
STREET GAMES
By Muriel Baker

The courage it took to ask
‘ Can I get a game?’
‘Aye ye can be an ender
and caw the rope’.
I liked  being an ender
‘cos  I had no hope of
skipping without tripping.

I was awkward  and tall
much better with a  ball
or two, if we played doublers.
I could do that on my own
unless the woman was at home
who shouted because the noise 
disturbed her.

Peever and beds or 
the English translation HopScotch.
Was that something else we invented?
I was better at drawing the grids
than the hopping.

Then someone would send me shopping.
Not a request a demand,
money thrust in my hand 
as I hopped it to the 
Cooperative  Store.
‘Straight back now!
I still remember their numbers 
so, the divi went on their account.

 It never occurred to me to be dishonest 
I could have made a bit of money 
by putting on my mother’s account.
It’s taken me seventy years to think like that.

If boys joined in the games 
there was kick the can,
or follow the arrows, Simon Says
And Statues. A lot of silly running about 
and noise in my opinion.
The songs that accompanied 
these games are still filed on my brain
a lot of non-PC words and descriptions 
We didn’t know the meanings of.










