The Writing Group
The Writing Group is one of the founding groups of U3A East London and was inaugurated by Gavin Stewart in
2007 followed by Nancy Tietz who took over in 2013 and who continues to lead our sessions on the 4th Friday of
every month, except December.
Until very recently we boasted three founding members who had attended the first meeting: Nancy, Denise
Fielding and Ed Smith whose work we proudly share today. Ed was an enthusiastic member, a regular attendee
and a benevolent supporter. Sadly, Ed passed away on Saturday 17th October after a long and tiresome illness
which he endured with fortitude over the past few years. He was an imaginative writer who thought up some
weird and wonderful plots and often introduced hi-tech mechanisms to unravel situations in which his characters
found themselves. He regularly stood in for the group leader and took great care in compiling the report-back.
Everybody enjoyed the meetings he led. He also provided invaluable assistance in the publication of Tales of All
Kinds 3, a collection of writings from the group. His generous sponsorship allowed for a greater number of
stories to be published. I’m sure his name will crop up in our meetings from time to time. Our condolences go out
to his family. May he rest in peace.
As a tribute to Ed we are including one of his stories published in Tales of All Kinds 2.
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HOW TO START WRITING - Nancy’s Rules
1. Make time to write regularly.
2. Write about what you know: People, Places and
Things.
3. Write simply.
4. Use dialogue to bring your story to life.
5. Plan your writing with a Beginning, a Middle and an
End.
6. Keep continuity; don’t skimp on detail or leave gaps.
7. Use short identifyable names.
8. Make use of verbs in the active voice. Make people
do things.
9. Use tidy figures – R40 000, not ‘Four-and-elevenpence-three-farthings’, unless for fun.
10. Keep sentences short: 11 o 14 words.
11. Imagine yourself as reader – read with your
punctuation. Try it out on children.

12. Edit. Edit!

Edit!

Gavin Stewart used to tell us, “A good writer is a good
editor.”

WHAT WOULD YOU LIKE TO WRITE?
There are so many forms, or genres, of writing to choose from –
what would suit you? Most of us are familiar with essays from
our schooldays while others like to keep a diary or journal. Some
enjoy writing poetry while others prefer to write letters. But for
most would-be authors, and possibly readers too, the short story
is perhaps the most popular genre and that is the focus in our
writing group. At each meeting members choose from a selection
of Topics / Titles / Prompts suggested for our monthly
assignment / homework.
For our first WEBPAGE I would like to introduce you to the Fable
which is a very short story with a moral. Most famous are
Aesop’s Fables (circa 620 – 560BC) and one of the best known
is ‘The Fox and the Grapes’

A famished fox crept into a vineyard where ripe,
luscious grapes were hanging temptingly on a high
lattice. In his effort to win a juicy prize the fox
jumped up towards the grapes many times but
failed in all his attempts. When he finally had to
admit defeat he retreated and muttered to himself,
“Well, what does it matter anyway? The grapes are
sour!”
(64 words)
MORAL It is easy to despise what you cannot have.

Denise Fielding is a wordsmith

This story always troubled me because I knew from
Beatrix Potter that a fox is a wily animal and a
carnivore. So what would he want with grapes when
his preference was meat?
Then I learned that Aesop had been in India with
Alexander the Great and had based many of his
fables on Indian folk tales. When he returned to
Greece he substituted animals in the Indian folk tales
with animals that were common in Europe. Thus the
Jackal that occurred in India (and South Africa) was
replaced by a fox that was found in Europe.
During my research I also learned that Nature
Conservation in the Northern Cape was concerned
about the deliberate actions of farmers who had
formed hunting packs to kill the jackals they believed
were killing their sheep. The zoologist at the
McGregor Museum in Kimberley was then asked to
study the diet of Jackals on Dronfield a game farm in
its natural state. Analysis of the stomach contents of
jackals in this pristine area showed that ± 92%
comprised berries, a small percentage of insects and
grass and about 2% carrion. The results of this study
made perfect sense of Aesop’s fable.
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with a fertile imagination who
has treated the Writing Group
to some whimsical stories filled
with vivid descriptions. But her
forte is poetry, some of which
has been published.
As you read this poem note how
she cleverly uses metaphors
and adjectives to paint the
memory of the Camargue which
made such an impact on her
heart.

Camargue Iris’
Camargue is blazoned on my heart
Not because of summer heat
For I came early in the year
When still the gentle freshness
And eager, helpful, stead step
Of white horse, untethered, walking,
Bore me quietly round
The very edge of her domain,
Wild, watered, nothing stirring
Except the careful prodding feet
Of waterfowl, flamingo pink,
Or beaver on the beat.
Yes, Camargue is blazoned on my heart
For there within that liquid place
Midst tufted reed and thick clumped
grass,
With green and brightened leaf,
A field awash in other hue,
Yellow burnished by late light,
Proud iris’ soft petalled spring,
Splashed ‘gainst silken tints of blue
Shining where the marsh birds sing
Now treasured always and a part
Of wide Camargues’ blue-beige-white,
Blazoned deep within my heart.
Denise Y Fielding
At the Bus stop in I’sle de Sorge,
Provence, France 1993

WHAT COMES ROUND GOES ROUND by Ed Smith 2013
Mrs Gertrude Fleishmann and her son, Erich, cut lonely figures, sitting on their luggage, on the wayside
station. The whereabouts of Mr Fleishmann was unknown to the lonely pair. The Russian Commissar had left them
with no doubt as to their destination. They were being deported to Siberia.
So much had changed for the Fleishmanns in such a brief period. Their German origin had been no barrier to
involvement in the business world and the arts; willingness to work hard and use one’s talents was what counted
under the Czar. Their daughter’s lovely singing voice was the toast of the court. All this, however, counted for
naught in the present-day Russia. Their estate was lost and the family scattered.
Gertrude hardly noticed when a Russian General and his adjutant walked past – an unusual sight for such an
insignificant station. The General hardly afforded them a glance. He, surprisingly, turned back to address the
desolate pair in his native tongue.
“Are you Mrs Fleishmann?”
The mother though surprised at this unexpected question, hardly dared look at the important man who
seemed vaguely familiar. She managed a tentative,
“Yes, I am.”
In gentler voice the general said,
“Then what are you doing here?”
“We are waiting for a train to take us to Siberia,” Gertrude replied tearfully.
“Well, your destination has been changed!”
.

Turning to his Adjutant, the General barked the order,
“See that Mrs Fleishmann and her son are taken aboard the next train to Moscow. I will notify the relevant
authorities.”
As the Moscow-bound train wound its way over the endless plains Erich expressed his puzzlement.
“Muter, why is that man sending us to Moscow?”
Gertrude’s mind drifted to the midnight visit and the flurry of activity that ensued some years ago.
“Erich, some years ago our family paid for the General’s brother’s escape to the USA when he had
angered powerful people.”
The Reverend Erich Fleishmann, artist and experienced minister, smiled at his congregation and added to the
anecdote from his childhood,
“Never underestimate the consequences of your actions, for good or evil.”

