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Moira has been awake a little while, but doesn't feel like getting out of bed. It's not just that it's warm and comfortable, though it is. There just isn't anything which seems worth making the effort for. Maybe she's just tired? 

It's her habit to read in bed each night. Sometimes she sits up late with a gripping book, but a glance at her nightstand reminds Moira last night's reading matter had been a magazine. She took it up to bed with her to read the article about the first day of spring.

The illustrations hadn't given much clue as to the angle the writer had taken. There was a calender with 20th March circled, a bird's nest, a couple of kids holding hands, and a garden full of daffodils. As spring was officially still some weeks ahead, Moira guessed it could be something about the way spring seemed to be coming earlier, or tips for making the most of the garden in the coming season, maybe a piece on springtime traditions and events which readers could get involved in.

To Moira's disappointment, it wasn't a proper article at all, but an invitation for readers to write in saying what the first of spring meant to them. 'Not much' was Moira's immediate response. She does like the days getting warmer and lighter, but they do so gradually. The same applies to the way local gardens gradually brighten up. One day isn't noticeably more springlike than the one before, no matter what the calender might say.

She'd skimmed through the rest of the piece and discovered a five star long weekend away, to see the tulips in Holland, was on offer to whoever sent in the best response. The trip sounded lovely. The winner would stay in comfortable hotels, be picked up from home and taken everywhere by a luxury coach, all their meals, which were delicious sounding, would be provided. As well as a drive through the tulip fields and entry to the famous Keukenhof gardens and a museum, the lucky winner would be treated to a scenic canal trip, visits to clog and cheese makers, the option to explore Amsterdam on foot, bicycle or by coach. Best of all they could take a partner or friend with them. 

Moira and her best friend Rosie would so enjoy all of that. There's no point in entering though. They won't win a prize for writing, 'not much. It's just another day'. 

Moira has felt this way for a few days now – that there is little point in making the effort to do anything. Actually she's felt like that on and off for a while, but always managed to shake herself out of it before. That should be easy today, as it's Monday – the day she regularly meets Rosie for coffee and a chat.

With something like horror she realises the thought of seeing her friend does nothing to lift her spirits. How can that be? They've been best friends for more than sixty years and never seriously fallen out. They haven't had even the most minor disagreement lately, so why isn't Moira looking forward to the meeting?

No matter what was going on in their lives, and where they lived, the pair had always stayed in touch. And it had always brought a smile to Moira's face to see Rosie, or get a call or letter. Moira had almost always looked forward to seeing Rosie. The exceptions were when Rosie had been widowed and Moira hadn't wanted to see her pain, or when she had any problems of her own and hadn't wanted to see her friend distressed on her behalf. But she'd always gone and either supported her friend or received support herself.

Talking to Rosie always helped. Moira was being silly now in not looking forward to seeing her – especially as there were no problems or worries to reveal. She'd go, they'd sip tea, nibble cake and talk, and everything would be fine. It always was.

They'd first called such chats 'the Monday Moan' when they were just becoming adults. It was a way to let off steam about everything really – friction with parents, petty grievances about work, relationship niggles. It became a bit more than that when Rosie had her kids. She adored them, but sometimes got fed up with endless nappies, broken nights, lack of money and time to herself. She felt disloyal complaining to anyone else, but not with Moira. 

Luckily Moira had then worked very close to Rosie's mother-in-law who was happy to baby sit for an hour so Rosie could have a weekly lunch with her friend. The Monday Moan helped her get things in perspective for them both. Each saw there were advantages and disadvantages to motherhood, or Moira's childless state.

As the years went by the Monday moan became a way not just to air problems, but to resolve them. When Moira revealed how unfulfilled at work she was, Rosie pushed her into applying for something better. That involved moving away, so the friends saw less of each other, but they knew that whatever problem they had, whatever they wanted to get off their chest, they just had to pick up the phone and be assured of a sympathetic ear at the very least.

Of course they hadn't just called each other to moan. There were many calls with good news or simply to chat. Now divorced Moira was back in her home town and she met widowed Rosie every Monday.

Recently Rosie had complained her kids rarely called.

"Do they not answer when you ring them?"

Rosie had admitted she rarely did. "Oh dear! Maybe one of them is at this very moment sitting down with a friend moaning that her mother never gets in touch?"

"That's possible."

The following week Rosie reported that she'd called all three of her girls and enjoyed a conversation with them. Her eldest had put her on speakerphone with the children who told her silly jokes, which she shared with Moira. That in turn reminded them of funny incidents from their youth and they ended up ordering another pot of tea and laughing so hard that other customers gave them odd looks – which just made them laugh even more.

Their conversations had dwindled into nothing but complaints recently, Moira realised as she got dressed and went downstairs. It wasn't that they didn't have things to be grateful for, but they already knew all the good things in each other's lives. In order to have fresh conversation, Moira made a note of any minor irritations or grumbles to share with her friend. Little things such as someone pushing into a queue ahead of her, which would have been forgotten in minutes, were held onto until the next Monday – which then made it hard to let go of them at all.

That's what is wrong! Nothing serious, just that lately their Monday moans were living up to the name rather too well. Moira will break the cycle by taking the magazine with her. Perhaps Rosie will think of something meaningful about spring they can enter into the competition? And even if she can't, it's something different to talk about.

Rosie quickly agrees that the trip to Holland looks wonderful. "It would be fantastic to have something like that to look forward to," she says. "Planning what to pack, and checking my camera works, having my hair done would all be fun. Something worth making an effort for is just what I need – there usually isn't much."

"You feel like that?"

"Don't look so shocked, Moira! I'm alright really, just a bit fed up."

"Me too," Moira admits. "Even this morning, I wondered if it was really worth getting out of bed."

"Just to hear me moan?" Rosie asks, grinning to show she's not taken offence.

"No! Well, yes. And to moan myself. We've got into a bit of a rut, haven't we?"

"Shall we try to win that trip then? I know we probably won't, but we've got nothing to lose."

"Yes, let's," Moira agrees. "And while we're about it, we can pretend we will win and allow ourselves to look forward to going."

"Like we did with... which band was it we wanted to go and see?"

"Most of them!"

The friends hadn't been able to afford concert tickets and hotels, even if their parents would have allowed them to go off to a big city alone for the night. Instead they pretended with each other that they were going, spending ages finding the right outfits for each event. On the day of the concerts, they'd done their hair and make-up in one or other's bedroom, then played the band's records and danced. Admittedly going to the concert for real would have been better, but they'd still had a lot of fun.

"I don't think we should wait a week to get started properly, do you?" Moira says. "We'll need something really good to win that trip."

"Daily briefings and strategy meetings?"

"I think we'd better."

The friends regularly meet up to try to think of something which might win them the trip, and to make plans for enjoying it should they be lucky enough to succeed.

Moira digs out an old diary, and they laugh over shared memories. There are plenty of detailed entries during spring months, but none are about the season, so not suitable to send to the magazine.

"I'd forgotten how much I enjoyed keeping a diary. I might take it up again."

"If you do, I'll let you write about me this time," Rosie offers.

"I always did! It says here that you're completely in love with Ian. Was he the blonde Teddy boy?"

"I never went out with a Teddy boy!" Rosie protests.

"You did so. He had those built up crepe shoes, the drape jacket, fancy hair, the lot. Gorgeous he was and took me... Oh, you're right, he was my boyfriend not yours!"

"And he was called Pete, not Ian. You made a great looking couple. Remember that tartan dress you had with the full skirt?"

"I do," Moira says. "Do you remember us cutting it up and making a mini dress for you and a skirt for me?"

"Yes – and I remember being thin enough to wear it." Rosie sighed.

"Maybe that's what we could use for our competition entry? A picture of us in spring dresses which were fashionable back then?"

They each
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