getting longer, and the 
sun is getting closer. I am hoping for high 
temperatures in early spring but at the 
moment Storm Christoph has other ideas. 
One thing is certain, Spring is on its way and 
it will bring changes.

This year for the first time I have made 
an Imbolc Ring, an old tradition for this 
season. It is amazing how much greenery 
there is even in January. First, I collected 
an assortment of leaves and berries from 
the garden and then I made a double 
cardboard ring and wound it with green 
wool. I arranged the leaves and branches on 
the ring before stitching them on. Anyone 
who knows me well knows I am not a natural 
sewer. I enjoyed the time I took to collect, 
arrange and sew the Imbolc Ring and was 
delighted with my first attempt. It also gave 
me some creative space to try out something 
new and share it with you.

When I read your stories in the PEM 
Magazine it makes me still feel connected to 
you all and I look forward to a time when we 
can celebrate the seasons together, outside 
feeling the fresh air on our faces and the 
grass beneath our feet. 
  
Enjoy the season – even if it is chilly, wet 
and grey. It brings a glow on the inside as 
well as a glow to our cheeks. 
Keep safe and take care of each other.

With love
Maria Garner 

IMBOLC FESTIVAL 2021
MARIA GARNER



A vantage point is a place that 
provides a good clear view of an 
area, for example the top of the 
Dock Tower, looking out over the 
Humber, Great Grimsby Town and 
its surroundings.

I have not had the chance to view 
Grimsby from the top of the Dock 
Tower, my vantage point was, and 
is still, limited to my home and 
garden. 
 
Getting out to my garden is not 
always possible for me, but I love 
watching our feathered friends, so 
I installed transparent birdfeeders 
which you can attach to the outside 
of your window. 

I removed my net curtains and 
replaced them with privacy film.  
Even if I cannot get out into the 
garden, its simple for me to open 
the window and fill the feeders from 
inside.   I now have the vantage 
point of viewing our beautiful birds 
close-up and they have no idea that 
I am only inches away from them.

The highlights from my vantage 
point have been watching raucous 

mobs  of sparrows dancing on the 
branches, impatiently swooping 
in for their chance to gorge on the 
food. Bluetits delicately hop in, to 
take one seed at a time, preferring 
to eat it away from the hoard. 

Soft grey collared doves comically 
fill the feeders with their tails 
fanning out behind.  Blackbirds hop 
along the windowsill, eyeing up 
the seed from below. They haven’t 
worked out how to get in yet, but 
the sparrows make such a mess, 
that there is plenty of fallout for the 
blackbirds to scoop up. 

Every now and then robins and 
wrens get a look in at the feeders, 
though they seem to prefer picking 
over the leftovers rather than 
diving in when the feeders are full.  

One impressive looking visitor is 
not able to use the feeders and 
she eyes up the nibblers rather 
viciously.  The sparrow hawk is a 
necessary part of mother nature’s 
food chain and whilst I can admire 
her beauty, I’m very pleased to say 
I haven’t seen her catch any of my 
visitors. 

What a great vantage point a 
simple window is, we can just sit 
and look out. However, because 
of Covid, we have decorated them 
with rainbows, messages, fairies, 
and now hearts. We have painted, 
sketched, and written about what 
we can see out of them. 

I’m so grateful to have a window 
and I hope you get as much joy from 
your window’s vantage point as I do 
from mine.

With love,
V xxx

V’s VANTAGE POINT 
VIVIENNE MAY
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Love is in the air as we emerge from spring 
and celebrate all things soppy!

Valentine’s Day is the day of the year we 
tend to associate with hearts, flowers and 
chocolates and the display of romantic 
affection.  This year, let’s make it about 
more than that, let’s show some love to 
our East Marsh and make a colourful 
splash. 

We’re inviting twenty East Marsh families 
to decorate their front windows with 
messages of love for our community.  We 
will provide art and craft packs and some 
ideas to get you going.  We know from 
our past windows’ projects that our East 
Marsh families are inventive and creative, 
so we will look forward to enjoying what 
they come up with to cheer us all up and 
show some love at this tricky time of year. 

Our windows are a great way to send 
positive messages out to our community 
while we can’t gather and be together.  
While we’re at home, let’s be creative and 
have fun. 
Even if you didn’t manage to grab an art 
and craft pack, you can still get involved 
– hang a heart in your window or some 
of your own artwork and let’s create a 
network of love and support.  

Our Annabel will be out and about to 
capture some pictures and film footage 
of your windows - socially distanced and 
safely of course. Watch out for her and 
give her a wave if you see her.  

This is the first of our 2021 art and craft 
projects for our East Marsh and we will be 
inviting our community to get involved as 
we go along.  
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2020 GONE TOMORROW
2020 gone.
The next year is here
Don’t know how to feel
Do I laugh, cry or cheer?

Last year was a rough one
For some, yes, I know.
Locked inside our houses
With no place to go.

But then, looking back
My time with my clan,
Six months spent with them
Made me more of a man.

Seeing what my beaut does
In everyday life
Made me more determined 
To make her my wife.

You see, it was my job
To go earn a wage,
When actually what mums do
Should take centre stage.

With no fuss or moaning 
They mop up the spills,
Wipe away tears, 
Take away all ills.

So just looking forward,
The new year ahead 
Begins with a lockdown
Should fill us with dread.

But no, not for me
I’ll mange just fine,
With one guest or fifty
I’ll make this girl mine.

The year may start badly
But wait till the end,
For then I’ll have married
My very best friend.

BY MICHAEL PARKER BY STEVE BARRETT

The world has been crying,
Faces all hidden, 

So I started praying
To at least give us hope.    

So many have left us 
The horrors all seen,

The years are so real,
The faces extreme. 

   
I’ve watched those families

With so little hope, 
Cry out to doctors, ‘just how do I cope?’

    
The pains that you’ve suffered,

A year of no hope,
We’ll all stand beside you; 

We’ll all help you cope.     

The future is brighter,
We‘ll soon all hold hands, 

Move forward together
That’s what is planned.  
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find us online:
https://www.facebook.com/sunmoonfestgy

https://www.sunandmoonfestival.org


