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Welcome to the Early Summer Edition of the Croydon Writers Newsletter.

Since Christmas there have been many new initiatives and the group is making its presence felt in Croydon and beyond. There has been a take – up in members attending in – person meetings and a very pleasing rise in enquiries and new members joining. This will benefit us all and we are fast becoming a lively,vibrant presence in the writing community.

Guest Speakers so far this year have been the chair of Sutton Writers, Manny Gaskin, who fired us all up with his enthusiasm and charm. Emma Darwin gave a fascinating insight into the world of historical fiction and left us with food for thought, especiaally those of us who love writing the past.

Saturday Sessions kicked off with a fun, friendly and informal gathering. Chat,coffee and excellent peer support ensured future meetings will be in the diary. Do drop in – particularly if you find it hard to attend a Monday meeting.
The committee works hard to make sure that Croydon Writers are an inclusive and open group. Our recent move to St.Mildred’s Centre has given us a meeting place with easy transport links and better facilities, ensuring a safe and pleasant environment.

The Fight

“Look there’s Blondie and Si sitting on the wall opposite.” Glenda exclaimed. 

“Well, it’s a sweltering day I expect they are sitting in the shade, they’re not causing any trouble. Why do you spend so much time looking out the window, find yourself a hobby?” Kathy replied.

Glenda and Kathy were sisters, they were sitting in their lounge, Glenda as usual looking out the window, Kathy always busy being creative, making a patchwork cover at the moment.

“I like watching the world go by.”

“You are just very nosy.”

“No, I just take an interest in the world around me.” 

Kathy shook her head failing to understand her sister.

 “Now look,” Glenda said, “Snoop’s is wandering along as usual, looking into everyone’s front garden. He might start stirring things up, as long as you who don’t turn up.” Glenda said with an air of excitement in her voice.

“I don’t want to look and as for all the silly names you make up for them when you haven’t a clue what their real names are.” Kathy said waving her hand in the air dismissing her sisters chattering.

The sisters sat in silence for a while.

Suddenly Glenda jumped up from her chair. “I had a feeling he might turn up.”

“What are you going on about, give me a break from all your nattering.”

“The fighter, just wait there will be a fight in a minute. They’re eyeing each other up. Now the hollering has started.”

“I can hear, I really don’t need the running commentary. You’re enjoying all this aren’t you?” Kathy said with an irritated voice

“There they go brawling on the pavement, now into the road. Now Blondie is limping away, and the Fighter’s got blood on his face, the others have dispersed. It’s all over so fast.” Glenda exclaimed with an air of disappointment in her voice as if she would have liked the incident to last longer.

Next day the sisters had invited a friend. They sat in the garden enjoying the balmy weather.

“A cat has just jumped over your fence and has walked into your greenhouse.” Their friend remarked.

 Glenda turned around to see. “Oh, that’s Snoops he comes from somewhere along the road. I don’t know his real name but that’s what I call him. Look under the lavender bush and you will see a light brown paw sticking out I call him Blondie and over there curled up is Si the little Siamese cat. They come from somewhere over the back and often come into our garden. 

All peaceful today, no fighter.” 

Margaret Smith

Book review by Jeremy Dixon.

                  "The House of Silk" by Anthony Horowitz
This is a pastiche Sherlock Holmes novel.  It is presented as something written by Dr Watson in 1916 about an investigation undertaken by Holmes in Victoria's reign.  And it works.

A few quibbles suggest themselves.  Homes tends to be nicer to Watson in this tale than Conan Doyle let him be.  And nothing will deter me from my usual nit-picking about titles.  You can't call the same person "Lord Blackwater" and "Lord Horace Blackwater"; and this is relevant: Holmes, as a know-all, would be informed about this kind of point and would deduce from an incorrect usage that someone using it was not the sophisticate he claimed to be. (So I will not let Doyle's own mistake on this matter in the Challenger stories get him off the hook.)  

And occasionally Watson's narrative comes up with something to make you say "I don't think Watson would have put it like that."

More seriously it may be argued that the solution is too grim to fit the true Holmes style.   

But in general Mr Horowitz gets the styles of Holmes and Watson well enough.  Holmes's deductions  are as well-judged as anything of Doyle's. The book ends with every mystery explained, and the colourful atmosphere of the Holmes tales is revived very well. "The nineteenth century is where I would most like to be" says Mr Horowitz in his afterword, and this is the kind of yarn that makes you want to go back to that epoch, or at least to the Holmes-based version of it.

