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Sam Henry was born in Victorian times
And would know some six Monarchs

By steam trains’ fire
And Dunlop tyre.  
He travelled wide
The countryside

There he found goodly folk,
Homes lit by oil lamp and candle,
Pots hanging by the handle.

Outside in daylight, by the door,
He set the Kodak bellows
Collected photos, stories and songs
For the interest of future fellows.

Natural History was the fashion
Darwin’s Evolution
Birds’ eggs his pastime passion
Put field glasses to the test
Focused on the seabird’s nest.

On display, in the eggshell tray
A case of Natural Selection
Regiment in their rows,
Insides blown out, delicate work, clever
Their songs will live for ever.

Then came the war to end all wars
Field glasses to the Western Front
Jumelles de guerre view the enemy’s best
Focused on the gunner’s nest

On display in the cemetery
Thousands to Natural Selection
Regiment in their rows
Insides blown out, delicate work, never
Their songs will live for ever.
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