
The Amazing Adventures of Pip the Apple Seed 

 

Written, couplet by couplet, by visitors to Apple Day at St Nicholas Fields, York,  

in October 2011. Is this the world’s longest apple poem? Or will we have to continue 

writing it on Apple Day next year? 

 

Long ago there was a seed called Pip 

Who set off on an awe-inspiring trip 

She fell from the tree and onto the ground 

Just lying there waiting to be found 

The rain it rained and she started to shout 

For from her tummy she was beginning to sprout 

The rumbling in her tummy grew 

And from her depths a fresh shoot flew 

The root pushed down, through the soil 

Down and down, as if drilling for oil 

The one day some juicy leaves appeared 

And all the children loudly cheered 

A rabbit came along and tried to eat it up 

But it was chased away by a tiny little pup 

It grew taller and taller towards the sky 

Until it reached way up high 

Branches sprouted left and right 

Until it caught the accursed blight 

It was ill. Would it die? 

‘Don’t you worry, don’t you cry!’ 

Out from the forest crept the Green Man 

‘Do not fear, I have a great plan.’ 

He howled and he hollered and he thrashed his twigs 

And up from the ground twined cherries and figs 

Out from the tree flew a pretty white bird 

Singing a song to warn the herd 

Of elephants and rhinos and a kangaroo 

Who had all escaped from the local zoo 

Nellie the elephant emptied her trunk 

And soon enough the tree was drunk 
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The drunk apple tree swayed in the breeze 

But come the night, the blossom would freeze 

The plan came to fruition, the Green Man arrived 

With a hop and a whistle, the blossom thrived 

The blossom was brilliant, a beautiful sight 

You just knew that the apples would be alright 

Feelings of delight consumed the apple seed 

Watching changing colours in the sunlight … ‘Oh we will succeed’ 

The days grew longer and the summer breeze blew 

The sunlight warmed and the pollen flew 

All around, far and wide, 

And into another tree it did collide 

Up above high in the sky there was a bee 

It flew down down down into the tree 

Then the lovely juicy apples come 

While the busy buzzy bees hum 

Said one bee to another ‘You are the apple of my eye’ 

He then went on the say ‘I sometimes wonder why!’ 

The air became cold, and the sky went black 

Suddenly our tree was under ATTACK! 

The wild wind howled and the thunder clashed 

As a fork of lightning from the heavens flashed! 

God said ‘People you must pray 

There will be peace for Pip this day’ 

It wasn’t really God, but a bad angel with wings 

Then the police caught the angel who stole God’s things 

Pip’s first crop was safely gathered in 

And this is where next year’s poem will begin … 

 

 

© St Nicholas Fields, York 

 

Find out more at:  

http://thebigbuzz.wordpress.com/2011/10/22/the-worlds-longest-apple-poem/  

Or email Anneliese Emmans Dean:  

info@theBigBuzz.biz  
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