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I am a Birmingham born and bred poet, writer and blogger who has lived in the Black Country for the last 32 years.

I came from Bearwood and went to George Dixon Academy and then Birmingham and Nottingham Universities

I worked for over 20 years for the city's former inward investment agency Locate in Birmingham, promoting my home city to international businesses.

I also project managed the relocation of the Elmhurst School for Dance from Camberley in Surrey to Edgbaston in Birmingham

to become the feeder ballet school for the Birmingham Royal Ballet.

My thanks go to Lee Benson for prompting me to put this idea of a book of poems together and for his great assistance in collating and editing these pieces for me. If he hadn’t have done this, they might all be still hidden in a drawer somewhere

And finally Old Joe, the University of Birmingham clock tower is on the front of my book because the University played such a big part in my life having studied there in the 1970's and worked there from 2015 until 2020.

If you want to read more of my poetry and my blog please go to:

http://keithbracey.wordpress.com
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PLAYED IN BIRMINGHAM

Blues, Bears, Barons

Villains, Wasps and Wolves

Harriers, Saddlers, Bullets

Baggies, Bees and Bulls

Four football grounds to visit

Four home team strips to buy

Colourful scarves round cold necks

Or for fans to hold up high

The oval ball pulls in the crowds at Moseley RFC

For mucky rucks and scrums so tough

Such spectacular tries to see

Their followers stand together

With drinks held in their hand

They roar and sing to urge their boys

Uniting rugby in their stand

Against violence in the land

It’s cricket in the summer

To Edgbaston fans will go

Watching men in white in a crease with bat

A five dayer seems oh so slow

The Twenty Twenty is much more fun

The ball flies everywhere

There are wickets, sixes and catches

As we cheer on Birmingham Bears

BLACK COUNTRY LUNGS

Twas on the day that Harry and Meghan wed

We came together to honour our Black Country dead

Those living too sharing that vital spark

That they used to light up here at lovely Lightwoods Park

Black Country lungs that breathe their last

For so many the deadly die was cast

With smoking and industrial disease

The cause of their early much lamented demise

Black Country lungs were ravaged by COPD

A blessed release as they passed, it set them free

Women like Ann told how she couldn’t breathe

Her Brummie lungs congested by a Black Country disease

Then along came Corinne to take pictures of their plight

With oxygen masks helping them make light

Of this terrible disease which was such a blight

But Corinne came along to make them feel bright

By telling their stories to the rest of the world

It gave them purpose as their suffering unfurled

Such lives well lived in the tough foundries and mines

These Black Country folk had shown such backbone and spine

In their fight to make a livin’ in tough times

Corinne Noordenbos this Dutch lady artist

Gave them their lives back with a voice at their parting

Black Country lungs breathe their last in the park

Black Country folk are the ‘Salt of the Earth’

GUNPOWDER JOE

'Twas Joseph Priestley 

This Lunar Man

Who discovered rushing Oxygen all around us in the air

The range of his knowledge

Was immense as a Protestant Polymath

An 'Upstart Unitarian'

But he now wanted revolution

As had happened in France 

With the tumbril’s wheel 

Run to the ghastly guillotine 

Like a shelter strewn scalpel

To exorcise the excesses

Of Louis the Sixteenth

And Marie Antoinette

'Let them eat cake'

She uttered as she was the last one to wriggle in death

From the last place on earth

Which had been her shelter: Paris La Bastille

As a King's consort in revolutionary France

Priestley also praised revolution in America

But in the Priestley riots at 'Fairhill' his home in Sparkhill

The Brummie mob bore him ill will

And 'Gunpowder Joe' was forced to flee

From his home in Sparkhill

By hook or by crook 

He escaped on the run rushing to the Americas 

To live out a quiet life in Maine in the USA

Where his great achievements were all but unknown and forgotten 

One of the greatest chemists and scientists the world has ever seen

GENTLE BEN THE AMERICAN LUNAR MAN

Lunar links with the USA

Were forged by William Small

This man of math

And his type of craft

Was as a physician

He met with 'Gentle Ben'

In Birmingham

Franklin the American

Lunar Man who looked 

At lightning with a 

Metal conductor which

Created a lustrous lightning ball

He tried to tap with

His lightning conductor

Trying to store the 

Electricity in some way

To use the power another 

Day with powerful storage

And electricity became the

World's greatest source

Of Energy before it's time 

In this energetic enlightenment

Begun in Birmingham

The one in the West Midlands, England

Not the one in Alabama

In the USA where revolution 

Was in the air, as in France with the Lunar Men

In full support of revolution for the common man

With preacher Gunpowder Joe Priestley

Raising revolution from his pulpit

In Birmingham leading to the riots of 1791

It took another 40 years in 1832

With Attwood MP's political coup on 

Newhall Hill with 

30,000 men and true

The London Government 

Led by Tamworth's Peel

Were scared to death

That revolution was afoot

As it had been thought in 1819 at Peterloo 

Where eighteen good men so true 

Were struck down by army militia

In Manchester Town

Without the British Government

Raising a frown

These 'Men of Men'

All came together from all

Around the Midlands

Wedgwood from Stoke

Erasmus from Lichfield

Samuel Galton from Great Barr

Not too far from the epicentre

Of their thoughts and ideas

At Soho House where 

These Good Lunar men met

To discuss the theories

And latest science

Of the day from revolutionary France

Where chemist Antoine Lavoisier

Had paved the way for

Joseph Priestley with his

Theory of Phlogiston'

Which led to this 

Revolutionary Player's 

Discovery of the air of life

Oxygen; The most important gas

Along with Hydrogen which combined made

'Adam's Ale' the fount of all life, giving water to the common man

whose lives these Lunar Men so profoundly made

Creating the modern world right here in Birmingham

It wasn't just steam power these great men meant to use, 

Josiah Wedgwood created the ceramic circle in the six towns of Stoke

In what became known as 'The Potteries' up North of Birmingham

Where Samuel Galton this Quaker Slaver's man 

Would sell his weapons of death

To unwary Africans on the Gold Coast

When the guns exploded in their awful faces

And their power enslaved their fellow man

Shipped to the West Indies 

On death ships

Where many expired on their way across the Atlantic

To a watery grave

Rather than face enslavement

In the Caribbean where it took until the US Civil War to free the slaves

With the Union consigning the Confederacy to defeat in 1865 under the North

Of Abe Lincoln and the Emancipation of the Slaves had been the aim of Most of the Lunar Men

The Sympathetic sorrowers

Of enslaved black men

As you see these Lunar Men improved the Lives of all

No longer were slaves left in thrall to 

"Old White Men"

This Lunar Society improved the lot of all

And created the modern world 

In Soho Houses' fair halls by dining together and

Sharing wine and beer and good food

This revolutionary brood of world changing wizards

THE LUNAR MEN

Well met by moonlight

These Lunar Men, these 'Men of Moment, great men all

Gave thought to science

Held nothing in their thrall

The 'Natural Philosophers'

Of the widening world

Held mostly against the enslavement of Brothers

Felt deep the pain of others

In Africa, where one of their number by name of Galton 

Sold guns as a Quaker,

A real 'Wrong 'Un'

At Great Barr Hall he lived,

High on the Hog

Admonished by the other Lunar Men

Be damned in Hell for exploiting his brethren

They weren't all bad

These 'Lunarticks' 

Whose ideas were thought to be full of tricks!!!!!

By ordinary men, the Brummagem mob

For when they praised revolution in France and America

The Priestley riots ensued in Brum, in 1791

'Gunpowder Joe' Mr Priestley to you

Would espouse revolution

From his fiery pulpit true

But soon Mr Priestley had to the Americas fled

Fearing for his life as the Brummie mob burned down his home in Sparkbrook

Sparks indeed they flew

And Joe made a good life in the US too

The discoverer of O2

This Northern Lad, an adopted Brummie

Feared for his life and was forced to flee

When he did not go down on bended knee

To this Brummie mob

Who'd foam off at the mouth and shout their gob

Against the enfranchisement of the common man

In revolutionary France and the US

Where these Lunar Men continued to bless

Their thoughts and ideas 

I do confess 

Were 'Out of this World'

And they created this modern world

In these 'Times of Enlightenment' in the West Midlands centred on Birmingham

And Soho House: Boulton, the 'Foremost Man'

The maker and creator of this great group

His recruitment of James Watt 

His greatest coup!!!!

The Scots Engineer and gigantic genius walked down from his home in Greenock

Down to Brum to work with Boulton; two great men
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