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Dedication  

To my loving wife and cherished family, 

As I reflect on the years we have shared, I am filled with deep 
gratitude for your constant love, support, and belief in me. My dear 
wife, your strength and encouragement have carried me through 
moments of doubt and kept my creativity alive. To my family, your 
patience and understanding have allowed my imagination to grow 
and flourish. 

And especially to my beloved granddaughter, Ellie, whose innocent 
faith in my writing has inspired me more than she will ever know. 
Your optimism reminds me that the joy of creating matters most. 

These words are dedicated to you all. 

Paul Baldry (LongJohn) 
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About The Author  

Reflecting on the stories I have written, I realise they are more than 
simple tales. Each word and character reflects experiences from my 
service in the British Army between 1970 and 1996. 

During those years I took part in both tactical and non-tactical 
operations, including five tours of Northern Ireland during the 
Troubles between 1972 and 1985. My service also took me to other 
parts of the world, including deployments in Belize on the 
Guatemalan border, training in the Swiss mountains and Norwegian 
fjords, and exercises with the American Marines in Florida. These 
journeys exposed me to many landscapes, challenges, and cultures. 

One of the most demanding experiences was a six-month world 
cruise deployment. It was far from luxurious, involving long periods 
in harsh environments and living mainly on composite ration packs. 
Yet it tested and strengthened our resilience as soldiers. 

Growing up in a small village in Nottinghamshire, I later found 
myself living in tents or simple shelters during deployments. These 
temporary homes often made me reflect on the comforts of home. 

My stories capture both the camaraderie and hardships of service. 
They honour those who served beside me and reflect the courage, 
resilience, and sacrifices shared by soldiers and their families. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Prologue 
 

Deep in the heart of Nottinghamshire stood a charming village shop 
called “Three Little Pairs,” a playful name inspired by the many 
shoes that lined its shelves. Stepping inside, visitors were welcomed 
by the comforting scents of leather, polished wood, and fresh thread, 
a peaceful escape from the busy world outside. 

Yet this little shop held a quiet magic. Among the carefully arranged 
shoes rested a pair of enchanted socks upon a velvet cushion, their 
fibres shimmering as if woven from moonlight and dreams. 

Day after day the shoes and socks waited on their shelf, listening to 
the footsteps of customers passing through the shop. Each imagined 
the adventures they might one day take—walking cobbled streets, 
dancing beneath starlit skies, or wandering through distant forests. 

They did not yet know that soon someone would choose them, and 
with that simple step, ordinary life would begin to turn into 
something wonderfully extraordinary.  
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The Magic of the Three Little Pairs 
 
In Nottinghamshire's enchanting hold, 
Three Little Pairs, a magic unfolds. 
Come, let your dreams and fantasies pursue, 
For within these walls, wonders accrue. 
 
Moonlit Glide, like shadows they prance, 
Stars twinkle upon their soles in a dance. 
Igniting dreams, they carry us afar, 
To realms unknown, where wishes are mar. 
 
Emerald Soles, for the brave and bold, 
Journey through realms untold, untold. 
With every step, a new adventure is found, 
Conquering fears, on hallowed ground. 
 
Cupcake Slippers, oh sugary delight, 
In frosted realms, they spin with delight. 
Whisking us away to lands so sweet, 
Where sugar blooms and joyous hearts beat. 
 
Rainbow Galoshes, fearless and strong, 
Through stormy clouds, they carry us along. 
With vibrant colours, they brighten the way, 
Keeping weariness at bay, at bay. 
 
And dear socks, with wild hearts untamed, 
Searching for tales yet unnamed. 
From hidden paths, they never stray, 
Ever yearning for new quests each day. 
 
Gossamer Threads, light as a breeze, 
Comforting souls with their gentle ease. 
Through dreams and whispers, they gently guide, 
Leading weary hearts to the other side. 
 
Darkling Argyles, with shadows profound, 
In twilight's embrace, their magic is found. 
They weave secrets in moon's tender glow, 
Captivating all with their mystical show. 



 

 

 
Feather-mist Socks, elusive and rare, 
Whispering tales of clouds in the air. 
With each step, they fill the world with grace, 
Floating softly like a feathered embrace. 
 
In Nottinghamshire's tender embrace, 
Three Little Pairs, love finds its place. 
Step inside, let the magic resound, 
For dreams come alive when dreams are found. 
 
In Nottinghamshire, where dreams reside, 
Three Little Pairs, a whimsical guide. 
Let your spirit soar, your heart take flight, 
In this magical shop, dreams ignite. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

Hide and Seek 
 
In the quaint village of Nottinghamshire, 
There stood a shop, so small and fair, 
"Three Little Pairs," its name proclaimed, 
A haven for footwear, socks untamed. 
 
Within its walls, a magical scene, 
Of shoes so fine, and socks pristine, 
But amidst it all, two friends did dwell, 
Charlie, the shoe, and Samson, the sock, their tales to tell. 
 
Charlie, a shoe of charming brown leather, 
With laces so neat, a beauty to treasure, 
He stood tall, upon a shelf so grand, 
Watching the world with a yearning hand. 
 
Beside him, Samson, a pair of grey stripes, 
With coziness in thread, they felt the vibes, 
Both of them longing for adventures unknown, 
Their dreams ablaze, their spirits brightly shone. 
 
As customers came, and customers left, 
Charlie and Samson, on the shelf they'd be left, 
But within their hearts, dreams would arise, 
Imagining the world through curious eyes. 
 
Oh, the tales they wove in their secret minds, 
Of landscapes vast, of laughter that binds, 
They dreamt of mountains, towering and steep, 
Or underneath the waves, where sea creatures sleep. 
 
They loved to play hide and seek, you know, 
Charlie would hide, and Samson would go, 
Searching the shelves, high and low, 
Their joy infectious, their friendship would grow. 
 
In their moments of solitude, they whispered soft, 
Of the journeys they'd take, aloft and aloft, 
Through bustling cities, vibrant and alive, 
Or in grassy meadows, where peace did survive. 



 

 

 
But as days went by, their dreams grew deep, 
It was time to awaken, to break from their sleep, 
For one blessed day, a family arrived, 
Eager to purchase, their hearts were revived. 
 
The mother tried on Charlie, feeling a perfect fit, 
While the son chose Samson, with eyes all lit, 
And just like that, they were no longer confined, 
Charlie and Samson, ready to leave their behind. 
 
They bid farewell to the shop they once adored, 
For their journey had begun, they were thoroughly toured, 
Through meadows and forests, they ventured free, 
Experiencing the world, as they had always dreamed. 
 
The quaint village of Nottinghamshire may miss them so, 
But Charlie and Samson, together they would grow, 
Through their shared adventures, a bond was forged, 
In the enchanting tales of Nottinghamshire, their legacy forged. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

The Royal Ballet  
 
In Nottinghamshire, a village fair, 
Stood a shop, Three Little Pairs, 
Known for footwear, high in fame, 
And socks exquisite, they would claim. 
 
Amongst the shoes, with radiance gleam, 
Stood Helen, ballet shoe of golden beam, 
And Wendy, socks with silver stripes, 
Their dreams ignited like dancing lights. 
 
From their shelf, they saw the day, 
Customers bustling in casual array, 
Whispers of needs and wants were heard, 
As Helen and Wendy dreamt and stirred. 
 
They longed for more, oh what a sight, 
To dance and twirl, under moon's soft light, 
Their hearts yearned for the grandest stage, 
The Royal Ballet, where dreams engage. 
 
Helen imagined pirouettes on her toes, 
Gliding gracefully, as the music flows, 
She dreamt of applause echoing wide, 
As she danced with elegance and pride. 
 
Wendy envisioned her glittering feet, 
Dazzling the crowd with every beat, 
Her stripes shimmering, swift and fair, 
Enchanting all who'd stop and stare. 
 
Together, they shared their tales and dreams, 
Inseparable, like moon and sun's beams, 
With every day that passed them by, 
Their longing grew, and tears would dry. 
 
Until one day, a curious pair strolled in, 
With dreams of dance, deep from within, 
They spotted Helen and Wendy with delight, 
Seeing their passion, their spirits took flight. 



 

 

A young ballerina, nerves hiding beneath, 
In search of shoes to adorn her feet, 
And a tap dancer, craving rhythm's embrace, 
Eager to find socks to match his pace. 
 
Their eyes met, their souls intertwined, 
As destiny's path began to unwind, 
The ballerina slipped on Helen with grace, 
A perfect fit, an enchanting embrace. 
 
The tap dancer, drawn to Wendy's shine, 
Adorned the socks, his steps to refine, 
And as they twirled and tapped along, 
A symphony of dreams, a harmonic song. 
 
Helen and Wendy, dreams now ablaze, 
Danced through nights and enchanted days, 
Their spirits soared, their hearts set free, 
In the Royal Ballet's grandest spree. 
 
In Nottinghamshire, the villagers cheered, 
As a tale once distant now appeared, 
Stories echoed through their quaint abode, 
Of Helen and Wendy, on a grand dance road. 
 
For in that shop, Three Little Pairs, 
A golden ballet shoe, a pair of striped wares, 
Two friends united, in steps and hearts, 
Leaving footprints on enchanted arts. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

The Summer Ball 
 
In the quaint village of Nottinghamshire, 
Where dreams took flight and hearts inspire, 
There stood a small shop with pride it bears, 
"Three Little Pairs" of shoes and socks with flair. 
 
Betty, the red pair of dancing shoes, 
Longing to glide on a ballroom's hues, 
And Bill, the socks of woven art, 
Waiting for feet to claim their part. 
 
Upon a shelf, they found their throne, 
As patrons wandered, they danced alone, 
Whispering tales of their unseen glory, 
Dreaming of life's extraordinary story. 
 
Oh, how they yearned for the ball so grand, 
In the town's warm embrace, they'd stand, 
As melodies played and hearts entwined, 
Their souls would dance, forever combined. 
 
Betty envisioned grace with each step, 
Twirling through joy, not one single misstep, 
Bill imagined whispers of silk and lace, 
A gentle caress as they danced with grace. 
 
They watched with longing, eyes filled with desire, 
As customers came, of styles to inquire, 
Yet none had the eyes to match their true worth, 
They remained untouched, waiting for rebirth. 
 
Until one fateful day, a young girl stepped in, 
With dreams in her heart and hope within, 
Her eyes caught the glimmer of Betty's shine, 
She knew these shoes were truly divine. 
 
And then, as fate would have it that day, 
She gazed at Bill's socks woven in a display, 
As if their destiny was meant to unite, 
She chose them both, a perfect sight. 



 

 

 
As Betty slid on, feeling the girl's feet, 
Bill hugged her ankles, a sensation so sweet, 
The melody of their union filled the air, 
A dance of destiny, beyond compare. 
 
Together they twirled, their souls set free, 
In synchrony, they danced blissfully, 
The townsfolk rejoiced, their hearts astir, 
The dancers, the shoes, a love's whisper. 
 
Oh, how they danced, Betty and Bill, 
Their dreams fulfilled, urging time to stand still, 
Through waltzes and spins, they stole the show, 
A magic spectacle, like a winter's snow. 
 
In the quaint village of Nottinghamshire, 
Their tale is whispered, a love affair, 
For Betty the shoes and Bill the socks, 
Taught us to dance, unlocking life's locks. 
 
So, dreamers of dreams, take heart and take flight, 
For in a small shop, dreams found respite, 
Just like Betty and Bill, we too can aspire, 
To dance through life, reaching higher and higher. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

The Bikers 
 
In the quaint village of Nottinghamshire, 
Stood a shop, known as Three Little Pairs. 
Famous for its footwear, of grand design, 
And exquisite socks, so cozy and fine. 
 
Amidst the shoes, a duo found their place, 
Paul, known as LJ, with a sturdy grace. 
Black leather motorcycle boots, he wore, 
Dreaming of adventures, deep to the core. 
 
Beside him stood John, known as JB, 
A pair of inner boot socks, sturdy and free. 
They both admired the bustling crowd, 
Dreaming of moments that were yet unsound. 
 
From their perch on the shelf, they watched with glee, 
The comings and goings, for all to see. 
Customers came, seeking their perfect pair, 
While LJ and JB wished they were out there. 
 
They dreamt of joining the Royal Artillery's team, 
Performing at the Royal Tournament, it seemed, 
And other famous Tattoos, capturing the hearts, 
With their talents on display, whole worlds to chart. 
 
LJ, the daring boot, imagined the thrill, 
Of roaring through towns, an adventure to fulfil. 
With his sleek black leather and steadfast stance, 
He longed for the open road's fiery dance. 
 
JB, the trusty sock, envisioned the role, 
Of supporting LJ's feet as they took their toll. 
Offering comfort and warmth that never ceased, 
In their journey towards memories released. 
 
Together they dreamed, LJ and JB, 
Of the applause they would earn, wild and free. 
Oh, the tales they would tell, if given the chance, 
Of the sights they would see, in their dreamlike dance. 



 

 

 
Though confined to the shelf, they never did despair, 
For dreams and aspirations, they were eager to share. 
In their hearts, a fire burned, bright and strong, 
As LJ and JB awaited their moment, for so long. 
 
And so, in the quaint village of Nottinghamshire, 
They stood, strong yet patient, with dreams to bear. 
LJ, the charming boot, and JB, the sturdy sock, 
In Three Little Pairs, waiting for life's unlock. 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

The Edinburgh Tattoo  
 
In quaint Nottinghamshire, there stood a small shop, 
Known as "Three Little Pairs," where dreams did hop. 
Magical footwear and socks in levels fair, 
With Scottish kilts that brought heritage to bear. 
 
Amongst the array of shoes displayed with pride, 
Stood three friends who filled the shop with their stride. 
Mc Tea, the Black Brogues, shone in midnight hue, 
With polished leather and elegance to undo. 
 
Beside him, Mc Kellan, Tartan socks so fine, 
Their vibrant patterns catching each passerby's eye-line. 
And next to them, Mc Vitie, the proud Scottish kilt, 
In traditional tartan, he brought heritage built. 
 
Perched atop a shelf, the trio did resound, 
Embroidering tales of adventures yet unfound. 
In their dreams, they saw themselves on grand stages, 
Playing in a Highland Drums and Bagpipes Band for ages. 
 
They longed for the thundering drums of the Edinburgh Tattoo, 
To march alongside pipers, their hearts in a woo. 
To dance to the tunes of the Scottish melodies, 
Would be a cherished moment, oh, how it would please! 
 
They dreamed of stomping to the rhythm so bold, 
As tartan kilts swirled and their stories untold. 
Mc Tea would tap along in his sturdy brogues, 
While Mc Vitie swayed, swishing his tartan looms. 
Mc Kellan, the socks, would wiggle with delight, 
Matching each beat, to the band's grand height. 
Together, they'd create a symphony in motion, 
Spreading joy and enchantment, hearts filled with devotion. 
 
Oh, how they yearned to break free from their shelf, 
To dance the Highland jig, their spirits no longer quelled. 
But for now, they watched the bustling world go by, 
Each day filled with hopes, together they'd sigh. 
 



 

 

In the quaint village of Nottinghamshire, they stayed, 
Magical friends, waiting for their chance, unafraid. 
For someday, the dreams of Mc Tea, Mc Kellan, Mc Vitie, 
Would unfold, and they'd conquer the stage, wild and free. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

Restocking The Shelves  
 
With a twinkle in his eye, Mr. Baldry set out on a quest, 
To find shoes and socks that would pass any test. 
He sought unique and enchanting designs, 
To make Three Little Pairs stand out like rare finds. 
 
First on his list were the Dancing Daisy ballet flats, 
Adorned with delicate daisies, fit for dance mats. 
With every twirl and leap, they'd make hearts soar, 
Light as feathers, ballerinas would ask for more. 
 
Next, he searched the markets for the Swift Soles sneakers, 
For those who longed to be fleet-footed creatures. 
With cheetah-like speed and agility galore, 
Villagers would race and explore like never before. 
 
Through bustling streets, a tiny shop called his name, 
Wanderlust Wellingtons, a boot of endless fame. 
Made for adventurers, they faced rain, snow, and mire, 
Their feet dry and comfortable, they'd never tire. 
 
In a dusty corner, an old shop teased his senses, 
Confetti Cloud socks, knitted with rainbow pretences. 
Each thread a stroke of joy, happiness it would bring, 
Spreading merriment and laughter, like the songs we sing. 
 
With bags full of wonders, Mr. Baldry returned home, 
To Three Little Pairs, where excitement did roam. 
The villagers lined up, eager to try each delight, 
Seeing their dreams come alive under the moonlight. 
 
The ballet dancers gracefully danced, feeling like queens, 
In their Dancing Daisy flats, living out their dreams. 
Children raced through the village, leaving trails of dust, 
Swift Soles on their feet, giggling with joy and trust. 
 
Adventurers set off into forests and towering heights, 
Wanderlust Wellingtons on their feet, ready for new sights. 
With every step, magic wove through Nottinghamshire's air, 
Bringing joy and wonder, for everyone to share. 



 

 

 
Mr. Baldry's quest was a success beyond measure, 
Three Little Pairs became a village's greatest treasure. 
Not just shoes and socks, but experiences grand, 
Igniting the imagination, taking them hand in hand. 
 
And as the villagers embarked on their remarkable stride, 
Dreams of future adventures danced with the tide. 
For Three Little Pairs had given them wings to explore, 
An enchanting journey, forever yearned for. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

Sir Brogue 
 
In the Three Little Pairs boutique, I came across a sight, 
A pair of brogue shoes, oh what a delight! 
With intricate patterns, all neatly adorned, 
These stylish companions, my heart was warmed. 
 
The leather so supple, a rich shade of brown, 
Crafted with care, no detail left unfound. 
From the wingtip to the heel, they exuded class, 
Aesthetically pleasing, a visual feast to amass. 
 
With a lace-up design, they hugged my feet, 
Their comfort quite impressive, oh so sweet. 
Each step that I took, a confident stride, 
In these brogue shoes, I couldn't hide my pride. 
 
In the urban streets, they stood out with grace, 
Compliments aplenty, a smile on my face. 
Admired by all, they were the talk of the town, 
For these brogue shoes, my fashion knew no bounds. 
 
Whether paired with jeans or tailored attire, 
They elevated my style, set my spirit on fire. 
From formal occasions to casual affairs, 
My brogue shoes always turned heads and stares. 
 
Oh, my beloved pair of brogues, cherished so, 
With every wear, love for you continues to grow. 
You've become a statement, an expression of taste, 
A timeless fashion choice that can never be erased. 
 
So here's to the brogue shoes, a footwear of class, 
A symbol of style, as timeless as the past. 
With every step I take, they'll forever be mine, 
In these brogues, my fashion journey will always shine. 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

The Skaters  
 

In quaint Nottinghamshire's humble abode, 
There was a shop with treasures untold. 
"Three Little Pairs" it was called, 
Where footwear and socks stood tall and bold. 
 

Amongst the display, a pair did stand, 
Ellie, the Blue Skating Boots so grand. 
Nearby, Kellan, the winter skate socks fair, 
They adorned the shelf, longing for fresh air. 
 
From morning till dusk, they witnessed the crowds, 
Customers bustling, voices so loud. 
But Ellie and Kellan dreamt of faraway skies, 
Of wondrous adventures that made their hearts rise. 
 
They yearned for a chance to explore, 
To venture beyond the shop's closed door. 
Imagining the dance of a Christmas night, 
On Aviemore's ice rink, shining so bright. 
 
With eager anticipation, the day arrived, 
Their dream became real; they were truly alive. 
Packed in a bag, they journeyed far, 
To the Scottish Highlands, like a shooting star. 
 
In Aviemore's embrace, their spirits soared, 
As laughter echoed, and joy was restored. 
They joined the ice dance, swirling with glee, 
Ellie's boots gliding, Kellan's socks setting them free. 
 
They twirled and spun with grace and fervour, 
A dance of magic, no words could endeavour. 
In that frozen moment, they felt so alive, 
Their dreams reimagined, as they strived. 
 
Under the twinkling snowy sky, 
Ellie and Kellan reached new heights to fly. 
Together they moved, in harmony's embrace, 
Creating art on ice with elegance and grace. 



 

 

 
The stars of Aviemore, their tales did unfold, 
As they enchanted hearts, forever engraved in gold. 
Three Little Pairs, beaming with pride, 
For Ellie and Kellan had made their mark worldwide. 
 
In that quaint village, Nottinghamshire's embrace, 
Their legacy lingered, leaving a trace. 
For dreams can take flight from a simple shop's shelf, 
And transport us to worlds beyond ourselves. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

The Road Trip 
 
In a little shop called "Three Little Pairs," 
Emily and Ben found their footwear affairs. 
Kevin the shoe and Jane the sock, 
With dreams in their hearts, oh, how they would talk. 
 
Under the sunny morning's bright sky, 
Kevin and Jane shared their dreams, oh how high! 
But then came young Emily and charming Ben, 
In search of shoes for their wedding, to attend. 
 
Their eyes met Kevin's light driving shoes, 
And Jane's slipper socks brought delight, they knew. 
Enchanted by the allure of this unique pair, 
Emily and Ben couldn't help but stare. 
 
They purchased them both, without a thought, 
Unaware of the journey these shoes had sought. 
As their wedding day came, they wore them with pride, 
And Kevin and Jane, they felt so alive. 
 
Dancing joyfully at the reception's delight, 
The shoes whispered to each other, what a sight! 
"Finally, our chance to explore," they said, 
As Emily and Ben laughed and twirled, no dread. 
 
Farewell to family and friends they bade, 
Into their mobile home, the couple swayed. 
With Kevin and Jane packed, their adventure begun, 
Through the UK, they would travel, and have fun. 
 
In the streets of York, they marvelled at the view, 
Cobblestones and architecture, history so true. 
They tasted Yorkshire pudding, and sipped tea, 
As Kevin and Jane soaked in the sights, feeling free. 
 
To Stonehenge, they traveled, mystical and grand, 
The Scottish Highlands, captivating as they stand. 
Through the city of Bath, they strolled hand in hand, 
And danced in Liverpool, where music's legends land. 



 

 

 
From the cliffs of the Jurassic Coast so tall, 
To the serene Lake District, they felt so small. 
Medieval castles and villages they explored, 
Market squares vibrant, their adventure roared. 
 
Days turned to months, the memories carried on, 
Their mobile home filled with souvenirs, memories drawn. 
Kevin and Jane, living their dream so true, 
Embracing the freedom to explore, with Emily and Ben too. 
 
But all good things must come to an end, 
Emily and Ben returned to their little bend. 
Bittersweet, their hearts held memories so sweet, 
With Kevin and Jane, their journey was complete. 
 
Back in the quaint village, the shop they adored, 
Kevin and Jane reunited with joy, restored. 
The shopkeeper listened to the tales they shared, 
Of their travels, and wonders they had dared. 
 
Now retired, they found solace in memories vast, 
Content knowing they had lived beyond the shop's cast. 
And when customers wandered into the store, 
Kevin and Jane ignited dreams, tales to implore. 
 
Through their incredible soles, they shared their days, 
Of grand adventures, and the world's beautiful arrays. 
So let us all dream and explore through their eyes, 
As Kevin and Jane's stories continue to mesmerise. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 

 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

The Rugby Tournament  
 
In Nottinghamshire's quaint village fair, 
Stood a shop, Three Little Pairs, with utmost care. 
Renowned for footwear of high appeal, 
And exquisite socks, its heart did feel. 
 
Amongst the displays of shoes so grand, 
Barry, a pair of boots, took a noble stand. 
Blue and white, rugby's true embrace, 
Dreaming of the fields, wild and untamed space. 
 
Beside him was Paul, striped socks so neat, 
Ruby hues adorning his every beat. 
Both perched on shelves, their eyes wide, 
Watching customers come and go, with pride. 
 
Dreams of adventure filled their minds, 
Playing rugby, where glory one finds. 
To feel the grass beneath their soles, 
And score a try, in winning roles. 
 
Then came Oliver, a boy full of zest, 
Accompanied by a father, seeking the best. 
An avid rugby player, he wore the game, 
In need of boots and socks, to fulfil his aim. 
 
Oliver wore Barry, boots hugging his feet, 
A vibrant blue, a connection so sweet. 
And when he saw Paul, matching the pair, 
It was destiny, a bond beyond compare. 
 
Oliver felt blessed, a lucky charm secured, 
For every practice session, confidence assured. 
Through muddy fields, Barry carried him true, 
Stability and agility, they surely knew. 
 
Oliver's skills blossomed, an improved array, 
The local team noticed, extending invites his way. 
Tournament glory awaited, a dream come alive, 
With Barry and Paul, they would thrive. 



 

 

 
The whistle blew, the matches commenced, 
Teams showcasing talent, their spirits intense. 
Oliver shone bright, scoring try after try, 
Boosted by his boots, reaching the sky. 
 
Paul proved lucky too, never causing strife, 
Comfort and grip, an integral part of his life. 
With every victory, cheers filled the air, 
Oliver, Barry, and Paul, an unstoppable affair. 
 
Word spread like wildfire, Three Little Pairs renowned, 
The perfect combination in footwear, they had found. 
Kids flocked to find their own lucky charms, 
Inspired by Barry and Paul's winning arms. 
 
Retired from the field, their mission fulfilled, 
A new purpose beckoned, their destiny thrilled. 
Aspiring rugby players sought their embrace, 
A legacy they carried, forever in grace. 
 
The shop flourished, owners brimming with glee, 
Barry and Paul's tale echoing across the sea. 
Their story etched in the village's heart, 
A symbol of teamwork, determination, and a sporting art. 
 
And so, the legacy continued to shine, 
Barry and Paul, forever entwined. 
A testament to the power of quality gear, 
Their spirit lived on, year after year. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

The Hike, End to End 
 
In the quaint village of Nottinghamshire, 
Stood a shop with a magical pair, 
"Three Little Pairs," it was renowned, 
For footwear and socks, a treasure ground. 
 
Amidst the shoes so carefully stacked, 
Dave, the hiking shoes, stood intact, 
And Sandra, fine socks with wool so warm, 
Their dreams ignited in their cozy form. 
 
Though inanimate, they yearned to explore, 
The wonders of nature, they did adore, 
They daydreamed of traversing unknown lands, 
In rugged terrains, with golden sands. 
 
One sunlit morn, a hiker named Tom, 
Entered the shop, his spirit aplomb, 
He sought quality gear for his grand quest, 
From Lands End to John o' Groats, his conquest. 
 
Tom gazed at shoes, and Dave caught his eye, 
A connection formed, a match in the sky, 
Snug and sturdy, they fit like a glove, 
Ready to hike, together to move. 
 
Sandra, dear socks, filled with delight, 
Tom's feet would be snug, cozy at night, 
Her delicate fabric would keep him warm, 
Beneath the stars, through rain and storm. 
 
Purchased and packed, the trio set forth, 
Leaving behind the familiar hearth, 
They embarked on an adventure vast, 
Bound by dreams, companions unsurpassed. 
 
As Tom trekked down nature's glorious trail, 
Dave and Sandra witnessed the unveil, 
Majestic hills, cliffs with a view, 
Their dreams coming true, fresh and new. 



 

 

 
Beneath Dave's soles, leaves crunching with glee, 
The wind's gentle touch on Sandra could be, 
A canvas of beauty, ever evolving, 
Their spirits soaring, passion dissolving. 
 
Together they faced challenges strong, 
Conquering mountains all day long, 
Crossing meadows with sheep a-flock, 
Wading rivers as they tick-tocked. 
 
In their journey, friendships were formed, 
Shared stories, hearts warmed, 
Dave and Sandra, catalysts so sweet, 
For connections woven, memories to keep. 
 
Months passed, and they reached their goal, 
John o' Groats, their fervors uncontrolled, 
An accomplishment felt deep within, 
A bond so strong, built through thick and thin. 
 
In Nottinghamshire, the shop stood still, 
An oasis where dreams could fulfil, 
Dave and Sandra whispered their tale, 
To passersby, igniting wanderlust's trail. 
 
For in their grand adventure untold, 
They learned the magic of stories unfold, 
Not just shoes and socks they became, 
But symbols of friendship, love's sacred flame. 
 
So, remember the village, so quaint and fair, 
And "Three Little Pairs" with stories to share, 
Let wanderlust stir within your soul, 
Embrace the unknown, make your dreams whole. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

The Log Cabin 
 
In a little shop, they stood so proud, 
Nigel and Kevin, ever astute and loud. 
Shoes and socks, crafted with care, 
Mr. Gibson's creations, beyond compare. 
 
Entranced by the beauty, customers would flock, 
Marvelling at the craftsmanship, like a ticking clock. 
But Nigel and Kevin, restless they became, 
Yearning for something more, a life aflame. 
 
Whispers in the shadows, dreams they did share, 
Of a life outside the shelves, with purpose to bear. 
In Nottinghamshire, a festival loomed, 
Adventure awaited, where dreams could bloom. 
 
A young girl named Lucy, a soul so bright, 
Saw Nigel's boots, and Kevin's socks, to her delight. 
Her eyes filled with wonder, inspiration sparked within, 
The idea of a cabin, an adventure to begin. 
 
Lucy, a believer in nature's might, 
Dreamed of a place to nurture minds, shining bright. 
A training centre in Sherwood Forest's embrace, 
For underprivileged children, a sacred space. 
 
Approaching Mr. Gibson, her vision she unveiled, 
Explaining her dreams, the hearts her vision impaled. 
Touched by her cause, he agreed to sell, 
Nigel and Kevin, their fate to compel. 
 
Carried in Lucy's rucksack, the duo departed, 
Sherwood Forest awaiting, dreams uncharted. 
Pounding hearts, a journey of fate, 
An adventure beyond the shop's confine gate. 
 
Arriving in Sherwood, the cabin transformed, 
A training centre blossomed, as Lucy had forewarned. 
Weekends filled with joy, underprivileged children came, 
Seeking solace in nature, forever their hearts reclaimed. 



 

 

 
Nigel and Kevin, alive with purpose renewed, 
Leading hikes, teaching survival, their dreams pursued. 
From timid to confident, the children would grow, 
In Sherwood's embrace, resilience would show. 
 
Months passed, and news began to unfurl, 
Sherwood's magic, igniting hope in the girls and boys twirl. 
Like wildfire it spread, villages joining the cause, 
A network of centre's, dreams without a pause. 
 
Nigel and Kevin, symbols of hope, 
Proof that dreams can guide us, help us cope. 
Their journey, from shop shelves to Sherwood's expanse, 
A reminder of potential, dreams that enhance. 
 
In Nottinghamshire, their legacy told, 
"Three Little Pairs," a story of hearts so bold. 
For Nigel and Kevin, their purpose fulfilled, 
Bringing joy, adventure, and dreams instilled. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

Ho My Green Wellies  
 
Within the Three Little Pairs, 
With wonders and treasures, beyond compare. 
And on a shelf, in a corner so snug, 
Lay a pair of wellingtons, oh so smug. 
 
Magical and green, they shimmered with grace, 
Whispering secrets, inviting to embrace. 
Enchanting souls who dared to take a chance, 
For these wellingtons held a magical dance. 
 
With every step, they'd take you afar, 
To places unknown, where wishes are star. 
Through fairy forests and mountainous heights, 
Guiding you through adventurous flights. 
 
They granted strength in moments of despair, 
Shielding your feet with utmost care. 
In rain or sunshine, they never would falter, 
Protectors in every magical alter. 
 
Puddles transformed into pools of delight, 
Splashing through dreams, with pure delight. 
Gardens blossomed under their gentle tread, 
Nature rejoiced, with petals widely spread. 
 
From Nottinghamshire to lands so far, 
These wellingtons carried each shining star, 
Through mystical realms and imaginations wild, 
Their magic embraced every innocent child. 
 
So, if you stumble upon Three Little Pairs, 
Discover the green wellingtons, beyond compares. 
Embrace the magic, let your dreams unfurl, 
For these wellingtons shall bring you a magical twirl. 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

The Ski Trip 
 
In the small shop of Three Little Pairs, 
Emily and Jack found winter’s affair. 
New to the village, in need of shoes, 
For their ski trip, excitement they would choose. 
 
Emily’s eyes fell on Derek’s sleek design, 
Black boots with silver buckles that shine. 
She slipped them on, their comfort divine, 
Instantly falling for their beauty so fine. 
 
Jack stumbled upon Kim’s vibrant hue, 
Woollen ski socks with patterns that drew. 
He tried them on, feeling like he flew, 
Walking on clouds, a heavenly view. 
 
Unbeknownst to the couple, Derek and Kim, 
Whispered in excitement, according to whim. 
This ski trip brought an adventure so grim, 
A chance to fulfil dreams, a journey to begin. 
 
In a suitcase, Derek and Kim were packed, 
Feeling the warmth of love, they now lacked. 
The journey was long, it seemed never to end, 
But finally, the Swiss Alps, their destination, did descend. 
 
On the slopes, Emily glided with grace, 
Derek’s support, her every race. 
Jack weaved through the snow with a smile, 
Kim warming and protecting his style. 
 
Days turned to weeks, they savoured each day, 
Derek and Kim’s dreams, they did convey. 
Exploring every slope, in harmony they’d sway, 
Their bond grew stronger, in each other’s play. 
 
But alas, the ski trip came to an end, 
Emily and Jack’s adventure had to descend. 
Derek and Kim returned to their shelf, 
Memories of snowy escapades, their newfound wealth. 



 

 

 
Word spread of Emily and Jack’s tale, 
Three Little Pairs now hailed, 
People flocked, hoping to find 
The same enchantment, in footwear designed. 
 
Derek and Kim, legends they’d become, 
In Nottinghamshire, their tales hum. 
Stories of adventures, snow-dusted and fun, 
Inspirations for dreams, in everyone. 
 
And so, in Three Little Pairs’ walls, 
Derek and Kim’s legacy forever calls. 
Footwear dreaming of extraordinary heights, 
Inspired by their ski trip’s delights. 
 
In the quaint village of Nottinghamshire, 
Emily and Jack’s ski trip would inspire. 
A tale of love, adventure, and ski, 
Forever etched in village history. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

The Gymnastics Tournament  
 
In the quaint village of Nottinghamshire, 
There stood a shop with footwear rare. 
"Three Little Pairs" it was called, 
Known for shoes exquisite and socks appalled. 
 
Among the rows of shoes on display, 
Stood Paul, a pair of gymnastic play. 
And near him, Dawn, fine woven socks, 
Both longing for adventures, wishing on clocks. 
 
Perched atop a shelf, they would watch, 
The comings and goings, customers nonstop. 
Dreaming of the day they'd take flight, 
And showcase their skills, oh, what a sight! 
 
They yearned to perform in Cardiff's bright lights, 
The national gymnastics finals in Wales' heights. 
With each passing day, their dreams soared high, 
Their hearts filled with ambition, reaching the sky. 
 
Paul, with his sole strong and flexible, 
Dreamed of flips and somersaults incredible. 
He envisioned twists and turns in the air, 
With grace and precision, beyond compare. 
 
Dawn, with her threads intricately woven, 
Desired to be seen, to be globally chosen. 
She imagined herself adorning feet of great skill, 
Bringing luck and comfort to every gymnast's will. 
 
Oh, the stories they would share, 
If ever given the chance to dare. 
From Nottinghamshire to Cardiff's grand stage, 
They'd captivate hearts, be the talk of the age. 
 
But days turned into weeks, months into years, 
Their dreams seemed farther, filling with tears. 
Yet Paul and Dawn refused to give in, 
Their spirits resilient, a fire within. 



 

 

 
One fateful day, a pair of performin' dreams, 
An athlete entered, so it seems. 
Mesmerised by the shoes and socks displayed, 
Her eyes met Paul and Dawn's, destiny unswayed. 
 
With a glint in her eye and a heart so great, 
The athlete chose them, sealing their fate. 
Together they embarked on a remarkable quest, 
To Cardiff they'd journey, to face their very best. 
 
On the stage, they leaped and twirled, 
Their passion and talent unfurled. 
Paul's gymnastic grace was a wonder to see, 
And Dawn's socks brought luck, oh, how they'd agree. 
 
With each routine, they stole hearts anew, 
Their dreams fulfilled, their ambitions grew. 
In Nottinghamshire, their story was told, 
Of Paul the gymnast and Dawn, socks of gold. 
 
So, remember, dear hearts, dreams can come true, 
In the quaint village where dreams once grew. 
"Three Little Pairs" forever engraved, 
As a symbol of hope for the brave. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


