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Jim’s Poem

“Twas in the county of the bard, where first | heard the holy word, where

NPK and all its herd were put asunder

Vile meadowgrass cut to the ground and trampled under

At Warwick where you held court, with young pretenders played some
sport and even breached the sacred fort of ancient Bingley.

Excaliber you doubled up or took them singly

They battled back, but all in vain, great blows upon them you did rain
the lights that flickered in my brain, you struck the matches,

And lit a beacon ‘cross the Downs with plain dispatches

So having heard the word firsthand, I joined the loyal, trusty band who
rode throughout this curséd land with honest reason

To feed or water meadowgrass would be high treason.

We rallied South we sallied North, from Dornoch down to Perranporth
foolhardy Captain’s spouting forth did feel thy sting,

And when the sword was fully weighed, you plunged it in

Then from the West the darkest deeds did thunder in on ghostly steeds
delivering malicious seeds of discontent

And introduced the snivelling, crawling creeping bent

Your knights who once had been so loyal, did quickly smell
the lustrous spoil

so soon they did from you recoil and shift their ground,

They mustered round the dollar flag and shunned the pound.

They that once had pledged their lives did scabbard up their poa knives

for mobile phones and four-wheel drives they left their champion
Alone amidst the barren fields like bonnie campion

Cold winter blew its bitter blast, the creeping bent it breathed its last,
its glory days were over fast as you predicted,

It could not bear the chilling blows that you inflicted

Next rye sails in upon the breeze and plants his standard on the tees,
then spreads to fairways his disease, that dwarfish snail

His slime now licks around the cup, our holy grail

The battles will not be in vain, proud fescue will return again, as we
foreswear to make your aim our lifelong quest

And let you pass with sweet refrain unto thy rest

And we will place a guardian there, a linksie-man to shield your lair, his
single charge to have a care, the rye to slaughter

‘T will be one tomb no-one would dare to feed or water

So fare thee well my honest friend, on time and tide you may depend,
your legacy will long extend across the land
For honest truths at journeys end alone shall stand

Kerran Daly
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