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CRITICAL COMMENTARY 
The project I have endeavoured to create did not occur immediately and it was with some difficulty and hard thinking that anything surfaced at all.  But surface it did in the form of verses for children and from the start it proved to be an enjoyable task.  The original nursery rhymes were news items commented on but hidden from authority especially if they were deemed treasonable.  As most of the population in the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries were illiterate they were put into verse form for ease of remembering and ultimately for passing on the news.

So it was from this beginning that three alternatives were envisaged.  One:  write a play about one or more of the original rhymes.  Two:  Pick the rhymes with hidden histories, choose a relevant word and write a modern story from it, for instance, Ring-a-ring-a-roses was deemed to be about the plague, so plague became the chosen word.  The story could then been about technology, its rapid growth and how it can infect and infiltrate all strands of life.  The third option was to write nursery rhymes with a modern twist and it was this last option that was chosen.

Today, as then, we are bombarded with news every day, not always happy reading or listening; the media seem to take delight in giving us all the bad news.  If we consider the horrors that are happening in other parts of the world, like the genocide of the Rohinghas and the starving in Yemen our domestic news appears not to be so important and therefore I have tried to inject some humour  especially into the political scenarios by using satire and irony.  There are also  comments on other news items that I deemed needed mentioning, like the murder of baby Elsie by her adoptive father and the incarceration of Nazanin Zaghari-Ratcliffe in an Iranian prison.  The whole collection could have been quite dark but as the book is for children most of the verses are quite light-hearted, making fun of serious subjects, not to belittle the seriousness of some of the situations but to make them more palatable and for young readers to be able to understand them.

The jingles are purely for entertainment, some of them thought of from snippets read in newspapers or books.  For instance the verse about the spaceship was influenced by the astronaut Tim Peake:  Nellie, Maud and Joan arose from a friend recounting a scene in a cafe of three ladies of a certain age and their interactions.  In fact anything and everything I have seen, heard or imagined that has appealed to me, I have put into verse.

I have always enjoyed nonsense verses and one of my favourite authors was Spike Milligan especially his silly song, I’m walking backwards for Christmas, also Jabberwocky in Lewis Carroll’s Alice in Wonderland conjures up many happy hours reading as a child.  So if these verses of mine achieve anything it would be a fervent wish that the young readers carry on reading, maybe even being motivated to peruse the original nursery rhymes.  I do hope so as there is so much pleasure in finding adventure in poetry and literature.

The verses are not in any particular order nor do they strictly adhere to any metre.  I have included pen and ink illustrations as there is nothing so disappointing to a child as a book without pictures.  It could be said that illustrations are not strictly creative writing but i will argue that an illustration is ‘drawn’ words and therefore creative writing.  It is hoped that the finished article will be of a size that will fit into a pocket or bag, paperback rather than hardback, purely so that the price will be affordable for most buyers.

The research was taken from books on established nursery rhymes and children’s playground activities.  It seemed however that there was a lack of books on up-to-date nursery rhymes, perhaps as a consequence of the advent of the internet and the upsurge of computer games, so that verses for children became old-fashioned, pushed aside in favour of technology.  The books I found however did provide me with a framework on which to base my own verses.

There are excellent books with a wealth of information for adults and children on the history of nursery rhymes.  For instance, The Oxford Dictionary of Nursery Rhymes edited  by Iona and Peter Opie gives in great detail the possible differing histories of the rhymes.  They spent over forty years compiling the games and verses from many countries, Iona continuing the work after her husband died.  Some of my verses are parodies of the originals but I tried not to copy verbatim any particular style but it is difficult to find a new way of telling today’s news items and stories in verse when the old rhymes have been memorised since childhood.  They do tend to intrude when composing especially if one is not vigilant. 

I have found the project on the whole quite enjoyable.  The rhymes , jingles and nonsense appealed to my inner child and the illustrations, although primitive, I hope the readers will enjoy.
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NURSERY RHYMES, JINGLES AND NONSENSE

Sample of project.
The project was to prepare an anthology for publishing and the verses selected are a sample of the sort of rhymes, jingles and nonsense that I have composed from news and stories taken from the media of the twentieth and twenty-first centuries primarily to fill a niche that appeared to be wanting that a lack of up-to-date nursery rhymes for children which I am now endeavouring to fulfil.  

There are illustrations for each verse which I drew with pen and Indian ink, not in a professional manner but rather more primitive in style solely for young readers to have something to look at other than words on a page.  

Little boy white hair
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Little boy white hair,

Flying his kite in the air,

The highest the wind will take it.

The month of May,

Could fade away,

So he and his kite might make it.

The red crow rises
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The red crow rises,

His beak full of surprises,

He caws with delight,

When the opposite smite,

All the ants and the bees,

Who are brought to their knees.

Once they were blue,

But have now taken the cue,

And sit in the nest with the crow.

A frog he would a-wooing go
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A frog he would a wooing go,

Across the pond he hopped, and lo!

A fair damsel he did espy,

A Celt he thought but bye and bye,

Discovered she was Uncle Sam’s,

He didn’t mind and made her his,

By giving her a loving kiss.

Palmerston, Palmerston
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Palmerston, Palmerston,

Where have you been?

I’ve been in the Houses keeping them clean.

Palmerston, Palmerston,

What do you clean?

The darkest corners where I am keen,

To get rid of the rodents in the House,

By catching, despatching and eating mouse.
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Little Miss Mayflower
Little Miss Mayflower,

Sat in her ivory tower,

Dangling carrots for sure.

But they were too high,

So a collective sigh,

Was all she gave to the poor.

Sing a song of Brexit
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Sing a song of Brexit,

Of the euro and the pound,

Swinging up the index,

And then swinging round,

It doesn’t make things better,

When the EU sounds the knell,

Of what it means to leave them,

By making our lives hell.

Strike, strike
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Strike, strike,

The workers said,

We don’t earn enough to buy our bread.

Back to work you lazy lot,

Was the Council’s parting shot.

Not on your nelly,

We are united,

Until our demands will be requited,

We’ll stay put, not moving trash,

Until you come up with the cash.

The Chamber groaned,

We don’t have money,

To give that lot their milk and honey.

We’ll cut the working force in half,

Then they’ll get their fatted calf.

That’s not on said them that struck,

It smells a lot like all that muck,

We all shifted day in and out,

We’ll continue to roar and shout,

Up the workers, down with the rest.

But in the end, who came off best?

Oh! Dr. Beeching
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Oh! Dr. Beeching,

Where is the train?

I’m standing on the platform,

Waiting here in vain.

You’ve ripped up all the railway tracks,

The reason is not plain,

You really are a nuisance,

And a blooming pain.

Thingummy, thingummy
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Thingummy, thingummy, wotsis face,

Couldn’t at all find the right place,

To put the big oojitamacallit,

That housed a wotsit in a case,

It really jamboxled wotsis face,

Who is still trying to find a place,

For a doodang that won’t fit.

There was a 93 year-old man
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There was a 93 year old man,

Who had a brilliant plan,

To bring his country to its knees,

He got rid of all the culture,

And sat there like a vulture,

Looking at an empty pot of peas.

There was a little flea
[image: image11.jpg]



There was a little flea,

That lived upon a cat,

It wanted to be free,

So it jumped upon a hat.

The hat was on a head,

But he didn’t know that,

Until the rain came down,

And squashed him flat.

He fell into a gutter,

The water it did flow,

He was heard to mutter,

Where am I to go?

Down the drain he went,

For miles and miles you know,

He wished with all his might,

For an end to his wet flight,

And longed for a nice warm home.

He thought of the pussy cat,

It didn’t work out like that,

And found himself at home,

On the back of a sewer rat.
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If pigs were eggs
If pigs were eggs,

And cows were pegs,

And sheep wove webs so fine,

And horses flew,

Into the blue,

The world would swim in wine.

There was a little man
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There was a little man,

Who had a biggish gun,

He made as if to use it,

And laughed when they did run.

There was a bigger man,

Who also had a gun,

He made as if to use it,

So as not to be outdone.
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Up in the stratosphere
Up in the stratosphere,

Where things are very rare.

I saw a funny ship thing,

As I drew ever near.

It didn’t have propellers,

It didn’t have wings,

Its movement seemed to be a little like swings.

Well, swings you know move to and fro,

Not moving forwards as they go,

It seemed it could not change its pace,

So just sat there staring into space.

Plastic seas
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Plastic seas feed plastic fish,

Serves plastic food on a plastic dish,

Thus mankind will surely be,

Plasticised for eternity.

I am Robert
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I am Robert the Robot,

And I think I am gay,

I don’t know how I see me this way.

I think it’s a fault in my inner machine,

That cannot distinguish between quean and queen.

Nellie, Joan and Mabel
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Nellie, Joan and Mabel,

At the cafe table.

Having a good natter after lunch.

When Nellie’s head fell on her chest,

As if inspecting her wool vest,

Bent in a forwards hunch.

Joan looked at Mabel and softly said,

You don’t think she could be a little bit dead?

Mabel said we haven’t had booze,

So maybe it could be an afternoon snooze.

They pondered this puzzle for a moment or two,

Not really knowing what to do.

When Mabel said this is no joke,

I’ll just give her a little poke,

She gently gave Nellie a little nudge,

But Nellie did not duly budge,

In desperation and in fear,

Mabel shouted in her ear,

And with that Nellie sat up straight,

Picked up her cutlery and stared at her plate,

Why are we waiting she did entreat,

My stomach is empty, I’d like to eat.
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Hush-a-bye baby
Hush – a – bye baby,

Don’t you dare cry,

For Daddy will shout at you

And worse;  he will try

To make you an angel,

In Heaven on high.

But if wishes were lawful,

Then he should die.

Oh! Priti woman
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Oh! Priti woman

What have you done?

By doing daft things abroad,

Now you have gone.

It really wasn’t the thing to do,

Promising deals that wouldn’t come true,

The PM was feeling pretty blue,

So it’s back of the class for you.

Boris get your brain in gear
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Boris get your brain in gear,

Before you utter words so sere,

No pearls of wisdom do we hear,

But lumps of clay that do adhere,

And have no doubt,

When once let out,

Nazanin’s fate:  more years we fear.
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There was a ghost
There was a ghost who liked haunting,

But found the prospect quite daunting,

Stately homes you see,

Charged him VAT,

Which put a curb in his flaunting.


