The creatures that nursery rhymes fed me
A scattering of crows in military rows

Adorned the old railway mans houses

Along red brick lanes, where we ruled and played 

In conker and blackberry stained trousers

Beneath the old horse bridge no troll could be found

But our machine gun sticks were there ready

With apple grenades I braced hard to face

Those creatures that nursery rhymes fed me

Then with warmth on our backs we would follow the tracks

Of such beasts 'til we chanced upon evening

Knowing that their time for hunting was this time

Our weapons were dropped as we screaming were leaving

The railway mans houses then had witches in windows

That would watch us and throw at us spells

That turned crows to bats, and tree leaves to fingers

That surely would catch us if ever we fell

Eventually we'd master this journey of disaster

And weary through front doors would clatter

The dark could not reach through, the thick smell of Nan's stew

And what couldn't reach us didn't matter

Then bed time would come, and with another day done

I would lie beneath eider down warming

The bats crows and trolls can stay out in the cold

Until hunting begins in the morning
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