Oak Catcgor3 Winner

THE UNKNOWN WORKMEN

Ass a student of Birkenhead Park, a concept | admire,
PcoP]c often put to me ~ who was it lit the fire?
Was it the T own (C ommissioners, who summoned up the dream,

or the artistic zeal of Faxton, turning blank paper into schemes?

Orthe cliligcncc of Kcmp who turned clrawings into land,
nurtured novice Plants, and saplings, into a singing, forest band.
T his was before the tractor, excavator and machines,

who was it that turned marshland - into sweet sglvanic dreams?

Made the ravines, lakes and briclgcs, built the towering focal Points’?
(Created havens for wildlife, space for archcrg and quoits?
|t was honest nawies’ labour, sweat Pouring to their knees,

who hewed and clug and shovelled, for well-heeled visionaries.

Tl—:csc calloused hands of stccl, Propc”ccl the Picks and sPaclcs,
Turncd marshland into Pasture, created rustling forest g]aclcs.
T hese men gave their claily boclg, to earn shelter and a crust,
and feed their starving Family —then rcst,just where thcg must.

Sc]clom Praiscd for their effort, in numerous wordy manuscriPts,
Lil(c ncighbours in the shipgarcl, who slaved and died - for ships.
Samc treatment for the navvy gangs, who mined the massive clocks,

To berth the ships, that came and went, through the man-made locks.

Seo, | admire the simplc wor‘ccrs, who hard and constant toi],
turned the bad lands of the area, into rich and fertile soil.
Lil(c Wilfred Ower’s Foot—solclicrs, Orwc"’s miners — feel the Priclc,

the honest workmen of the Parl( — the finest men alive!

John Coc‘ccr



