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									Wednesday, July 12th, 2000
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Leave a comment on verse 1 0
now my nan had a shed in the garden

and the bloke down the road’s got one too

but there was a shed that i lived in for years

it was magic and rusty and blue

and the iron was all corrugated

the rooftop was leaky and old

you got soaked to the skin when the rain came in

but the Shed at the Bridge had soul

¶ 2
Leave a comment on verse 2 0
and we clapped underneath with the faithful

and the skinheads much later on

and the endless big blokes with their bugles

how the memories go on and on

being squashed in like sardines at cup-ties

when security didn’t exist

when they moved to and fro you just had to let go

because most of the crowd were all pissed

it was epic and concrete and awesome

sixty eight thousand or so

I got passed down the front on the hands of the crowd

to watch Greavesie get five in a row

¶ 3
Leave a comment on verse 3 0
but when tragedy struck we all realised

at Bradford and Hillsborough we knew

that nothing’s as precious as this life itself

and the days of the shed grew few

¶ 4
Leave a comment on verse 4 0
so I put up a shed in my garden..got my mem’ries and dreams in there too

and I go in there now to remember in my own shed all painted and blue

yes I go in there now to remember on weekends with Radio Five

and I think to myself as I stand in my shed I’m the luckiest bugger alive

¶ 5
Leave a comment on verse 5 0
cos I don’t have no nice numbered seating

no that ain’t a part of my dream

cos there’s something strange about having to sit

when you wanna stand up for your team

and I’m left with my shed in my garden

and the bloke down the road’s got one too

but there was a shed that i lived in for years

it was magic and rusty and blue

and the iron was all corrugated the rooftop was leaky and old

you got soaked to the skin when the rain came in

but the Shed at the Bridge had soul
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Publish your football poems here and then discuss them with your team mates and fans. We're archived by The British Library, so your masterpieces are in the safe hands of a world-class keeper. What a result!
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joe morris
29th January 2024 at 10:03 pm







Hi Crispin,

How are you doing mate? Yes, you’re probably right but hey football is all about emotion and passion and I just love writing about the game. I try to keep my poetry to a reasonable length but there’s so much to write about the game and its literature just lends itself naturally to poetry. Sometimes I just get completely carried and I do apologise for the length of my poetry but it’s a great thrill to be associated with Football Poets.

Cheers mate

 

Joe





See in context







	






Crispin Thomas
10th January 2024 at 7:52 pm







You’re right of course Joe but…..it’s actually more of a big welcome break for everyone who is not into Premier League ..I’m talking fans of EFL National League and below…..

 

Btw …is this actually your longest poem ever !?

 

Best

Crispin





See in context







	






Graham Salter
8th January 2024 at 4:45 pm







Thanks!





See in context







	






Crispin Thomas
8th January 2024 at 10:42 am







There’s something so evocative and  nostalgic for football fans the world over, in ‘revisiting’ old lost  grounds.

Occasionally some  remnants remain,  with perhaps part of a wall or part or a stand or thre shape of a terrace, but often  they are only still there in faded images and in our heads..

Great stuff Graham





See in context







	






John Gilbert Ellis
4th January 2024 at 10:13 am







A great idea and well executed. Thanks Graham.





See in context







	






Denys E. W. Jones
19th November 2023 at 1:45 pm







Thanks Gacina, glad you liked it, and I have just posted a new one about our points deduction…





See in context







	






Gacina Bozidar
7th November 2023 at 6:34 pm







Today B.B.C post on F.B was titled:Premier League reduced to 18 clubs? I really think it may be interesting to see if this would be Everton’s nightmare and this poem is well suited for this concern.If there would be more difficult battle to stay if there were 18 teams.Great poem and somehow true.





See in context







	






Greg Freeman
6th November 2023 at 4:43 pm







Ashington FC have launched a £50,000 Crowdfunder appeal to meet the increased costs of winning promotion last season, to pay for urgent stadium improvements, travel costs and equipment

 

 

 

 





See in context







	






Crispin Thomas
31st October 2023 at 4:26 pm







‘Three Teams Worse Than Us’ from our Toffee friend Denys in Italy, also sums up how FGR fans currently feel. Yes, in our case, with two going down to the Conference, it could be entitled ‘Two Teams Worse Than Us’, but three would make us feel even safer.





See in context







	






John Gilbert Ellis
6th October 2023 at 11:49 pm







Enjoy it while you can, although I’m sure Mbappe could well be bound for St James





See in context
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