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CHILDHOOD MEMORIES

Money was always very scarce
But we used to share what we had,
Not that we were little Angels
Nor were we considered all bad

We often used to run errands
sometimes for a copper or two
But others were often as poor as us
They gave nothing, but what could you do

Their hearts were in the right places
But their purses were empty of cash
Waiting for Friday night to come
Even then it was gone in a flash

The miles we walked without giving a thought
In the time that we called our own
Yet often if asked to go and fetch milk
We would frequently start to moan

Sometimes we would go down towards the old mill
Past the graveyard and up the small hill
It continued on to Fen Drayton
But that was a lot further still

We could always play on Castle hill
Rolling down it could be such fun
Never a thought to care for our clothes
Until our playing was done

We had no uniforms to wear for school
Unlike the Grammar Boys
To us they seemed so very reserved
Whilst we made lots of noise
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