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NEW CANAL & RIVER TRUST WRITING COMPETITION ATTRACTS 

HUNDREDS OF ENTRIES 

 
Hundreds of talented wordsmiths responded to a call from the Canal & River Trust 
waterways and wellbeing charity to enter a 
writing competition. 
  
Entrants were invited to send in an original story, in 300 words or less, describing a 
favourite memory inspired by a visit to one of the 2,000 miles of waterways cared for 
by the Trust. 
 

creative thinking caps 
and sent in an incredible range of imaginative stories and poems inspired by boating, 
fishing, canoeing, cycling or walking trips, and personal relationships with special canals 
and rivers. 
 
The competition was judged by waterway words wizard Ian McMillan, presenter of BBC 

prose works. He selected three winners who each receive personally signed copies of 
books by Emmy award-winning actor and writer, Stephen Fry. 
 
In first place is a story Will Richards, from Malvern. Second place is a 

by David Stephenson, from Bridgwater, and third place is a 
I Spalding. Runners up were Polly 

Morrow and Fiona Ritchie Walker. 
 

wonderful writing. The winners have all successfully blended the personal with the 

described in expressive, musical prose. 
 

talked a I Sat Myself 

http://www.canalrivertrust.org.uk/
https://twitter.com/CanalRiverTrust
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 Down
 

 
Nicky Wakeford, head of marketing & supporter development with the Canal & River 

of all the entries for our new competition. Sadly there can only be one winner from the 
dozens of funny, sad, moving or beautifully descriptive pieces.  
 

we thank everyone who took the time and effort to get involved. We now have a 
fantastic treasure trove of waterway memories which we will be looking to share more 
widely. They are a snapshot in time  a unique record of how people interact with the 
waterways in the 21st century. It would be fantastic if the fruits of this competition could 

 
 
To listen to the winning entries and read some of the shortlisted stories and poems, 
please go to the Canal& River Trust website: https://canalrivertrust.org.uk/writing-
competition 
 
ENDS 
 
Notes to Editors: 
The Canal & River Trust cares for and brings to life 2,000 miles of canals and rivers 
across England & Wales.  We believe waterways have the power to make a difference to 

 By 
bringing communities together to make a difference to their local waterway, we are 
creating places and spaces that can be used and enjoyed by everyone, every day 
www.canalrivertrust.org.uk. 
 
For further media requests please contact: 
Fran Read 
m 07796 610427 e fran.read@canalrivertrust.org.uk 
or Lynn Pegler 
m 07783 686246 e lynn.pegler@canalrivertrust.org.uk 
Communications Managers 
Canal & River Trust 
 
 
Winning Entries: 
 

A New Journey  
By Will Richards 

 
Home was no longer where the heart was, and I was alone that Spring. I was mourning 
the death of a long relationship, and being deprived of my children.  Yet Spring, I told 

convinced. 

https://canalrivertrust.org.uk/writing-competition
https://canalrivertrust.org.uk/writing-competition
http://www.canalrivertrust.org.uk/
mailto:fran.read@canalrivertrust.org.uk
mailto:lynn.pegler@canalrivertrust.org.uk
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 Like my life, my path to work had also changed. A new journey from a cold, anonymous, 
 

I cycled that same two miles of the Worcester Birmingham canal each morning, 
sweeping silently along under sweet birdsong, light breezes, and occasionally, light 
slanting rain.  The mirror flat surface perfectly was filled with cloud and patches of blue, 
broken only by a new family of ducks, tiny, cotton soft ducklings in tow, red-legged 
Moorhens and, a little further along, a pair of elegant, linen white swans, keeping watch 
over a pair of downy brown cygnets.  The ripples reached out as I passed. 
As the days and weeks passed, I found myself rising with a curiosity, spurred on by the 
emergent bright yellow flowers of the Lesser Celandine that had begun to light my way, 
nestled among the sullen green grasses, and of course, the growing families with whom I 
was fast becoming familiar. 
It then occurred to me, one fine sunny morning, as S
that those ripples had touched me. I had become as much a part of that tranquil place, 
as the ducks, swans, and Moorhens that graced it, and wondered if they had noticed any 
change in the lone cyclist who greeted them each time he passed. Natural remedies 
take many forms, and thanks to the labours of the Navvies, they spread through the life 
blood of our land. 
 
 

 Rod & Line  

By David Stephenson   
 
Like a starting pistol, the school bell releases me into the warm summer's afternoon. My 

osed, a rapid 

 
I walk quickly and yet my world slows, my senses heightened. The hedgerow a 
cacophony of green and my presence announced by a scalding blackbird. My eyes scan 
the water, its surface like a lid hiding treasure beneath. Ducks approach expectantly, but 
soon get bored as I slowly set my rod up.  
I swing out my line and the brightly tipped quill float pops into the slow moving water. 
My eyes follow the drifting float, it stops, my fingers tighten in readiness, a bob, another, 
it drifts some more, then slowly and silently slides away under the glistening surface.  
I strike and feel the line tighten. The fight is short and soon I am holding a small reach, 
whose silver scales glint in the sunlight. I gently slip my catch back into the water and it 

 
The warmth of the day remains a
Four casts later a greedy perch, its dorsal fin raised defiantly, slips into my net. Always a 
favourite capture, clothed in its green and black striped coat. This young boy is 45 years 
older, but the memories are fresh and a tight line still. 
 
 

I Sat Myself Down 
By Vincent Malone 
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I sat myself down on the bank off the canal 

confused, head a-whirling, stomach churning. 

From beside me I picked up a stone. 

I dropped it between my legs into the water. 

Ripples flowed and ebbed disturbing all in its wake. 

Aha! I thought. Now the water matches my thoughts 

unclear, disturbed, unable to be made sense of. 

For a while as I sat there the water and I were one. 

The water understood me, felt me, knew me. 

It was as confuddled as my mind 

not knowing if it was coming or going. 

Slowly, gradually the ripples lessened, 

images began to form. 

Light, dark, sky, land, 

I was beginning to make things out. 

The outline of the trees on the opposite bank 

still shimmering, casually getting clearer 

in its own time and its own way. 

Then there it was, as perfect as an oil painting. 

The picture perfect image of the glorious landscape, 

just upside down, perfectly clear yet still confused. 

My mind, yes you are clearer now, 

a bit, little by little. 

Clearer yet still confused. 

Things not quite the right way round. 

Thoughts formed but upside down. 

The water is my medicine, the canal is my therapist. 

Calmer, gentler, I can face the world again. 

Until the next ripples appear. 

 


