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Ode to bailing twine     



Winter 
 
In a cowshed
A longing child thinks  
Threads of life  
Together 
Tie a door 
A coat 
A mend 
Hangs the story 
Of a family dream 
 
 
Spring 
The child small in Eskimo wrap  
watches his Grandad. 
As he eases a wet lamb
Into the world.

Tick Tock 
on the clock 


The child chips along in wondrous glee 
feeding the foundlings with afternoon tea 
Bottles  
and nipples  
and bounces  
and tongues  
speaking in lamb  
and milk shakes  

 Summer 
At the village jamboree a class to win creative twirl 
A plant caress, a bottle brush but 
 it’s the Hawaiian skirt that takes the red rosette  
Grandads Day 
 The cow swings along the stringed off ring led by white coat and grins  
Soft chocolate pools, long lashes and tongue 
Lovingly soothed, crooned adored 
She raises her head in interest and pride telling the people 
I am the one to abide 
Patience and beauty ripples like cream gentle and wise and so it would seem 
Behest to her leader balding and blown, full of hope………. 
 Burdens of dynasty purple and gold, glow in the shine of a face grown so old 
Trembling fingers clutching the rope 
 
The stewards tip – the neighbours shrug 
The twine of life holding the champion cup 
 
The child clutches the fat rippled ribbon the colour of wine 
To take home the legacy of prizes to display from the twine 
Grandad puffs 
His chest out smart  
“I knew she could do” it he gasps” to the boy and one day she’s yours   

Autumn 
“Fall”  
“Fall over” the fat boy said  
Conker smashed and pride torn drown
The boy   
knuckles blue  
Thinking 
 
“The vinegar” said Nan, 
 “The oven” said Mum, 
“I’ll get the drill” said Dad  
“Grow up” said Grandad “there's sheep on the rhyl 
Cows need milking and there’s a form to fill” 
 
Drill the whole 
 Thread the twine, 
 Fix the knot. 
Nan said it was “the biggest the best she had ever seen”  
Dad nodded and got out his glasses 
 With serious gleam feeling its weight, its glorious sheen. 
Carefully slowly like a newly dug treasure "I think you've a champion”  
I’ve not seen its measure  
“Shall I help you to play it to ready to match?” 
“I think it’s fantastic” sang the pink lips, rolling and flicking the best of the catch 


“Fall” said the fat boy again and again  
As the school bell rang and obedience roared 
Pushing his prize deep in his pocket still with the twine locked in its socket 
 
“The year is turning” the grass is churning 
 Empty brown mud where the harvest stood. 
The cooker needs fixing, the fields will flood.
Too much rain. Too much pain 
Too much Debt. Too much sweat
Too little sleep sorrow so deep 

Fall
     Falling 
            Fall



“Lets borrow” said Dad
        “Too High” said Mum 
               “I can fix it” said Grandad
                     “Tick Tock Tick” said Nan

“Let’s make a rope swing to tie to the tree its every boy's dream, well it was for me!” 
Plaiting and braiding the bailing twine fibres turning twisting lashing and fixing  
as thick as Dad's wrist, he puckered his lips and thinking out loud brought over some clasps, duct tape – 
 and a slimy tire! 
“Gross” said the boy  
“Just wait,” said Dad 
 “too high said mum”  
“Tik toc said Nan” 
Fingers thumb wellies mud 
 “its fun” said Dad 
 “too high” said mum 
“Got it” said Nan 
I feel like a plonker said the boy as he spun  
“it’s fun said Dad you’re a human conker” 
“Grow up” said Grandad “there’s a cow on the run”  
 
Falling 
falling 
fall  
Rain water mud drip drop sludge slime, 
Counting sheep, red amber green
 “maybe baby” said the boy 
“ Aye it be” said Grandad 
tying a hurdle in a seaman’s knot 
 
 
Halloween 
Mum found a badger – it was dead on the lane – it spooked her mare she wasn't brave, 
Maybe the smell, maybe the spirit but snorting and dancing she sensed a danger at least, no coaxing or shouting would change her at least the badger a monster a horrible beast  
After 48 hours there was nothing but bone the flesh
 Had been eaten – the spirit had flown
 
“Too high” said Mum 
“Too bad” said Dad
“Tick Tock” said Nan 
“TB” said Grandad

Mum rode past, the mare did not flinch  
The passing of death the sickle the Grinch  
Winter came and sealed the crime 
Dad lost the herd for the second time

 
Bonfire night in town  
We don’t do fireworks they make too much bang 
They frighten the cows and anyway why bother its way too wet 



The lad with his mate go to the town, there are no animals to frighten to run or to drown
Well– apart from the cats the dogs and the fish
 that cower and cry and lie in their piss 




Grandad is tired, he remembers the bombs, the terror, the pain, 
the long sad farewell of his youth to insane.
His war has continued with seasons and collars,
The tax man and banks, treason and dollars.
Family Legacy tied in knot – will if you dare 
Delilah has come and cut off his hair 
He heard the mermaids singing and yes they sang to him
Of love and hope and reason of Beauty and of truth
 
Shame  
Guilt 
Regret 
Are all duties left behind?
For he alone now knows the trite of human kind
His comrades long ago are saying their goodbye
At last he’s free to join them up there in the sky   


At the same time 
The lads in the pub singing high, high  hoping hearts 
  maybe girls, 
              maybe girls,
                         maybe girls 

Full of fancy fortune fumbles dreams of scent and hay barn tumbles
Wobbles on the homeward line
Catches his foot in the bailing twine

 Dark alone weeping in pain  
 A voice he hears on the wind, in the rain 
“You’ll fix it my lad” in Grandads deep drawl
I’m here by your side, here through it all 

It’s a broken heart the doctor said – No army for you its home to bed 

Dad says “I’ll fix it”
Mum says “too high” 
Nan says tik tic - Grandad passed by 

Voices male deep choir singing rising and falling falling and falling 
Maybe a girl will visit him – he needs a crutch 



Christmas  
Dad fought fierce, fresh kill a mother tall
Family Tree tickly prickly twitching pine
 Caught
 lassoed looped tied with the line. 
Trudging the track, tractor ride back
Shoulders Shins Seasons grit payments late

Behold the extinguished dragon unable to fly
For this green dragon had eaten too much pie 

The family crowded to worship the season 
But the Bank stole the day the joy and the reason 

Glowering skies low in the glum 
The boy stabbed his hand fingers and thumb 
When dressed in its finery and just for a time 
sat the star on the top made of bailer cord twine 
Mum said “too high”
 Dad said “Ill fix it” 
Nan said Tick Tock 
Grandad is gone
 
 
 
Summer  Growth and Healing
 
 
 
Smiling at the sun 
Cracking – 
                 jokes 
                          patience 
                                       faces 
                                                 earth 
Swaying tides emerald jewels 
Come cut and carve and turn and burn  
Crank and shaft, blades whirring  
swinging 
Stacking 
              Building 
Balancing 
           Teenage Bragging – Haystack shagging – High jinks- High stakes – High skies 
Colours roar as the mocking bird sings
Building castles for queens and kings 

The lad’s expectations to stay with his own  
Toil and loneliness, a life less grown?  
The job dusk to dawn and dawn into night
It’s up to you – you must do what’s right? 

News at one on the radio, natures up the governments flopped 
The ozone healed, global temperatures dropped
Stinking boots
 High tech bloops. 

Popping radio, crackle and snap
Dancing, Rhythm, rhyme and rap 
Fix again with twine and spit 
Filling again the silage pit
The fractured tines and mechanical wine
The men of the land have a new trephine
The farming child not meek and mild 
Answers the question ancestors compiled 
Raw hands with blisters more laughter and vistas 
Friends care deeply Dads farmers weekly 
Tractors and marches protest for life
Here for a the truth the hardship the strife 
Together is Justice Alone is a crime
 Please let us solve it for the very last time.

Enlightenment 

The genius of some clever folk  
To calm the bees with its sleepy smoke 
Collect the honey and not get stung 
That bailing twine that’s never flung


Lying in the scissor scented fresh feast for beast
Feeling foggy groggy North South West East 
Belly
 Breathing
   Burden 
     Bearing 
       Beauty 
        Truth and
          Beauty

Drowsy with dream body and bone
This is his truth grown up and alone  
Can all this Beauty be the families purpose 
Its wonderful life this fabulous circus



           “The lad” – the man hears - the urgent cries 
                        With immediate haste he runs to their sides 


                 Dust devils. Warning cry. 
                 Dark cloud. Frenzied sky. 
                 Knots and slips wound up fast,  
                         Choking hearts to bale the last. 

“I can’t fix it” says Dad
“Too high” says Mum 
“Tick Tick” says Nan 
“I’m here” says their man


Epilogue 

 Hence the moon has come to shine on the man his family and the bailing twine.
 Beauty and truth the answer is weak because the more you twist the more you seek.





Introduction to the craft of writing HPEN 4010
Personal Reflection – Ode to Bailing Twine


The content of this reflection is a personal view of my poem “Ode to Bailing Twine” this is a narrative poem which attempts to follow a rural farming family through periods of their life using the metaphor of the bailing twine as a context. The intended reader will be of adult who is able to access the layering of meaning within the words, shapes and symbols of metaphor I have placed in the text. 
I will also discuss the use of character and dialogue in the presentation of how the narration moves through the story and how I have experimented with shape to exaggerate or slow the pace of the reader.
The poem in its infancy has developed from the concept of autobiographical or life writing discussed in class: the initial exercises focussed on early memory which stimulated me further to think about influence and symbolism apparent in my own life. I therefore returned to this “Ode” to develop it further with the learning gleaned from the lectures and my further reading.
 The narrator remains omniscient “telling” the story in the third person and carries with it the weight of apocalypse for the family and eventual healing.

The title ‘Ode to Bailing twine’ is a play on the Keats poem “Ode to a Grecian Urn” itself a work I studied as a teenager and held a lasting influence upon me as ponderous of life, its transience, arguments and ethereal aspects of love. I was also drawn to Keats final message that the speaker has to make up their own mind about life and love: “Beauty is truth, truth Beauty”. (Wright, 1968)  Something that I attempted to reflect in my line “It’s up to you – you must do what’s right?”
The progression of life is examined many times in the stanzas; that of life being lonely and that working together and being part of a community is a choice. The line
“Together is justice/ Alone is a crime let us solve it for the very last time”, is an echo of the ongoing struggle that is never resolved; again the echo of the circle of life being the family going round and round performing in “this fabulous circus”

Stepping away from Keats and the struggles of life I wanted to experiment with metaphor reachable for a modern audience. Changing stanza and shape to challenge Keats pastoral empathy by initiating some verse influenced by McGough R, Patten B, and Henri A, in “The Mersey Sound” (Henri, 1969)  Here poets use everyday objects that the audience can connect with bringing an accessible 1960’s vibe to the reader.

  I examine the death of the badger in Halloween as a metaphor for the fear of death and its outcomes. This information is intrinsic for the reader as part of the story. I particularly find this stanza challenging due to the content and context. The metaphors and the shape are weak, there is a loss of rhythm and although I wanted to style it towards the McGough approach, despite several drafts so far I believe it has failed to bring the element of shock. The idea still holds merit so I plan to keep this in mind as I developed further to the draft 5.

Mum found a badger – it was dead on the lane – it spooked her mare she wasn't brave, 
Maybe the smell, maybe the spirit but snorting and dancing she sensed a danger at least, no coaxing or shouting would change her mind the badger a monster a horrible beast  
After 48 hours there was nothing but bone the flesh had been eaten no head just ribs– the spirit had flown
 “Badgers have families – do they miss him?” said the child 
Mare she wasn't brave, 
Maybe the smell, maybe the spirit but snorting and dancing she sensed a danger at least, no coaxing or shouting would change her at least the badger a monster a horrible beast  
After 48 hours there was nothing but bone the flesh
 Had been eaten – the spirit had flown


Looking at characterization is something that I intended to reserve to dialogue only, challenging the reader to use their own imagination with the help of metaphor to bring their own picture to the table. As Rimmon-Kenan p 36 (Rimmon-Kenan, 1983) suggests, “Like any scientifically oriented discipline, formalist and structuralist poetics recognizes the methodological necessity of reduction,” i.e. less is more.
The use of repeated dialogue is an experiment to present the reader with the overarching personality traits of each family member which also creates a foreshadowing – and reality check regulating the text and almost giving the reader a rest. These similar stanzas also intend to show the growing child as well as the deterioration of Nan’s mental state, and the eventual surrender of Dad, in recognition that “I can’t fix it” now that Grandad is no longer there. 
Finally the child grows to a man after pondering on life, “I’m here” says their man. 

Developing a Christmas stanza introduces the death of Grandad; the family are faced with Christmas without him. The green dragon becomes the metaphor of Grandad – now extinguished but his presence remains, he can’t fly away. Grandad stood for all the good things the family had “eaten too much pie” and feel left with no joy 
The family are so consumed with grief that the dynamics are focused on the finances of the farm failing them, the family continues to struggle the bailing twine however is shining over. Mum is still anxious, Dad keeps trying, and Nan maintains her role as time keeper. This attempts to position the family as stuck in the dynamic. The child is stabbed by grief with a vague but possible reference to stigmata/mental health/self-harm. 


“Dad pulled a juicy tree freshly cut twitching humus and acrid pine looped with the string 
Trudging up the track as if being herded by a green dragon that had eaten too much pie
The child helped fingers and thumbs mittens and scarves chirping the season glowering skies low in the glum
Grandad approved with a deep nod of solemn and patted Dad on the back 
Mum said “too high” Dad said “Ill fix it” Nan said Tick Tock the ceremony begun 
Measured in lengths of bailer twine cord the season was fitted to the sitting room ceiling.
When dressed in its finery and just for a time sat the star on the top made of bailer cord twine.”
  I have shortened the sentences which has changed the shape and allowed the beat of the poem to relax the reader giving the alliteration room allowing the words such as lassoed looped line again reflect the Dads inability to let his father go.

Dad fought fierce fresh kill a mother tall
 tree tickly prickly twitching pine
 Caught
 lassoed looped tied with the line. 
Trudging the track, tractor ride back
Shoulders heavy sagging weight.
 Seasons grit payments late

 Behold the extinguished dragon unable to fly
For this green dragon had eaten too much pie 

The family crowded to worship the season 
But the Bank stole the day the joy and the reason 

Glowering skies low in the glum 
The boy stabbed his hand fingers and thumb 
When dressed in its finery and just for a time 
sat the star on the top made of bailer cord twine 
Mum said “too high”
 Dad said “Ill fix it” 
Nan said Tick Tock 
Grandad is gone
 
 I have been able to explore alliteration with metaphor to create mood and play with sounds that bring tempo and beat or rap as in:
Belly
 Breathing
   Burden 
     Bearing 
       Beauty 
        Truth and
          Beauty

The use of shape rhyme and stanzas has progressed with each draft progressive and experimental area of the work. I feel that using words in a lyrical way gives me a leaning towards poetic structure. 
 However, I have continued to struggle with the how the text can be used in shapes to help the reader and the speaker become immersed in the story and access the poignancy the rhythm and the narration. For me the decisions on which of these is priority is sometimes an enigma which will take further study and experimentation. 

In conclusion for this draft (5) I have settled with a mix of shapes and have leaned into the lyrical rhyme. I envisage that as I grow into the process, become more knowledgeable, my learning will improve enough to progress into a final decisive outcome. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]
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Winter



In the cow shed from a puckered beam

Hangs the story of a family dream

Along with calves and sheep and ducks

A longing child thinks 

Threads of life 

Together

Knots the problems -

Solved.

In times gone by the muted colour ran

through and round the precious hopes of harvest

Seasons will the story tell

Of deep dark winters and struggles old

Breaking bread to feed a beast

Tie a door

A coat

A mend



Spring

Till showers wain and moons bloom

Farmers will come from oppressing gloom

The child small in eskimo wrap watches his Grandad

Purring and blowing he prays on the floor to the meaning of life he eases a lamb wet soggy and raw.

The child chips along in wondrous glee feeding the foundlings with afternoon tea

Bottles and nipples and bounces and tongues speeking in lamb and milk shakes 

Many so many in the vast open barn divided by hurdles claspers and yarn 

The trees become conscious soporific at first until they hear the first bees buzzing with thirst.

Urgent and fervent comes the lad schoolbag banging he has piano and gaming and dinner and lectures.







Autumn

“Fall” 

“Fall over” the fat boy said 

Conker smashed and pride torn drown

He pushed the blonde, the Barbie child bruised by bashing 

Holding brave

Against torrid verbs and putrid nouns

Still he stood knuckles blue determined glare through whispy curls

The vinegar nan said to use, the oven hot mum oversaw, Dads help to drill, thread the twine, fix the knot.

Nan said it was “the biggest the best she had ever seen” 

Dad nodded and got his glasses out to examine its glorious sheen

“I think you have a champion” where did you find such a size? Its near big as my fist and round and fat “shall I help you to fix it to ready to match?”

“I think it’s fantastic” sang the pink lips, turning and stroking the future within 

“Fall” said the fat boy again and again 

As the school bell rang and obedience roared

Pushing his prize deep in his pocket still with the twine locked in its socket



The year is turning said Dad to the boy your mum will be shopping the house will smell good and the cooker needs fixing and the lower fields will flood.

“Let’s make a rope swing to tie to the tree its every boys dream, well it was for me!”

Plaiting and braiding the bailing twine bag was empty too soon it looked like a chain as thick as Dads wrist, he puckered his lips and thinking out loud brought over some clasps, duct tape – and a slimey tire!!

“Gross” said the boy “just wait” said Dad “too high said mum” “Tik toc said Nan”

Fingers and thumbs and wellies aloft “its fun” said Dad “too high” said mum

“Got it” said Nan

I feel like a plonker said the boy as he spun “its fun said Dad you’re a human conker”



Falling falling fall 

 rain water mud drip drop sludge slime, counting sheep, red amber green “maybe baby” said the boy “ Aye it be” said Grandad tieing a hurdle ina seamans knot



Halloween

Mum found a badger – it was dead on the road – it spooked her mare she would not pass,

Maybe the smell, maybe the spirit but snorting and dancing she would not pass, no coaxing or shouting would change her mind the badger lay dead all be it unmoving 

After 48 hours there was nothing but bones no head just a ribcage empty black red specks of flesh 

Carion food for the crows and the buzzards, the kites and the foxes

Badgers have families – do they miss him

Mum rode past, the mare did not flinch 

The passing of death, the circle of life. 

Mums friend (an artist) asked for the ribs she quoted some learning some clever lecture chat

“ what will you do with it said Mum with a smile “I shall make an installation 

To wear as a hat” 

Bonfire night in town 

We don’t do fireworks apart from when Grandad shoots rats or foxes bangs are not good for animals. Grandad has shown the lad how to shoot an air rifle, 

So we go to town where there are no animals – apart from all the pets that cower and cry and hide and piss themselves

The lads are in the pub, maybe girls, maybe girls, maybe girls

The lad walk home he wobbles on the lane and catches his foot in the bailing twine used to keep the cows from turning – he falls into the cow dung – shit! And fuck And it hurts

Dad says “you idiot” Mum says “too high” Nan says tik tic - Grandad passed by

Voices male deep choir singing rising and falling falling and falling

Maybe a girl will visit him – he needs a crutch





Christmas 

Dad pulled a juicy tree freshly cut twitching humus and acrid pine looped with the string 

Trudging up the track as if being herded by a green dragon that had eaten too much pie

The child helped fingers and thumbs mittens and scarves chirping the season glowering skies low in the glum

Grandad approved with a deep nod of solemn and patted Dad on the back 

Mum said “too high” Dad said “Ill fix it” Nan said Tick Tock the ceremony begun 

Measured in lengths of bailer twine cord the season was fitted to the sitting room ceiling.

When dressed in its finery and just for a time sat the star on the top made of bailer cord twine



Summer 

The genius of some clever folk 

To calm the bees with its sleepy smoke

Collect the honey and not get stung yes folks are genius yet we still rely on string.



And at the village jamboree a class to win creative twirl

A plant caress, a bottle brush but

 it’s the Hawaiian skirt that takes the red rosette 

Grandads Day

 The cow swings along the stringed off ring led by white coat and grins 

Soft chocolate pools, long lashes and tongue

Lovingly soothed, crooned adored

She raises her head in interest and pride telling the people

I am the one to abide

Patience and beauty ripples like cream gentle and wise and so it would seem

Behest to her leader balding and blown, full of hope……….

 Burdens of dynasty purple and gold, glow in the shine of a face grown so old

Trembling fingers clutching the rope



The stewards tip – the neighbours shrug

The twine of life holding the champion cup



The child clutches the fat rippled ribbon the colour of wine

To take home the legacy of prizes to display from the twine

Grandad puffs

His chest out smart 

“I knew she could do” it he gasps” to the boy and one day she yours  





Smiling at the sun

Cracking –

                 jokes

                          patience

                                       faces

                                                 earth

Swaying tides emerald jewels

Come cut and carve and turn and burn 

Crank and shaft, blades whirring 

swinging

Stacking

              Building

Balancing

           Teenage  Bragging – Haystack shagging – High jinks- High stakes – High skies

The news at one and Farmers weekly

And drying sweat with cider, cheese, pasty and crisps and chocolate and cake and coke and juice

Lilting radio, crackle and snap

Fix again with twine and spit

Raw hands with blisters more laughter and vistas

The lad expectations to stay with his own 

Toil and loneliness life held by a thread 

The job dusk to dawn and dawn into dusk

Lying in the scissor scented fresh feast

Drowsy with dream Belly Breathing Bearing Burden

World tilting and spinning

Building castles for queens and kings

Coveting wealth and travel and planes

The lad – a teenager hears the urgent cries

 With immediate haste he runs to their sides

Dust and devils 

Warning cry, dark cloud 

Frenzied rush

Big Splats Droopy hats

Whoops and bows to the last 

Puddles in ruts and weary legs

Striding home as the sun sets
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In the cow shed from a puckered beam

Hangs the story of a family dream

Along with calves and sheep and ducks

A longing child thinks 

Threads of life 

Together

Knots the problems -

Solved.

In times gone by the muted colour ran

through and round the precious hopes of harvest

Seasons will the story tell

Of deep dark winters and struggles old

Breaking bread to feed a beast

Tie a door

A coat

A mend

The genius of some clever folk 

To calm the bees with its sleepy smoke

And at the village jamboree a class to win creative twirl

A plant caress, a bottle brush but

 it’s the Hawaiian skirt that takes the red rosette 



 The cow swings along the stringed off ring led by white coat and grins 

Soft chocolate pools, long lashes and tongue

Lovingly soothed, crooned adored

She raises her head in interest and pride telling the people

I am the one to abide

Patience and beauty ripples like cream gentle and wise and so it would seem

Behest to her leader balding and blown, full of hope……….

 Burdens of dynasty purple and gold, glow in the shine of a face grown so old

Trembling fingers clutching the rope



The stewards tip – the neighbours shrug

The twine of life holding the champion cup



The child clutches the fat rippled ribbon the colour of wine

To take home  the legacy of prizes displayed from the twine

Grandad puffs

His chest out smart 

“I knew she could do” it he gasps” to the crowd 



Till showers wain and moons bloom

Farmers will come from oppressing gloom



Smiling at the sun

Cracking –

                 jokes

                          patience

                                       faces

                                                 earth

Swaying tides emerald jewels

Come cut and carve and turn and burn 

Crank and shaft, blades whirring 



Stacking

              Building

Balancing

           Teenage  Bragging – Haystack shagging – High jinks- High stakes – High skies

The news at one 

And drying sweat with cider, cheese, pasty and crisps and chocolate and cake and coke and juice

Lilting radio, crackle and snap

Fix again with twine and spit

Raw hands with blisters more laughter and vistas

Voices male deep choir singing rising and falling from over the valley in the chapel 

The child expectations to stay with his own 

Toil and loneliness life held by a thread 

The job dusk to dawn and dawn into dusk

Lying in the scissor scented fresh feast

Drowsy with dream Belly Breathing Bearing Burden

World tilting and spinning

Building castles for queens and kings

Coveting wealth and travel and planes

The child – a teenager hears the urgent cries

 With immediate haste he runs to their sides



Dust and devils 

Warning cry, dark cloud 

Frenzied rush

Big Splats Droopy hats

Whoops and bows to the last 

Puddles in ruts and weary legs

Striding home as the sun sets
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Alison Evans summer 2025



 



In the cow shed



 



from a puckered beam



 



Hangs the story of a family dream



 



Along with calves and sheep and ducks



 



A longing child thinks 



 



T



hreads of life 



 



Together



 



Knots the problems



 



-



 



Solved



.



 



In times gone by 



the muted colour ran



 



t



hrough and round the 



precious 



hopes



 



of harvest



 



Seasons will



 



the story tell



 



Of deep dark winters and struggles old



 



Breaking bread to feed a beast



 



Tie a door



 



A coat



 



A mend



 



The genius of some clever folk 



 



To calm the bees with its sleepy



 



smoke



 



And at the village jamboree a class to win creative twirl



 



A plant caress, a bottle brush but



 



 



it’s the 



Hawaiian



 



skirt that takes the red rosette 



 



 



 



The cow



 



swing



s



 



along



 



the stringed off ring



 



led by white coat



 



and grins 



 



Soft chocolate pools, 



long la



shes and tongue



 



Lovingly soothed, crooned adored



 



She raises her head in interest and pride telling the people
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Winter


 


 


 


 


In a cowshed


 


A longing child thinks


 


 


 


Threads of life


 


 


 


Together


 


 


Tie


 


a door


 


 


A coat


 


 


A mend


 


 


Hangs the story 


 


Of a family dream 


 


 


 


 


 


Spring


 


 


The child small in


 


Eskimo


 


wrap


 


 


 


watches his Grandad.


 


 


As he eases a wet lamb


 


Into the world.


 


 


Tick Tock 


 


on the clock 


 


 


 


The child chips along in wondrous glee 


 


feeding the foundlings with afternoon tea


 


 


Bottles


 


 


 


and nipples


 


 


 


and bounces


 


 


 


and tongues


 


 


 


speaking


 


in lamb


 


 


 


and milk shakes


 


 


 


 


 


Summer 


 


At the village jamboree a class to win creative twirl


 


 


A plant caress, a bottle brush but


 


 


 


it’s


 


the Hawaiian skirt that takes the red rosette


 


 


 


Grandads Day


 


 


 


The cow swings along the stringed off ring led b


y white coat and grins


 


 


 


Soft chocolate pools, long


 


lashes


 


and tongue


 


 


Lovingly soothed, crooned adored


 


 


She raises her head in interest and pride telling the people
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