[image: image1.png]



“A Birchmoor Tale”
“Cockspur” a village of world-wide fame,
Or Birchmoor, to give it a proper name,

Is famed for it’s men of great renown,

Their names are legend in every town.

The Poets and Authors have of’times told,

Stories of heroes, brave and bold,

Of John Peel and his famous huntng-horn,

Who woke the dead at the crack of dawn.

Of Dick Turpin’s midnight ride to York,

And the Piper’s son stole the pork,

But the Cockspur men will top the tree,

Their names will go down in history.

One Gilliver who breed the fighting Cocks,

With bright silver spurs instead of socks,

And Freddie Green with his famous barrow,

Who grew the most tremendous marrow.

Poor old Gillivers passed and gone,

Though his name and fame will linger on,

Now Freddie Green carries on the battle,

His cap on one side and tools a’rattle.

And when he gets tired of tending his Marrow,
He drops off to sleep in his trusty old barrow,

So people who pass please do not molest,

Its only old Freddie having rest.

And don’t be alarmed at the size of his fruit,

And think its an Airship shot down in pursuit,

The streets of old Birchmoor are no blooming narrow,

A by-pass is being built to move Freddie’s marrow.

Until that is complete leave him to rest,
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Or buy him a pint and wish him “The Best”

