Poems from Downham Market
There is a town to the East
In the county of Norfolk, where I was born.
It has many great people,
With many interesting stories.
I will tell some of these tales here.


The White Clock

Since 1878 the White Clock has stood in the centre
Of the market town, its cast iron bones weathering any storm.
How many minutes has this metal sentinel seen pass?
Its mechanical heart has beat longer than any resident’s.
The four round faces watch over the square,
A benign Cerberus guarding a quiet hell.
In Britain’s oldest market town
Britain’s eldest shuffle to the Friday Market
Under the gaze of this Victorian monolith.

Its cracked white skin mirrors that of the people that pass by,
The Clock is as much a resident of this town as any of them.
It stands solemn and sure, through bad times and good,
Stubborn and stout- a true representation of its townspeople.
As its hands turn steadily, life moves on in Downham Market
As it always has, and always will. Nothing ever changes
Here in Downham, a backwater town out of time;
An old Victorian clock the only reminder that 
The world is still turning, despite our attempts to stand still.




By the Riverside

Sometimes of a summer evening, my friends and I make our way to the River Ouse.
With no clouds in sight and the sun beginning to set, we recline on the soft grass
Of the riverbank, enjoying the peace, with our music playing softly by the riverside.
We need nothing more than each other and our river, our great deep river.
From far inland to the Wash, the estuary mouth at which the channel reaches completion, 
Thousands have wandered, but few have appreciated the quiet wonder by the riverside.

Looking out across the somewhat murky water, swans can sometimes be seen, raising their families.
Somewhere in the distance, a herd of cows can be heard agreeing with the evening cool.
There is something for everything, even rats, by the riverside.
Across the water, parallel to ourselves, a family can be seen basking in the fading light.
A dog barks and taunts the water, a child runs naively as their parents’ drink in this tranquil setting.
On either side, life and love can be found for those who find themselves by the riverside.

Cracking open another can, I take in the picturesque beauty of my surroundings.
My three friends bring me peace, and I thank my gods that I have found
These kindred spirits, and a holy place that will remain in my heart, by the riverside.
Away from all the disquiet and strife in our daily lives, our stress and our worry
Leave us in an instant, as we are in our place, our rural oasis, our escape.
A place that we can really be happy and free, hidden away by the riverside.

The quiet way the river runs contrasts the music we play, but in its own way,
The river speaks louder than the songs, and it tells us to enjoy our lives.
Because before we know it, those days by the river will end, and a new chapter will begin.
As the setting sun gives way to the stars, my friends and I are drunk on wine and beer 
And the twilight. The orange light from the ends of our cigarettes form our own constellation,
The smoke drifting across the slow flowing water. Life is idyllic down by the riverside.


Radio Man

He was a modest man, but he’s not around anymore.
You’d see him around the town, he was a chronic wanderer.
With his battered radio in his hands, and his clunky old headphones on.
He was never seen without a smile, and we knew nothing about him.
We knew of his house, but we never saw him enter,
And we all knew we would see him walking the very next day.

In the supermarket, chatting away to anyone who would listen.
In the town square, on his way to nowhere, or on a quest to see everywhere.
Along the street he would walk all day, wherever his feet took him.
His eyes shone behind his glasses and his radio played as he travelled.
I know no one who knew him, but everyone in this town knew his face,
And his radio, the one that never left his side like a faithful dog.

I heard many rumours about him, alluding to a tragic life,
Or people claiming to know people who knew him.
I even heard one source claiming his name was Dave.
Regardless of the hearsay, no one could deny he was universally liked.
We never spoke, and I wish we had- I didn’t know him at all.
But if I knew one thing about him, it’s that he was the Radio Man.

He’s not seen on his rambles these days; no more does he roam. 
It’s been months with no sightings, no sign of his tell-tale radio.
We can only wonder what happened to him, we can only speculate.
I heard he passed away, 
I don’t know for sure.
But if there is one thing for certain,
I’ll always remember the Radio Man.


The Field During Lockdown

We are living in a lonely time, and life is solitary
For many of us it’s the time to pick up a hobby.
Every day I take a walk around the field
And experience life alone.
I see people on the playing field walking their pets,
They keep on smiling no matter how hard it gets.
There are children kicking a football, 
Trying their hardest to hit their goal.

An elderly couple taking a stroll
Knowing that life will take its toll.
Enjoy the sun while it lasts.
Life will be normal again one day.
Under the sun, a man practices his karate,
He thinks he can fight his pain away.
But the fact is that this must be done,
We’re all still suffering the consequences.

I find it hard to stay in my home,
When I should be miles away, and not alone.
Every day I take a walk around the field
To take my mind off the world.

The field is a war memorial, dedicated to those who died to protect us.
But in these times, we must hide away to protect ourselves, and each other.
We must isolate to be safe, but I haven’t heard another voice for so long.
The price for life is my freedom, and I’m paying,
But at least I have that field, 
Where still there are people playing.

The Ballad of Gui

He works the trolleys down by the supermarket, he’s the best in town.
He does his duty with quiet nobility, and never with a frown.
Eager to stop and talk, regardless of what his bosses say,
His idle chatter is what will make that pensioner’s day.
I knew him through a friend, and he always greets me cheerfully,
But he always seems bewildered and uses logic woefully.
I recall the time he seemed surprised the world does turn,
But nevertheless, he’s a man of charisma: Guilherme.

He’s the same age as me, and he makes his living pushing a trolley,
But there is no doubt he can manage his money carefully.
I’ve seen him around town driving his red BMW,
Rocking a classic crimson puffer jacket and never without a crew.
A quiet man of success is he, an air of confidence you rarely see.
He’s a social creature and a complete and utter mystery.
I’ve met him at house parties, treating dogs as people,
But despite his humble profession I don’t doubt him regal.

These days Gui still works his car park kingdom,
Collecting abandoned trolleys and rehoming them.
Social distancing phases him none,
He greets us still with an upturned thumb
And a winning smile, one we all know.
This unsung saviour that works at Tesco.
A friendlier man you never could see,
Adorned in high visibility: Gui.




Beholder of the Forest

Leaving my house, I find myself walking the same path I have a thousand times.
Past the abandoned pig shed, overgrown and crumbling, its innards adorned with,
Graffiti and rubble. Old machinery sits inside there, never again to be used.
I see a shape dart around the corner, as if guilty of trespassing; a cat, black and bloated
Heading towards my back garden, waiting for me to return and feed him.
Carrying on along a well-trodden path, I see a magpie descend from a tree,
And pick its way through a maze of grass and cow parsley, searching for a treat.

I reach a gate, off its hinges, its rusted frame held up only by a shining bike chain,
Contrasting the orange decay of the original ironwork. Overhead a crow speaks its wisdom,
And joins its partner on a telephone wire. Treading on the gravel, the crunch punctuates the otherwise
Still. The wind jostles the trees, reminding them of their mortality. I turn and follow the creek 
To the right, observing the copper water as it spills lazily from a buckled drainage pipe. 

Ahead I see the small wooden bridge, a chimera of parts, built and rebuilt again,
From its endless punishment and use. Standing on the platform I reminisce of the thousands
Of times I’ve stood here before. Heartbreak and friendship, and love and regret flood my body 
As I recall the end of a relationship, the death of my canine companion, and the friends I call family.
This bridge has become a temple of memory, despite its humble structure, it feels like I’m locked
In a vast and empty cathedral, alone with my thoughts. I shake myself out of my reminiscence
And carry on.

The forest calls me as I near its leafy entrance, walking sombrely along the cracked earth,
And I anticipate that I will once again be taken to another dimension inside its oaken walls.
Drawing closer I wonder what I shall find within, or who will be waiting for me.
Pulling a cigarette from my pocket, I light it in trepidation, and draw a lungful of smoke, 
Allowing it to escape from the confines of my body, freeing it from its prison.
Standing between two ancient green behemoths, I take a step further, transporting myself within.


Inside Nature’s colossal womb I tread lightly on broken limbs experiencing a dizzying rush,
Breathing in the fresh air of the forest’s organs. All around me Gorgons stand, petrified
And ignoring my presence. Further along the path of foliage I take in the slain remains of 
A Hydra, struck by lightning, blackened and burnt, its wooden heads hewn by fiery electric. 
Traversing the body of a fallen Titan I make my way deeper into the bowels of the forest and
Come across an intricately constructed abode, its entrance adorned with a sign reading “Home”.
A red blanket covers the doorway, it’s walls made of the arms of many felled trees.
My friends and I have used this den on many an occasion, it has become our hideaway, our shelter.
Leaving behind the aptly named Smoke Den, I continue my journey and leave behind this monstrous 
Resting place of giants.

Making my way from the forest, I travel a desolate dirt road through freshly churned fields,
And the biting wind batters me in my exposed form as I endeavour to return home.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Some time later, as I wander back into civilisation, its hard to believe that not so long ago 
I was amongst the brutal magic of the wild. Through estates and playing fields I roam,
Eager to one day soon return to that place, where time means nothing, and life does not change.
In a world where society controls your every move, it’s cathartic to escape to a realm 
Where you can feel the peace, and the only law is Nature itself. 
