Clifford School Room,


April 6. 1867

My dear young friend,

Here I am – superintending a School exam 

Where I am as quiet as a lamb

Sitting up like a great sham

(after having attempted a cram!) 

 To overlook Annie and Pollie and Sam-

 which by the way is rather a “flam”

 only to save my rhyme from a “jam” –

 No Sam  at all being here

 as by the list doth plainly appear

 But Tom, and one eyed George so queer 

 And little Jan with her hair in a net

 That wishes she did not know how to forget 

 And dark eyed Jane so steady and nice, 

 And Mary Anne and Anne Mary Price 

 Twins as like as a pair of dice 

 And Lizzie the tipsy keeper’s daughter 

 That’s taken a pledge and drinks cold water

Nine in all, all striving for fame.

 But here my doggerel came to a stick,

 And I was forced to shut it up quick, 

 For time & place I could not pick,

 But like an old lamp without a wick

I just “went out,” when my work was done, 

 And they went off at a walk or a run, 

 convinced an exam was very bad fun, 

 Tommy and George that eye has one, 

 Pollie and Annie with each of them two, 

 And fourteen year Jane, with her jacket blue

          (It was red, by the way, 
 but the rhyme wouldn’t do!) 

Nine that had all been striving for fame, 

 with a puzzled head, and a hearty goodwill, 

 Do you know anyone doing the same? 

Did you ever read so much nonsense in 2 ½ pages of note paper? 
Did you ever expect that from me? I used, you must know to be a bit of a rhymester in old, old days – and especially when I was in love! But I have not broken out in this way, I am sure, for years and years…
Your affectionate friend,





T.W.Webb

