(Session 1 Week 6) – Poem about a place that is important to me 
Theale, Reading, Berks. (aka The Ale)
As the train jolt’s suddenly to a halt

At Reading

Memories sullenly jolt back

And I am heading

To the past

Fast, to childhood days in Theale

I feel

Warmth of summer days running through fields of corn

Flower Showers and winters with snow

The place where I was born.

Birds sing as the cricket bat stings 

The ball clacks the bat

Gentle applause as the batsman scores

The umpire waving his hat

On the village green

The cricket scene with envy takes me back

To the river Whitey as kids we swam

Daring to jump in the “hole”

Jackie Monger in her nightie worn

Poor Jackie Monger’s soul.

Sitting under the Great tree in the Rec at school

Hiding from the boys where Dick Turpin hid

Fools, why can’t we play football?

We play kiss chase with the boys as we hurl

Abuse at the squirrels and all.

Singing Bay City Rollers – B.A.Y.

Why can’t we play what the boys play?

Until the leaves fall

On the ground around me and soon gone

I go and leave like the leaves on the Great tree.

Huntley & Palmers aroma have gone like me

And the stale ale of Courage pale

The plants and Reading Gaol

Changing places and new faces

Replaces what use to be

New biscuits, plants and jails

I take back with me my childhood tales

Of love and friendship in abundance

In my new home that I have

In Wales.

Sue Adams

