GROSMONT CHARACTERS OF THE NINETEEN SIXTIES
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THE GORE BOYS

Fred, Edgar, Harry, Stan, Alan

Felt hats and braces,

Big boots and laces,

Need I say more?

The brothers Gore!

6 of them in all

Sturdy, not tall,

Tough as old boots

The hillside their roots.

Not one of them wed,

Hill farming instead

Earthy, but kind,

They all spoke their mind.

Bread and cheese lunch,

Pickled onions to crunch

Swilling down beer,

Over limit I fear.

These characters gone,

But memories live on.

To old times and old joys

We salute the Gore boys.

PHIL PRATLETT

“Cross Cottage”, Grosmont

Uprooting Philip to a city,

Was the cruellest thing on earth,

For he was the country side,

And truly knew its worth.

One of nature’s gentlemen,

The fields he would roam over,

Just as well he scorned the roads,

For he was rarely sober.

He knew where the badgers were,

And the first wild daffodil,

It was not just of demon drink,

That Philip took his fill.

Tall and dark and gypsy like,

With bottles in his sack,

Phil was always pleasant,

And respect he didn’t lack.

MISS WATKINS

“Alma House”, Grosmont

Miss Watkins was an only child,

She farmed a bit of land,

Although she wasn’t short of cash

Her life style wasn’t grand.

She lived here many years ago,

Dwelling at “ALMA HOUSE”,

Mostly she was all alone

Save for the occasional mouse.

She knew how to milk a cow,

Making her own Welsh butter,

She wasn’t very house proud,

Didn’t mind a bit of clutter.

Tuesdays, awaiting the market bus

Outside the Angel Inn,

She wore her best black felt hat,

With elastic under her chin.

Her wellies sometimes on wrong feet,

The church organ she would play.

“It’s so hard to keep in time with her”,

The people they would say.

Miss Watkins favourite “Danny Boy”

(Or Londonderry Air),

Was played on all occasions

Any time or anywhere.

This lady had a long life,

Ending in Nursing Home

And seemed to be contented there,

So did not die alone.

JO GODDING

“Cupid’s Inn”, Grosmont

Jo Godding had an “antique” pub

Perched on Cupid’s Hill,

It no longer is a pub

But known as Cupids still.

This was where the locals met,

Mostly they were men,

Ladies were accepted but

Didn’t frequent pubs much then.

Jug in hand and down the stairs

Jo would fetch the beer,

If you were in a hurry

You didn’t drink in here!

Queer mixture of vocations,

He made coffins in his shed,

An undertaker Joseph was,

Strange double life he led!

Across the road from Cupids,

Behold! His Chapel of Rest,

It was a bit unorthodox,

But Jo always did his best.

VINE GODDING

(Jo’s Father)

“Cupid’s Inn”, Grosmont

With gold rimmed specs upon his nose

And cap upon his head,

Vine Godding held a catalogue,

And to my husband said –

“I thought being artistic like

You’d be the man to ask,”

(My husband felt quite flattered

Not knowing then his task).

“I’m picking out my tombstone

And would like for you to see

The lovely words on this one,

And see if you agree.”

Should he laugh or should he cry?

My poor husband didn’t know,

But when a tear rolled down Vine’s cheek

He quickly answered so –

“Of all the tombstones in the book

I think you chose the best,

And as you say at WHOLESALE PRICE

It will put your mind at rest!”

P.S. Vine added, 

“I hope the Almighty don’t take me while

I’ve still got five pounds in me pocket”.

HERBERT BEVAN

“Swiss Cottage”, Grosmont

Herbert Bevan was a character

Grosmont won’t forget,

Characters have come and gone

But no one like him yet.

Clocks and watches he despised,

Night just followed day,

A sort of Huckleberry Finn,

He went his own sweet way.

His parents were quite well-to-do,

Sent him to boarding school,

This didn’t suit young Herbert,

He couldn’t work to rule.

He had a fair size garden,

Where he dug up lots of things,

And the ones he couldn’t part with

He tied to a tree with strings.

Once he had some friendly goats

Tied up outside the church,

They were supposed to eat the grass

But they did things much worse.

Sundays saw him in church choir,

He liked to sing a song,

But without his glasses

He got the words all wrong.

EDITH POWELL

“Wood View”, Grosmont

Edith was quite a character,

Fun loving, small and smart,

She was small in stature,

But big, indeed in heart.

Her cottage was her pride and joy,

With flowers everywhere,

She’d be teased about the vicar

Who was so often there!

The postman always teased her

“Why does he?” she would squeal,

The postie then would wink his eye,

“Must be your sex appeal”!

She knew so many people

And would ask them in for tea

A generous slice of homemade cake,

And a stronger drink maybe!

Edith spoilt the children,

She had none of her own,

Like us they don’t forget her

‘Though older they have grown.
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