uncovering
gems....
Foreword

This book of stories, poems, photos and pieces of
art work has been produced by people living in
Norfolk and Suffolk. The theme for the ‘Uncovering
Gems’ book is ‘Work’ and there are as many
different interpretations and reflections on work as
there are pages in this book.

W

e are delighted with the quality and richness of the
pieces. For most of those who have taken part in this
project, writing creatively has been a new venture
into somewhat unknown territory. It seems people have
surprised even themselves with what they can achieve. The
sessions have often inspired confidence and helped people feel
part of a team.
Congratulations to everyone who has been involved. We
hope the experience has been a rewarding one. Many of those
who have taken part have been out of formal education for a
long time or have unhappy recollections or mixed feelings
about their days at school. We are also delighted that the range
of participants has been as diverse as the range of material
produced.
‘Uncovering Gems’ has been a whirlwind experience as we
had less than six months in which to set up and run over forty
workshops in fourteen locations across two counties and with
over one hundred and thirty people taking part and
contributing. We were able to provide follow up support,
mentoring, peer support and individual tuition. The completed
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work has then been selected, edited, designed and printed.
Every person involved with the project has had the opportunity
to have their own page in the book and to be involved in the
whole design and production process. We hope you are as
pleased with the results as we are.
We are also delighted that some people and organisations
are finding ways to continue with ‘Uncovering Gems’ through
self-supporting groups, with workshops led by volunteers and
union learning reps. We have produced learner-led resource
packs and on-line recources to support these ongoing
initiatives. We wish them every success.
In addition to the book we have created a website where we
have showcased at least one piece of work for every participant.
On the website are videos where brave people have read their
work to a group of others. We will continue to host this website
for the next year, though unfortunately we have no funding to
update it.
We hope you enjoy ‘Uncovering Gems’ as much as we have.

Richard Crook
Heather De Lyon
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Uncovering Gems has been a remarkable feat of cooperation. We had
limited time and resources and without fantastic help from a wide range of
people and organisations it would not have been the success that it is.
Particular thanks to:
Joyce Armstrong, Paul Crichton, Brenda Coldrick, Fiona Craig, Lynne
and Rob Custance, John Davy, Sharon Dow, Caroline Gilfillan, Jan Holden,
Sarah Holloway, Georgie Kuna, Katja Mordaunt, John Morgan, Sarah
Pearce, Abby Pearson, Tracey Risebrow, Joanne Rust, Diane Sawyer, Jenny
Webber and John Wratten.
We would also like to thank our partners to this project which have
contributed and helped in too many ways to list (more information through
the websites with links from www.uncoveringgems.org.uk).

Communications Workers Union
Community Connections
(Great Yarmouth)
Fakenham Learning Community
First Focus, Fakenham
GMB
Ipswich Hospital NHS Trust
Kickstart Norfolk
Kinnerton Confectionary Co. Ltd
The LEAP Project, Suffolk
Learning Link Norfolk & Suffolk
Merchantsʼ Place (Cromer)
Norfolk Adult Education Services

Norfolk County Council
Norfolk Library Service
Norfolk Rural Community Council
Norfolk Unites
PCS
Piece of Mind (Heacham)
RCN
Suffolk TAP
TULL (Trade Union Learning Link)
Unison
Unite the Union
USDAW
WISEArchive

Finally we would like to thank BIS, the Transformation Fund and the
Learning Revolution for providing us with the opportunity to develop the
‘Uncovering Gems’ project and enabling us to showcase participants’ work,
and NIACE for their support with the project management.

Harp House
54 Wells Road
Fakenham
NR21 9HJ
info@tull.uk.net
01328 855357
www.uncoveringgems.org.uk
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Margaret Goldingay
The Fox and Hounds

I ran a public house for three years in Weasenham,
Norfolk, called The Fox and Hounds and I found
some interesting things about it.

I

t used to be an old coach house and in Cromwell’s times it had a
priest’s hiding hole that was still there when I took over. People
said it had a ghost, that would appear down the chimney and
along a passageway, between the bar and kitchen. I had a chef who
worked for me who had an unusual experience: he placed a knife in
the kitchen one night and in the morning it had gone. The following
morning it turned up again, in the same place.
After I’d left that pub I went to buy a car. The car salesman
asked me what I did. I told him and he explained that his father did
the same thing. It turned out his father ran that pub now. He asked
me if I wanted to join him for a drink and go back and have a look.
Unfortunately it had all changed. The priest hole had been
blocked up and the fire place had now got a wood burner. The
atmosphere had changed.

I have run public houses in Norfolk. I have been
retired for fifteen years and enjoy it very much.
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Tristian Roberts
Foxley Wood

I

t’s cold in the mornings when we
get to Foxley Wood. We unload
the van and carry the tools. Then
we start the fire and get to work.
We cut down the trees, trim them up,
grade them and then bundle them up.
Whilst we do all this we chat and have
a laugh with each other. When it hits
about midday we start to pack up and
walk back to the mini bus, but we
always have to wait for Shaun, he’s
always late.
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John Gooch
Bus
Burning fire
Useless wood
Soaked through again
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A.B.
I used to be
in the dark

I used to be in the dark until I had a class with Helen
Elliott from the Workers’ Educational Association.
Helen helped me to see what I could do to better
myself. Before that, I would never read a book as it
took too long. I would never write a letter or fill a
form in. I would do anything but sort the problem out
about reading and writing.

I

found that I suffer from dyslexia. I found it very hard to
understand why I could not spell as well, like most people do.
As time went by with Helen’s class I found more confidence
in myself. I even wrote on a letter to ‘return to sender’. Don’t get
me wrong, it has been long and hard for me, but with a little more
time I think I will make it. I now read something every day which
I find is better then before and more enjoyable. I do have a little
help with my Blacks writing dictionary, which I find very useful
and could not do with out.

Cleaner for OCS at Ipswich Hospital.
Mother/grandmother/ lived in Suffolk for 20 years.
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Christopher Branford
Down the pit at six

M

y first paid job was in 1950. At six years
old my father, who owned an Iron
Foundry in Bilston in The Black Country,
took me to work with him on a Saturday morning,
to help to dig a pit. It had been partly dug the
previous day – long and narrow, between the red
brick warehouse, with its cast iron windows, and a
wooden shed, and it was already two feet deep. The
pit was to contain an extractor to pull the dust from
the grinding shop.
I was given a time card with my name on it and
I was shown how to get it punched and printed,
with the time shown, and where to put it in the “IN”
rack. Wearing my little wellies and carrying a
seaside spade, I jumped down into the dank
smelling pit alongside two bemused cloth-capped
labourers and worked away in a corner, throwing
soil into a waiting wheelbarrow. The area had been
in industrial use for about 200 years, so you can
imagine my thrill as my little spade turned up coal
and nails and bits of clay pipe – a junior
archaeologist!
Two hours later I was getting quite tired but the
pit was finished, ready for its concrete lining. Now
five feet deep, I had to be lifted out. I washed off the
soil and clay and “clocked OUT.”
Imagine my excitement as I took my time card
to the little office pay window and rang the bell. My
father on the other side opened the hatch and took
my card. A few moments later he put into my
trembling hands MY FIRST PAY PACKET! Imagine
my pride, my anticipation and my hopes as I ripped
it open, followed by my disappointment – it was
only threepence!

I was a fourth generation Black Country foundryman.
I worked in the diminishing iron industry for nearly 40
years, semi-retiring to Norfolk nearly 10 years ago.
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Jules Warden
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Debbie Smith
Apprentice

Arrive at work, keen to start
Put on my computer
Prepare to start my day
Read all my E-mails
Evaluate my tasks
Notes to myself of ʻJobs to doʼ
Take into consideration my colleagues
Identify my priorities
Consider my customers and their needs
Establish whether I have completed my tasks

Apprentice with Norfolk County Council in ICT Solutions.
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Lydia Page
Dressing

For eleven years I worked in a
large department store in the
centre of Cambridge. I was part of
the display team and we had fiftytwo window display cases and
areas which we dressed each week.

T

he windows ranged from fashion to
carpets to paints and at the start of each
day we emptied the space. We had a
whole day to fill. We had a free run of the shop
and could choose whatever we wanted –
accessories etc. to match the main theme of
the window. It was such a satisfying job to see
at the end of each day what you had created.
There were 8 of us in the display team,
sometimes we worked with the others but
mainly on our own. Our department was
situated in the basement, which was damp
and cold, with ferns growing in the walls. We
were a true team and I’m still in touch with
most of them, thirty-five years later.
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Jake Juszkiewicz
The
Nightmare of
St. Louis

T

he leaves were stacked as high as Everest,
John said, ‘Go keep her happy, just try your best,’
My life’s a most protracted endurance test.
I leave the van attired in a silly blue vest
And start to sweep leaves, with little chance of success,
Could I summon up the courage to phone the boss and protest?
After three and a half hours solid, it’s time for a rest,
They call me into the office to make another request,
“These floors must be re-polished, it must be addressed.”
Not to worry, I think, no need to be stressed,
Just put on my tombstone, ‘St Louis Primary’s latest conquest.’

Supervisor in School Caretaking and Cleaning. Single/under25.
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Irene Doughty

Hospital

Hospital, what a scary place,
On your feet, working such a pace.
Sorry sights do meet your eyes,
Pity and love both abide.
Isolation felt by some, infections abound all around,
Take care and wash your hands.
All the people, all the carers,
Lost in pain and despair.
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Volunteer with First Focus – telephone befriending . I have 4 children and
moved from Liverpool to Norfolk in my mid twenties. I found it distressing
moving from a friendly environment to being a newcomer

Troy Seabrook
Fire

Fire in the woods
Intense heat coming
through
Raising through the
waste wood
Everything needs to be
cleared
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Corinna Russell
One of my work
colleagues
Probably the most influential manager I have ever
worked with was a guy called Edward Lee, whom I met
at Spillers Ltd. when I worked there in the late
seventies. He was brought into the company to ‘shake
things up a bit’ and reputedly had quite a fearsome
reputation for not suffering fools gladly and, more
worrying to me, he did not think women should be in
management.

W

hen I first saw him standing in the foyer, I thought he was
one of the workmen. He was dressed in a well worn,
scruffy blue suit, his collar and tie were all awry, his shoes
looked as if they hadn’t been cleaned in a month, and his hair was
all over the place.
He was very eccentric too and while he was technically on the
ball, he could come up with the daftest ideas imaginable. On our
first meeting, he told me that he didn’t rate women in management,
but I made no comment.
A couple of weeks later, he came to see me, after most people
had gone home, to talk about a quote I had done. He was, I thought,
talking out of his hat, and I told him so in no uncertain terms.
This was the turning point for us. I didn’t realise that he
admired people who stuck to their guns and were unafraid to say
what they felt and he promoted me a couple of weeks later, to head
up one of his teams. He showed me, by example, how to look after
and value staff, and how to stick up for them in public, even if they
were wrong. These principles, I carried throughout my working life.
It must have worked too, because when he left to go to a better job,
he persuaded me to follow him.

At 65 and now retired, I have had three careers, all of
which I’ve enjoyed. 3 years in the army / 30 years in IT /
10 years in a call centre.
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Kevin Carver

Kevin Carver is 42 and unemployed for medical reasons.
“I am a troubled adult trying to make out in this ever changing
world of confusion but find solace in art and photography.”
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Sue Dakin

Gemma –
a work colleague
I was once an Office Manager and it was soon
apparent that I needed some assistance, as the
amount of responsibility I carried became too much
for one person. So I begun the journey of finding a
secretary.

T

he applicants came and they went – had the employment bureau
understood the requirements I had laid down for my perfect
candidate? It would appear not, until after a few weeks and lots
of inappropriate applicants had passed me by, in walked Gemma –
what a breath of fresh air. Gemma was a bundle of sunshine to look at
and to talk to, with a smile that stretched from ear to ear and a
personality to match. Gemma was the youngest candidate I had
interviewed and therefore not the most experienced by far, but the
areas in which she lacked, she more than made up for with enthusiasm
to learn and keen and genuine interest in the business.
I made my decision and slowly but surely spent the next year
guiding and teaching her in the role she had secured for herself.
Seven years later in 1998 I had to leave my career for health
reasons. I recommended that Gemma should be promoted to my
position and there she remains today doing a great job, I feel so proud
of her.

I’m Sue Dakin, 48 years young, an ex-Londoner, now a confirmed Heachamite. Previously
a successful businesswoman, of late rather poorly, but getting there. ‘Onwards and
upwards: a new life cometh.’
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Patrick Moore
The Bank Robber
In 1967 I was working as a junior bank cashier in Knightsbridge,
having recently been moved from Norwich. We were newly-married,
and had moved into our first home – a modern terraced house in
Chelmsford. The bank was Martin’s – famous as the employers of
“Dad’s Army’s” Captain Mainwaring!

B

ank telling was more interesting than you might imagine. The branch was
very near to Harrods – where I would spend my lunch hour looking at things
I thought I could never afford. Looking back over the forty three years since, I
find I was right! The working day was peppered with little incidents that only a
place like Knightsbridge could provide. Film starlets were in and out cashing
cheques, and one or two stars were too. Millionaires were two a penny – like Mr
Bernstein from Cape Town, who always brought a bag of fresh lychees from his
South African garden, when he visited. “Ladies of the Night” too were always
visiting to pay in their takings from the previous evening – in dollars, sterling,
francs, yen, pesetas. Even the tarts in Knightsbridge had class!
One winter’s afternoon I was working alongside our rather posh trainee Clive –
straight out of public school and “Uni “– dealing with long queues of customers at
the open counter. Suddenly – just like a character from Beano – Clive hollered out
in his upper-crust tones, “Stop Thief!” I looked up just in time to see a desperate
looking chap running out of the bank clutching a bundle of bank-notes.
Clive and I – almost as though we had rehearsed it – jumped onto the wide
counter, and set off in “hot pursuit,” scattering customers as we did! Down
Brompton Road we went, past the Scotch House, and across Knightsbridge towards
Bowater House. Still in the roadway, and just by a bus-queue of people, I made a
comical imitation of a flying rugby tackle, bringing the poor thief down. I sat on
him, while Clive grabbed his arms, and – just as we were congratulating ourselves, a
woman in the bus-queue set about me with her walking stick shouting, “Leave him
alone you beast!”
The police eventually arrived and arrested him, the woman stopped beating me
up, and all was well. Clive and I got a gold watch from the Bank Directors for our
trouble. Nowadays I imagine we would have got a knife between the shoulderblades! It never occurred to us! Such innocent days!
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Seb Millbank
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Ken Lake

Wine Tasting

It was one of those balmy summer evenings. I was working for a wine
company and had helped organise a tasting event at my favourite venue.
Saint James’s Mill, nestled comfortably beside the river Wensum, in the
Whitefriars district of Norwich. It was an old textile mill, built in 1839
and now totally re-furbished as a modern office complex. The top floor
was a jungle of thick oak beams and solid iron bracing struts, a
wonderful reminder of an age of heavy construction and permanence. It
was a substantial and imposing building, with high windows, which
diffused shafts of sunlight to illuminate its beauty, and bathe the
interior in a soft luminous glow.

O

ur company had invited little
known Spanish producers to send
their products for evaluation, and a
possible introduction into the U.K. market.
The vineyards had responded en-masse
with cases and cases of rare and unusual
wines. Some had dusty time-faded labels,
some had barely legible hand written
labels, and a few had no labels at all!
That evening the Mill resounded with
the sounds of popping corks, the glugging
of bottles filling glasses, with splashings
and slurpings. Nobody was pretentious
enough to gargle and spit.
The aromas were magical; uncorking a
thirty year old Rioja fills the senses with
pungent American Oak, and matured

autumn fruit. It evokes memories of
steamy Spanish evenings, wandering
through acres of vines, to an orchestra of
chirping cicadas. But mature wines have
more than a mixture of fruity tastes and
mature oak, they are an experience in life,
they fill the senses with joy and wonder.
The Mill was warm with the chatter of
happy people, all with the common
enjoyment of quality wine, served at the
perfect temperature. The whole evening
left an unforgettable glow, the experience
was fulfilling. I had been very privileged to
taste the fruits of years of hard work, and
generations of winemaking experience.
I really miss that job.

I was born and raised in Norfolk, then lived in the Middle East and
Spain, before returning. I recently suffered a series of cardiac arrests
which left me with a compelling urge to write.
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Daphne Dawkins
Bullets in Summertime
During the summer of 1943, my dad and I were
gardening. My dad was a milkman, but he liked to
garden in his spare time. Our neighbour, Mr Prime,
was in his garden, which joined ours.

A

fter a while we decided to have a break and a chat. So we all sat
on the seat by the side of our house, in the full sun. During our
talking we could hear this little plane circling in the sky above us.
Then it seemed to fly out over the wooded area near us.
Suddenly my dad said, “Look, he’s skimming the tree-tops and
coming straight towards us.” The next minute there was a hail of
bullets landing in the garden. My dad grabbed me and dragged me into
the safety of the back door of our house, while Mr Prime ran round the
other side and dived for cover.
I think we were all pretty scared that day. My mum said she heard
‘thuds’ on the wall. She was working in the kitchen at the time. Dad
went out there later and could see where a few bullets had hit the wall,
just above where we were sitting.
We had a lucky escape that day.

22

Robert Jacklin
First Focus
I am sitting here leaning on a round table and it’s Art Day
at a drop-in centre in North Norfolk called, “First Focus
Fakenham”.

A

s a landscape gardener I can now work in 2 dimensions and more
importantly (in the depths of winter) indoors. Lighting is important
and sometimes a battle in this particular place.
Colour is important on the canvas as much as in the garden, where greens
especially create an area of calm and peace. Vivid colours on the artwork have
to be complemented (or not) by grey areas. Now though, time (literally) for a
cup of tea and I can taste it before making it.

I am a Landscape gardener. My role as founder of the Christian Parks’ Trust is to correlate
horticulture/gardening with nature conservation. This is in a Christian context at the small
resource centre where I live and work. Art is part and parcel of this.
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Howard Young
The Perilous
Journey

The bell had already rung and so as soon as the staff room door
clicked shut behind me I knew the kids would be on their way.
There was always that sudden explosion, talking, laughing,
shouting and the inevitable crash and bustle of impatient
youngsters, rushing to escape their tutor rooms and trying to beat
their friends to their first lesson of the day – even though most
would be impatient to leave soon after they had arrived.

A

round that first corner was the tip of the big staircase that let up from the
playgrounds and I knew that if I didn't get to the end in a minute, the
passage would be completely blocked by a dense caterpillar of bodies
bound by bags, satchels, folders and lunch boxes.
“Watch out! It's Mr Young!”
The students' laudable caution gave me the moments I needed to reach the
doors and slip into the hall. The school's main assembly hall always had that
same, characteristic smell – a cocktail of yesterday’s dinners, the cleaners'
detergent and the perspiration of hundreds of kids running, jumping, falling
and farting in their PE lessons.
I swallowed hard – the unmistakable after-burn of staff room coffee still in
the back of my throat – and tightened my grip on the big pile of 9 Yellow's
exercise books that were trying to slide from under my arm.
I took the usual diagonal path across the hall, through the doors and around
the back of the stage to the Drama Studio, where I could deposit my case and
pile of book and realise – I 'd left the damned keys in the staff room!

I have twenty years experience as a teacher in Essex, but retired early after illness. I am now
using my skills in the voluntary sector, continuing the ‘Gems’ project by running and
facilitating workshops once a month at First Focus Fakenham.
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Nigel Allen

Miserable
Old Man
Miserable old man
on the way to work
nobody was there
even the janitor wasn’t there
why?
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Barbara Moore
A Life in a Box
Part-finished embroidery, in a floral sewing bag
Outdated birthday cards, waiting to be written
Odd glasses, mugs and plates, a shopping trolley to drag
Ornaments of dogs and birds, a little china kitten
The box of assorted buttons, a life’s story unfolding
Mother of Pearl, from a long-ago wedding dress
Tiny pink flowers – a Baby’s garment adorning
Years of toil, pleasure, upset and much tending
A life in a cardboard box, in a charity shop ending.

I am retired and volunteer at the Cancer
Research Shop in Fakenham following my
recovery from breast cancer.
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Danny Jones

My Job
I cut down 3 types of trees. These are hazels, ash
and willow. We cut them down and bring them
back to the workshop and make tree guards and
plant growers. In the forest my duty is making a
fire, using stuff we don’t need and need to get rid
of, and I LOVE IT!

A

s far as the Interweave project goes six months isn’t long
enough for the scheme. Eighteen months would be much
better. As soon as we’re out of this job we’re back on Job
Seekers Allowance. It’s not like we’re looking forward to that.
We’re starting to get our bills and debts sorted out and soon we’ll
be back in debt all over again. You can’t live on £50 a week. We
have to put credit on our phones to ring the Job Centre and to
pick up messages from them. You think it’s going to be a message
about a job but it turns out to be just an appointment at the Job
Centre. You’re hoping it’s going to be an interview for a job.
I was booked for a review appointment at the Job Centre, but
they hadn’t sent me a letter so when I went to sign on they’d
stopped my claim. They wouldn’t give me any money so I couldn’t
pay my rent, so I had to give up my flat as I couldn’t afford it.
When this six months at the project has finished we’ll be back
into ‘bum’ routine, with no reason to get up.
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Chris Laughton & Zane Grimshaw
Work
Willing to work hard
Organised to our strong points
Range of skills needed
Kick back and chill at the end of the day
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The Two Courses at Dereham
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Stephen Standing
Trees

Arsonist in the woods
Shaking trees
Harmfully
Hacking wood
According to type
Zoot it up
Easy bus ride home
Lazy working man
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John Pretty
Mill Street, Slough –
My first job

Most people of my generation started work at the age of 15.
My first job was in Mill Street, Slough. The factory was in an
old Victorian mill and made office equipment. My job was as
an assembly worker of staple machines. The wage was two
pounds per week.
ost working life in the early
sixties was strict. Simply,
we did as we were told.
Talking while working was
undesirable. Lunch times were the
only time people talked. The
canteen became a buzz of tittle
tattle and gossip. Noisy machines
went on all day long. I looked
forward to listening to Music While
You Work. This came on twice a day
on the wireless.
The boss at Christmas paid for
all the food and drink at a pub, for
all the staff. This was not bad at all!
Once Jim, the foreman, told us
young boys at 10 a.m. to use the
women’s toilet to wash our hands,
since the men’s toilet was being
painted. We all rushed in there only
to be chased out again by a group of

M

older women. Yes, Jim had played a
joke on us all.
One day Jim told me and
another boy to go up to the top floor
and take some tea chests off the lift.
I went upstairs first, through a
room, and opened the door leading
to the lift room. Standing by the lift
was a lady in Victorian dress. I
looked back into the other room
wondering where my colleague was,
then was astonished to see that the
lady had vanished. The only way
out was where I had been standing.
Back downstairs I told Jim, and his
face went white. ‘You’ve seen the
ghost,’ he muttered. I found out
that in 1850 a woman was pushed
down the lift shaft and was killed.
Was it a ghost I saw, or not?

I’ve spent most of my working life in the stores environment,
mainly in engineering and computer companies, doing all sorts
of different jobs.
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Chris Hinkins, Michael Stasiorowski
& Tristian Roberts
Loppers

Lousy weather
Once again
Pouring down with rain whilst we
Pile the wood
Easy money earned
Ride back to Dereham then go
Straight home!
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Claire Ashby
The Apprenticeship Performance
STARRING
Claire Ashby, from the Learning & Development Team,
Cultural Services, Norfolk County Council
PROGRAMME:
9:00-10:00 am:
Checking emails
and responding to queries
10:00-11:00 am:
Booking applicants
on to courses
11:00-11:30 am:
Team meeting & coffee break!
11:30-12 pm:
Updating the database
12-1 pm:
Filing & archiving
1-1:30 pm:
Intermission for lunch
1:30-2:30 pm:
Discussing plans for upcoming
conference, booking venues,
arranging refreshments etc.
2:30-3:30 pm:
Using the financial procurement
system to order office supplies
3:30-4:30 pm:
Creating evaluation summaries and
sending to appropriate course facilitator
4:30-5:00 pm:
Collating evidence for NVQ folder
REVIEWS:
‘The Apprenticeship’ has received fantastic reviews, with the ‘earn
while you learn’ feature proving a particular favourite. As an
appealing (and less costly!) alternative to University, choosing ‘The
Apprenticeship’ means participants do not have to make the choice
between learning skills for life and gaining experience in the world of
work – they gain both, and make friends along the journey!
GRAB THIS OPPORTUNITY NOW!

Apprentice in Business Administration with Norfolk County Council
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Lorna Boldero
My experience as a
Health and Social Care
Apprentice

The first couple of months were really hard. I shadowed
everyone and couldn’t help the residents because I needed
training first. I then did some training courses which helped
me to do more to assist the residents. These included fire
extinguisher training and moving and handling training – this
one was very important.

A

nother course I did was communication and confidentiality. This
taught me that I couldn’t tell visitors information about patients. If
they did want to find out I would point them to the office so they could
talk to a senior or a manager.
For the NVQ part of my Apprenticeship I researched Parkinson’s disease
and then wrote, in my own words, what I had learnt. This has helped me to
understand the residents’ needs better.
One of the things I like doing is spending time with one of the male
residents who is deaf and blind. I learnt sign language in a week, so that I can
talk to him. I really enjoy this as it means he can communicate and talk about
his memories with me. This is really rewarding as he can’t communicate in
any other way and I can now help him.
There is another resident who has dementia and she shakes because of
this. I cut up her food for her and pour her drinks. She loves talking!
Now I am in my eighth month I feel so much more experienced and my
Apprenticeship has really helped me with this, as without it I wouldn’t be
where I am now. This Apprenticeship is my first job. I found the interview
quite nerve racking and didn’t know if I said the right things, but I got the
job!
What I might like to do next is to consider nursing as a career. I am going
to look at what courses I can do to get more experience.

Health and Social Care Apprentice with Norfolk County Council
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Linzie Benstead

Colin the Carrot
Once upon a time there was a carrot called Colin. Now Colin lived in
happy Vegetable Land in a little place called Red Pepper Lane. He had
lived there all his vegetable life and loved it. He had great vegetable
friends and his best friend was Timmy Tomato and he had lived next
door to Colin the Carrot for the past 5 years.

O

ne day when Colin and Timmy were having a catch up they noticed that a new sign
had gone up saying that some new building work was going to start the following
week. It was going to be a brand new land development for sweets. Now Colin and
Timmy didn’t like the idea of a sweet development being built right next to happy
Vegetable Land, not because they didn’t get on with them or because of anything that had
happened in the past, but because it was a well known fact that vegetables were happy
and sweets were grumpy. You see sweets didn’t like to share. They wanted everything for
themselves and when they didn’t get their own way they became very grumpy and made
all the happy vegetables feel sad.
Colin and Timmy thought something had to be done about the development being so
close to happy Vegetable Land so they decided to go home and try to come up with an
idea of how they could stop it from happening and for the Sweet Land to be moved
further down where it would cause no problems for anyone. The next day when Colin and
Timmy met, Colin had come up with a brilliant idea to get all the vegetables in happy
Vegetable Land to sign a petition to get the Sweet Land development moved further
down, Timmy thought this was a great idea and they set off straight away to get all the
happy vegetables to sign it.
By the end of the day they had over 100 signatures. Now Colin and Timmy were very
tired vegetables. The next day Colin the Carrot and Timmy the Tomato gave the council
the petition and explained where they thought the Sweet Land could be moved to. The
council liked this idea and agreed that the land development would actually benefit by
being in a new place.
Colin and Timmy were pleased with themselves. Not only had they saved happy
Vegetable Land, but there was now a chance that the sweets would also become happy.

Linzie is 23yrs old and she lives and works in Norwich as a play worker.
She first came up with the idea for her story whilst at work. She enjoys
reading and spending time with family and friends.
35

Chris Laughton
The Fire
Seeing the fire is always good for morale
and good to warm you up on a cold day.
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Neil Moffett & Seb Millbank
Weaver

Weave all day
Executing trees
Arrive home
Various times of the day
Earning money
Relax
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Ben Sayer, James Cranford & Dale Parker
Trees

Travelling to the woods
Really cold weather
Eating on the break
Earning money
Sleeping in the van on the way back
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James Ditheridge
Work
Work is an outdated concept, perpetuated by a
ruling class trying to keep social control and
resisting the change that the planet needs.

I

f the monetary system were to collapse (which is already
happening) technological advancement in automation could
replace 90% of the jobs that humans currently fill, leaving
time for the development of our society. The elimination of
prejudice, hatred and a reform of the education system could
herald a new age of enlightenment, where the myth of a moral
responsibility to enter a life of slavery is gone and morals and
science can advance freely to a higher level.
Once technology and the greater good, rather than outdated
ideas based on social control and debt, become the driving force
behind human civilisation, we can remove the necessity for the
systems of social control. Allowing individual and societal change
and development will lead to the proliferation of peace, unity and
respect and a new world of peace and prosperity.
A great man called Jiddu Krishnamurti once said it is no
measure of health to be well adjusted to a profoundly sick society.
That is as true now as when he said it, around half a century ago.
It will take an effort on the part of every person to achieve this
change and we all have a responsibility to consider these ideals.
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Chris Lamsley
Laying in bed waiting for my
Alarm to go off
Breakfast in bed then
Off I go to work
Under the scaffolding then
Ready to mix still thinking itʼs
Early and
Ready to go home
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Labourer

Angeline Rendall
Driftwood
Care Home

I enjoyed working at Driftwood care
home. I worked four nights a week. It
was a big house that used to be a hotel.
The house was very old but had a new
building added to it, including a new
kitchen, bedrooms and bathrooms.

M

y work involved caring for elderly people,
washing and dressing them in the mornings
and getting their drinks and things.
I worked at Driftwood for fifteen years, until I had
an accident in Wilkinson’s store in 2003. I had a head
and neck injury and I am not able to work anymore.
I felt I had done a well-worth-while job looking
after the elderly.

My name is Angeline. I’m 5 foot tall, with green eyes and brown hair. In my early
sixties. I have three children, and live with my partner in Hunstanton. I used to
work in a care home until I had an accident in 2003.
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M.G.
Work
I used to work at Cromer Crabs doing night hygiene, taking the
machines to pieces and cleaning them, then putting them back
together. I used the foam machine and a hose pipe, with various
chemicals. They used an old Malteser machine to separate the
prawns and mussels. It was the machine that had been used to
put the Maltesers in packets. An inspector used to check it was
all up to standard.

T

hen my girlfriend had a baby. She got lonely living where we were so she
moved in with my mum for three months, down in Dereham. It was
difficult keeping the job going as I used to work from 5pm to 5am. Then
we got our own place in Dereham, with two bedrooms. I always used to help
out looking after my daughter.
Then my girlfriend moved to Kent. I used to play football on Sundays and
one day I came back and she’d taken all her stuff. I couldn’t keep on my job
because I used to get to look after my daughter one week each month. My dad
used to drive me down to Kent to get her and bring her back to Norfolk. She
was two then and it was fine when she stayed with me. I bought her a puppy
and the dog was really good with her. If Jasmine went to sleep in the chair the
puppy would sit next to her. But my ex-girlfriend used to get cross if Jasmine’s
clothes were messy when I got her back to her. How can she expect a two year
old not to get a bit messy on a three hour car journey? I gave her things to eat
on the way to keep her happy. Once on the way back from Kent my dad’s car
got crushed by a lorry and we both ended up in hospital.
Then she moved to Swindon which is even further away and stopped letting
me see my daughter at all. The solicitor is meant to be trying to get access for
me, but isn’t very good and because I get legal aid I don’t get any choice. My exgirlfriend told her solicitor I’m a drug dealer, but I didn’t even drink once my
daughter was born. I gave it up. Now she’s nearly three and I haven’t seen her
at all for six months.
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The Fakenham Course
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Jackie Buxton
Planning the Lesson
Planning the lesson
Must make it fun, relevant
I want them to learn.
I will change their mind
My students will see and learn
That maths is for all!

Tutor
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Teaching runs in my family
Useless at school was I
Took my exams later in life
Opposed to family tradition so long
Reality I was born to teach.

Ian Hall
Job I loved
or hated

In 1992 I was made redundant from my
job, so got a new job working in a factory.
In my ok job I would have to get up at
7.00am but in my new job I had to start at
7.00am.

I

hated having to get to work before I used to even get
out of bed. The worst part was the sheer boredom.
In my old job I was almost my own boss in the way I
did jobs, but now I was part of a production line.
After starting at 7.00am and doing some work I was
thinking it must be 8.00am by now. Then I looked at the
clock, the time said 7.20am. This boredom and slow time
would go on continuously until I had the good luck of
dislocating my knee.
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Paul Crichton
Beating Dyslexia

The dyslexic world is everywhere!
Itʼs mental, physical, inside, outside.
Itʼs on signs, books, on paper, TV.
Itʼs colours, impaired vision.
How do I beat this? I donʼt give in.
I think in pictures. Take my time.
Be methodic. Capture things in colour.
Aim to be perfect.
This has been the way
Since ever I can remember.
Words are odd, like Scrabble upended.
The sounds of words paint
pictures relied upon. Most profound.
Smell and tasted the picture words,
the touch. How do they feel?
Writing is a means to an end.
Tired – elated – my best friend.

Paul Crichton, 48, and a recent graduate in computing from De-Montfort
University Leicester, Licensed Amateur Radio Operator, Member of the
British Computer Society, Assistive Technology Consultant Analyst Designer.
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J.W.
Hands On Care
I had always wanted to do some sort of nursing
work. Nineteen years ago I realised my dream
when I got a job as a Healthcare Assistant at my
local hospital. Due to my family, I decided to
work mainly nights.

I

have worked on all types of wards with men and women.
Obviously working nights, there are not as many of us and
sometimes we are very stretched. However we do see people
getting better and you feel that you have helped in their recovery.
When I worked on the admissions ward you didn’t see patients
getting better.
HCAs do the hands on work in a ward. Nurses have sole
responsibilty for handing out patients’ medication and the
paperwork. They work with HCAs to settle patients at night, wash
patients, answer requests for a commode, empty catheters and check
equipment providing oxygen. HCAs also help elderly confused
patients, especially when they get into the wrong bed, with another
patient.
In my work I have helped in emergencies, such as cardiac
arrests. I have alerted staff and helped with the compressions and
oxygen.
Some HCAs can’t cope with death. I have helped to lay patients
out when they died. Working in wards where there are elderly
patients I have done this quite a lot. There is a set procedure to this
which I have learned by doing. The youngest patient I helped to lay
out was a 16 year old boy. He was the same age as my own son when
I did this. It was a strange feeling. I also helped to lay out a
neighbour and the family thanked me, which was satisfying for me.
It makes you feel appreciated.
Sometimes in the street, when they are better, former patients
recognise me. I don’t always recognise them, as they are not wearing
their nightwear. I always talk to them, even if I don’t recognise them.
I think that I must be doing a good job for them to remember me.
I could have gone for nursing training a few years ago, but I
didn’t want the responsibility and stress. I prefer the hands-on care.
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Dom Erb
Work
Many different sticks to choose
Making sure they’re the ones we can use,
Ash, hazel, willow,
All we want is a pillow.
Trimming up all the waste.
Eating free sarnies, not a nice taste.
Carrying bundles to the van.
All we want is a can.
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Christopher John Bridgman
The Pollster
“You’ve lost half of your body weight – you’re going to be very weak.
You’ll be housebound for a time,” said the surgeon.
“How long?”
“Several months, a year, or two...”
“What am I supposed to do with myself? I can’t just sit around doing
nothing.”
“You’ll think of something, you’re not without a brain.”
A few days later, my wife was reading to me from the newspaper, “It
says in this government poll ...”
“I can’t believe they represent the views of real people.”
“Why don’t you join one yourself; then you can be sure they reflect real
views?”

I

t took a little time on the Internet but I soon found one of the polling
organizations and – lo and behold – they were seeking panellists. I joined
and awaited my first questionnaire.
I never realised at that time where this would lead. Perhaps because I was a
reliable correspondent, never ducking a question with the “prefer not to say”
button and always completing my questionnaires on time, I soon had
invitations to more polling opportunities. They covered all sorts of topics – not
just views on the news and politics of the day - but on how and where I
shopped and what for, what I watched on TV and listened to on radio, how I
felt about advertising and public awareness campaigns, health and dietary
issues. Now I even have a hand-held PDA with which I scan the bar codes of
literally everything I buy for the records of the National Shopping Monitor.
Every day brings a new questionnaire and a different subject to comment
upon. I’ve quite forgotten that I started this as a way of keeping occupied
during long hours in the house alone. It’s now something to look forward to –
especially when I see the results of my efforts in the daily papers.

Born 1950 I am a singer. My degree is in ergonomics and computer science.
I have been a concert piano technician and a music journalist. I cannot
work through injury but I write.
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Danny Lesiuk
Don’t Jump to
Conclusions
For Davey, the fair coming to town was always
an exciting time. Wheelchair-bound with
cerebral palsy, hydrocephaly and many other
problems, he didn’t get out much.

A

s a carer, it was my job to assist him and his
mother around the fair. All the staff knew and
loved him. I would help him hook ducks with a
long pole, and they would excitedly shout, ‘It’s a winner!’
reaching for the top shelf, and handing him the biggest
teddy they could find. By the end of the day he was
usually swamped with prizes.
About one o’clock I noticed a group of teenagers
staring at us. One in particular, wearing the typical
hoody, track-suit trousers and designer trainers, would
not take his eyes off Davey. Immediately my blood began
to boil. Mentally preparing a speech about being
thankful for good health etc., I tensed as he broke from
the group and approached us. Fearfully, Davey’s mother
stepped behind me.
The boy spoke: ‘Hi. I couldn’t help noticing your lad.
I was wondering… would he like this goldfish I’ve just
won?’
Stunned by his offer, realising that I’d been the one
being judgemental, I stuttered my thanks, reflecting that
I needed to learn the tolerance of others that I sought for
Davey.
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Martin Thomas
The Weaver
I got a job as a weaver,
Going to work for the first day was quite a shiver,
I knew no-one but they seemed alright,
At the end of the day we went out of site,
Into a forest where we learned how to cut trees,
And when the day finished we began to flee,
Until the next day, when it was time to do our job,
Out in the woods we began to chop,
We began to cut down the hazel and ash,
The day soon ended like a flash,
The next day we returned to work
The days out in the woods were never so merk
We have had some rain but nothing too bad,
We worked so hard all of us lads,
Others and I continued cutting,
Doing so, we all were muttering,
There normally were two people doing the fire,
Where they burnt all the off-cuts that we did not desire,
Then there were some who began to trim,
Hoping they won’t cut off their limbs.
For the trimming was done with a sharp-bladed tool,
For which for most of us looked so cool,
Still there was stuff to be done,
And it all was pretty much fun,
Cutting, burning,
That’s what we did, if you were wondering,
Back at site we weave away,
The job isn’t too bad, It’s one
Where I would like to stay.
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Clive Sanham, Tanya Loynes,

Jenny Webber

Widen Horizons
Workers rise up!
Independent thoughts encouraged
Donʼt be afraid
Education empowers
No self doubt
Have belief in yourself
Open your eyes
Realise your potential
Invest in your future
Zing will be added to your life
Once you take the first step
No-one can hold you back
Satisfaction guaranteed – empower your life
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Mick Loynes
Anglian Windows

Having spent the last twenty years working
as a salesman in the retail trade 9-5, my first
day at Anglian Windows started at 6.45 a.m.

H

aving got home from holiday at 4 am that morning
because of delays, I was absolutely shattered. My
manager Les showed me round, explaining about
the glass shop where I would be working. One of the things
he pointed out was the sound of a full-sized sheet of glass (6
metres by 3 metres) breaking. As I worked next to the
cutting tables it was not long before I heard the first one
break – one hell of a crash.
One other thing I remember was my hands being very
soft. I was handling glass all day and got a surprise when I
got in the bath that night. Though I was not actually cut,
after a good soak my fingers and palms looked as if they’d
been cut to ribbons! A couple of months passed before my
skin toughened up enough to stop looking like that.
Twenty-three years later I’m still there.
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Audrey Hurn

My Children

I

have raised 2 children in a village called
Terrington St Clement in Norfolk. They have left
home. One lives in the States and one lives at
Walpole Highway. The one who lives in the
States works for a vet. The other one works for
Boots the chemist.
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Laura Logan
Admin
Always in on time
Doing the same thing
Many phone calls to answer
Internet to search for things
Nearly ʻtime to goʼ time
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Mick Loynes, Ian Hall, Jackie Buxton

Unions champion learning
Needs for the future
Identify opportunities
Offer support and direction
Nobody turned away

Union
Learning
Reps

Learn together
Everybody join in
And have fun learning
Regardless of age-ability-circumstances
Never say no to learning
Instigate communication
No barriers
Gain confidence
Remember we are here to help
Every way we can
Prepare for the future
So come on give learning a go
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Hugh Gatenby
The Moby Dick
‘It’s a thirty-six hour week – with one day off.
Which we choose,’ he gruffly snorted, after
informing me, in a quite offhand and disinterested
way, that I’d got the job. I was due to start
university in October, and a barman’s job,
particularly at my father’s local, the Moby Dick,
seemed an ideal way to earn some cash before
embarking on years of penurious studentdom.

A

short, thick-set man in his sixties, sporting a thick head of
white hair atop his florid features, his face bisected by an
equally white massive handle-bar moustache – he was the
stereotype of a retired RAF pilot – which I discovered later, he was.
Meanwhile, of more immediate import to me, this irascible man was
a Higsons Breweries pub manager, and he was my employer.
‘Start Monday,’ he snarled, his moustache a-quiver. His battered
blazer sported a badge of doubtful origins. ‘That’ll be all,’ he
growled, with an almost military resonance, turning on his heel.
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Lewis Freeman
Crawling
Jumping
Stepping

Crawling into the painful world of unemployment
Into a vast nothingness of hardship
Into a place where you cannot swim or walk
And have nothing to hold on to
Jumping out into the world of work
Into a dark world of gloomy uncertainty
Into a place where you drown if you move too quickly
But stick if you move too slowly
Stepping out into the world of Apprenticeships
Into a world of hope and light
Into a place where you learn to swim at a steady pace
And will not lose your grip

Working as an apprentice with the Economic Development team at Norfolk County Council
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Pauline Elley

Christmas
in the Toyshop

There are over five hundred parcels in the barn
behind Newmans Toy Shop. Each has a raffle
ticket attached to it. Soon the customers will be
coming with their matching stub. One of us will
have to fetch the parcels.

I

laugh now because number one was probably placed there at
the beginning of January ready for this Christmas. In and out
we go, until at last there are a few parcels and it is easier to
find them. I remember Mr Ralph always willing to climb up
ladders to reach the toys, higher than ever. It is a busy time and
we love it because it is Christmas.
Mr Ralph, as we called him, was an old-fashioned employer
who cared for us all and was always willing to listen to
suggestions. We said Action Man would sell, so he ordered some.
In those days you could get them repaired after the boys pulled
the arms off or marked them with ink.
Newmans was also a tobacco shop and the smells always
came through to the toy shop.

I worked as a Shop assistant and have one boy and one girl.
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Anna-Marie Abraham

Mother

Many days spent dreaming
Of the day that I would be
Transported from the singular
Hearing “Mummy” called to me.
Everyday longing for a child of my own
Realising my dreams of family and a child-friendly home.
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Richard Elley

It’s 0300, I rise from my
bunk and make my way
towards the
companionway hatch, it
had been rather a difficult
watch previously.

O

nce out on deck the air was crisp and still had a chill from the night and the
wind a gentle force 3-4. The sun was about to come out over the horizon, the
sea was slight, showing small wavelets and a gentle swell. We were just
passing the NE Gunfleet Buoy. The sails were pulling steadily, giving us about five
knots towards our eventual goal, Harwich.
We changed course for the Cork Yacht Beacon, marking the southern edge of
Harwich Ship Channel. The breeze suddenly picks up, the boat heels to it, and our
speed increased with it. Comfort was rapidly becoming a thing of the past and I
shout to the crew to come on deck and take in a couple of reefs in the main sail and
roll the head sail up to 50% of its area (thus reducing the effect of the wind on the
boat). Much more comfortable now but the sea has built up and is creating spray
which comes over the bows and crashes down on to the deck and ourselves.
Cork Yacht Beacon is in view at 200 metres ahead and I put the autopilot on
standby and took the helm for the last stretch into Harwich.
The sea has built up higher now, waves about 2 meters tall, the tide is about to
come in against us, but I am hoping to make the shelter of Harwich before it is too
strong. The wind is now force 5-6. Cork Yacht Beacon a beam, now change course
for the Languard South Cardinal Buoy, the crew are lowering the main sail as I start
the engine.
Half an hour of crashing through waves made more prominent due to the wind
against the tide situation. There is the end of the Ha'penny pier and relative safety.
Once tied up, the boat is made tidy and we all go the Angel for a well earned pint
and a meal.

I am a retired yacht delivery skipper.
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Sheila O’Keefe
Pigs
A large van trundles through the gates of a food processing
plant. Tyres crunch on the driveway. The van is loaded with
pigs to be slaughtered. Pigmen unhook the doors. The
animals’ sixth sense kicks in and they all begin to squeal and
squirm, climbing over each other in terror as the smell of
death touches them.
he pigs are prodded with stun
guns to herd them into the
holding pens. The unfortunate
ones get the square pens, where they all
huddle squealing into the corners in an
attempt to escape, the luckier ones get
the round pens, where they run round
and round in comparative oblivion.
One by one they are stunned and
the slaughter–man sticks the pig’s
throat, cleanly if its lucky. The pig is
then hoisted up by the back trotter and
hooked to the slaughter line. They then
enter the blood alley where they
literally bleed to death. Suddenly a pig
squeals and kicks itself free.
Pandemonium breaks out. There is
nothing worse than a bleeding, terrified
pig. The slaughter-men run around in
panic. The pig runs off, knocking over
everything and anything in its way.
Suddenly a shot rings out and the
situation is under control.

T
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From the blood alley the dead pigs
are put through a scalding tank and a
de-hairing set of rollers, which literally
removes all the hair from the pig. Then
they are hooked up onto the conveyor
where the butchers take over.
The butcher deftly slices through
the pig’s stomach, releasing the
steaming intestines, heart, liver, kidney
and lungs, to be used in various ways,
some for human consumption, some
for pet food. The extraction of heparin
from the large intestine is used to make
insulin for diabetics.
A bandsaw whirs and the pig is
dissected into various pieces to meet
the plant requirements, ending up as
bacon, sausages, ham, chops, pork cuts,
pies, etc., to feed the nation and
provide employment. All-in-all pigs
make a very useful contribution to
society, with very little waste.

The Heacham Course
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Laura Allison
Insurance

Ins and outs of insurance is
Not that interesting
So I often become
Uppity with people who are
Raging down the phone
At me. This job was
Not for me. It
Caused me to
Earnestly scream out loud.

I work for Interweave in an administrative role, basically answering the telephone.
I used to be an administrative assistant at an insurance services company and was made
redundant just before Christmas last year.
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Tanya Loynes
Work

Sometimes work can be terrifying and emotional. The
stress levels bring to light several emotions for me. I
was going to work every day feeling sick with worry,
which became very unhealthy for myself and my
family. I felt bullied and singled out, with no support
from other office staff, who were in a clique, right
through to management, so I just felt isolated every
day, all the time.
nison helped me to discover my rights and guided me through
the correct procedures to fight and make positive changes in my
working life, for which I will be eternally grateful, and can now
pass on to others at work. I was supported, guided and advised from the
start, which empowered me to stand up and question these people and
to try and prevent future incidents for other employees facing
difficulties. I never knew or fully understood the impact the union has
on the lives of workers, until I hit these issues myself. There are so many
benefits for employees and even their families. A world of knowledge is
there for you.
Never feel alone with union. Unison has been my support through
difficult times along with my Unison rep and shop steward and many
friends.

U

I am a 36 year old mother of two and full time care co-ordinator for the homecare division of
Norse (Norsecare ). I manage carers’ workloads and match them to clients. Our team of carers
are the heart and soul, as without them where would we be after all. We all work as a team
and pull together, which in my opinion is what it is all about .WORKING TOGETHER

65

Izaak Gell & Catherine Edwards
Indelible

In the woods today
Not happy
Days are going slow
Every day the same
Learning new things
I like going home
Bring home the money
Leaving the woods to go home
Enjoy cutting down trees
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Trevor Burcham
Work

I love restoring old tractors and have
developed a specialism in this and
rebuilding engine and suspension
systems in tractors, cars, vans and
trailers. I am about to come to the
end of a six month government
employment scheme and would love
to continue doing practical work like
rebuilding and restoring old
vehicles.
Watton based. Ring 07716 837127
or email burcham12@hotmail.com
for more information.

We take no responsibility for any work undertaken by Trevor.
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Trish Riches

A12
I woke up nice and early,
Jumped out of bed
Got washed and dressed, had breakfast
Then it sprang into my head
Oh no! It’s Thursday morning,
Our meeting is today
I have to drive to Ipswich
And I hate going the A12 way
I think I’ll take a short cut
It’ll bring me out at Wrentham
A bit less time on that damn road
It’s enough to drive you mental
I forgot that as it’s raining
I really am a fool
Everyone’s out in their cars
Taking the kids to School

Currently Contract Supervisor for caretaking and cleaning schools, Suffolk County
Council. Married with 2 children My hobbies are one twelfth scale dolls house
miniatures, walking and bird watching.
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Jenny Webber
A Flash of Blue
I gazed absently out of the window, trying not to think
about the boring cataloguing that was half done on my
desk. A flash of turquoise-blue caught my eye.

A

beautiful blue budgie was sitting on the railing outside the office
window. ‘Quick, look out of the window,’ I shouted to the other women,
who were all bent over their lists.
‘Poor little thing – he’ll catch cold out there,’ said one.
‘We’ll have to catch him,’ said another.
So – action stations. Everyone jumped up and crept towards the window
for a better view.
‘We need biscuits.’
‘Or bread – who’s got a sandwich?’
‘And a cardboard box to put him in.’
We all scattered, looking for the required equipment. Biscuit and
breadcrumbs were crumbled on the window-sill, the window left slightly open.
A trail of crumbs was sprinkled into the office, and we all stood and sat still,
waiting.
The little bird scoffed up the crumbs on the sill daintily, then looked about
and ruffled its feathers. A sharp intake of breath went round the room. No-one
moved. Slowly, delicately, the bird stepped into the room, fluttered down to
the floor and started pecking the crumbs. The worker nearest the window
quietly shut it.
‘Now what? How are we going to catch him?’
Eight women then spent three hours creeping, pouncing, luring, grabbing,
jumping and failing to catch the bright little bird. A notice was put on the
door: ‘Do not open door.’
Eventually we caught the bird, nestled him into a box and one of us took
him home to his new life. That was a good day’s work, and we all went home
fulfilled and satisfied.

I have had many jobs, the longest being as a teaching support worker in an East London school
and gardener in Islington. I now work for GMB union as Training and Development Officer
promoting workplace learning and encouraging people to take up education. I have one
daughter and three cats.
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Paul Hardwicke
What is Work?
‘What is work?’ I hear you say, well let me try to explain
It starts with birth and ends with death and can be quite a strain
Mum and dad had to work to produce the child within
The start of work for everyone, this is where to begin
Next we have the doctor, the midwife and the nurse
Making sure mum’s morning sickness, doesn’t get any worse
When the child is born, its needs increase each day
Someone has to make the products and send them on their way
Making cots and buggies, and bottles with a teat that flows
Nappies by the billion, and millions of baby-grows
Then the child goes to school, with pencils and books to read
All produced by someone, and plasters in case their knees bleed
Then you have the teachers, the head and cleaners too
Dinner ladies cooking sausages and custard as thick as glue
Bus drivers to take them home, some will go on the train
Some picked up by mums in cars, god they are a pain
Then on to further education at Uni living in a flat
It did not build itself, other workers had to do that
Then out into the big wide world, with their chosen career
Will they become a dentist a banker or cashier?
No matter which job they choose, their paths will cross them all
Selling a pet, being a vet or organising the Charity ball
When they’re old and grey, doing granddad and grandma things
Past the point of no return, the grandchildren too big for the swings
Then they’re in the care home and all the staff there work so hard
Looking after their every need, scraping the skin off their feet, that’s hard
It’s the day of reckoning, it’s the vicar or the priest’s turn
To send you off in a wooden box, to bury or to burn
Life is just hard work

Facilities Operations Manager. UNISON member/ have always enjoyed writing/ I write
for pleasure/ married/grandchildren
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Michael Stasiorowski
Work
Seen
Lots of trees
People
What wood I have to cut
Heard
Trees falling down and cutting
People talking
Felt
Wood
Instruments for the job
Surroundings
Woodland area
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Eve Huggins

Learning
Lifeʼs wonderful journey
Everlasting satisfaction
Achieving your goals
Reaching the impossible
Never say never
Inspiring others along the way
No to negativity
Going for gold to reach your dreams
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Lorna Mayston
There was
once a cleaner
of mine

There once was a cleaner of mine
Who just couldn’t finish on time
I said to him listen
Make sure that floor glistens
And I’m sure you’ll get on just fine
I went back the very next day
I had something important to say
He was using the wrong mop
So I shouted out STOP
Use this one if you want to stay

Supervisor in School Caretaking and Cleaning. Mother of 4
children/grandmother/lived in Beccles for 14 years/ worked in this job
for 7 years.
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Simon Pennick
The China Shop
and the Bull
Work can mean many things to many people, ‘easy’
unfortunately never seems to be on my daily ‘To-Do’ list.

M

y day starts like anybody else’s - good weather, good intentions and just a dash of
hope or is it optimism? Maybe today the staff won’t go sick, maybe today the
Headmasters will understand, or maybe!!!!! .
Well, enough of that. First I have to get to my appointments. As I approach the van, with
the company logo on and a direct line telephone number, for the tired-of-living and the ‘I
just had a commonsense bypass’ brigade to phone, I remember why the day probably won’t
go so well. If I drive too fast they phone, if I drive too slow they phone, if, as one of my
colleagues is prone to do, I phone whilst driving, they froth at the mouth and phone. I once
tried breaking wind with the window open at a red light and waited for the inevitable call
from my boss, but for once I got away with it, either that or John was too embarrassed to
ask if it was true.
Anyway I make it to my first appointment without upsetting anyone, maybe changing
the phone number to ‘0800 fuckyou’ did the trick. My first customer wants to know what I
intend to do about all the leaves falling from the trees onto the playground (I toy with the
idea of offering her a jumbo sized tube of superglue to stick them all back on with but I
think on this occasion discretion is the better part of valour) so I offer to buy her a
chainsaw, her reaction isn’t quite what I expected. She actually wants us to go outside and
sweep the leaves up in the rain and the wind, I think she has missed her vocation becoming a dictator of a small country seems much more up her street.
I calmly (I’m getting good at calmly now after my six weeks of anger management)
explain that whilst the hurricane is still blowing it would be pointless doing any sweeping
and maybe the caretaker should come inside before he ends up in Essex and decides to stay,
preferring the guns and knives to the intrigue of working in a school.
My second appointment is much better. The pills are starting to kick in and everything
is looking rosy. All I have to do is fill the school swimming pool by lunchtime, heat it, make
sure the chemicals all balance and then open it for swimming. This turns out to be fun, not
knowing the layout of the water system I accidentally drain all the water from the toilets, the
heating system and the storage tank on the roof. Being in the basement of the school, I don’t
actually see any of this and happily complete my task. My first idea that something was
amiss came when the school alarms went off as I tried to leave. The school had had to close
early due to the apparent water leak and so they had locked up and gone home and didn’t
give me a second thought. I left in a hurry and waited for the telephone call from the alarm
company calling me out to investigate the alarm activation, oh joy, more overtime payments.

Supervisor in School Caretaking Cleaning. Father of 3 children/ enjoys reading/
wonders what to do next
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Clive Sanham
Teaching

Telling ainʼt training
Even though it often seems the same
Accrediting your learners
Can sometimes cause them shame
Holding their interest
Is the key to the education game
(K)Nowledge is empowering
Get onboard the learning train
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Philip Atkinson
Bingo Caller

Biking down to the promenade
Into the super electric revolting bingo I go
No one in sight at present
Good idea but hope the boss is away
Oh how will I cope on the mike.
Crying out in hope
Any number come up, even 12
Like a fool, I say not ʻlegs 11ʼ but D.D.D (Downing Street)
Love bingo, hate mike and my voice, Mike is also my boss
Even the boss canʼt resist
Reminds me (to everyoneʼs delight) the P.M.ʼs moved.
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Serena Craddock

Just Jackie

I

worked with a lovely lady called Jackie at the
Break charity shop. She was ever so friendly,
and made me very much at ease. She
explained things very well. I loved working with
her. She explained, if I struggled. She was ever so
patient, so I looked forward to going to work.
Every time I went to work I always went with
a big bag of Maltesers ‘cos they were her
favourites. But she was ever so slim, with a huge
smile. She always wore nice clothes.
To me, she was just Jackie.

My name is Serena Craddock. I’m 42. I do voluntary work in a charity shop.
My hobby is collecting dolphins.
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Irene Wragg
It’s 4 a.m.
It’s 4 a.m. and the alarm is ringing. I don’t want to get up and go
to work but I suppose I must.
After two weeks holiday I could so easily turn over and go back to sleep. No - I musn’t! Up and
at ‘em, into the shower before I give in to temptation. Showered and into the dreaded uniform, I
head downstairs for breakfast, a cup of tea, make sure lunch is in my bag, take my medications
and out to the car (now they’ve cut the staff bus service I have no choice but to drive in).
It’s snowy and icy, so I scrape and clean so I can see where I am going, then off we go. It
takes about ten minutes to get there and park, then up and into the office to sign in. Oh dear,
seem to have forgotten to put my sign-in cards into my bag, help please J (my supervisor for the
morning). He signs me in via the computer and then I have to tell him I also don’t have my
module, which I need to work the ticket machine, because mine went for repair before my
holiday and hasn’t appeared back yet. He’s getting frustrated, I can tell by his face, but he gives
me a spare, which doesn’t work, so the face goes even more and he gives me his own to use for
the day.
Off I head to find my bus and check it over for defects. By the time I get to the bus station I
am already fed-up, however I smile and greet my one passenger pleasantly and set off to Tesco;
at least the bus is warm! There are four trips to do before my break and I am quite looking
forward to seeing how the new timetable will work. Third trip is a bit hectic as the traffic builds
up in the rush hour: kids to take to school and then mums need to get to town or to work,
pensioners off to do their daily shopping. Why do they have to go when the mums are leaving
the school or, even worse, when the big kids are on the way to school? The muttering and
puttering that goes on!
Hooray, break time now and a so-needed cup of tea and some food. Only forty minutes so
can’t dally. Then onto another route, this time to the hospital. Double-decker, so must
remember not to hit the new canopy on the new A&E unit. This bus is very, very cold, not good
on a wintry day like this. Heaters are not working at all. Have to wrap my big scarf around my
knees or they’ll seize up. Dear people who don’t know which bus they want, what time it goes or
where they’re going and expect me to tell them!
Two trips done and onto yet another route, this time round past our new Asda store. This
bus seems a bit warmer, thankfully. Been trying to sort out getting my module back, with no joy.
Two supervisors working on it and the IT man busy with other things. Now the ticket machine is
playing up: it’s locked itself up and won’t issue tickets so I have to turn it all off and start again.
Finally we get on our way, late, so someone will be bound to moan before long. Next stop and
I’m proved right. Sorry, beyond my control. All said politely with a somewhat fixed smile on my
face so they don’t think I’m rude and complain.
These last two trips pass without much more hassle, apart from the kids who think they can
have kids’ fares without ID. Not on my bus! They give in gracefully in the end and pay what they
should.

Bus Driver for Ipswich Buses. UNITE (T&G) member/mother/ grandmother/ worked as a
bus driver for 9 years/ Passionate about education.
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Mary Hepworth
Working at Fox’s Biscuits
This was a temporary job for roughly three months
which developed into a service of twenty-three years.

I

n this job you always worked in pairs. My partner was called
Margaret. We made good friends and worked well together for a good
number of years. The work was on a production line that ran twentyfour hours a day most of the year. On each shift you would take over from
the person already on the job that you were allocated to for that shift.
Once you were on that production line you had to stay there working
continually at the same speed until you were relieved from your job by the
relief staff on your shift, to take any breaks you were entitled to.
On some jobs you were allowed to sit down, but if you couldn’t keep
up to the speed of the production line then the supervisor would ask you
to stand up, then take your chair away. At the end of my shift, believe me,
every bone in my body would ache. I was always relieved when the end of
the shift came.
Really the only good thing about the job was the people that worked
with you, and the atmosphere which would be created on the production
line. This would compensate for the job that I really hated all the years
that I worked there.
The team that I worked with on the brandy snap line, with Margaret,
were wonderful people. We all worked together for quite a few years. We
used to have some fun times together – whilst working, of course – but it
did cut the boredom of the job and make time pass quicker. It also made
the job more enjoyable. This production line was the one I most enjoyed
working on in all the years I worked at Fox’s Biscuits.

I was born in a 17th century cottage in Batley, West Yorkshire. During the 49 years I
lived there I got married and had two children. In 1999 I moved to Kings Lynn,
Norfolk, and I’ve been there ever since. I’ll be 60 in July.
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Wendy Curtis
Lamb or Lion
Half a century ago, I started my first full time job as a
junior clerk at the Electricity Board.

T

he duties entailed alternate days operating the switchboard or going
around the offices emptying or filling the in and out trays and
disinfecting the telephones. Being rather shy I found all this quite
frightening when going into some offices where the engineers took great
delight in teasing me something rotten. The switchboard was large, very large,
particularly when you’ve only used a telephone a couple of times in your life.
Now I was faced with fifty of the things, all clamouring for my attention.
In the accounts department, where I would much rather have worked,
there was a gentleman sitting in the corner, in a semi-circular chair, (which I
now know is a ‘captain’s chair’), with his feet tucked under a big old wooden
desk.
He was elderly, with snow white hair, blue eyes and a florid complexion,
dressed neatly in suit, shirt and tie and looking rather cuddly. His name was
Mr. Lamb and he was the boss of the department.
On entering the office, I would often find him shouting at other members
of staff and sporting a very red face. He would then turn on me, complaining
that the post was late, which was no good to him, all a bit scary.
Then one day, a few weeks into the job, he beckoned me over and my
knees started trembling, but he opened a drawer to reveal a tin full of toffees
and promptly gave me two of them. This carried on for a while until one day
he must have pulled the drawer out a bit further than usual and behind the
toffee tin I noticed a bottle, which bore the label, ‘whisky’. Looking back, the
whisky was probably the cause of the shouting and the red face, but he could
see I knew his secret. The sweets kept coming and he didn’t shout at me much
after that. I felt more confident. Whenever I was worried about going through
a door I would think about the whisky and it would make me smile.
This helped lead to me being transferred to the accounts department and
eventually being the boss myself, but with a new desk, a few sweets and no
whisky, can’t stand the stuff.
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Jade Higginbotham
Work
I now work in a clerical/admin position and I
find I’m happy in the role I work in.

I

n previous work, like at RBS and A&E Systems, I did admin,
sales and reception. I was made redundant from these two
jobs around six or seven months ago, as there is a world-wide
recession, which hit England first and people were being laid off
because of money struggles and too many staff and luxurious
items in the workplaces.
I am now happy and enjoying my new house, the baby on the
way and being with my partner and our pet dog.
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Alix Pudwell
Admin Apprentice
Achieving
Deadlines
Minute taking
Invoices to process for
NCC
Aspiration
Productive
Potential
Realising opportunities and
Endeavouring to succeed
NVQ level 1,2 or 3
Team working
Inspirational
Character building
Embracing new skills and experience

Business Administration apprentice with Norfolk County Council
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Anne Clark
A Memory of Work
I remember as a child, going into my Mum’s work
with her. She worked at a place called Valentines,
which was a card maker. I must have been about
eight or nine.

I

can recall walking up to the reception desk and watching the
receptionist answering the phone and speaking to people who
came in. Everything looked big and the people looked important.
I can still vaguely remember my Mum’s office which was different to
how they are nowadays as there was no open plan.
People used to come in and say hello. I remember going to the
canteen, which again, appeared huge to me and I also remember the
Christmas parties there. I felt like a big girl because I was at my
Mum’s work. Whether these early memories triggered my desire to
work in an office, I don’t know, but it has always been office-based
jobs I’ve had.

I'm a 39 year old single Mum with a 7 year old son. Moved to
Norwich from Scotland 9 years ago and currently works for
Norfolk County Council.
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Jeanne Crichton
Punch Card
When I first started work I was a punch card
operator. The company where I worked
manufactured plastic bottles and closures such as
caps and lids. Our bottles and containers were used
for things like washing up liquid bottles and hair
shampoo bottles, fruit squashes and vegetable oil,
sauces and small medicine bottles.

T

he punch card machines used were oblong
and when you pressed a button a small
oblong shape was punched out. When each
group of work was finished it was verified in a card
reader. The different types of work done by the
cards included wage slips, analysis of hours worked
in each job, production sheets and delivery notes,
which in turn produced sales invoices and goods
received slips.
The cards were inserted into a Hollerith machine.
This was like an early computer. As time moved on
we moved from these machines, which used cards,
to electric machines which used magnetic cards.
These cards were transmitted to our Birmingham
office by data phone-line. These produced cards which were entered
onto a mainframe computer. These were then sent back overnight.
In the 1980s we had our own mainframe computer in a computer
department and in time each department got its own computer and
screen and we were able to produce our own reports and invoices.

Jeanne Crichton is retired and worked in the plastics industry in
computing since the 1960's has seen too many changes to list, loves reading
and is a Licensed Radio Amateur Operator.
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Danny Lesiuk, Eve Huggins,
Clare Cotterill
Union Learning Rep
Uncover your potential
Nobody
Is too
Old for a
New start!
Learning enhances life
Everything is possible
Aim High
Realising your dreams
No Limits
Everyone can learn
Reach your goal
Remember
Enjoy the journey
Possibilities are endless

86

John Davy
Work
Whilst working for a large international organisation one of my tasks
was to organise corporate discounts for international travel. At that
time the providers offered samplers of their service to promote
themselves. The more prestigious educational trips were normally
taken up by the Chief Executives of the organisation, but on this
particular occasion they were unavailable to participate and I was
offered what turned out to be a trip of a lifetime.

T

hese educational trips were offered to only one person within each organisation,
so you don’t know initially who is participating. I found myself in the company
of two other men who managed finances within their organisation and six
senior secretaries of some of the largest commercial organisations operating in
London at the time.
After flying to New York in Club we were taken to the Hotel Plaza Athenee which
was used by Princess Diana on her shopping trips. This hotel was the arranged base
for our 4 day/3 night stopover. Within the visit we had an evening meal the other side
of Brooklyn Bridge to see the lights come on in Manhattan. We visited South Street
Seaport where immigrants arrived from Europe. A helicopter trip was arranged, which
took us around New York and the Statue of Liberty. Lunches and dinners were
arranged at the other prestigious hotels in New York and in the little free time that
there was we visited the two main shopping stores, Bloomingdales and Maceys, then
Central Park where a New Yorker took us in hand, taking us round and showing us
sites of interest. Sunny side up or eggs over easy, with orange juice, was the breakfast
menu and in the evening a stretch limousine tour of Broadway was another high spot.
Top this, you say. Travelling back on Concorde must be one of the highlights of my
life. Not only did I travel on Concorde, I was invited into the cockpit for the take-off
from New York Kennedy and only went back to my seat when the nose cone came up
when reaching the normal cruising altitude. The pilot said “Nothing to see now, you
might as well go and have your steak”, which was excellent. I came off the plane
completely gobsmacked and my wife who met me at Heathrow said “Wow, did you see
Mark Knopfler (of Dire Straits) and John Cleese on your flight?” I did have my picture
taken with each of the secretaries. That must have taken precedence at the time of
noticing who was around me.
What an aeroplane! So ahead of its time. Will we ever see the like again?

Currently manager of school cleaning for Suffolk County Council Married with 4 children, 6
grandchildren Varied work experience including managing a builders merchant & yacht
chandlery and working in a travel agency
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Clare Cotterill
District Draughtswoman –
Early Work Experiences
It was a really cold day and I decided as I was going to be outside
working I would wear plenty of clothing to keep me warm, like
thermal tights and vest. I was qualified in land surveying which
enabled me to go out and measure gas mains in the Tottenham
area, for British Gas, taking measurements from property and
building lines.
y day started with collating all the locations I had to visit where mains were
being laid and getting Ordnance Survey maps printed, to plot the information
on. I would sort out a reasonable order, then pick up the gas van in the depot.
I then visited the district office in Tottenham to discuss with the engineers what was
happening at each location – some would offer descriptive diagrams on the back of
cigarette packets!
When this was done I would go and make them all a cup of tea, as being a woman
visiting a totally male environment it seemed the expectation! I felt very much a
woman working in a man’s world. When I had the info I needed I would set out on my
way, working through the locations, measuring and drawing diagrams of what was
going on.
Most ground workers on site gave me stick, but after a while I was able to get back
as good as I got. I think they thought it was amusing seeing a woman driving a gas van.
Sometimes I would end up helping them do an ‘insertion’, which involved putting a
new gas main inside an old one. This involved about six of us lifting a piece of heavy
pipe.
The next location involved trying to calm down some residents that were upset by
the noise the engineers were making, digging up the road where another bright yellow
polyethylene main was being laid. It was six feet in diameter, so needed to be laid deep
into the ground, at least three feet under. I felt that being a woman was helpful, again I
was approachable and able to help the public in some way, if only to reassure them
this procedure would hopefully soon be complete.
After more work I would make my way back to the office, often getting stuck in
heavy rush hour London traffic, but feeling satisfied I had the information I needed to
work in the office for the next couple of days. I often think how lucky I was to have
such an interesting job which I loved. At the time I think I took this job for granted. It
has taught me a hard lesson. Life is too short.

M
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Norman Medler
GYB
Services

Our employees are honest, reliable and keen
These qualities possessed are often not seen
They turn up for work in the cold and rain
Sometimes unwell but ignoring the pain
Confronted with litter strewn all about
Enough to dishearten, without a doubt
A blight on our landscape, abandoned cars
Split bags full of bottles, cans and jars
Supermarket trolleys discarded at will
Bins overflowing with rubbish and swill
Dog excrement heaped all over the place
These sullied situations our crews have to face
The fly-tipping anathema we have to fight
GYB Services and all their might
Beaches, cemeteries regardless of where
The entire situation wholly unfair
Confronted with this is a depressing sight
Despite our feelings we’re expected to right
With floods upon us we fill bags with sand
Sentiments change, we’re the best in the land
Until the clean-up, then comes the moaning
Newspapers’ complaints beget our groaning
We cut the grass and keep toilets clean
Unsightly graffiti rarely seen
Sports facilities maintained and prepared
Broken equipment replaced or repaired
Unsung heroes we’re easy to slate
Letters penned with venom and hate
Despite all this, our standards are high
Evident to residents and those passing by
We strive for perfection and do our best
With conviction, spirit and plenty of zest.
Dependable, reliable and always here
We hope to continue for many a year.
Challenges we face a constant test
But morale is high, we are the best!
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Adam Whiting
Adam’s Haiku

Man on his bike. Deer.
Woman standing in the street
Cars parked and traffic.

Adam Whiting works for the Royal Mail in Great Yarmouth, on collections,
which involves mainly driving.
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Oliver Smith
A cleaning we must go
A School, a room and a toilet too,
Mucky, dusty, disgusting for you,
A trusty team we have to hand
Caretaking and cleaning the best in the land
Now the school all over will gleam.
The children come and children go,
The floors and rooms no longer glow.
A school bell rings, the children leave,
A sigh of gloom the rooms do heave.
Our trusty team again must clean,
The school again all over will gleam.
The same routine each day we do,
So your school looks the best for you.
A polish here, a de-scale there,
We try to mend the wear and tear.
Our trusty team is at hand ,
Caretaking and cleaning the best in the land!

Supervisor in School Caretaking and Cleaning. Lived in Suffolk all of my life/ started as a
mobile cleaner and gained promotion to current position/ worked for Suffolk County
Council for 7 years
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Brenda Coldrick
Palace Street,
Norwich
When I was a young child I lived in Palace Street,
Norwich. We lived in a very large house which was
partly a residential home for the unemployed, run
by my parents, through the Church Army, and it had
a huge canteen open to servicemen, and an
enormous yard, where lots of canteen vehicles,
which went out to air force personnel around
Norfolk airfields, were parked.

F

ood was always a prominent smell, and cooking of all kinds.
My mother was an excellent cook. As children, my siblings and I
were not allowed down the stone steps to the yard. There were
rats always present in that yard: Palace Street is very near the River
Wensum.
I suppose as young children of a busy working mother we had a lot
of freedom. Saturdays were always spent in the market in Norwich. I
remember vividly the noise of the animals and large, smelly farmer
men, and the smell of animal faeces and food stalls frying bacon.
Many children were in and around the stalls playing and getting into
mischief, as we were. Another treat on the same day was to visit the
castle. I don’t remember having to pay. We went to see the same
things each time: the beehive which in those days was attached to an
outside wall, so the insects whizzed in and out of the glass hive – very
exciting to youngsters. The castle still evokes wonderful memories –
mostly the silence, which we always broke and got into trouble for, but
also the smell of polish and old musty walls. It was always cold in
those days – damp, chilly cold.

I am a retired mother of two girls and grandmother, with twenty-nine years experience
of working with children. I retired ten years ago and now do volunteering.
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Beverley Levy
Dear Deborah

Miles Apart

How like Grandpa you are!
At 21, you are so far away from home, on another continent, a different time
zone. You are where you have chosen to be. Working so hard for your degree.
At 21, Grandpa too, was far away from home. But he had no choice over the
matter. Refuse and he would have been pilloried.
The War. We didn’t talk about the war when I was a child. It was taboo. But the
shadow was always there. I have seen some photos and heard stories of when
Grandpa was young. He was so good-looking and always had a twinkle in his
eye. Even now, the young girls in the bank comment on his deep blue eyes. And
Deborah, you have inherited those eyes of sapphire blue. I know you and your
friends reckon you have the best looking granddad. He loves the flattery. He is
90 years old and has no teeth. That’s a result of the war. But his hair has hardly
any grey. And he refuses to wear his glasses.
But the war. We didn’t talk about it when I was a child. Though Grandpa
watches all the old programmes on the History channel. He is lost deep in
thought and can often be seen crying to himself. Sometimes the tears just run
silently down his cheeks. Yet he does not say a word.
The War. Not a real job in the proper, paid, full-time job sense of the word. Not a
voluntary, unpaid, sense of giving to the community type of job. But a guest of
the Japanese. Working on the infamous Burma railway. Living. Merely existing.
Inwardly dying. Every day. Just trying to survive. That was the job in itself.
And Christmas. You will be far away from home. Living your dream in New
York.
And Christmas for Grandpa. On another continent, a different time zone. He
could only dream of home and a life to be.
Travel safely
All my love
Mum x

I have been working as a School Secretary for thirteen years
and love every aspect of my job. I have three grown-up children, a
husband and no pets.
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Heather Bettinson
Errands

Going picking gooseberries
after tea
Going on errand for my
granny.
Helping cleaning the church
on a Friday evening
Ready for the Sunday
school.
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Marie Campbell
Marie’s Haiku

Members terrified
Tired people work the system
Money, home, happy.

Marie Campbell works as a secretary for GMB, the trade union, in Norwich.
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Sue Beeston
My Story

Hello. My name is Sue. I have worked at Ipswich Hospital
for 25 years. I joined Unison in 1984, as I thought it would be a good
idea to have protection and representation if I ever needed it. In the
year 2000 Unison started to open new doors for me. I came into work
one morning to find a poster on the wall asking if you would like to
learn new skills and become more confident in communicating. I
thought that’s just what I need, so I asked my line manager to put my
name forward. He said it was for a communication and skills course
being run at work by Unison. I was one of 50 to be selected for this
course.
After the course I was a different person, and more confident. I
went on to do more courses with Unison, including Creative Writing,
Women’s Lives, and Return to Work. My confidence just kept growing.
I met so many new people and enjoyed every course. In 2004 I was put
forward for a Learner of the Year award. I really couldn’t believe this
could happen to me. I was taken to Norwich Open College to receive
my award. It was presented to me by Ian Gibson MP. After receiving
this award I just wanted to spread the word to everyone about how
Unison had helped me to change my life, so I decided to train as a
learning rep for Unison so I could help share information with others
and signpost staff members who wanted to do courses. Staff kept
asking me: ‘What’s happening to you? You’ve gone from being a very
shy and quiet person to someone with lots of confidence.’ I said, ‘It’s all
down to Unison courses.’ My confidence didn’t stop growing. I have
now put myself forward to become a steward for Unison so I can go on
helping and supporting staff. I guess I’ve learnt that it’s never too late
to learn new skills.

Housekeeper at Ipswich Hospital. UNISON member/ worked at Ipswich
Hospital for 25 years/ enjoy learning/ grateful to WEA for changing my life
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Pam Huskinson

Percy (My Dad)
Dad wears his plus fours,
his trilby on his head.
He’s tall and lanky,
often cranky,
with his wellies on his feet.
He feeds his dogs,
they run beside him,
as he lopes across the fields,
looking to see what today’s traps will yield.
We walk along, my steps matching his,
the gun slung across his back.
The pheasant flies up in fright,
and bang he shoots it dead.
My dad is a game keeper.

I retired to care for Don in 1995. I have lived in Norfolk all my life and
have nine brothers and sisters.
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Glenda Boley
Picking Up The Pieces

Picking the pieces up after suffering an aneurysm
requires plenty of positiveness and determination,
as I have found out! After 21 hours of operations it
was said that I’d never walk, talk or feed myself,
but I’ve proved those who suggested this, very
wrong, I can now do all three!

B

ut as time has moved on I’ve made achievements all the way
in the past twelve years, in as much as I have started working
at the Junior School in Fakenham, helping the children with
their reading, for the past 10 years. Mr Read, a social worker, was
instrumental in my working again. I was very keen too, and to be
honest, the children have also helped me along, as I was left with
little confidence, which I have rebuilt over time.
I was also asked to be an active member on the steering
committee of a new ‘Pilot Project,’ which was to be launched in
Fakenham, on August 26th 2002, to be called ‘First Focus’. In the
early days we were an information and resource centre for disabled
folk, as there was nowhere for people to find information. As time
went on more and more of the community came to take a ‘look’ at
us and we have since changed to welcoming everyone in the
community.

I have written about my recovery from the cerebral aneurysm I suffered.
I am a housewife.
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David Smith
A day at work brings
many a challenge
This dark, wet, cold November morning is
Uninviting to some, yet
I look forward to the uncertainty it may bring.
I am the man on call, never knowing what task
Lies ahead, just know it’s far better than bed!
The challenge is the thing!
Blocked loo, leaking sink, get the jobs done
Keep the tenants sweet.
Broken bath, dripping tap
A child asking – what is that???
Fit new kitchen sink, all bright and shiny
Mrs Jones likes that, cor blimey!
“A cuppa,” she asks “and cake?”
Who can resist cake!! I smile.
Overflow running, stop tap seized
2 more jobs done, tenants pleased
Leaky cistern, unlagged pipe
Oh what fun is a plumber’s life
Me day is done, I venture home
It’s still dark, still cold, still wet.
Still tomorrow beckons
And I look forward to whatever it brings.
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Lynda Sanders
Our Furniture Store
When I first came to Norfolk from London in the mid-1970s I joined
a local estate agent as a typist/receptionist. My job not only entailed
talking to people who came in looking for a new home and handing
out property details, but typing up these details from scratch. It was
considered useful if I had been able to visit some of the houses which
had newly come on to the market, and so my interest in looking at
how other people furnished and designed their homes began.
ome years later, after my two children
had been born and were attending
school, my husband and I were given
the opportunity to go into business with my
parents. They were running a furniture shop
in Hunstanton which they had leased. He
later offered them the chance to purchase
the freehold. So after some family discussion
we sold our house and joined them in a new
adventure.
My interest in design expanded as I had
to learn quickly about fitted kitchen and
bedroom planning, as well as carpets,
curtains, and free-standing furniture. Some
clients were not sure what they envisaged
their rooms to look like and so I was often
given a free hand (within a budget of course).
Our shop, though, was an old Victorian
building with high ceilings and very
draughty windows. It was freezing in winter.
My husband Len and I would huddle around
a small calor gas fire in between serving
customers. We lived in the flat above the
shop, so when time came for our morning
coffee, I would pop up and make us a slice of
toast each.
We enjoyed talking to customers, as
often hours would go by when the shop
would be empty of faces other than our own.
Conversation would range from the weather
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to putting the world to rights. It could take
us some time to get them to talk about what
had actually brought them into the shop in
the first place. Delivery of furniture,
particularly of items made out of pine,
spread the aroma of freshly polished and
varnished wood throughout the premises.
However, other items would not give us the
same pleasure as some carpet arrivals could
be accompanied by a strange combination of
wool and dyes, which could take a few weeks
after laying, to subside.
In winter the front showroom windows
would steam up with condensation,
obscuring the range of furniture on sale
inside. Although I loved the Victorian
architecture of the property, with its
beautiful high ceilings, decorative mouldings
and wide heavy doors, every time we had a
downpour we would discover another crack
in the roof. Buckets, bowls, and any manner
of container would be rushed to the scene.
However, with expensive stock to protect,
every summer a builder would be contacted
to repair or replace the aged flat roof. We
eventually retired and sold the business,
with its modernised cosy flat, to a developer,
who has now transformed it into individual
flats. It still retains some of its original
Victorian charm.

Aged 56, retired. Grandmother, mother and wife – enjoys reading and crossword puzzles.
I have found expressing myself sometimes difficult, but have enjoyed this time to settle
and write, finding that memories free up the pen.
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Abby Pearson
Working at the
Crematorium

E

very day was different. Mainly the elderly,
sometimes car accident victims and sometimes
young adults. But today is definitely different.
Today is a child and his mother. Hundreds of people
gather outside. I sit in my office, that sick feeling in my
stomach. I know what is coming. From the chapel I hear
“Bob the Builder” music. The services seems to take
forever. Eventually the father/husband emerges from
inside, a teddy bear in his grasp. His eyes are red and
dazed. A lady beside him clutches his hand. I watch for a
moment but it is too much. I retreat into my office and
rub the bump of my unborn child.

I worked at Mintlyn Crematorium as an administrator
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Maureen Parfets
A Day in the Life
of a Learning Rep
I arrived at work ten minutes early. The other
members of staff were also arriving. We had a few
minutes chat while changing into our uniforms.
I then proceeded with the job in hand.
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uddenly someone shouted ‘Come quickly’. I looked up and
there in front of me someone was lying on the floor. I asked if
anyone had seen what happened. No-one had. I was the first
aider and the health and safety rep. So it was my job to attend to the
situation. I proceeded with caution. The area was safe for me to
assess what had happened. I looked at the person on the floor and
thought to myself that she could be a pregnant woman. I called an
ambulance at this stage.
We went to the hospital. She gave birth to a little girl, though by
the time this happened I was back at work.
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Stephen Gilham
Working for my Dad

Working with my Dad, back in the 1970s, we were
building an extension to a bungalow, and a flat roof
was to be fitted, so we had to remove the first row of
roof tiles from the bungalow so the felt could be lapped
under the tiles.

W

hen the felting was completed my job was to carry the tiles onto
the flat roof and then replace them. As I was climbing the
ladder with about 10 tiles under my arm, I lost my footing on
the top rung of the ladder. This made me fall straight back to the floor,
landing on my back still clutching the tiles under my arm, crushing my
fingers and feeling rather battered. My Dad then walked round the corner
and seeing me laying there said, “I hope you haven’t broken any of those
******* tiles, we’ve only got enough to finish the job!”
The beauty of working for family!

I am a 53 year old divorcee with 2 teenage children, recently made redundant
but I enjoy playing football and collecting juke boxes.
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Lesley Mosely
The Eagle

The eagle is a bird of prey
The union helps to show the way
The learning curve we all should know
From school to work, the seeds to sow
We help each other through the years
With laughter, love and also tears
But in the end our lives we choose
Forget the prose, let’s have some booze.
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David Hewett
Camoonty

What is this he speaks of? I don’t understand. How
can I find out? I don’t even know what he means. I
know – I’ll look it up. It’s not in the dictionary –
there’s ‘camel’, ‘camera’ and ‘camp’, but no
‘CAMOONTY’.
ut he says it is great. It will
help me in my role as
learning rep. Oh I wish I
knew what he meant.
So I ask my English friend,
‘What is the word?’, but he
doesn’t know either and he
thinks it must be lost in
translation. He asks me if I can
use it in a sentence. So I tried
desperately to remember what
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was said.
Sheepishly I tried to recite the
sentence, with a deep cough to
clear my voice in preparation. I
said, “There are many courses
available at the COMMOONTY
centre.”
He laughed and told me what
this meant.
Oh the joys of being a
migrant worker in Norfolk.

Kevin Boldy
A Job Well Done

This is the life of a council worker, taking on the public strife,
Remaining calm under pressure, not a berserker,
Not responding to gestures,
Come Monday morning, it’s time to make good,
While party go-er’s are yawning, to help the misunderstood,
We are the dog owners’ friend, taking away all they leave behind,
Just to be helpful and kind, broken playgrounds we mend,
Park benches and merry-go-rounds, unbolted and scattered,
Far and wide, out of bounds, glass bottles often shattered,
Traffic cones sent packing, back to “no parking” zones,
Old bikes fished out of ditches and dykes, Uncovering a slimey trolley,
Empty containers strewn, blowing in the wind, along with a broken brolly,
Stuffed in a bin, piled up high, double stacking, mountains of black sacks,
Used fireworks, broken slabs, a sea of polythene bags,
And molehill mounds, ironing out all the snags,
Marking out pitches on the grounds, but by the end of the week,
It doesn’t look so bleak,
So we get ready to start over, look over the fence,
Prepare to commence, come sunshine
Come rain…….
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East of England Course,
Bishops Stortford
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