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Poems from Reepham 
 
 

These poems are selected from the large number 
of poems submitted to a poetry competition  
which was part of the Reepham Literature 
Festival in 1999. The winning poems in the 
various categories were widely publicised in 

the town. However, so many of the poems were of 
such high standard that it was felt that they 
should all see the light of day and be read by 
as many people as possible. The collection also 
forms a fitting contribution to all the events 

and activities of Millennium Year 2000. 
 

Included in this little book are the winning 
poems from all categories and many more poems 
from the Adult category. There were so many 
poems from schools in the area that we simply 
do not have space to publish them. Some of them 
were clever, charming or whimsical but, as they 
were read at school with their teachers and 
seen by others in this way, we felt justified 

in leaving them out of this collection. 
 

We are grateful to all the poets for their 
permission to print their work.  There is great 
variety of style, imagery and content in the 

poems. 
 

Enjoy! 
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Part 1 
 
This first section contains all the poems that 
were deemed to have won their category in the 
1999 Reepham Literature Festival and gives you 
some idea of the variety of poems contained in 
the book.
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Sparrowhawks 

 

Sparrowhawks are birds of 

  Prey. Sometimes they fly 

  And they hunt sparrows, 

  Raid blue-tits and 

  Rob them. 

  Often fly high in the air 

  Wild birds! 

 

  High in the sky 

  And in the woods, 

  With sharp talons, long yellow legs, 

  Kill other birds 

 

Guy Jackson 

Reepham County Primary School 

 

 

 

 

 

The Flower 

  Flower like a jellyfish, 

  Middle like bright lights. 

  Bud like a fish swimming in the sea. 

  Straight stem like a rocket 

  Going up to the moon. 

 

Oscar Denyer 

Lyng V C Primary School 
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Sleek Black Cat 

 

The cat burglar sneaks through the cat flap, 

  She is a sleek graceful prancer. 

  She is a wave of black light. 

  Her eyes are Christmas lights glowing in the darkness. 

  Her tail is a sleek black blur. 

  She is thinking "Where shall I sleep? 

  Where is the most comfortable spot?" 

  Settles down and goes to sleep. 

  In the morning she does not wake up. 

  No sneaking through the cat flap, being graceful 

  Her eyes are no longer glowing 

  No black blur; no thinking. 

  She sleeps forever 

 

Sarah Warren  

Reepham County Primary School 
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My Dad. 

 

 How would you feel if your Dad can tickle 

 You and a few days later, he can't? 

 

 When you fall over and he cuddles you 

 And a few days later he can't? 

 

 When you run and he chases you 

 And a few days later, he can't 

 

 When he picks you up from school 

 And a little later, he can't. 

 

 When he sings you songs, washes your hair, 

 Cooks your tea, reads a story, goes snow sledging, 

 Dances with you and swims with you 

 

 And, suddenly, he can't do all these things 

 And I know I still love him. 

 

Rebecca Vick 

Reepham County Primary School 
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The Dove 

 

A dove is like leaves being blown around. 

A storm is a dove violently fluttering its wings. 

The wind twists and curls like the dove hunting for its food. 

A sleeping dove is a gentle breeze. 

The thumping thunder is the dove's heartbeat. 

The dove hops like small stones being lifted in the wind, 

The dove rests like a calm, shivery breeze, silent. 

The wind whistles like the doves' calls to one another. 

A baby dove is warm, like the air on a hot day. 

The dove sits in the tree like lingering air. 

The dove violently ruffles its feathers like a dying tornado. 

A dove looking for food is the storm hovering over the land, 

The dust and sand being lifted is the dove pecking and having a sand 

bath. 

A silent breeze is the dove flying through the air 

A dove is the wind, strong yet peaceful. 

A dove can be temperamental like the brewing storm. 

A dove flies like a fluffy white cloud in the sky, 

A dove is a peaceful whistling wind. 

Doves' eyes are the piercing winds on a cold winter morning. 

 

Katie Atkins 

Reepham High School 
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Feelings. 

 

Blood rushing and rushing, 

  Muscles tensing and flexing, 

  Head racing and racing. 

  It's amazing!  

Excitement, that's what it's called. 

 

  Eyes gushing and gushing, 

  Happiness fading and fading, 

  Body slow and weakening. 

  It's horrible. 

Depression, that's what it's called 

 

  Heart beating and pounding, 

  Joints slowing and freezing, 

  Breath racing and racing. 

  It's scary! 

Fear, that's what it's called. 

 

  Mouth rising and falling, 

  Face crinkling and scrunching, 

  Tears sliding and falling. 

  It's great. 

Happiness, that's what it's called 

 

  Every day is exciting and thrilling. 

  Nothing's depressing or boring, 

  Tiring or jarring. 

  It's wonderful. 

Love, that's what it's called. 

 

David Lambert 

Reepham High School 
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                             Chops 

 

Look at this man chopping up the rhythm, 

Cutting into the song like the butcher to the bone. 

   Hacking out the meat, throwing it to the hungry. 

   He pulls on the sinews of the song, 

   Tightening them to breaking point, 

   Lets them go. 

   Saws along the length of the bones, 

   Splinters them into skinny chords, 

   Plays on the hunger, 

   Stretches out the notes to breaking point 

   Then pounds them into chunks, 

   Feeding them to the starving, piece by piece, 

   To suit himself, 

   Bit by bit. 

   Leaves them wanting more. 

 

Kay Riggs 

Wood Dalling 
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The Beginning 

 

My friend , lover, blue-eyed Adonis, 

 Straight-backed and proud. 

Atlas, with the world of towers and tomorrows on your 

shoulders, 

 Ice-cold and cruel. 

 Your frigidity melts when I smile for your warmth. 

 Tonight I want you, 

 To cleave sublimity from your arms, 

 To lie with my hair against your cheek, 

 To drink in the sensuality of this chill April evening. 

 I could say I love you 

 But I would whisper those words silently, 

 Lest my heart, full-blown with happiness, 

 Would break into tiny slivers 

 And pierce this solitude 

 For I cannot spoil the feeling or closeness of this moment. 

 Though Elysian illusion masks the reality of sight, 

 Tonight, dream-child, you shall be my lover 

 And, tomorrow, on the edge of our shadowland 

 Reality awaits. 

 

Stephanie Harris 

Billingford 
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Cow Talk 

 

Mummy cow and Baby cow were going for a walk. 

 "Mummy cow," said Baby cow "How did you learn to talk?" 

 "I learnt it from the milking maid when it was milking time, 

 But, because she read me poetry, I can only speak in rhyme." 

 

Jackson Family poem 

 

 

 

The Fox Fur 

 

My eyes were wide and bright 

For seeing in the night. 

My teeth were sharp for hunting, 

Panting in the forest. 

My ears were pointed, my tail 

Bushy and furry. 

My feet were silent as the moon. 

 

Now I am old and sad, 

Scruffy, in a box 

Under the bed and forgotten. 

 

Mrs Yerby's class 

Reepham County Primary School. 
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Part 2. 

 
Now follows a complete change of mood.  

The  residents of Reepham have long been noted 
for being proud of their town! Yes, it is a 

town, not a village – and has had a market for 
seven hundred years. I think these poems tell 

you that we are still proud of our town. 
 

The poems were written by residents of Reepham 
and other villages in this part of Norfolk to 

express their feelings about the area in which  
they live.  

 
 

As you will see ,this is a great place in which 
to be at home! 
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Arrival at Reepham 

 

We fled the city many years ago 

To seek a more congenial dwelling place, 

With fresher air to breathe, 

Where kids might learn to grow 

In harmony with Nature’s gentler pace. 

 

Once free of London’s manic pace, 

We drove by peaceful country ways 

Towards our promised land – the East- 

Where we might quietly end our days. 

 

We gazed on hedgerows pink with ‘May’, 

Wondered at unknown flowers in the wayside grass.  

This was a paradise where we could stay 

“Quick! Fetch the map we will not pass!” 

 

But now the light began to fade. 

Our thoughts had turned to food and bed 

When through the trees we heard a church bell sound. 

“Hurrah a village welcomes us.” we said. 

“Perhaps we’ll make it Home.” 

 

Lov Lieberman 
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Reepham: Spring Sunday 

 

Sunday at last! A curious hush 

Enthralls the sleeping town. 

Only an early morning thrush 

Reveille calls, with cheerful song. 

 

He has no seven-day calendar. 

All days alike he greets with praise, 

While we take Sunday to recover 

From six long tedious working days. 

 

But sleeping Reepham’s soon awake 

Resolving to make holiday. 

Each to himself a promise makes . . . 

To do his ‘thing’ in his own way. 

 

So some will potter round the home 

And some will read or snooze all day. 

Some will wait in for friends to come, 

But we’ll be cycling – far away. 

 

Lov Lieberman 
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Reepham 

 

Rainbow town, A rich palette, 

When heady drowse swoons over sleepy Reepham. 

Azure sea of deepest blue delphiniums 

Breaks vividly on mouldy crisp white stone 

 

Bronze finished leaves shudder down 

When toadstools burst forth from rotten wood. 

Blue-grey bonfire  smoke curls. A Russian cat 

Wears the berry choker of scarlet beads. 

 

Odd bleak days of monochrome, 

When plastic cones wear dark mourning crosses. 

Black clouds gather. Circling black rooks cry out 

Funeral songs to tear apart a white sky. 

 

Christmas light, of jewelled hue, 

When homemade candles wink in paper bags. 

Twin church windows that smoulder, hot 

Melting colours against the bitter cold. 

 

Leonard Spencer-Steed 
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Booton Church 

 

Look there – 

Stop the car - ! 

Those towers, two rising high. 

Pinnacles and piers in profusion 

Absurd ! 

 

Look now ! 

From distant fields merged into one space 

Move and again become two, pierced by long windows 

Looking through to sky. 

 

Booton’s lofty one 

More Gothic than Gothic ! 

Crockets and crosses and corners embroidered. 

 

Lorna Gray 
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Thoughts after seeing Reepham Brass 

 

The past is ever present here, 

Not that I do fear 

But rather wonder what the years 

Have seen that make it such a place 

 

With prayer folded hands content 

Ghosts about the house have spent 

Eternity in solemn thought, bent 

In thin clear lines of brass. 

 

The crispness of their many falling folds 

Have never altered place, but hold 

A soundless rustle as though cold 

With frosty nights spent staring. 

 

You armoured one hang meekly there 

Beside your wife, who does wear 

A stubborn mouth and both do glare, 

Hiding your thoughts from me. 
 

   Lorna Gray 
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Living in Reepham 

 

Run to the top of Pudding Pie Alley 

And stand in the Market Square - 

Spread out before you in all of its glory, 

The essentials of life are all there. 

 

An unusual church, a chemist and hardware, 

Pianos and fridges galore, 

Antiques and health foods, and Johnny-come-lately, 

A superior Bridal store. 

 

We're provided with clock-mender, bus stop and library, 

Cafes and beauty shop too. 

The King's Arms delights us with jazz in the summer, 

And there's Bonhams of London to view. 

 

A stately hotel, two butchers, a fish van, 

And to add to all of those - 

The. greengrocer's shop is the best-named in Norfolk, 

'Meloncaulie Rose'. 

 

We arrived and were conquered by North Norfolk's beauty, 

Sea, country and villages, too. 

Mid-way between coast line and grandeur of Norwich, 

We really think Reepham will do! 

 

Betty H. Brooks 
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Festival 

 

Here we come 

Round Reepham 

We are going to have fun. 

Literature and reading 

will be leading 

Churches and Schools, 

Multi-Arts pools! 

Adventure 

in the Bircham Centre. 

Music and Dance 

in the Kings Arms! 

Collections. displays. 

photographic ways: 

Gardening - 

on the trail to 

Booton.  Guestwick.  Salle. 

 

Dorothy Hindon 
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Golden Autumn 

 

An elderly lady from Corpusty 

No longer fetched her pension 

From Saxthorpe 

For the post office had closed. 

 

She cycled to Wood Dalling then, 

To the post office there. 

There she met old George 

Who was collecting his pension. 

 

And they live happily now 

In the old lady's cottage, 

Cycling together to Wood Dalling 

                       In the golden autumn of their lives. 

 

Adrian Taylor 
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Weekend Walk 
 

Hat, coat, scarf round your throat, 

Sturdy shoes and bring the brolly; 

Rev the car, forget the supper - 

Saturday's here and we must be jolly! 

 

Where shall we go to?  What shall we see? 

Too much choice, so it's up to me. 

Weybourne's windy and Cromer's crabby, 

So Cley, just Cley - that's the place for me. 

 

Lofty church and grassy green, 

Smokery, Pottery oh! what a scene! 

Windmill, cobbles, and road to the sea, 

Fishermen, twitchers and birds flying free. 

Prawns at the pub, and the Delicatessen, 

Aches in the legs which take ages to lessen; 

Gallery, tea-room and windswept marsh; 

Cover your ears 'cos the wind is harsh. 

 

Cley, Cley, pie in the sky, 

Glinty, flinty, strange and free, 

Desolate, pebbly, stays in the memory, 

Cley's the place where I want to be. 

 

Betty H. Brooks 

 



 

 

22 

22 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   
Part 3 

 
Once again a change of mood. 

 
This long section contains  love  poems and  

other poems which express emotion or  
are  reflective in mood. 
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Thoughts for the Millennium 

 

Strive not to chase the dreams that sparkle brightest, 

They may be those that break and fall like dust. 

Rather seek to peer beyond your line of vision, 

For joys and wealth and riches more robust. 

 

Stand still and look at all that is around you, 

Let not the scene distort and lose its form. 

Whilst climbing to the top may promise heaven, 

The view from lofty towers is oft forlorn. 

 

Money doesn't always bring all it may promise, 

It can court the most unsavoury of friends. 

And yachts and sprawling mansions' gold and silver, 

Are no comfort when the dark on us descends. 

 

You cannot buy a family or a friend, 

Though neither of them cost a penny piece. 

Yet may you be a rich man with a fortune, 

You're a poor man if your soul is not at peace. 

 

So invest rewards of friendship very wisely, 

Feast ever on the fruits of humble birth. 

Bank daily all that nature lays before us, 

And you'll be amongst the richest men on earth. 

 

Patricia Barnes.  
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Of Consequence 

 

Do not mask your light to the dreams that edge reality 

Or feign to show your heart to vulnerability 

For yesterday and tomorrow could shroud today’s improbability. 

Yet tomorrow may never come. 

 

You were young when I caught your heart 

And love fell like a plump, ripe apple into my lap. 

I watch your smile that teases and lingers too long 

Before you sweep me up into your arms. 

 

Do not be cynical of my love tonight, 

Although you can catch the night air with your hands 

And hold its sharp cutting edge close to my cheek, 

Stinging my eyes with your touch. 

 

For there is something as intangible as fire 

When I hold you buried deep in my warmth. 

And if you can love me without cynism of thought 

Then we can see today, tomorrow and yesterday as one. 

 

Stephanie Harris 
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December 1999 

 

The tide has gone out of my life 

Leaving sharp rocks, 

Scattering shells like so many memories. 

Your sudden death froze my tears 

Until the day I threw your gardening gloves away 

And, waiting to be darned,  

I found your socks 

In my needlework box. 

And the tide came in and covered up the rocks 

And I must go on. 

But, however, long I stay 

My love for you will never go away. 

 

E K Olney 
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Words 

 

I said it 

But how could I mean it? 

What prompted the words 

That long ago night? 

 

He said it, and meant it just then, 

But only just then. 

For on reflection 

I knew it never was 

As we saw it then. 

 

He took my words  

And threw them back. 

Back and forth, back and forth 

They went, those words. 

My words, his words, 

Never meant words. 

But words. 

 

Cooed the dove to the blackbird 

Sing your happy song 

Sang the blackbird to the dove 

Coo your plaintive one, my love. 

 

 Elsa Munn 
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Summer Love 

 

Take my hand in yours as we wander past the golden fields 

of high summer corn. 

Kiss my lips, and tell me that you do not feel forlorn; 

I love you more than words can say ... 

I love you dearly, today. 

 

Now the corn has been harvested, and from the womb of 

Summer, autumn is born. 

Today is not so warm. 

Burnished leaves on the ground now lay. 

I loved you dearly, yesterday. 

 

Philippa Wilton-Pattison. 
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I ask not ... 

 

I ask not for roses, 

Nor diamonds, 

Nor pearls. 

I ask not for garlands 

To entwine 

In my curls. 

I like to see sunsets 

That redden the sky 

And dewdrops that compare 

With the tears in my eyes. 

I am restless 

Yet I ask for nothing more 

Than loving warmth 

And a tender look 

That can say so much. 

But as I reach out 

And try to touch 

The depths of you 

My heart is churned and tossed 

Like a wave on the sea 

For though you look 

You do not see . . .  me. 

 

Philippa Wilton-Pattison 
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Adams's Apple 

 

“Take the apple.” Adam said to Eve 

Smiling gently. 

The sunlight dappled golden through the leaves 

In that beautiful place. 

He held it cupped in loving hands, 

Eyes intent upon her face 

Expectant. 

Watching. 

Yet she stood still hesitant 

Unsure about the “commitment thing” 

And needing- more 

This wasn’t enough. 

He handed her the core. 

 

Diane Lambert 
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The Helpline Call 

 

'She listened and hardly spoke at all, 

while I ran on and on. 

The first time I had ever spoken of it, 

my words pouring like a mudslide. 

She listened as I released my pain, and 

I believe she cared, 

as the shame and bitterness spewed from me. 

She was faceless and could not see mine. 

The vacuum between us was my security. 

Her listening was my lifeboat.' 

 

                       Rosemary Birks 
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The Piper of Dreams  
(based on a picture by Estella Canziani) 

 

What is that, deep in the forest? 

A little snatch of music 

Like water over sand! 

 

What is that, soft in the distance? 

Sweet cascading droplets 

Make music in my mind. 

 

I must find that music, pursue its magic spell. 

I need to find the player 

And tell him how I feel. 

 

Is it you, golden dusk, the bluebells surrounding, 

Wispy, floating goblins 

Darting here and there? 

 

Is it you, scented earth, your roots all entwining, 

Giving out your secrets 

Of an ancient alchemy? 

 

Is it you solid tree, centre of the picture? 

You've been there a long time, 

The elfin you see. 

 

Is it you early spring, with your brand new clothes on 

Bursting through the earth 

With a flourish of joy? 

 

Is it you, sky and sunshine, breaking through the branches 

Playing heaven’s music 

As I listen here? 

 

No, it's you little man, with your hobnail boots on 

A feather in your hat 

And a Robin on your toe! 
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It's you tiny fellow, with a cheap penny whistle, 

A stanza of stardust 

And fairies in the air! 

 

It's you, earthling pixie, with flowers on your doorstep, 

A squirrel looking on 

And a mouse as well! 

 

You capture the song you hear in the woodland 

And then distil its essence 

Deep within your heart. 

 

It's all in the lovesong, with aching reminders 

Of apples in the autumn 

And winter in the snow. 

 

There's music in the air, with hobnail boots on, 

A feather in his hat 

And a robin on his toe. 

 

Rosemary Birks
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The Field 
 

As I walk through the swathes of shimmering corn 

I can feel myself reborn. 

The worries of life just ebb away 

As I walk through the fields on a summer’s day. 

 

In the autumn, there’s fresh chill in the air. 

Mists rise from the earth, now bare. 

The farmer has gathered that corn to store 

And all that hard work is done once more. 

 

In winter’s grip the creatures are hiding 

I walk on the frost, slipping and sliding, 

Home to a fire and thaw out my feet, 

To look through my window at the snow and sleet. 

 

In spring, the land wakes from its long sleeping, 

Buds and blossom and new life peeping. 

The scars of winter have all been healed. 

Another new miracle begins in the field. 

 

Diane Smith 
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The City 

 

Dusty pigeons, 

Heat haze particulate, 

Arab voices on the Romford road, 

Slaves of the computer escalate to Mordor. 

 

Time rules the city, 

Schedules and train times, 

Microchips  and Vodophones. 

The lover stumbles, his love 

Turned to nanoseconds. 

 

B. Somerville 
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Portia 

 

Striped killer, white fanged, 

Gorged on the blood red carcass of 

A purr-loined strawberry. 

 

Frank Steed 

 

 

 

 

 

Kestrels 

 

Kestrels are birds of prey 

Easy to spot 

Soaring up high 

They pounce on their victims 

Ready to tear flesh 

Eat small mammals 

Live wild and free. 

 

D. Jackson 
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Tether’s End 

 

The house at Tether's End is framed of wood 

Rooted in basalt.  At one metre from the ground 

Granite walls end and serve as a base for cob, 

Clay and straw that could have made brick 

But preferred not to kill trees in the baking. 

The roof of slate, split with careful, skilled hands, 

Stretches like drip tips. Even the bats are welcome. 

 

And then the tall man came along, 

Rubbery lips and watery eyes, 

And smashed the house down. 

So far below him it was. 

A window sighed as it shivered. 

A door splinterd and shrieked. 

Quick as that, 

One! two! three! 

He built another house 

Of Lego bricks. 

Breaking bits off and twisting and pulling 

To fit them together. 

 

A metal stairway stretches and tips. 

Suddenly it has no banister 

And the walls have gone; 

It is suspended in air 

And only balance can support your steps. 

Provided that the one below is still there. 

 

Dinah Thompson 
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Trees 

 

They stand erect, steadfast onlookers 

Of the passing years; 

The eyes and ears of centuries, 

Silent witnesses of love and war. 

Shyly they begin to clothe themselves 

To dazzle us with robes of lilac, 

Pink and white, prelude to 

Summer's verdant capes. 

Autumn then bedecks them 

With bewitching hues, 

Prior to costing them off 

To reveal their shapely limbs and torsos. 

Meanwhile, the evergreen 

In proud dissent 

Stays cosily clad 

From year start to end. 

Seeking comfort, some reach out 

To hold hands, forming canopies 

Of shade and secrecy 

From the inquisitive sun and sky. 

 

Others stand alone, guarding their solitude, 

Gazing down from their majestic height 

Upon those lesser souls 

Reaching upward with truncated limbs. 

 

 

Joyce Cox 
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Rapunzel 

Poem inspired by a photograph of Benham's Place, Hampstead. 

 
My name's Rapunzel 

But I'm short-haired and fat 

No temptress am I 

One look and men fly. 

 

Trapped in this tower 

Bereft of all hope, 

My own silly fault 

Feel entombed in a vault. 

 

Climbed up the stairs 

Squeezed through the door 

Puffing and blowing 

Sweat freely flowing. 

 

Door slammed tight shut 

Guttering's cracked 

Window’s too small 

No hope at all! 

 

No hope of a rescue 

No braids to cast down 

No long queues to ascend 

Can't telephone a friend. 

 

But life's good for the figure 

It's stopped getting bigger 

Hair's growing longer 

And longer and stronger. 

 

My name's Rapunzel 

Now long-haired and slim. 

When I cast my hair down 

They can't wait to climb in. 

 

Joyce Cox 
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A Quiet Corner of England 

 

Early morning, daylight begins 

Thro’ shuttered windows - a new day brings 

Perhaps some sun, perhaps some rain. 

Thank God each day is not the same! 

 

 

So rising early, my hens to feed 

Out they rush - no grace, just greed. 

I watch them search and scratch for corn 

Thank you God for a new day horn 

 

 

And so I lean upon my gate 

And view the world laid at my feet. 

How beautiful each season seems 

Oh, England, place of many dreams 

 

 

But for this moment I'll be content. 

My quiet reflective moment spent 

Now to return to make cups of tea. 

Just another ten minutes in bed for me! 

 

 

So a final word that must be said 

Before I rise again from bed 

And, gazing out upon the land, 

I thank you God - it looks just grand. 

 

Ruth Charville 
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Anger 
 

I’ll take my spade down from the nail 

And dig awhile – 

A row and maybe back again. 

Another row. 

I’ll thrust into the tilth my mood 

And turn it up again 

Upon the blade and spread it out 

To worry it. 

Then, as I dig my spade will burn 

And I will cool – 

To breathe the air that blew my doubts away 

And see my labour 

Turn from hate to love along the row. 
 

Lorna Grey 
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Seasons. 

 

When in the blustery showers the dead leaves whirl, 

And scudding clouds sweep clean a leaden sky, 

When swaying boughs bend to the west wind's will, 

Then lively Autumn heads for Winter's chill. 

 

When blue tits search beneath the sheltered sills, 

And thrushes cock their heads and stamp for worms, 

When raucous starlings joust for morsels rare, 

Then steadfast Winter yields to Spring's fond care. 

 

When snowdrops push their heads above the moss, 

And violets bloom beneath a shelt’ring bush. 

When hedgerows' leaves and blossoms poise to burst, 

Then lithesome Spring gives way to Summer's thirst. 

 

When weighted boughs with apples are well hung, 

And blackberries punctuate the hedgerows' green, 

When chestnuts pop out from their prickly case, 

Then Summer melts in Autumn's wide embrace. 

 

Anthony C Martin 
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Three Short Verses 

 

Conker red against the wall, 

Polished by sun and rain. 

Layered leaves herald the Fall, 

First bright signs of Autumn come. 

                   *** 

 

Bib and Brace, a smile on his face 

A saucy twinkle in his eye. 

His name is Len, the stoutest of men, 

Fearless, bold and canny. 

*** 

 

A dragging brake, yet we made it, 

A "fag" at the end of the line. 

A pint of the best 

Then half a night's rest 

And tomorrow we'll start just fine. 

       

Elsa Munn  
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Country Patterns. 

 
Azure blue the distant skyline, 

Brown, the winter trees stand high, 

Mingling with the fields' green furrows; 

High above, the plovers fly. 

 

Ugly grey and loathsome pylons 

Thrust their bony sinews out. 

'Phone wires stretch their charcoal tendrils, 

Casting shadows all about. 

 

A tractor crawls into the distance, 

Turns to corduroy its wake. 

Undulating roads and hedgerows 

Rural patterns help to make. 

 

Rays of golden sunlight filter 

Through the low dark clouds' array, 

Showing earth's reflected glory 

Into which life's fancies stray. 

 

Anthony C. Martin 
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Ghosts 
Lines written at a Village Cricket Ground, at dusk, when everyone else had left. 

 

Through the closed and dark Pavilion 

Shades of Cricket's past parade; 

Munroe, Orbel, Mead and Stillion 

Motion with the willow blade. 

 

 

Quiet now the clicking scoreboard 

That in the past great feats displayed. 

Ghostly shadows pace the greensward 

Though they know the game is played. 
 
 

Glories of the past recaptured, 

Failures now must play no part, 

For the noble game is chaptered 

By exponents of the art. 

 

 

Though the ball is but a vision 

And the stumps are just a wraith, 

Leather, willow make collision, 

Calls, appeals, just acts of faith. 

 

 

Once cheered 'Greats' pass into shadow, 

Days of cheer return no more, 

Moonbeams flit across the meadow, 

Life is gone - Death's turn to score. 

 

Anthony C Martin 
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Ode to a Birthday 
 

 What does it mean? 

 This feverish mood 

 That brings joy 

 And anticipation? 

 Perhaps it’s someone’s birthday. 

 

 Two thousand years is a long time 

 With troubles and trials, 

 Good times and bad. 

 But everyone’s smiling, friendly and glad. 

 It has to be someone’s birthday. 

 

 The flags are flying, 

 Bad times behind us, 

 Friendships mended, 

 Quarrels forgotten. 

 It must be someone’s birthday. 

 

Bells are ringing, children singing, 

Everyone’s having fun. 

But the reason is clear 

At the end of this year 

It’s a very special birthday! 

 

Olive Curtis  
 

 



 

 

46 

46 

 

 

 

 

 
Part 4 

 
The poems in this section could be described  
         as humourous , or perhaps whimsical 

would  
be  more appropriate for some of them. 
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Puddles 

 

Splish! Splash! Splosh! 

Puddles are fun. 

Puddles come on rainy days, 

Puddles vanish in the sun. 

 

Splash! Splosh! Splish! 

Puddles are nice. 

Puddles can be very cold, 

Puddles can be ice. 

 

Splosh! Splish! Splash! 

Puddles are great. 

Puddles are for jumping in, 

Puddles saturate. 

 

Splish!  Splash!   Splosh! 

Puddles are fun. 

Puddles come on rainy days, 

Puddles vanish in the sun. 

 

Grania Ward- Brown 
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Car Boot Sale 

 

What rubbish some stalls offer! 

And you wonder how they dare 

Offer their goods as fare. 

 

But, on the other hand, 

Such bargains can be found 

When touts don’t understand 

The value of goods at hand. 

 

A tape measure is surely a must, 

Otherwise you have to trust 

And, often, when at home, 

The goods tried on make you moan. 

 

Furniture is my forte 

And hunted high and low for. 

Makes you wonder how big 

Some car boots are. 

 

On a good day I understand it’s so worthwhile 

To clear the cupboards and pitch for a while. 

When rain comes visiting, such drudgery, it seems, 

Can’t make up for all the schemes. 

 

Sylvia Bailey 
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The Gospel according to . . . 

 

Hello, Doris. This is Ella. 

Have you heard about the fella 

Going out with Joan? So I hear.  

Between you and me, my biggest fear 

Is that Brian will find out very soon 

And that will certainly be his ruin. 

Although the story goes he’s seeing Jane. 

I find that woman such a pain! 

Keep it to yourself. Now I’ve got to go! 

I don’t like to gossip, as well you know! 

But I’m going to Pam’s. I’m in such a rush.  

She’s drinking again. She’s such a lush! 

Her daughter’s pregnant, no surprise! 

Just looks at a man with those limpid eyes. 

She told me in confidence, so don’t repeat it! 

The father’s supposedly Colin. He’s never been fit. 

I must go now! I’ll see you soon. 

Keep this quiet. I know I can rely on you. 

 

Hello, Elizabeth. Doris here . . . 

 

B D Barker. 
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Hair’s our Work 

At 9 o’clock our work begins, our column full of sets and trims 

As ladies arrive we greet them with smiles, give them a seat and show 

them some styles 

We’ve washed their hair with plenty of bubbles, we fetched them a 

coffee and help with their troubles. 

 

In front of the mirror at our work station, with scissors in hand we 

start our creation. 

Whilst chatting and trimming, rolling and pinning. 

Broad smile on her face - we know we are winning! 

 

After finishing their looks with gel, wax and spray, our ladies then are 

Happy” to pay. 

As one lady says “Bye” another comes in. We give her 

A seat and start over again. 

                                          

Clare Hannant & Karen Davies 
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Apathy 

 

I'm Ms Apathy, I don't care, 

Said quite glibly and without flare. 

I'm not involved in any way 

"Disconnected" some might say. 

 

When asked to help - I disappear, 

That isn't really quite my sphere! 

I really do not want to know 

If I could help a project grow. 

 

I have no feelings, I just don't care, 

About my face, my shape, my hair. 

Men look at me - they don’t ignite, 

And I, quite frankly, don t excite. 

 

Stock markets up or stock markets down, 

Will cause me neither smile nor frown. 

Conservatives in and Labour out... 

Or p'r'aps the other way about. 

 

I have no convictions to bother me, 

I think you'd call that apathy! 

 

Grania Ward Brown 
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Friends 

 

Harry is a little boy 

Who's got a special friend, 

Someone who makes life a joy 

On whom he can depend. 

A friend who's always faithful, 

A friend who's always sure, 

A friend who's always truthful, 

A friend who will endure. 

A friend who's always loving, 

A friend who's always there, 

A friend who's understanding. 

The friend's his teddy bear. 

Teddy takes him hand in paw, 

Says "That's what teddy bears are for". 

 

Grania Ward Brown 
 



 

 

53 

53 

 
 

 

Questions from my son, aged 6. 

 

"Why are things different, Mum, and why are they the same? 

Why do fish swim in water, and why aren't tigers tame? 

Why is Laa Laa yellow and why is Postman Pat called Pat? 

Why do we live in Reepham, why can't we have a cat? 

Why do people grow older, why don't they grow young? 

Why is earth a planet and why have I a tongue? 

Why aren't dinosaurs mammals and why are they all dead? 

Why are flowers called flowers?"…  

 

…"BECAUSE THEY ARE!" I said. 
 

Wendy Jackson 
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The Foxglove 

 

Pink Petals like a trumpet hanging their heads, 

 

The inside spotty like lots of little bubbles. 

 

Petals getting bigger like a child growing up. 

 

The stalk as tall as a beanstalk. 

 

Leaves blowing gently in the wind, 

 

With holes …  Caterpillars lunch? 

 

by Mrs Tebbutt's and Mrs Crisp's class 

Lyng V.C Primary School 
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Part 5 

We are going to end this collection of poems 
with  

 a group of much harder edged poems. Many,   
 but not all , are  poems about  war and the  
effects of war. 
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Easter Chair. 

 

It's sweet and sturdy, of good elm or beech, a model 

for us all, humble, strong in shape, well made, 

a hard place for a chapel or school, 

 

for creaking and polished floors, 

the syllabus in the cupboard and prayers. 

Underneath the seat is an iron clamp, 

 

through which was passed a wooden bar, 

from chair to chair, holding them all rigid. 

In this way the teacher or priest would be sure 

 

that no-one could move out of alignment, 

shuffle forward, join another row, or 

to put it another way, that all seated 

 

were safe, in the same place at the end 

as at the beginning, of hymns, lessons, pictures 

of a grown-up world. Here people live for ever, 

 

sitting up straght, until they die, 

passing away, fading like bromide prints 

into the afterlife; except for soldiers, who fall, 

 

rolling into holes from which they climb, 

at ease together, when the bugle blows. 

It's a monument to our lives, 

 

this straight backed chair, like shiny shoes 

or long Remembrance Sundays, poppies. 

Give this chair wings to match the look in your eyes, 

 

reclaim this chair, cover it with cloth, 

repair the back and, sink or swim, it will always 

know who it is, each little bar, each little bone. 

 

Ian Starsmore. 
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A Shed at Night. 

 

Red clay tiles undulate along the roof, 

the walls bulge from the plumbline 

leaning into the shape of a prow. 

The doorway of square cut wood is stained 

 

and phosphorescent, the posts rotting 

at the base as though washed by the sea 

every day, each time the tide leaving 

more colour, transmuting timber into blue-green. 

 

Nearby, protruding wires and bolts, there are some 

parts of an old car, headlamps, a bonnet, a running 

board, worn red leather seats. I sit down; 

feet on the engine, watch its oil still spreading 

 

on the floor.  There's a dashboard, wood veneer, outlined 

in cream, a radio.  Idly I turn the knob, travel the dial 

and hear silence.  Against the end wall are drainpipes 

of odd sizes like telescopes of different focal 

 

lengths, or containers of small black holes; 

and next to them, stacks of glass, smoky as dusk 

in the sky or photographic plates 

of the movement of stars.  Their bright dark 

 

leaks into the oil and lies in pools 

of night on the floor and on the ceiling, 

where it leaks again to outside, into gaps 

in the lathes and plaster, creeping 

 

between the tiles where the ivy pushes through, 

seaping and rising, becoming the Great Bear 

or Andromeda, infinity.  A new moon 

leans in the corner, a crack or tear 
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at edge of the wall, pouring light on old 

newspapers, on pictures of walking figures 

in bright and ragged clothes, their stories once 

important, as they pass each other 

 

on the pavement, high on the bridge between 

here and there, above and below, then and now. 

When I leave, from somewhere across the garden 

comes a trace of song, and the curling sound 

 

weaves like the wind through the holes in the door, 

follows me as I walk back up the path to the house. 

 

Ian Starsmore. 
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Making it Back 
 

As we stood , shivering, sweating, full of fight, 

All the men thinking will we make it back tonight, 

The sergeant stands behind us, all big and bold, 

Pistol at the ready in case we fold. 

The whistle shrieks out like a bird in the night. 

As we climb the ladders; enemy star 

Shooting , putting up light 

Running faster, faster.  

Men going down both left and right. 

BANG! 

As the bullet hit me, I fell screaming to the ground. 

The men with stretchers came all night. 

One patted me on the shoulder 

And said “You’ll be allright.” 

 

Ernest Adams 
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The Blitz 

 

We sat there through the raid that night, and the Warden cried  

"Put Out That Light!" 

The ack ack guns sounded long and loud,  

But can they really hit Jerry in the cloud? 

Searchlights criss crossed in the sky,  

And I heard my young brother start to cry. 

 

The bombs came screaming, whistling to the ground. 

Will we ever forget that awful deafening sound, 

The sound of horror, the sight of death? 

We witnessed devastation and held our breath,  

And as we ran to the shelter weary and tired,  

Without shame, we admitted we were petrified. 

 

To us it all began to seem, that to sleep in a bed 

Was a bygone dream, 

For we woke each day feeling tired and sore,  

After trying to sleep on the shelter floor. 

 

Then at last the war came to an end,  

But we'll continue to pray there'll be no more fighting,  

No more dying, and no more broken hearts to mend. 

Instead we'll pray to our dear Lord above,  

To teach us to keep the peace. 

Spread our friendship and everlasting love. 

 

If the whole world prayed together  

With all their heart and soul,  

For peace to reign forever,  

We may achieve this priceless goal. 

 

Pat Harrison 
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A Kosovan Mother. 

 

It is the mud 

That I shall remember. 

 

Not the sound of my child 

Screaming with terror of the unimagined; 

Not the cold, naked fear in the eyes of my man 

As he was led away with the rest; 

Not the cold haunted slit of the mouth 

Of the young lad with the gun. 

 

I may forget the stench of the smoke 

As my neat home went up in flames; 

And the jerky, rumbling journey, 

And the sting of the wind and the silent travellers 

When dignity and self respect were lost. 

All this will pass into visiting dreams. 

 

But what I will remember is the mud 

And the hope that was lost; 

The hope that was buried in the stinking mud 

That greeted us as we arrived in Macedonia. 

And some of these are Christians too. 

 

Sue Page 
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Geography Lesson. 

 

The war was fought inside these heads. 

Here, propaganda slithered in beside them, 

figments murdering them in their beds 

 

and, safe above the heads, practised 

planes and plans, far above the heads 

in which they fought this war 

and the sounds from them became normal. 

 

I recall a pilot, you could see his face, 

looking from his visor at me digging, 

in the garden digging, where I found the head 

of Miss Pepper, ceramic, dimpled, bodyless. 

 

Over there are those other heads, faces 

caught on trees, blown into the ruts of fields, 

like Miss Pepper, but softer, jawless, 

and the war was fought inside these heads. 

 

 Ian Starsmore 
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Business as usual in Dubrovnik 
(on seeing a photo of Dubrovnik taken in 1993) 

 

The Foreign Office travel advice states Croatia is safe; 

Dubrovnik is not Belgrade. 

Its people walk in sunshine 

down crowded marbled streets, 

stand in doorways, 

dawdle under shades 

or stride with purpose home 

to families and friends, 

pursuing Wednesday's journey 

along narrow-gauge gutters, 

down pavement platforms, 

moving like shoe-shod engines 

 running on familiar tracks, 

neither loving nor hating their neighbours. 

 

The tenements grand, square-shouldered, 

wear Greco-Roman smiles, 

hang round doorways, 

hover over arches 

and climb up three flights to 

pantiled dormered rooves, 

un-telling Thursday's story 

of bomb-blast smithered doorways 

and blasted-open shutters, 

the spoil of ethnic cleansing, 

mothers' sons and daughters, smashed 

or violated, men hating their neighbours. 

 

Dubrovnik is not involved in the Kosovon conflict 

Dubrovnik is not Belgrade 

-- today. 

 

 

Terry Phillips 
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