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RIVENHALL VILLAGE

The village that I live in

is not as picturesque as some I've seen

it doesn’t have a duck pond,

but it has a village green

The roads are shaped like the letter T
the junction is the oak,
round its base was an iron seat
where old men sat to smoke

And put the world to right no doubt
whilst children played around
picking up the acorns
that lay upon the ground

The church stands tall, a sentinel
watching o'er it's dead,
round its base in ancient times
roman feet did tread

Inside the church the villagers
give thanks with hymns and prayers
hoping for forgiveness
and freedom from their cares.
Outside the graves stand silently

and tell of folks of old,
who loved and laughed like you and I
now wrapped in clay. so cold.
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