
		
			[image: Cover of KinderBarton The Second Book by William Birmingham]
		
	
		

		
			After graduating from the University of Manchester, where he studied history, William Birmingham joined the UK Civil Service, where he worked for 25 years in the Department of Pensions and Social Security on development and training in the field of occupational pensions. After leaving the civil service, he worked on a number of projects in Africa, Central Asia and the Caribbean in the pensions and social security field. In particular, he took part in a joint project in Russia on the introduction and regulation of private pension funds. He then moved to Beijing, where, for over 5 years, he worked on a joint EU/Chinese government project on social security reform. Returning to the UK, he helped to run his church toddler group.

			William Birmingham worked in policy development and led training courses in the pensions and social security field in East and West Africa, Central Asia and the Caribbean, including living and working for over five years in Beijing. He is a lay minister in the Church of England and is now part of a team running a toddler group in his local church.

			

			[image: [Alt text was not generated.]]

			

			Copyright © William Birmingham 2026

			The right of William Birmingham to be identified as author of this work has been asserted by the author in accordance with sections 77 and 78 of the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

			All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior permission of the publishers.

			Any person who commits any unauthorised act in relation to this publication may be liable to criminal prosecution and civil claims for damages.

			A CIP catalogue record for this title is available from the British Library.

			ISBN 9781037119125 (Paperback)

			ISBN 9781037119132 (ePub e-book)

			www.austinmacauley.com

			First Published 2026

			Austin Macauley Publishers Ltd®

			1 Canada Square

			Canary Wharf 

			London

			E14 5AA

			

			I dedicate this second Stephen Barton book to Barbara, my wife, and Joyce, my sister-in-law, and the toddlers with whom we used to work and play.

			I would like to thank my wife for her assistance in the book reaching publication and to apologise to the Austin Macauley team for the delays in completion of my responsibility.

			

			If you have already read KinderBarton, the Book,

			At young Stephen Barton, you’ll by now had a look.

			He lives with his parents, called Charlie and Sue

			And big sister Gladys, who lives with them too.

			When we first met Stephen, he was three and a half

			His insisting on the latter made most people laugh.

			Stephen’s now nearly three years and a bit older.

			But, as we shall see, could be a bit bolder.

			He’ll soon be starting at what he calls the “big school”.

			And when he starts, he’ll have his own desk and stool.

			But if you now come to see Stephen anew

			I’m sure he will meet you and say, “How do you do?”

			

			O No, She Doesn’t

			Each year at roughly Christmas time

			Sue Barton takes Gladys to the town’s Pantomime.

			This year, as Stephen had just began

			As a pupil at what he calls the big “school”.

			Sue considered the time might be right

			For Steve to come and enjoy watching grownups play the fool.

			Which to Stephen would be very cool.

			So it was decided, at least by Sue,

			That this year young Stephen should go along too.

			Stephen enjoyed when they soaked each other with water

			And cheered when the dame introduced her young daughter.

			I don’t think Steve realised that the dame was a man

			As he looked not a little like Stephen’s old gran.

			He realised at last that the giant was a fella

			When at Jack and his beanstalk he started to…bellow…

			What Stephen liked best was Dick Whittington’s cat

			How he won in the battle and drove off the rat!

			But Steve thought the outcome was really unfair

			That 3 times Dick Whittington should become the Lord Mayor.

			But in the last song from Steve not a peep.

			As young Stephen Barton had fallen asleep.

			

			A Bark Is as Good as a Miaow

			Gladys and Steve asked their parents to let

			Them have an animal they could treat as a pet.

			Their parents agreed that the kids they would let

			To bring home a creature that the family would get.

			Regrettably, there was a problem with that,

			As Glad wanted a dog and Steve wanted a cat.

			Gladys had seen a small Yorkshire doggy

			Whilst Steve was in love with a half-house-trained moggy.

			They needed advice about what could they get?

			So the family all trooped to the neighbourhood vet.

			The neighbourhood vet proved to be very nice.

			But the family proved not to need her advice.

			For at her surgery, while it was dark

			A dog being treated started loudly to bark.

			Steve was so frightened, he wouldn’t stay

			Of that dog’s bark, Steve became really scared

			So to go near the dog now he no longer dared.

			Sue decided no dog till Steve was a bit older

			By which time, she hoped, he would be a bit bolder.
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			Come Aboard

			Stephen liked to play some board games.

			His sister, Glad, did not.

			She said that they were boring;

			He insisted they were not.

			Steve liked playing Snakes and Ladders

			Which he described as Snakes and Adders

			From a snake that he had seen.

			Then he wondered why all board game snakes that he had seen

			Appeared always to be painted green.

			He climbed up every ladder and nearly reached the top.

			But got quite upset; with tears he cried, insisting that they all should stop.

			When a very large snake kept started to gobble him up.

			He waited till the fourth time that he’d had to return to the base

			Then stated that the game was daft;

			He’d not play any more of the board game today.

			But after half an hour it was Steve who asked to play

			For once Sue let Stephen win a game, he seemed to be OK.

			But he still said that he had had enough of games to play today.

			He said that they were all too slow,

			But still he’d have another go.

			Instead, he found a set of draughts; insisting all should play.

			So Mum and Dad and Sister Glad all played draughts with him

			Some time later on that day.
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			Training Centre

			There’s a bridge across the railway track.

			Not far from the Bartons’ Home,

			The one where you can see a gaudy garden gnome.

			Steve quickly tries to watch each train

			As below the bridge it passes.

			He tries to see each train go past as through it were the last.

			But sometimes Stephen fails to see a train that speeds through far too fast.

			Or when a train is due to pass but passes very late.

			Or when one train on the fast line blocks another on the slow.

			Or when he misses one or two − not passengers, but freight.

			For every train that passes through he treats as though the last

			But Stephen sometimes leaves his bike.

			On his way out into town

			Upon the bridge in someone’s way

			His mum tells Stephen he must always say:

			Instead of “that bike’s mine”, but

			“Sorry, I beg your pardon,

			I should have left it in our garden.”

			Sister Gladys had a scooter.

			But gave it up; it didn’t suit her

			Stephen says that he has got

			What he calls his favourite spot.

			From where to watch the trains come past.

			Until he sees the train that’s sent

			As 10:08 to Stoke-on-Trent.
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			And then the 13:22 departing fast

			The local train that’s come from Crewe.

			One weekend Charlie had arranged a treat

			For himself and Steve, and Sue and Glad

			He’d bought a set of first-class seats

			For a steam train that would pass along the line

			Which Stephen thought extraordinarily fine.

			Then one thing more the driver’s mate,

			Standing on the train’s footplate,

			While he was drinking from his cup

			Invited Stephen to come on up.

			Stephen became so excited.

			That by the driver he’d been invited.

			When he got up, he was delighted.

			When at last they both descended

			You could hear the little lad

			Loudly talking to his dad.

			That when he grows up

			He now intends with elation

			Driving trains will be his occupation.

			But on their way back home, the Barton family passed a shop for selling railwayana

			So, if you now knock on their front door

			A plaque will tell you in a script that is the railway’s best

			That you have now arrived at Reading West
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			In the Swim

			Stephen’s parents had said to him

			That he should start to learn to swim.

			They took him round just past the gym

			Where Stephen found some biscuits which he dunked

			Before putting on his swimming trunks.

			And when they reached the deep end’s rim,

			The swimming teacher said hello.

			When they passed the leisure pool.

			Which Stephen thought was very cool.

			Steve was neither scared nor slow.

			But dived straight in at the deep end.

			There he made a huge great hash

			By making a huge great splash

			The water everywhere he did send.

			But at the school he’d learned how best to swim.

			Soon there was no classmate any way as good as him.

			It became a family joke,

			He tried to do most every stroke.

			While lying down upon his back.

			Other kids he’d flutter by

			While he tried to do the butterfly.
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			All Other Ground

			One weekend in early May,

			The weekend of the holiday,

			The Barton family went away

			With Aunty Valerie to stay

			Aunty Val lives near the sea in a house that’s old and grand,

			A stone’s throw from the shingle

			And a stone’s throw from the sand.

			Apart from when they both went swimming,

			Glad taught Stephen how to build

			A castle made of sodden sand

			Between the seashore and the land.

			They both were disappointed, despite using both their hands,

			Despite their pressure from their palms

			They couldn’t make the castle stand.

			The trouble was, I have to say,

			The sand quite quickly drained away.

			

			The Beautiful Game

			Stephen’s favourite Grandad Clements,

			Says that he should have more sense

			But he still goes into town each week

			To watch the Rovers’ goalie’s feats.

			He says the Rovers nowadays

			Are simply not a patch

			On the Rovers that they used to be

			When he watched them as a lad.

			He talks with fellow Rovers’ fans

			How and why they are so bad.

			“The centre forward’s useless, 

			And the goalie is a clown.

			If they lose another match

			They’re certain to go down.”

			Steve wears a total complement of

			Scarf, and shirt and hat

			They all have number 4 on them

			And a red and purple cat.

			Stephen likes his football

			And he kicks a ball around.

			When he unpacked the Rovers’ kit

			That Grandad brought around

			He dressed up as a Rover, but you never heard a sound

			Apart from Stephen singing very long and very loud

			The wording of the verses of the well-known Rovers’ song

			Sue did not approve of it as she thought it rather crude

			And other Grandad, Barton, thought the song was very rude.

			One week Grandad C said he’d take Stephen to a match

			

			But straight way he discovered that to do so there’s a catch.

			As every Saturday morning Sue takes Stephen to the gym

			Where either She or Charlie can keep an eye on him.

			While she takes part in Yoga, Stephen joins in martial arts.

			When Charlie comes to pick them up,

			While waiting, throws some darts.

			The players at the darts club are always very matey.

			Especially the only time when he scored the full one eighty.
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