THE MAGIC OF PLUMWOOD

The village hall is at the top end of the damp straggling township, within sight and sound -
of the sea. Even in the dark it looks old, shabby and grey, standing by itself. We are as
one. I park the car in the empty car park, lock up, for safety must never be assumed, and
pick my way through slush towards the entrance. The door is not locked. Who said trust
must be earned? Inside, electric heaters high up on the walls are already trying to
penetrate the arctic chill of this community barn, and a tall standard lamp, lit, with a
cream tasselled shade stands in the centre of the bare floor. A palm tree in an oasis, a last

brave sentinel defying the elements.

At other times this is a badminton court, a Brownie Hut, a lunch club for the elderly.
Sometimes it erupts into manic marathon ceilidhs, birlings and stompings, fiddles and
accordions, the music that solders the community together, or so it is said. Tonight there
are four metal music stands standing guard around the lamp, each one paired with a prim

upright chair facing inwards, couples waiting for permission to dance.

I have not been here for many years as the hall, the village, the scattered all-knowing

population have long given up on me, and rightly so. The soldering‘did not take.

And did I really imagine that simply by standing on fiptee behind a trestle table in this
draughty hall, front teeth missing, in a brown belted tunic and a yellow tie, a little knitted

woollen cap and ankle socks and sandals, courageous in the face of perplexing adults,






