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In the ‘twenties, when as a small boy 
staying with Grand’ma Bedwell and 
‘Gran’dad’, I remember a rusting Victorian 
iron hoop. It always seemed to be 
faithfully waiting for me, propping up the 
back garden fence, in all weathers at 
“Minard”, Carshalton Park Road, 
Surrey… 
 
               Only yesterday, 
               I ran the streets 
               A hoop of Iron 
               Within my reach – 
 
               A stick of wood 
               And off I’d go 
               A heavenly bliss 
               Few got to know… 
 
               This Hoop of Iron 
               Now red with rust 
               The sort of horse 
               That I could trust. 
 
               I led him here, 
               He drove me there 
               We rode the lanes 
               Without a care… 
 
               This ageing hoop 
               Had seen its best 
               A tired old horse 
               In need of rest. 
 
               My Hoop of Iron 
               Would rattle by 
               -a Surrey fringe 
               -A Carshalton sky. 
 
               Those days have gone 
               Alas to say, 
               Some sixty years 
               To the day… 
 
               Streets such as these 
               Might laugh with joy, 
               To see a hoop – 
               Chased by a boy! 
 
             Paul Clarke 
               New Years Day, 1988



 


