
Contact us 
 

Our next issue has a  theme of  ‘Nature’. 
Please send us your short poems, (25 lines 

or so) flash fiction, memories and other   
ideas for consideration. Prose must be un-

der 300 words. 
 

Email:  dawessue@gmail.com  

Or via blog:  wivenhoewriters.blogspot.co.uk 

We really want to hear from you! 

That was another great 

bit of writing and artwork 

given to ‘Off the Rails’: a 

community arts initiative, 

based at Wivenhoe Railway 

Station, Essex.  

http://offtherailswivenhoe.blogspot.co.uk/ 

Printed by: 

Contributors 
Helen Chambers is a local primary school teacher and 

writer, currently studying part-time for her MA in Crea-

tive Writing at Essex University.   

Jonathan King lives in Brightlingsea and writes poetry 

and prose because it’s the only way he knows to express 

the things he doesn't know need expressing, until the 

words are written.  

David Winfield is a retired Print Executive, married to 

Jan, with 2 grown up children and 4 grandchildren. He’s 

lived in Wivenhoe for 4 years, but had connections to the 

area 50 years ago when first married. He supports Poetry 

Wivenhoe and the Wivenhoe Scouts.  

Leaflet edited and produced by Sue Dawes 
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THE END GAME 
David Winfield. 

  
The Battleship was in his element on the 

Monopoly board, the pretty Thimble less 

so, especially with such high stakes.      

Battleship knew the percentages, his     

tactics were sound. Thimble played with 

panache and bravery.  She was seven 

moves from his Bond Street Hotel. Seven was 

the most thrown number.  She threw, she    

landed and Battleship smiled cruelly.  

Thimble was homeless now, the divorce 

settlement complete. A whisky for the vic-

tor was downed in one.  The muscles in 

his throat closed,  Battleship died quickly. 

Thimble washed the glass, no trace ever.   

 

 
 
 
 
 

Change: alter, barter, 
convert,  Diversify,  

exchange, fluctuate,    

innovate,  moderate,  

modify, mutate, reform, 

remodel, reorganise,          

restyle, shift, trade, 

transmute, transform  

vacillate, vary, veer.  



Red turns to the sound of an engine 

and Woody’s quadbike lumbers towards 

them. 

‘Want a ride to Granny’s? Room for one 

more?’ 

‘That’s so sweet, Woody. Can I have a 

go? Does it go fast? Hold these flowers, 

Wolfie?’ 

Woody slides off his seat and stands 

close behind her, reaching his arm around 

her to the controls. 

‘Wolfie – pop my bag in the trailer, 

there’s a love.’ She smiles through lowered 

lashes, revs the engine and accelerates to 

Granny’s. Showers of dust and pine needles 

spray in her wake, tangling in wolf’s fur and 

sticking to Woody’s oiled skin. 

   

 

Climate change 
Sea Change 

 

Leader change 
Lane change 

 

Small change 
Baby change 

 

Spare change 
Change change 

 

Change dot org. 
 

Change minds 
Change hearts 

 

Change seats 
Change parts 

 

Change channels 
Change tunes 

 

Changing rooms. 
 

Change teams 
Change times 

 

Change rhythm 
Change rhymes 

 

Change for change sake. 
 

Change plans 
Change places 

 

Change planes 
Change spaces 

 

Change trains. 
 

All change please……….. 

Deep in the forest shade, Wolfie checks his 

phone. The app shows Red’s nearby, so he 

prepares: polishes his teeth, spritzes 

aftershave (though he hasn’t) and practises 

his lines. 

Deeper still, Woody, clean-shaven, 

clocks Red’s arrival on Tinder. He works up 

a manly sweat sawing faster at the logs, 

then posts a muscle-bound selfie on 

Instagram. 

The shapely girl slicks on red lipstick, 

and pouts for Snapchat. 

Woody hauls logs onto his quadbike 

trailer, visions of forest love dancing in his 

mind. 

Wolfie saunters towards her, 

proffering a posy and wiping away drool. 

‘Hey babe. What’s a pretty girl like 

you doing in this dump?’ he drawls. 

‘Same-old, Wolfie. Thursday – taking 

lunch for Granny. Carry my bag?’ 

‘I’ll swap it for these flowers,’ he 

says. ‘They bring out the blue of your 

eyes… Nice new bag. Leather?’ 

‘Bespoke pigskin,’ she says. 

His eyes widen. 

 

CHANGE THIS 

Jonathan  King. 
ALL CHANGE 

by Helen Chambers.  


