Canny Yatton 

Nestled ‘neath the Cleveland Hills

O’er looked by Roseberry Topping

There lies the village of my dreams

And a childhood half forgotten.

Encompassed by the lonely dales

With windswept moor and heather

Its grace the beauty of our land

A heritage to treasure.

With its village green and winding stream

It sets the Yorkshire pattern

And is known throughout this wild north land

As dear old Canny Yatton.

It has an ancient church and monument

To its son who was a sailor

A waterfall and a Quaker School

With its own historic flavour.

In its village club or friendly pub

You tarry at your leisure

With a pace of life that’s free from stress

To ‘bide there is a pleasure.

So I’ll spend my few remaining years

‘midst these kindly Yorkshire folk

Whose doughty seed brought forth a breed

Like the hardy English Oak.

And when at last they find my bones

In a grave that’s long forgotten

At least they’ll know I had my wish

And died in ............
Canny Yatton.

- by Ray Kappes

