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In March 2020 a flu-like virus called Covid-19 hit the world.  
It originated in China but spread rapidly around the world. 
 
Before we knew it, everything was cancelled, all our gigs, all 
our holidays, our choir practices and we were told to stay 
indoors unless we need to shop for food or for medicines.  
We were allowed on outing per day and only essential 
workers (medical staff, including ambulance drivers, food 
store workers and care home assistants; workers involved in 
the manufacture and distribution of medical supplies and 
some teachers where the children of essential workers 
needed to be in school so that their parents could work), 
were allowed to travel to and from work.  Most non-food 
shops, schools, offices and other businesses were shut 
down.  The country, and most of the rest of the world, was 
in lockdown! 
 
The members of Noteability choir are a resilient bunch and 
found all sorts of ways of self-isolating but, at the same 
time, keeping in touch.  They worked hard at keeping 
everyone’s spirits up by joining in choir practices on Zoom 
each Thursday, having a lively WhatsApp group and regular 
Zoom catchups to enable members to see each other and 
have a chat. 
 
We also had various challenges and one of these was to 
write a poem/limerick/rhyme that everyone would recite at 
a Zoom meeting.  This booklet is a compilation of all those 
rhymes etc., and hopefully will serve as a happy memory of a 
challenging time. 
 



This first poem of Jean Caddy’s was prompted by a WhatsApp 
exchange (of which there were many!!!) to encourage Jean to 
write a poem! 
 
The WhatsApp chat went like this: 
 
Alan: There once was a singer called Jean… 
 
Les: Who was so very kind and serene… 
 
Alan: She like to wave flags… 
 
Les: And laugh at bad gags 
 
Mandy: She is a proud Cornish maid 
 
Then….. 
 
Alan: Can’t think of anything that rhymes with Mandy… 
 
Les: Handy, Shandy, Bandy 
 
Jean: Candy 
 
Les: Dandy 
 
Mandy: Eye candy, Jean 
 
Jean: That’s more like it 
 
Alan: Oh, I’ve just thought of one, Randy 
 
Mandy: NO, I don’t think the judges would approve 
 
Les:  You’re disqualified Alan!! 
 
 



Jean’s Poem 

 

The once was a singer called Jean 

Who practised each evening on screen 

She said “never mind the futility” 

If you have the ability 

Just as long as you are ever so keen 

 

With pasties we’ll get through this virus 

Nothing will beat us or tire us 

Even though we’re in lockdown, 

We won’t show a frown 

While we have singers to inspire us. 

 

(She was definitely encouraged, and inspired!!) 

 
 



These were from Lesley Dibb, (written in between 
encouraging everyone else and keeping Alan in check!) 
 
Her first poem was inspired by Dee telling her that she had 
been trying to get a stone out of her newly adopted donkey’s 
hoof when it kicked out and dislocated her shoulder.  It went 
back luckily but tore some tendons – poor Dee… 
 
 

There was a fine lady called Dee 

Who adopted a second donkey. 

When Basil kicked out 

 

 

‘Twas a hell of a clout 

It made her feel really off key! 

 

 



Her second poem: 

A dear choir member called Mike 

To choir could not make the hike 

Then Zoom invites came 

And he joined us again 

Which all in the choir did like! 

 

Her third poem: 

There once was a lady called Jane 

Who had such a very large brain 

She was great with IT and could you and me 

How to connect and stay sane! 

 

  

(I hear that Les takes Alan’s 
toys away if he’s naughty!) 



Jean Caddy gave me a couple of fun lines for if I wanted 
to fill a space ……… (her words, not mine!) 
 
When I woke up in morning light 

I gave myself such a fright 

Who’s that in the mirror I see 

Looking back at me. 

 

 

And 

Pasty shops are a must 

Only one left in St Just 

Since they closed the village store 

Warrens pasties are no more! 

 

 

  (This was the only pasty shop photo available, 
sorry!) 



From Pat Dowling 
 

 

People here, people there 

People rushing everywhere 

Now we have the time to spare 

Time to breathe our Cornish air 

Time to share 

Time to care 

Time to walk 

Time to talk 

Time to try just anything 

But best of all 

Time to sing! 

 



Veronica Jones added this explanation of her poem:  

The story behind it is that I’ve lived in Cornwall for just over 2 

years now.  I’ve been keen to find out how to pronounce place 

names properly.  I was challenged by Tywardreath.  My son, 

who runs St Blazey P O, helped me learn it and I’d nearly got it 

when someone said “Take a breath, Tywardreath”. 

 

There once was a fine singer from Tywardreath 

Who once, when singing, forgot to take a breath, 

She went blue and spluttered, 

And everyone muttered, 

And now she’s an haute cuisine chef! 

 

 

 (One of Veronica’s lovely WhatsApp) photos 
photos 



Here’s a scribble from me, Sue Phillips, concerning our 
weekly catchups and challenges. 
 
 
What did we do with our time? 

Make peshwari (naan), do quizzes, 

Write poems that rhyme. 

But best of all, our friends we call 

So how are we doing? 

We’re doing fine! 

 

And another one, prompted by a photo of Pietro Abate’s 
biscuits: 
 
There once was a guy called Pietro 

Whose biscuits looked definitely great! 

He posted on WhatsApp with the ease of one tap 

But didn’t say how many he ate! 

 



Pietro Abate’s poem: 
 

 

There’s rivalry between Cornwall and Devon 

To do with scones and how to spread ‘em 

Is it jam on the top 

Or is it cream has that spot? 

But no matter ‘cos Cornwall is Heaven. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



And now Kathryn Abate’s poem prompted by the 

remoteness of their home and the clap for NHS workers – their 

nearest neighbours are cows and sheep. 

 

All the cows and sheep they were sleeping 

On the night of the Care workers applause 

At the sound of the clapping 

They ceased all their napping 

And they bleated and mooed for the cause! 

 

  



Angela Hoskins wrote about her poem. “it’s a bit long 
and it sort of reflects the stuff that happens on local Facebook 
pages” 
In the village there’s danger 

When you spot a stranger 

Who’s spreading their germs your way 

Keep your distance you emmet 

I don’t want to get it 

Hook up your van and don’t stay 

 

“Remember, you’re never alone 

When you can have a good moan, 

That’s why we’re on Facebook all day!” 

 

There’s a Russian spy on Par beach 

Trying to keep out of reach 

Paddling his canoe they say 

Helicopters are flying in the sky 

Spraying, disinfecting, you and I 

And trying to keep the virus away.          Continued… 



…continued 

“Remember, you’re never …etc 

 

Remember, you’re never alone, 

So DON’T look at Facebook and moan, 

WhatsApp connects family and friends 

You can chat ‘til isolation ends. 

 

 

 

 

  



Jane Stubberfield wrote: 

There was a large teapot from Bethel 

That served tea that tasted like metal 

But it was the cake and the chatter  

That really did matter 

Post virus, will the tea taste like Dettol? 

 

(Note:  I know everyone will join me in thanking Jane for 

sharing her technological knowhow with us all and for hosting 

our Zoom catchups with great calm when things could have 

been a bit fraught!! (No sound, no picture etc., etc.) 

 

  



A poem by Jane Baron who signed it off “Written by a 

dyspraxic Alto” 

 

There was a conductor called Matt 

Whose choir was a tiny bit flat 

‘Raise your eyebrows” he cried 

Now El Grillo’s tongue tied 

And the altos keep having a chat! 

 

Her second poem 

There was a brave man name of Douglas 

Whose choir was pretty relentless 

Their ‘Do-Ron-Rons’ were bold 

‘Beatles Medley’ pure gold 

‘Greatest Showman’ moves simply priceless! 

 

(The relevance of this pic will become obvious….) 



Alan Dibb gave us several limericks showing great 
expertise – the expertise he shows when looking after our choir 
groups’ every need week by week.  Thank you Alan! 
There once was a teacher called Matt 

Who winced when his pupils sang flat 

Despite eating cake 

He was as thin as a rake 

How on earth does he ever do that? 

And … 

This virus is laying us low 

Far flung places we no longer go 

So we stay here at home 

No more can we roam 

So my friends I’m getting to know 

And … 

We try to learn pieces online 

But the latency isn’t sublime 

We all do our best 

But our minds are all messed 

But the purpose is really quite fine. 



And … 

There once was a tenor called Rob 

When younger, a pilot, his job 

He never sings flat 

He couldn’t do that 

Until he opens his gob! 

 

 

 

And, also … 

If choirs were judged on the cake 

That they ear when they’re taking their break 

Noteability would win 

But we’ll never stay thin 

So join us, for your goodness sake! 

 

 

  



Dee Collin’s poem 

She said she wasn’t very good at this sort of thing but anything 
for a laugh! 
 
 

 

We have a great friend called Al 

Who is always everyone’s pal, 

Full of all sorts of pranks and joy 

As if he was still a young boy. 

Today the clock went forward by one hour 

That should give him much more power! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



And from Trish Callis, who, before reciting her poem, 
said that everyone she knew was not a drinker!!? 
 
 

Thank goodness the sun has been shining 

It keeps us happy and smiling 

We can dig in our gardens and even sunbather 

We must not go out though we must all behave. 

I clapped the NHS on Thursday 

My neighbour banged a drum 

I would rather be with my choir 

Drinking whisky or rum!!! 

To tell the truth I do prefer gin 

I told my neighbour this when I put out my bin! 

Thankyou, Matt, you are a star 

You keep us all sane, 

We do like to talk and can be a pain 

I can’t wait to see you all and chat 

Let’s have a drink and cheers to that! 

 



She commented on WhatsApp “Well it took all day to do one 

(poem, as Des had said he was on his 7th).  I cannot do 

anymore – I hope it’s not a competition! 

 

 

 

 



Des Honey wrote this epic poem: 
There’s a choir of worthy fame 

Noteability is their name 

Raising charity for all, 

They still have a ball. 

Yet remain on top of their game. 

 

Under our maestro Matt 

A genius, we are sure of that, 

Because of the cake 

That he eats in the break 

He’s a lovable pussycat! 

 

There is Colin, Anne and Emily 

A most talented musical family 

Then when Matt sings the bass 

All the parts fall in place 

And they do it all so faultlessly 

Continued … 



… Continued 

We all love the alto, Lorella 

A singer undoubtedly bella 

When she sings “Shadowland” 

Takes our hearts by the hand 

With her expressive singing so stellar. 

 

Then there’s our boss, Mr Dibb 

Firing off his emails ad lib 

Always selling this army 

With flattering blarney 

He’s certainly a great sahib. 

 

The guy who’s a bass called Tom 

Comes along to sing with his “Mom” 

A dab hand on the drumming 

And deft finger strumming  

Sibilance is dismissed with aplomb 

Continued … 



… Continued 

 

Our tea rota queen, dear Jane 

Is certainly no feather brain 

She looks after our cash 

Runs the web with a dash 

She deserves a glass of champagne. 

Note:  Definitely the longest of all the poems!  Well done Des! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Pam Watson 

Here I sit, broken hearted 

I can’t think of a rhyme, 

Can’t think how to get me started 

And I’m running out of time… 

 

Tis nearly 7 of the clock 

What shall I say and do, 

You are the best of mates, you know 

So tell me what to do. 

 

I shall just listen to you all 

Your splendid words and rhyme 

I’ve failed again, but I will try 

To do better the next time! 

 

 

 



Jenny Wyatt-Flemen wrote: 

There was an old girl called Jenny 

And she lives in a barn called Moonpenny 

She sings in Matt’s choir Noteability 

And does so with great equanimity 

She mumbles along, and sings every song 

And just prays that she doesn’t go wrong. 

 

Now they’ve dreamed up this thing called Zoom 

Which has filled poor Jenny with gloom 

She ‘phoned son-in-law Tom 

And he zoomed her on 

Now all her troubles are gone. 

 

Everything’s going so well, 

Jenny thing this is swell 

But her battery goes red, and she really sees red 

And she stomped down the stairs to bed. 



She stayed awake all night 

Mulling over her plight, 

And thought how do I make this alright 

So, she enlisted the help of dear Jane 

Who said “No, Jenny, you’re not really a pain” 

And went through it all yet again 

Even though she’s feeling quite meek 

She’s glad Jane’s help she did seek 

And hopes to sing with you all next week! 

 

(As far as I am aware she had now more difficulties with Zoom 

after this!) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



And from Lorella Jacinto: 

 

Today I’ve decided to put worry aside 

And enjoy this new self-isolation ride. 

Many around the world are doing things to save lives 

And it torments me that I’m chopping fruit with these knives 

But that’s what’s needed of me right now 

And so I sit, contemplating and pondering how … 

Can I use this time to make a change? 

And put plans into action, with ideas that range 

From new skills, to cleaning, writing and learning, 

While I check 58 WhatsApp messages, 

All the time churning 

Up new recipe ideas, which is my kinda creativity 

Or writing a rhyme, while sipping a drink and 

Watching a bee. 

Perhaps it’s time to try some gardening 

Or in my case, not kill a plant. 



As I tell myself it’s OK to deal with uncertainty 

With tears and a rant. 

Then after that, pick myself up and raise my spirit, 

Count the many blessings, friends, new times and  

… just live it. 

 

 

 

 

 



Tom Hotton put the following on WhatsApp but did not 
claim it as his own … ‘tho’ it may have been’ 
 
 

There was a young man from Leeds 

Who swallowed a packet of seeds 

In less than an hour his ears began to flower 

And his b*m was covered in weeds. 

 

Nicely anatomical, Tom, worthy of a print in this book even if 
you didn’t write it! 
 

 



Kathy Shumacker wrote this, saying “No I’m not a 
wino but I do like an occasional glass of red …” 
 
It all started with good intent 

When I decided to give up drinking wine for Lent 

I thought 40 days would quickly pass 

Until Covid 19 took the world by mass 

What were my initial thoughts at first 

Ah! A glass of wine to quench my thirst 

But penance will be done by me 

Instead of wine, a cup of tea 

Come Easter time without hesitation 

I’ll probably drink wine for the whole of the nation! 

 

She was stone cold sober when she wrote it!  Well done Kathy, 
you can polish up your halo! 
 

 

 

 

 



Mandy Wells sent this poem to me.  Although she didn’t 
write it she wanted it included saying that her gran used to 
recite it to her so, obviously, special memories for her! Also, it 
has a feeling of isolation about I which makes it rather 
appropriate! 
 
Sea Fever – by John Masefield 

I must go down to the sea again, to the lonely sea and the sky, 

And all I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by; 

And the wheel’s kick and the wind’s song and the white sail’s 

shaking, 

And a grey mist on the sea’s face, and a grey dawn breaking. 

 

I must go down to the sea again, for the call of the running tide, 

Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied; 

And all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds flying 

And the flung spray and the flown spume, and the sea-gulls 

crying. 

 

Continued … 

 



… continued 

I must go down to the seas again, to the vagrant gypsy life, 

To the gull’s way and the whale’s way where the wind’s like a 

whetted knife: 

And all I ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow rover, 

And quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long trick’s over. 

 

 

 



Janet McCay sent in this, which she had set to music 
but this booklet doesn’t quite stretch to that, so the words make 
a good poem.  If feel I must say that it was not (well not quite!) 
the last poem to be sent in, so ‘Well done’ Janet!  
 
The Late Song 

Oh dammit I think I’m late 

And Alan is stood at the gate 

I’m feeling quite naughty 

But it’s been quite fraught, see 

To manage to get the right date. 

 

So late I’d not planned to be 

But I really needed my tea 

Matt doesn’t like us essing 

But he might be effing  

If he claps his eyes on me  

 

Continued … 

 

 



… continued 

And Pat, she keeps me a seat 

She’s ever so lovely and sweet 

So can I just sneak in … 

I’ll just take a peak in 

Cos if I get caught I’ll get beat! 

 

Matt’s looking around to see 

Who’s here long before we have tea 

I’ll be out of favour … 

Woo, boo I’ve a saviour 

Lorella is later than me! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Note from Sue: 
 
When I finally got to the point where this booklet was finished, I 
printed a copy just to check everything was ok only to realise 
that because of the format I had used I had some empty 
spaces at the end.  I asked, through WhatsApp, if anyone else 
had a contribution that they wanted to send but nothing was 
forthcoming!  So I decided to try filling the spaces myself.  I 
apologise in advance!! 
 
There were no more poems or rhymes, 

Was it a sign of the times? 

Was everyone busy 

Or all of a tizzy? 

No, they were all drinking gin and limes! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



I needed an extra limerick 

The booklet, I needed to finish it 

But no more rhymes came, 

And no one to blame 

So I wrote this – don’t diminish it! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The End 


