
POEMS ON SUNDAY 
Sundays, 10-2pm | BBC Radio Cornwall 

 

Each Sunday on BBC Radio Cornwall, we challenge you to write your own poem 

around a particular theme. 

We also get involved ourselves – and since quite a few of you have asked to have 

copies of them, we thought we’d put the best in a little anthology. 

We hope they make you smile – and if they do, why not share them with a friend to 

spread a little joy? 

Jack, Jo, Paul, Dasha and the whole weekend team 

 

Jack Murley | BBC Radio Cornwall | 10-2pm  

Visit bbc.co.uk/radiocornwall to listen each weekend  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



ON THE TOPIC OF ‘WHAT THE MILKMAN SAW’ 

Joanna Twist’s Poem: 

The milkman grabbed his crate  

And set off down the garden-path 

The virus was getting him down,  

He needed a good laugh. 

 

He couldn’t chat with regulars, 

They hid behind closed doors. 

And people ordered rations 

Like they lived within the wars. 

He smiled at teddies 

In windows as he drove on by. 

And rainbows praising nurses  

Would often catch his eye. 

But then, at Number 25,  

His gold top near did curdle  

At the sight of Mrs Blenkinsop,  

Removing her pink girdle. 

Jack Murley’s Poem (to be read in the style of Pam Ayers): 

I blame the milkman for my size 

My ample waist, my girth. 

My love for full-fat clotted cream, 

He knows what I am worth. 

I am his golden customer 

With golden tops to match. 

He takes my money day by day 

He knows I’m quite a catch. 

My love for lactose knows no bounds 

He knows that I am keen. 

I keep his balance ticking over 

I’m his Cornish dairy queen. 

And I know I should know better, 

To slim down, switch to skimmed. 

But truth be told, it’s been ten years  

Since I’ve been semi-anything. 



So in joyful isolation 

I embrace my milky madness 

To slosh around in pints of it 

To drive away the sadness 

My neighbours give me lots of space 

They stay away, they’re wary 

But at least I know I’m living life 

So tell me I’m wrong, I dare ‘ee. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



ON THE TOPIC OF ‘THE THING AT THE BACK OF THE CUPBOARD’ 

Jack Murley’s Poem : 

Deep in the depth of the cupboard 

Folded neatly within the stack 

A jumpsuit, near new 

In lurid light blue  

And the memories come flooding back. 

I’d last worn the garment in anger 

On a student night out in Crewe. 

It had looked rather nice  

On Anneka Rice 

And I thought I could pull it off too. 

I’d shimmied across the disco, 

Feeling bright and gay and bold. 

But as the dancefloor span 

The  nausea began 

And my motion sickness took hold. 

And as I grappled my way to the edge of the club 

Legs chasing together through nylon 

A loud sudden ‘THWOCK!’ 

And a large static shock 

Like a bolt from a miswired pylon. 

The blast blew me clean off my feet, you see 

I was stupified, baffled and dazed. 

But as I opened my eyes, 

The most beautiful guy 

Was emerging through the haze. 

He said “can I help you, darlink?” 

A question demanding an answer. 

“I’m a steward named Dirk  

And I happen to virk 

Doing shorthaul each night with Lufthansa”. 

So Dirk took me home so I could see all his hits 

This titillating Teutonic hottie. 

“Genesis, Cat Stevens 

And if you’re good I may even 

Give you glimpse of my Showaddywaddy”. 



But in the morn when I woke, disaster had struck 

A text flashing bright on my phone. 

‘It was a wonderful night 

But I’ve got an early flight 

I’ve left you to go back to Cologne’. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



ON THE TOPIC OF ‘UNREQUITED LOVE’ 

Paul Goddard’s Poem: 

“I think we’re alone now”, I say to your poster on the wall. 

Wanting to run away together, holding onto one another’s hands. 

“Oh sweet Tiffany, when will you understand that it’s only a matter of time 

Before I make you mine”. 

Jack Murley’s Poem: 

My first crush on persons famous  

Is dull, run of the mill. 

But in life’s quiet, lonely moments, 

I think about him still. 

He ticked all of the boxes 

To find a place inside my chart 

A household name in my childhood days 

Who topped the UK charts. 

You see, I was a boy in arms 

Back in 1992. 

When he arrived in prime-time telly  

And my own sweet daydreams too. 

With a push on Noel’s doorbell 

A hopeful twist upon the nob.  

He appeared and whispered these fateful words 

“Blobby blobby, blobby blob”. 

A pink and yellow hottie 

The definition of pure sex. 

With googly eyes and a dapper bow-tie, 

Michael Fish meets Malcolm X. 

His juvenile antics 

Once seen, never forgotten. 

And I’d often ask myself the question 

“Does he have a crinkly bottom?” 

A buffoon, a clown who made me laugh 

Night in, night out, every time. 

I wanted a Gotcha of my own. 

To have courage, shout “damnit, you’re mine!” 



But as these things so often do, 

The crush went as fast as it came 

And I realised there was no future 

With a man who’d melt around a naked flame. 

But I sometimes ponder what happened to him 

Does he work or have a hobby? 

And did I make a mistake by not following my heart 

To become the very first Mrs Blobby. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



ON THE TOPIC OF ‘SCHOOLDAYS” 

Joanna Twist’s poem: 

My days at school were mainly good 

With friends and sums and tennis. 

But there was one thing really bad 

The school cook was a menace.  

 

She specialised in leftovers 

Over from what, I do not know. 

They were beige, bland and homogenous 

In the pig bin they would go.  

 

She’d make us semolina  

With a pinch of jam as well. 

But she’d mix them both together 

They’d make the most awful smell. 

But I really loved my guitar teacher, 

A very jolly nun. 

She played “Kumbaya” and ‘Country Roads” 

In the convent by the sun. 

I had a few detentions 

For questioning RE. 

But I survived and even thrived 

In French and Geography. 

I scraped the grades I needed 

To go onto university. 

So Sister Ruth and Mother Anne 

Could wave goodbye to me. 

Jack Murley’s Poem:  

Inside this country’s classrooms 

Through this green and pleasant land. 

Our teachers love and nurture,  

They help us understand. 

Why ‘e’ should always follow ‘i’ 

Why two plus two is four. 

Why flowers turn towards the sun 

Why the Roses fought a war. 



They make it so we get things, 

Make us smarter, make us grow. 

But I somehow feel we’re missing out  

On what we really need to know. 

Like how to find the end bit 

On a roll of sticky tape 

Or what happens when a red thing 

Goes in the whitewash by mistake? 

 

Why we never learn that too much booze 

Is bound to make us feel sick. 

Or what on Earth we’re meant to say when our partner says 

“I don’t mind, you pick?”. 

 

Why restaurants make groups scratch their heads 

On just how to split a cheque 

Or what women in a certain age 

See in Anton flipping Du Beke? 

Why when forty comes we can’t sit in chairs 

Without holding our knees, saying ‘aahh’. 

And why to get to the food bit in M&S 

They make you walk past all the bras! 

So if school makes you wise in so many ways, 

And I’m sure that was true at least once. 

When it comes to lessons of day to day life 

I’m still just bewildered, a dunce.  

 

 

 

  

 


