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GROSMONT 

IN VERY SIMPLE VERSE

Unto the Hills…………

Do those hills of green exist

Beyond that veil of amethyst?

Changing now to grey then white,

Swirling mist you steal from sight,

Silently, and with such ease,

Hills, which never cease to please

Mine eyes…………..

GROSMONT – The Hill of Green

Nora Brierly 2007

The first time I saw Grosmont

I knew it had to be

The village I had searched for,

This was the place for me.

The Greig was bathed in sunshine

On that mellow autumn day,

A hill so very wondrous

It took my breath away.

A happy hill, such peace was there,

The sheep, they grazed without a care

Upon those slopes of green and gold

Where sheep have grazed since days of old.

The village stood beneath it,

A mix of this and that.

A dog came out to greet me

And then a friendly cat

Purred its way towards me

Confirming what I knew,

That this must be a special place

With special people too.

Some 40 years have rolled away

And changes there have been,

But one thing never changes

That glorious hill of green.

In My Garden, Grosmont 2006

Ode to a Dandelion

Wordsworth extolled the daffodils

That danced beside the lake.

Browning when so far from home

Great pleasure did he take

Thinking of the buttercup,

The little children’s flower,

But who dreams of the dandelion

That blooms through sun and shower?

When nothing else will flourish

It bravely shows its head,

And you can bet it will be there

When all else is dead.

Long may you grace the hedgerow,

The field and building site

But PLEASE keep from my garden

I give you no invite.

Poor little dandelion

So much maligned,

Scorned by the poets

Scourge of mankind.

Ode to a Dandelion 

(Part 2)

Since I put pen to paper

In last month’s magazine,

I’ve had a bit of “feedback”

And now I must come clean

You do have many uses,

And no, you’re not a pest

When I said, “scourge of mankind”

I only spoke in jest!

Young leaves will make a salad,

Your flowers will make a wine

That will make you slightly tipsy

If you sup it when you dine.

Your roasted roots will coffee make

And there’s dandelion tea,

Not sure I like the sound of that,

I’ll stick to my P.G.

Forgive me little dandelion,

I truly beg your pardon,

Sorry, but in spite of this

I don’t want you in my garden.

The year of the Dandelion 2006

From My Window

Young and old, I see the people

Walking up the lane,

Making for the castle,

Then coming back again.

Some are old and walk with sticks,

The little children run,

The dogs go racing on ahead,

Intent on having fun.

On the gate there is a sign,

“Dogs are not allowed”,

But of course they cannot read

And this is their playground.

Young couples strolling hand in hand

In sentimental mood,

And families for a picnic

With good and wholesome food.

Some are armed with cameras,

Artists with paints and brush,

This place is where you linger,

There is no need to rush.

Where would we be without it?

This ancient blessed plot,

Grosmont without its castle,

The same it would be not.

The Skirrid Mountain

Each morning I look to the Skirrid,

Saying a silent prayer,

And I feel a strange contentment

Just because it’s there.

When the Skirrid’s serene in sunshine,

The slopes look so inviting,

Urging us to leave our chores

And do something more exciting.

It doesn’t look so friendly

When it’s a gloomy grey,

But it is only warning us

That rain is on the way.

Sometimes it disappears from sight

But we are all aware,

That it’s been there from ages past

And always will be there.

Grosmont – the Invasion

The village was sleeping in afternoon sun,

The children were silent their lessons begun,

Not a sound in the valley, the street or the hill

I stood and I listened and listened until,

Certain it seemed that no-one would dare

Disturb the peace and beauty there.

Then in the distance I heard a dog barking

And over the Greig came soldiers marching,

Owain Glyndwr and his men maybe

For I thought in the past I must surely be.

But it was not an army I had seen,

Making for the castle green,

T’was a troop of scouts out with their master,

And as I watched they came moving faster,

Storming the castle with shouts of glee,

“Ice cream and ginger beer for tea!”

With compass and camera and badges galore,

The sleepy old village was sleeping no more.

Grosmont Churchyard

February 2009

I know a place where the snowdrops grow,

Modestly bowing their heads,

Revealing their ethereal beauty

To anyone who treads

Through the gates to the churchyard

To where the lime trees grow,

Giving a promise of Springtime

Whilst peeping through the snow.

Grosmont  

March 2009

Spring came last week then went away,

It knew that snow was on the way.

And snow did come, and rain and sleet,

We stayed indoors and warmed our feet.

But the children love the snow,

Three cheers, to school they cannot go!

It matters not if Spring be late,

Whilst there is snow, then Spring can wait.

It may look like a Christmas card,

But when you’re old its often hard

To stay upright, ‘cos if you slip

It’s hospital with broken hip.

A Lament

(Grosmont Foot and Mouth Days)

The birds in the trees know something is wrong,

NO SONG

Silent the valley, no bleat from the hill,

SO STILL

Oh dear Lamb of God hear us when we cry,

WHY, WHY, WHY?

Waiting

A Rescue Dog, Now a Grosmont Dog 

called “Thomas” and much Loved

I reside in “The Kennels” where they’re quite kind to me,

A meal in the mornings and dog biscuits for tea,

We’re taken for walks but we don’t go for miles,

[I’d rather chase rabbits and jump over stiles].

Then we go back to our cells once again,

To sleep, bark and sleep, it’s always the same.

I thought I was handsome ‘cos I’d been named Beau,

But my illusions were shattered a few days ago,

When a visitor passing cried “Oh what a shame

To call that dog Beau when he’s really so plain”.

My feelings were hurt, but I still wag my tail,

I wag it like mad, for I’m sure it can’t fail,

To show I am worth a very good home,

A place by the fire and a nice juicy bone,

Someone to love, someone to love me,

That’s what I wait for, that is my plea.
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Green Fingers?

With apologies to the late Mrs Innes, Party-Seal, Grosmont, who very kindly gave me a pot plant every Christmas, which I usually managed to kill with kindness.

I’m not very good with houseplants,

They wilt at the sight of me,

I read all the instructions

So how can it be?

My old “Rayburn” heats the kitchen,

It’s much too warm in there.

A case of trial and error,

I find a place elsewhere.

I put them on the windowsill,

But they find it draughty there,

They really don’t appreciate

My tender loving care.

Next they start to shed their leaves,

And that’s a sign not good,

Perhaps I’ve over watered them,

And done not what I should.

Maybe they’re gasping for a drink

Did I water them last week?

I really can’t remember

For themselves they cannot speak.

What can it be about me

That pot plants do not like?

I’m full of good intentions.

But they still say “on your bike”!

Whether the Weather is “As You Like it”!

If every day the skies were blue

With no variation,

We would find it very hard

To start a conversation.

Every Day Topic

The Village Shop, Grosmont

“Lovely Day.” “Indeed it is,

But rain is coming later.”

“Oh dear I’ve put my washing out,

How difficult to cater

For all the changes that occur

In just one single day.”

“At least it’s not monotonous,

That much we all can say.”

Imagine it was not like this,

But every day the same,

Blue skies ad infinitum,

We soon would pray for rain,

But let the rain fall in the night,

Followed by glorious sun,

That could be the answer,

And might please everyone,

EXCEPT THE FELLAS

WHO SELL UMBRELLAS!

The Castle Oaks

How old are those sturdy oaks that guard the castle gate?

They have weathered winter’s storms, now patiently they wait……

For the coming of the Spring,

To nestle little birds that sing

Sweetly in their waiting arms,

Music that forever charms.

Shading next from blistering sun

(That’s if summer deigns to come)!

And Lo! the glory of the Fall,

When with their branches reaching tall,

Ablaze with red, and rust, and gold

Such a splendour to behold!

And when the leaves fall to the ground,

(A carpet with a rustling sound),

One and all it seems to please

When shuffling ‘neath those mighty trees.

Grosmont, the Simple Life

Perhaps, when all is said and done, it’s better far to be,

Content to live the simple life, blessed with eyes to see.

Things to stop and wonder at ………

The graceful movements of a cat,

A weeping willow in the spring

(A tree that should not weep but sing).

The colours in the sky at night,

The moon, the stars, a gull in flight.

The multifarious shades of green

That in the countryside are seen

And not forgetting to refer

To the frosted gossamer,

That in the hedge the spider weaves

To tremble ‘twixt the autumn leaves.

Grosmont W.I.

(1970’s)

“Old Fashion” Market,

 held yearly on August Bank Holiday

Once-upon-a-time, 

as all good stories start,

We had a yearly market

 in which we all took part.

Victorian, Edwardian? 

A bit of both I’d say

The costumes we had made ourselves,

‘specially for the day.

Straw hats bedecked with flowers,

and some had feathers too.

Herbert Bevan with his top hat,

 dressed as “who knows who”.

And old Jock would play his squeezebox

 outside the Angel Inn,

Quite what he was playing 

was only known to him!

We didn’t make much money,

 but that really didn’t matter

We were meeting up with old friends 

and having a good natter.

It’s a pity that it had to end,

 so simple was our fun,

A memory to remember,

 enjoyed by everyone.
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