
THE MAGIC OF PLUMWOOD

The village hall is at the top end of the damp stragglingtownship,within sight and sound /

of the sea. Even in the dark it looks old, shabby and grey, standingby itself. We are as

one. I park the car in the empty car park, lockup, 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 alreadytrying to

penetrate the arctic chill of this communitybarn, and a tall standardlamp, lit, with a

creamtasselled 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 badmintoncourt, a Brownie Hut, a lunch club for the elderly.

Sometimes it erupts into manic marathonceilidhs,birlings and stompings,fiddles and

accordions, the music that soldersthe communitytogether, or so it is said. Tonight there

are four metal music stands standingguard aroundthe lamp, each one paired with a prim

upright chair facing inwards, coupleswaiting for permissionto dance.

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

populationhave long given up on me, and rightly so. The solderi- not take.

And did I really imaginethat simplyby standingon~ behinda trestle table in this

draughtyhall, front teeth missing, in a brownbelted tunic and a yellow tie, a little knitted

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