
Gillian’s Hands 

 

Look at her hands: 

Gentle hands 

Kind hands 

Capable hands 

Strong, long artist’s fingers 

Hands that held babies 

Hands that helped mothers 

Hands that cared 

that worked 

were always busy 

nursing the sick. 

 

Hands that now  

Rest on her lap 

nothing to do 

asking to be held  

in comfort and kindness. 

 

She takes my hand 

places it to her lips 

and softly kisses. 

We smile 

No words. 

 

 

 

Gillian June 2012 



Hair Haiku 

 

A single strand of her long,  

strong hair, repaired the fine tear in the cloth. 

 

 

Emergency Repair 

 

My mother the milliner 

Called upon to perform 

An extraordinary repair 

 

The billiard table’s baize  

torn just hours before the  

National Championship  

 

My father, the Town’s Master Tailor 

was called; he said impossible 

but, mother stepped forward 

 

and with help from my  

father who crafted 

a special needle bent like the crescent moon 

 

to dip under the cloth 

near to the slate 

and make a fine mend 

 

with one single strand 

Of mother’s strong, long hair 

She repaired the tear. 

 

The tournament went ahead. 

 

Ivor   December 12 

 



I Live in a Home Now 

 

 

I live in a Home now 

In a room 

I think … 

this is it… 

 

Doreen November 12  

 



Mary, my mother 

 

A strong woman 

A fair woman: my mother. 

Mary lived by a strict code 

Worked hard 

Scrubbed floors 

Kept us six children alive 

through bleakest times. 

Hardship and hunger a plenty; 

during the Great Depression 

not a crumb on the table 

we thought of little else 

but food! 

She kept us tidy, clean 

Fed us, somehow, 

Took the brunt of 

The bully’s hand. 

No help then 

No, not a penny 

We all worked to bring 

Something in: 

Mother cleaned, 

Frank in the fishery, 

Leslie a mill hand, 

Alice did laundry work, 

Me – a little errand boy 

Rose and Edward too little 

 

None of us took after dad 

Thank god! 

We had her nature 

She made us good. 

A tough, rough life  

and the loving was spare… 

Not many cuddles. 

Yes, I would have liked more cuddles. 

 

Ray October 12 



My Room 

 

Neat, tidy 

Bed made 

Spotless 

Not a spec of dust 

Everything in place 

 

Photographs: 

On tables 

On walls 

In drawers, 

A cabinet 

Windowsills 

They greet you! 

 

Photographs: 

four generations 

black and white 

colour  

tell my story 

of life at Titley  

at Kington  

Work, play, weddings 

 

Husband, children 

Mother, father, 

And theirs before 

with a small child? 

Brothers, sisters, 

Aunts and uncles 

grandchildren 

on and on they go 

Memories,  

All precious memories 

 

That’s what I have now 

Oh, and my knitting bag! 

 

 

Eileen June 2012 



My World in a Room 

 

 

My world is reduced 

To one room now 

A nice room 

But just a room 

Nevertheless 

 

Furniture 

Paintings  

Photographs 

A few personal belongings 

Adorn the room 

 

I ride around the countryside 

With my son-in-law 

I read the books 

My daughter brings 

I lunch with them on Sundays 

Friends and family visit 

All good. 

I am very fortunate 

 

But my world 

Is reducing daily 

To one room 

 

with a view 

Two windows  

The hills beyond 

The street beneath 

My memories reach into the far distance 

And I have that old world in my head 

Far outside of the room 

 

Caroline November 12 



Sheep  

 

Dad: a cattleman 

through and through 

Me: I loved the sheep 

Sheep are easier to work 

Provided you care 

Keep feet clipped against foot rot 

Never neglect them 

 

Always bought sheep in Rhayader 

A man there knew his stock 

He grew good sheep! 

Sheep have brains 

Don’t let anyone tell you different! 

 

I wish I were on the hills with them now 

Even in the snow and wind 

Up on the top  

or down in the valley 

blown and tossed by the winter gales 

I’d still love to be working 

the sheep 

By God, I would. 

 

 

Ralph December 11 

 



The Little Things 

 

 

It’s the little things 

I miss most 

Tea out, and outings 

Fresh air 

 

I don’t know 

How I’ve got 

To be this old 

 

I’m living history! 

 

 

 

 

Winifred October 11 

 



The Parcel circa 1942 

 

The platform at Plymouth 

En route to Glasgow  

thence to Scapa Flow 

and the Orkneys 

 

A mother gives  

a brown paper parcel  

to her son 

I see he leaves it on a station seat 

I retrieve and give it to him 

 

At Bristol, Temple Meads 

The same thing again 

I run and give it to him 

 

At Glasgow, we change 

For the onward journey north 

He leaves the parcel 

Once more! 

 

I pick it up 

Think: “Bugger it!” 

And this time 

Don’t return to the man 

 

I open the parcel 

And there - some lovely 

ham sandwiches! 

I eat them 

It’s a long way from  

Plymouth to Scapa Flow… 

A welcome surprise 

I’m hungry 

And tired 

We are at War 

 

 

Ivor May 2012 

 



The Sea our Greatest Foe 

 

The sea our greatest foe 

“Worse than the Germans” 

we said. 

The enemy beneath 

our fighting ships 

the perilous waves 

the furious gales 

far more dangerous 

than U boats 

or the Bismark. 

The North Atlantic 

a fearful place 

 

Once returning  

from convoying 

to Scapa Flo 

the sea raged! 

We could not,  

dare not, turn 

for fear of overturning  

 

Only one course! 

Continue back along  

The channel 

Almost to Norwegian coast 

Turning, turning 

All the whilst 

A delicate angle 

Like a sewer’s needle 

 

And eventually 

Back to Scapa 

And safety 

this time… 

The sea  - our greatest foe. 

 

 

Ivor June 2012 

 



The Titley Knitter 1914 - 18 

 

 

India WW1 

A soldier, my father,  

in his own time 

used to knit. 

First, items of wool 

No one wanted 

Washed, unpicked 

Straightened on a frame 

Wound the wool 

Into a ball 

Ready to make 

 

a small garment 

a pullover 

or socks 

grown from discarded  

clothes. 

 

Pins clicked in the heat 

sending home 

with each stitch  

a message of love 

and sweat 

of twine passing the time 

between battles 

All those miles from Blighty 

All those miles from Titley! 

 

 

Cyril June 2012 

 

 

 


