
 

 

 

A 

Year of 

Poems 

2020 
 



 

 

Silence 

Winter world 

closely coated, 

Voices muffled 

by soft, white scarf. 

Traffic tiptoes 

Over cloaked roads. 

Booted feet tread 

On silent soles. 

Winter world  

Swathed in snow 

and silence. 

 

Margaret Hardy, January 2020 

 



Stool  

In a corner of the schoolroom 

stands the stool of shame. 

Naughtiness or ignorance 

the punishment’s the same. 

‘Mildred says you pulled her plait. 

How many perches in a rood? 

You don’t know the answer. 

You really are a fool.’ 

‘Go and sit in the corner 

Put on the Dunce’s hat. 

You are a wicked, stupid boy. 

There’s no doubt of that!’ 

Now I have to face the wall. 

I have to sit up straight. 

If not, I will be beaten. 

This punishment I hate. 

Why should sitting on the stool 

make me feel so ashamed?  

When I don’t know an answer 

why should I be blamed? 

Why should I sit in the corner 

on this hateful dunce’s stool? 

The only lesson that I’ve learned 

is that this punishment is cruel.  

 

Margaret Hardy, February 2020 



 

Q 

Whenever Bond has a task to do 

He always begins by seeing Q. 

Q has an amazing mind 

Creates gadgets hard to find – 

A dart gun worn on the wrist, 

An umbrella that kills with a twist, 

A stun gun in a mobile phone, 

An autogyro like a drone. 

Q gave Bond a robot dog, 

Spray to envelope pursuers in fog, 

A watch that could be used as a saw, 

A case with space beneath a false floor. 

The Aston Martin was Q’s creation 

With number plates for every nation, 

A natty gadget to puncture tyres, 

A flame-thrower for blazing fires. 

Bond’s life is often saved by Q. 

It’s amazing what that man can do. 

 

Margaret Hardy, March 2020 



The Supper Table 

The Last Supper – Leonardo da Vinci 

The table stands in the forefront, 

Stretching from wall to wall. 

Covered with a plain white cloth 

It was witness to it all. 

 
 

Thirteen came to the table; 

Ranged along one side. 

There was lamb for Passover 

Bread and wine beside. 

Jesus broke unleavened bread 

He blessed the bread and wine. 

‘Come share this food with me 

As we sup for one last time.’ 

The disciples’ convivial chatter 

Was silenced by Our Lord. 

His words cut through the gathering 

As though he’d used a sword, 

‘One of the twelve of you 

Will, very soon, betray me.’ 

They looked around in horror 

‘Who could it possibly be?’ 

Supper ended in confusion 

Disciples hastened from the hall. 

The table was left in disarray 

Having heard and seen it all.  

Margaret Hardy, March 2020 



 

Tough 

Liam reckoned he was tough; 

He survived sleeping rough. 

He’d always known life wasn’t fair; 

Spent his childhood years in care. 

At fourteen expelled from school, 

Liam knew he was no fool. 

Began dealing in a smallish way 

to anyone with cash to pay. 

He moved on to bigger crimes 

as drug dealer with county lines. 

Liam always carried a knife -  

Thought it would protect his life, 

Until arrived the fatal day 

when he stood in a rival’s way. 

Liam was right, he was tough - 

He just wasn’t fast enough. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Margaret Hardy, May 2020 



 

Bed 

Through the gap in the curtains 

I glimpsed a white man’s bed 

It stood high above the floor 

Carved wood at foot and head. 

It had a huge thick mattress, 

Sheets of brilliant white, 

Pillows that were soft and plump. 

It was an amazing sight. 

 

Through the gap in the curtains 

I glimpsed an Indian’s bed 

As he lay on the pavement 

With an arm beneath his head 

His body was partially covered 

With a cloth that had been white 

Leaving bare feet exposed 

It was a disturbing sight. 

 

Margaret Hardy, February 2020 



Wind 

When I’m in a bad mood 

I cause lots of trouble, 

I throw trees in the road, 

Reduce brick walls to rubble,  

I make seas roil and crash, 

Stop aeroplanes from flying, 

I overturn rubbish bins 

Leaving litter lying. 

 

When I’m in a good mood 

I’m a force benign 

I dry your washing 

Blow clouds to keep it fine. 

I help a yacht to sail 

Fly a kite on high 

Caress your face so gently 

As I pass by with a sigh. 

 

Margaret Hardy, July 2020 

 



 

Waiting 

Server! Senor! Garcon! 

No-one calls me by my name. 

To the dining clientele 

All waiters are the same. 

We are meant to be invisible 

We never run; we glide 

In order to appear instantly 

At the beckoning diner’s side. 

We never offer our opinion 

Unless, of course, we’re asked; 

Silently we carry out 

The role with which we’re tasked. 

A waiter is never noticed 

Unless there’s a mistake 

If the wrong dish is presented  

Or - worse - he breaks a plate. 

We are always waiting 

To be noticed, to be praised 

I suppose we should expect to wait 

It’s what our name conveys.  

 

Margaret Hardy, August 2020 



 

Think 
a cautionary tale 

based on a fable by Aesop. 

Into a well fell a careless fox; 

He found himself trapped 

in a shallow round box. 

Hours later on a ledge 

stood a thirsty goat 

peering over the edge. 

“Is the water good to drink?” 

asked the bearded goat, 

poised on the brink 

“The water here is the very best,” 

said the wily fox, 

“Come. Be my guest.” 

Without even a pause for thought 

the goat jumped in 

for the water he sought. 

At once the fox was on his back 

leapt out of the well 

and set off down the track. 

The goat cried for help in vain. 

“You should have thought,” 

said the fox with disdain. 

“You forgot an important fact. 

Always stop and think 

before you act. 

Margaret Hardy, September 2020 



 

 

Feet 

My feet and I walk many miles 

In sunshine, rain and snow 

No matter what the weather 

My feet will always go. 

They prefer it warm and sunny 

When sandals they can wear 

Wriggling their little toes 

Exposed to summer air. 

They’re not keen on rainy days 

When paths are wet and muddy 

Sliding around on gloopy ground 

My feet do not find funny. 

They don’t mind a little snow 

In boots they’re snug and warm 

Clad in their winter gear 

They won’t come to harm. 

My feet share my own opinions 

On different sorts of weather. 

It’s no surprise that we agree; 

We walk every mile together. 

 

Margaret Hardy, October 2020 

 

 



Election – I Go to Vote 

I walked by the crossroads 

to the Baptist Church hall 

past the village sign  

where the poor woman 

receives herrings for lent. 

The hall door stands open, 

I hand my polling card 

to the woman in tweeds 

who earnestly peruses 

the electoral roll. 

Pristine polling paper 

in hand, I step into the booth, 

a rickety wooden structure 

with shelf and blunt pencil 

tied on with frayed string. 

Quickly I mark a cross 

by my candidate of choice 

on the flimsy paper, fold and 

post it in the box standing 

like a sentinel at the door. 

Such a simple task, which today 

we take for granted, but yesterday 

women demonstrated, were jailed, 

starved, were force-fed, died -  

Simply for my right to vote. 

Margaret Hardy, November 2020 

with thanks to Judith Harris: My Mother Goes to Vote 

 

 

 

 



Pantomime 

So you’ve got two tickets 

And invited me to come 

To see the pantomime with you 

To laugh and have some fun! 

Pantomimes are so boring  

They’re really all the same 

All those dreary characters 

Prince, heroine, and dame. 

Cinderella, Puss in Boots - 

The story lines are trite 

The villain’s always wicked 

But everything comes right. 

Always the same conventions - 

The dreadful sing-a-long 

When everyone’s expected 

To join in fatuous song. 

To keep the children happy 

They’re showered with gaudy sweets 

Which, of course, will make them fat 

And rot remaining teeth. 

Who wants to see an ageing man 

In a dress and wearing rouge? 

I decline your invitation. 

Yours, Ebenezer Scrooge. 

Margaret Hardy, December 2020 
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