
Greetings from Qube...
This time last year we were preparing to close the country down. We

were ordered to stay at home, stay away from our family and friends

and to trust that the government would find a way out of the
pandemic.

Along the way, many lives have been lost (too many) and living in

isolation has greatly impacted on the mental health of all generations.

As we reflect on the last year and remember those that we’ve lost, we

must also take the time to realise how far we have come.

Your world may have changed several times over the last year and

with each change you’ll have drawn upon a new source of strength to

get you through. The restrictions put upon us will have felt cruel at

times, when a hug from a loved one may have been all that you

longed for.

But better times are on the way and in the next period of change we’re

able to plan for the good days because we’ve come through the bad.

We don’t know what our social groups will look like when we begin

again but we are planning for all possibilities and can’t wait to see

you!

In the meantime, remember we are at the end of

the phone if you need us. Our befriending,

shopping and Dial-a-ride services are all still

running to help you stay connected with your

community.



This week you can enjoy;

• March poetry

• Spring foraging

• DIY Terrarium

• Hearing and your mental health

• The Covid Postcards by Kate Westgate

• Design your own mandala

• Easter trivia quiz

• Boiled eggs with tomato and spinach 

recipe

• Space crossword answers





As restrictions ease and we can venture out a bit further, you’ll soon

be able to smell the pungent scent of wild garlic in the air! Wild

garlic, or ramsons as they are also known, can be found in almost

all woods from mid March. Taken from the Woodlands Trust

website, here’s a guide to foraging for Wild garlic and a simple

recipe for wild garlic pesto that’s packed full of flavour.

What does wild garlic look like?
Wild garlic is a medium-sized bulbous perennial 

with a distinctive and pungent garlicky smell that 

pervades woodland in spring.

Leaves: Long, pointed and oval in shape with 

untoothed edges. They grow from the plant base 

and the bulb and have a strong garlic scent.

Flowers: Small, white, with six petals on a thin 

stalk. Around 25 flowers form each rounded flower 

cluster which is held high on a single, leafless 

stalk.

Fruit/seeds: Wild garlic reproduces through 

bulbs, bulbils and very occasionally seeds. The 

seeds are 2–3mm long, flattish on one side and 

black and are dispersed when the parts of the 

plant above ground die down.

Not to be confused with: Lily-of-the-valley 

when not in flower. The leaves of wild garlic grow 

from the plant base whereas lily-of-the-valley has 

two or three leaves on its stem. When in flower, 

lily-of-the-valley is easily distinguishable from wild 

garlic as it has bell-shaped, white flowers. Lily-of-

the-valley is poisonous so be sure to fully identify 

wild garlic before foraging.

Spring foraging! 



How to forage for wild garlic:
Wild garlic is common and widespread across

the UK. It favours deciduous woodland and

chalky soils. You can also spot it in scrub and

hedgerows but it prefers damp areas.

•Visit woods between late March and July.

•Look out for their bright white flowers on

damp soils and slopes.

Ingredients
•100g wild garlic leaves

•50g parmesan cheese or 50g nutritional 

yeast for a vegan and veggie-friendly 

version

•50g toasted pine nuts

•1-2 tablespoons of olive oil

•Lemon juice

•Salt and pepper

Method
1.Wash wild garlic leaves thoroughly.

2.Place the leaves, parmesan, olive oil 

and pine nuts into a food processor and 

blitz. You could do this with a pestle and 

mortar if you want to be more traditional.

3.Add more oil if you want to have a 

thinner pesto.

4.Add salt, pepper and lemon juice to 

taste.

•When you find the plant, pick long leaves that are bright in colour.

•Be sure to carefully pick the leaves from close to the ground but

make sure to leave the bulb underground and intact for next year.

Make wild garlic pesto!



DIY Terrarium

Spring is definitely in the air! But you don’t need to get on your 

hands and knees in the garden to feel the joy of gardening… it 

can begin with a jam jar at the kitchen table!

Step 1: Find a suitable glass container; this

could be a jam jar, wine glass, water jug-

anything you can spare from your cupboard.

Then begin by adding a layer of very small

pebbles or sand- this will help to keep your

terrarium well drained.

Step 2; Add a layer of good quality soil on top 

of the pebbles/sand and pat it level.

Step 3; Arrange your chosen plants in the soil,

tucking them in neatly. You need to choose

slow growing plants that do not need much

moisture to thrive such as succulents and

cacti.

Step 4; Add a few more pebbles and some 

moss around your plants to finish off your 

miniature landscape!

Step 5; Let them tell you when they need

water. A succulent will pucker at the base of

the leaves when it needs water, and will get

mushy (a sign of rotting) when over-

watered. Wait for signs of thirst before watering

and then add just enough to get the soil wet. In

winter, water succulents and cacti once a

month or once every 2 months and every
1 to 2 weeks in summer.



You can be as playful as you like with your terrarium. Add coloured

sand, miniature objects or fairy steps to make your landscape truly 

unique! Here’s a few ideas to get you started;



Hearing and your mental health

Hearing loss and tinnitus (ringing in the ears) can increase one’s risk

of developing mental illnesses including depression, anxiety,

schizophrenia, and dementia, and can trigger episodes of extreme

anger and suicidal ideas. Protecting one’s hearing not only prevents

or delays hearing loss, but also benefits mental wellness.

Understanding the signs of mental illness and having access to

mental health resources is critical—and can even be life-saving—to

all individuals with hearing loss or tinnitus.

Studies indicate that up to11% of adults

with self-reported hearing impairment

have moderate to severe depression.

Individuals with hearing loss have

reported feeling socially inept in group

settings, entering conversations at

inappropriate times, talking off-topic, or

dominating conversations and coming across as rude simply because

talking is easier than listening. When a person cannot hear properly,

engaging in conversations is a daily struggle, and can lead to social

isolation and depression.. In people 65 and older, hearing impairment

is among the most common chronic conditions associated
with depression.

In older adults, hearing loss is

associated with cognitive decline

and dementia. Reduced social

engagement and a cognitive load

focused on coping with hearing loss

rather than higher level thinking can

lead to poorer cognitive functioning

and faster mental decline. Hearing

aids could possibly be a simple fix to

increase healthy brain function in the older adult population and 
reduce the risk of dementia.



If you are worried about your hearing you should always speak to 

your GP in the first instance to identify the cause of your problem. 

However, it’s also important that you go on to receive continued 

support and there are various local organistaions that can help you;

• Hearing loss support at Shropshire RCC- Information, advice 

and practical support for hearing aid wearers in Shropshire, 

Telford and Wrekin- 01743 342168 

• Spescavers Oswestry- Provide hearing tests, ear wax removal 

and support for hearing aid wearers- 01691 684 820

• Tinitus support (Signal)- Professional and peer support for 

people suffering with tinnitus- 01743 358 356



The Postcards

By Kate Westgate

At the beginning, no-one realised that anyone else had received one.

People who got the cards only told their immediate families about

them, or maybe commented on theirs in a phone call to a friend.

They said things like, ‘I got this strange card today.’

‘What sort of a card?’

‘Well, it’s like a postcard. But lovely card, not just any old card.’

‘It’s thick. Really thick.Textured.’

‘There’s no address or anything. Just a number on one side.’

‘It’s creamy coloured with a hand-written message in turquoise ink.’

‘There’s no proper message. Just some poetry.’

But gradually folks began to realise they weren’t the only ones. Cards

were appearing all over town, some through letter boxes, some

dropped into shopping bags, one even slipped inside a large paper bag

that contained MrsWintle’s prescription.

After about a fortnight the cards came to the notice of one of the

administrators of the local Facebook page. In fact, his mate had had

one.

‘Ian, I’ve had this bloody peculiar card come. Look at it.’

On one side was the number 15, in large elegant writing, in gold ink.

‘Who’s it from?’

‘I dunno. If I knew that, I could find out what’s behind it.’

‘What’s on the other side?Turn it over.’

As Pete turned it over, he sipped his beer, then cleared his throat and

read slowly: ‘No man is an island, entire of itself; every man is a piece

of the continent, a part of the main.’

‘That’s famous, that is.’ Ian scratched his head and searched his brain.

‘John Donne! Yeah, that’s it. It’s really famous, that is.’ He took another

sup of his pint.‘Bloody odd, though, I agree.’

From the next socially-distanced table a voice struck up. ‘I had one of

them last week. But mine was numbered 9.’

‘Did you have the same words on yours?’

‘Nah. Mine said “Hope is the thing with feathers”.’



By this time everyone in The Hart had turned their attention to Ian

and Pete. Someone struck up – ‘That’s Emily Dickinson. It’s from a

poem.’

Ian decided to put a call out on the Facebook page. Who else had

had these cards? Presumably there were at least fifteen.

The Community Page was soon awash with them. There were

certainly more than fifteen! Some were written in turquoise ink,

others in gold, yet others in red, a few in emerald green. The

handwriting was always beautiful. The number was on one side, a

verse on the other. The earlier cards were plain, but beyond twenty,

embellishments had been added. Sometimes these were simple

drawings. Later the lettering itself was almost in the style of

medieval manuscripts. Exquisitely-crafted initial letters contained

brilliantly hued figures going about their business in the bowls of

letters D and B.

“Do not go gentle into that good night.

Old age should burn and rave at close of day.

Rage, rage against the dying of the light”.’

And Rob Jones squared his shoulders and looked the day in the eye

for the first time in a couple of months.

Everyone wanted one. No-one knew who

was responsible.

They didn’t come with the post. They were

slipped through letterboxes at unexpected

times. One old chap stayed up all night in his

hallway watching the letterbox in case one

should drop through.

Folks began to focus on the cards and not

on the virus.

‘What was on yours?’ became the hot topic

of conversation.

‘Oh, I got Dylan Thomas. Probably because

I’mWelsh you see:



Suns became a regular feature after number 60. The first was an

adornment to the verse ‘The sun rises in spite of everything and the far

cities are beautiful and bright’. On this one, the sun was in the top left-

hand corner, but later the illustration had obviously been painted on

first, taking up almost the whole of the card and the verse written on

top of it, for example:

‘The free bird leaps

on the back of the wind

and floats downstream

till the current ends

and dips his wings

in the orange sun rays

and dares to claim the sky.’

One day, a harassed mum was distracted from her toddler in a

pushchair. She had to run to the Mere’s edge to yank back four-year-

old Arnie, intent on finding out how the geese stayed afloat. Returning

to baby Nanette, she found her baby clutching a card which read:

‘I want to know if you can see Beauty

even when it is not pretty every day.

And if you can source your life from its presence.

I want to know if you can live with failure – yours and mine –

and still stand at the edge of the lake

and shout to the silver of the full moon “Yes”!’

She scanned the path both ways, but saw no-one who looked out of

the ordinary. She didn’t care, though, it was such a lovely message. For

several days after that, she felt less harassed.

Then someone began to track all the cards to record them and their

recipients in number order. Number 21 was missing. No-one knew

who had it. Maybe it had got lost.

It hadn’t. Hannah had folded hers into small squares so the card could

be hidden inside her bra. She took it out and read it at least twice a

day:

‘You may shoot me with your words.

You may cut me with your eyes.

You may kill me with your hatefulness.

But still, like air, I rise’.

.



She told herself, Yes, I can rise. I can get out of this relationship. Take

little Andy with me and we can have a better life. It was as if the

sender of the card knew of her troubles, the abuse. How could that

be?

The local reporter for The Shropshire Star cottoned on to the story

and did a feature. Some of the cards made for good pictures.

Nowhere else in the country had anything like it. Ellesmerians felt

proud. It was like the yarn-bombers, only bigger.

In the Children’s Library one Saturday, Tommy Atkins found a card

inside a book. Written in bold dark blue writing was the number 85.

On the other side it read:

‘If you can’t wait to pick a book right now

And read it through until the very end

To find out who did what, and how, and why

Then lucky you! – you’re a READER,my friend!’

He felt so proud. This was something special to show off at school on

Monday.

For two months Barbara Compton had been secretly disappointed

that she hadn’t had a card. But then, who’d want to bother with her?

She lived on her own, had to use a walking frame to get around. She

had called at the Coop one Tuesday morning and got in a bit of a

muddle, losing her purse in her shopping bag. Once she found the

purse, she couldn’t get her Coop card out. She was feeling very hot

and bothered. But on her way back to Trimpley Court, she called in at

the Library to swap her books. To her surprise, there underneath her

much-enjoyed novels was a most beautiful card. It was number 100.

There was only one word on the other side of the card. The word

was ‘Hope’. Every centimetre of the space was a riot of glorious

pattern and colour. There were even tiny patchworked hexagons

attached to each of the four corners.

Eyes brimming with happy tears, she asked the Librarian, ‘Do you think

there will be any more?’

‘No, Barbara. I’m thinking this might be the last one. Don’t you?’ The

Librarian turned, a little smile playing on her lips.











Method

•Heat oven to 200C/180C fan/gas 6. Put the spinach into a 

colander, then pour over a kettle of boiling water to wilt the 

leaves. Squeeze out excess water and divide between 4 small 

ovenproof dishes.

•Mix the tomatoes with the chilli flakes and some seasoning, 

then add to the dishes with the spinach. Make a small well in the 

centre of each and crack in an egg. Bake for 12-15 mins or more 

depending on how you like your eggs. Serve with crusty bread, if 

you like.

Recipe variation;
Spanglish style eggs for four people

Heat 1 tbsp olive oil in a frying pan with a lid. Fry 50g chopped 

chorizo for 2 mins. Add a 400g can chopped tomatoes, 1 sliced 

onion, 1 tsp smoked paprika and a handful black olives, then 

bubble for 8 mins until thick. Make four wells in the mix, then 

crack in 4 eggs and cook over a low heat for 6-8 mins until the 

eggs are cooked. Serve with crusty bread.

Ingredients
•100g bag spinach

•400g can chopped tomatoes

•1 tsp chilli flakes

•4 eggs

Baked eggs with 
spinach & tomato



Space crossword answers

Across

1. Astronomy

5. Mars

6. Corona

8. Exploitation

11. Astronaut

13. Venus

14. Mercury

15. Stratosphere

Down

2. Spacecraft

3. Sun

4. Moon

7. Horizon

9. Launch

10. Universe

11. Axis

12. System


