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        MY GRANDPA 
 

        Adrian Rumble 
 

by Noa 
 

        his granddaughter 
 

        aged 6 (me not him) 
 

     
         
 

 

Everyone sees us, and may represent us, differently, but it’s a fact that I was 

born in Leeds in 1945 and lived there until thirteen years old. Then York, 

Honiton, Hondarribia, Ushaw, Hull, Madrid, Mexico City, Hull again, and 

Valencia. I taught at the Instituto Anglo Mexicano in Mexico City for two years 

with Paul Davies, founder and editor of 50plusArtSpace, from whom I learnt a 

great deal. Then I spent almost twenty years back in Hull again teaching in 

primary schools, and as head teacher in the old fish dock area of Hull. 

Meanwhile, I did some writing and publishing of poetry for children. And I 

ended up here in Valencia, Spain, as head teacher of two British schools, and 

registered inspector for British Schools in Spain. I love rock and baroque, 

Dickens, and cycling. Oh, and wine too. Cheers! 

 

 

 

ADRIAN RUMBLE 

      1945 –  

Contribution to 50plusArtSpace in September, 2020 



‘Whistle and I’ll come to thee’ 

A breathless night, 

still and cold, 

a full moon shone, 

cruel and old. 

I found a whistle 

by the sea: 

‘Whistle and I’ll come to thee’. 

I laughed and blew  

with all my might… 
a gale sprang up  

and ripped the night, 

whipped the water  

into waves, 

smashed ships on rocks 

and into caves:  

racing madly 

down the shore 

it shouted inland 

with a roar; 

trees and houses, 

church and town, 

the whole world 

was crashing down. 

At last the dawn 

brought peace… 

I stood and stared: 

my house was gone, 

the land lay bare.  

I hurled the whistle 

far away, 

for all I know 

it still lies there. 

‘Whistle and I’ll come to thee’. 

WHISTLE IF YOU DARE! 



 

 

Come with me now 

Come with me now 

as daylight ends; 

the sun sinks low, 

black night descends; 

into a world of sleep and dream, 

moon and starshine 

and lamplight gleam. 

Enter now and join the dance 

of creeping shadow 

and midnight trance. 

This is the dark kingdom 

where colours change, 

streets grow longer 

and mystery reigns. 

Enter now and join the dance. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Barking 

You bark at infinity 

pacing the ledge 

backwards and forwards 

hour after hour 

day after day 

seemingly without  

purpose or meaning 

but straining 

for sense 

testing the fence; 

if you are lucky  

if I will listen 

condescendingly explain     yes, you bark at infinity 

you can believe      and pace 

- for a moment -      on your ledge 

that you are       you can’t find 

almost the same      the price of admission 

but most of your questions    I can’t dismantle 

I rudely ignore      your fence; 

embarrassing contact avoided    yes, go bark 

eyes down at the bar -     at infinity 

you know just how far     and howl at your moon 

you may pull       I’ll offer you 

at your leash;       half truths 

         I’ll dodge 

         and I’ll hedge; 

         so bark at infinity, go 

         strain at your fence 

         and push 

         keep on pushing 

         for some sort of sense 

         and I’ll refuse 

to respond to 

your mad innocence. 



Dance of the Universe 

This is the dance of the Universe, 

you can all join in: 

The moon spins round on its axis 

and it spins around the 

world spins round on its axis 

and it spins around the 

sun moon spins round on its axis 

and it spins around the 

galaxy spins round on its axis 

and it spins around ………. 

This is the dance of the Universe, 

you can all join in. 

 

 

 

 

Saturn  

…and Voyager 1 

came dancing by the frozen surface 

breaking the solitude 

of a million aeons 

with glimpses of awesome beauty: 

a huge majestic world 

nobly crowned 

by a hundred convoluted rings; 

gracefully through long days 

turning a many-coloured axis; 

guarded by attendant moons 

in the swirling 

wreaths of icy gas… 

fair promises of hope 

for future man: 

benign not saturnine.  



Venus 

Look up 

towards the evening sky, 

just as the sun dies down; 

see the planet Venus 

sparkle like an emperor’s crown. 

Look out 

across the morning sky, 

just as the sun’s reborn; 

see the planet Venus 

singing-in the dawn. 

 

 

 

Open up your window 

Open up your window 

and let the moon shine in; 

the dust of night is dancing 

to a bright white moonglow hymn. 

Take the path of moonbeam, 

step out, go and climb; 

all night’s creatures wait for you 

and they dance in starlit rhyme 

Oh join with us in dance of night 

and listen, oh just listen 

as the music binds you tight. 

Enter worlds of wonder now, 

join the midnight dance: 

before too long the day will dawn 

and end your sunless trance. 

Embrace the kingdom of the moon 

before it is too late. 

The world of night will fade too soon; 

don’t wait, don’t wait, don’t wait. 



Jo-Ann Kelly died 

 

we drank 

together once 

and talked 

blues she wore 

gold round glasses 

was slight quiet 

so when 

they played 

her voice 

was a surprise 

of Mississippi 

suffering; 

at the break 

I begged 

play Spoonful 

we don’t 

do those 

city things 

she said but 

I’ll do it 

just for you; 

She did 

and it was 

hot 

and now she’s 

cold. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



 

Autumn in Spring 

There was burning 

in the orange groves 

wood smoke caught 

in my throat 

stopped my heart 

as if I’d glimpsed 

a long lost love; 

Autumn in Spring raged 

and I was confused 

beneath a blue sky 

that willed larks 

above the dirty haze; 

below, a dual heartache 

the scents of smoke 

and blossom mingled 

made mockery of time 

and all things cyclical. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Don’t go there, she said  

You can’t go there 

There is no there 

Oh yes there is 

and we’ve been there 

and there is here 

and now is there 

and forever 

And we are there 

And here and will 

Always be 

So there 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


