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A Memory of Childhood

I open the gate beside the lane,

And I’m a little girl again,

A little girl in new blue cotton,

Worn with a pride I have since forgotten.

I remember the feel of the sun on my head,

As through the daisies I gaily sped,

Stooping to pick one here and there,

Making a daisy chain for my hair.

Then wearing the chain like a royal crown,

And holding the skirts of my new blue gown,

I sedately walked to the church on the hill,

And the sound of those bells is with me still,

Small girl, new dress and daisy chain,

In memory I am young again,

But such sweet joys and simple pleasure,

Have gone forever and forever.

The Secrets of the Silver Birches

(Written for a little girl who believed in Fairies)

The stars are shining brightly in the evening sky,

Like a yellow lantern the moon is riding high

Above the copse of silver birch,

Where murmuring low as if in church,

They whisper secrets through their leaves

Of fairy folk, that only trees

Rooted in the mossy ground

Where spotted toadstools can be found,

Ever really know about.

For I am sure there is no doubt,

If a birch tree I could be

The fairies often I would see.

The Box of Shells

Many happy hours we spent without shoes and socks,

Exploring all the secret pools hidden in the rocks,

Some were deep and icy cold,

Where slimy seaweed green and gold,

Swayed and beckoned us in vain,

For shallow pools might seem more tame,

But they were warm and we could linger

To search with eye and toe and finger

For baby crabs and shrimps and shells

And fishy things with fishy smells.

The shell collection grew until

From the bucket they would spill.

But overhead the gulls were crying,

Warning us that time was flying,

Summertime was nearly past

Winter now was coming fast…..

Winter came, but with this box

On magic wings I reach those rocks,

For all the precious shells inside,

Were found in pools left by the tide

That washed the rocky shores where we

Spent blissful days beside the sea.

A Garden in Kent

Would the garden remember me

If I returned?

It was so long ago

But often I’ve yearned

To walk on the grass

Where the apples trees made,

A green dappled canopy

With which to shade,

The pram and the baby,

The baby who kicked

With firm golden legs,

As the apples we picked.

The “Cox” and the “Bramley”

Are they still growing there?

The “Beauty of Bath”

And that sweet juicy pear?

The summerhouse surely has rotted away,

Replaced by a new one where new children play.

Perhaps it is better that I see it not,

There could be smart decking and shrubs in a pot,

Clipped like a peacock or some other bird,

On no, forget it, ‘tis really absurd,

To think that dear garden would still be the same,

I won’t be returning, there’s nothing to gain.

Fields of my Childhood

I dream of the fields of my childhood,

Standing in grasses waist high,

Sweet with the scent of the clover,

And waving moon daisies that I

Gather in unwieldy bunches,

Finer than orchids they seem.

Oh where are the fields of my childhood?

Oh where are the fields of my dream?

I dream of the lanes of my childhood,

Seeing each twist and each turn,

Hedges abounding with treasures,

Of wild rose, moss and fern.

And trees reaching upwards to heaven,

Where skylarks and nightingales sing.

Oh dear long lost fields of my childhood,

To dream is a wonderful thing,

Sea Gulls

I think if I could choose I’d be

A seagull living by the sea.

I’d wake at dawn upon the cliff

And look around me wondering if

The other gulls were yet awake,

And if I’d be the first to make

Those raucous cries to give the warning,

That very soon it would be morning.

And then across the sea I’d glide,

Welcoming the early tide,

Glinting sun and sweet salt air,

Floating there without a care,

Until I ‘spied the morning catch,

Then with flapping wings I’d snatch

My breakfast from the harbour where

The other gulls would claim their share.

Full of fish and done with crying,

I would once again start flying

To the cliffs and purple heathers

Where I’d rest and sun my feathers

Teddy Bears
What magic does a bear possess,

When he, and he alone,

Can never be discarded,

Though toys have been outgrown?

Knowing all our yesterdays,

And sharing childish dreams,

Like us he has grown older

And is fraying at the seams.

But age can never change him,

It’s true what we’ve been told

We do not really notice

Our best friends getting old.

Violets

I picked some violets on the hill

To decorate my windowsill,

But they faded in a day,

I wonder, did they pine away?

Did they miss the other flowers,

The soft refreshing April showers,

The little birds so full of song,

Was picking them so very wrong?

The First Star

Bedtime and supper over,

I climb the twisty stair

And sit beside my window

In the little wicker chair.

0ur house has many windows

But this one I love the best,

The little attic window

That looks towards the west.

I watch the golden glory

Of the sun a’sinking fast,

I see the shadows lengthen

And the village bus go past.

Over in the tavern,

I see a light appear

And through the open doorway

Happy voices I can hear.

The street is quite deserted,

All the children safe in bed,

And soon upon the pillow

I shall lay my sleepy head.

I really am so tired,

But there’s one thing I must see,

Ah! there it is, the first bright star,

Caught in the old elm tree!

Reading

 Caroline, Sarah and Louise

Reading their books beneath the trees.

Caroline is reading of castles and riches,

Sarah reads of fairies and witches

And little Louise, who is only two,

Pretends to read as her sisters do,

But really she can only LOOK

At the pictures in her storybook

When we were Young

Spring did not come unnoticed then,

So sweet the air that even when

Our eyes were tightly shut we knew

That tender buds around us grew.

The earth beneath our feet did seem

To wake refreshed from winter’s dream

And urge us like March hares to run, -

Yet pause a while amidst our fun, -

To notice how the sun did shine

From every little celandine.

For surely if a flower like this,

Could grow to splendour with a kiss

Of sunshine, what indeed might we

With healthy bodies grow to be?

We were young, young as the spring,

And we could do just anything!

How sad it is now winter’s come,

To see how little we have done.

Thomas Feeling a Bit Sorry for Himself

I think I am poorly,

But I can still eat my dinner,

I am putting on weight,

Not getting thinner.

I have had an infection

In my right eye,

That’s what the Vet said

And with a sigh,

“He’ll need a muzzle,

I can see he’s not happy,

I NEED my fingers

And he could be snappy”.

I bet he’d be snappy

If I did it to HIM,

Forcing a muzzle

Right over his chin,

And squirting some stuff

Straight in his eye,

He’d need restraining,

And he would know why,

I was so frightened

And couldn’t keep still

Nearly fell off his table,

But wished him no ill.

A Dog’s Dinner

Eyes that could melt the hardest heart

Pleading, pleading, pleading,

Spare me a morsel from your plate,

And I am just not heeding.

Do I have a heart of stone

Resisting those soulful eyes?

But the vet said just one meal a day

And lots of exercise!

By Hook or by Crook I’ll be Last in this Book!

Now I’ve got to eighty-seven,

(Not sure if I will get to heaven),

I thought ‘twas time to take a look

At my verses, for a book.

A little book to help restore

St. Nicholas, and make it more

Safe to sit inside and pray,

For indeed we’d rue the day,

If but for the lack of money

(And not intending to be funny),

With a crash down came the steeple

Falling on those worthy people.
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