Staphorst 

Here, even sand paths, 
have street name signs. 
Paths without house numbers, 
are adorned with traffic signs. 

Milk cans stand unemployed
in beautiful storage racks on the farm. 
Thatched roofs with blue towers 
meander  as the smoke that greets the air 

Women cycling along  “bossies an de Diek” ( farmyards). 
Tractors, taxis from the farmland, 
bouncing over the long main artery. 
The church towers for centuries, 
in the middle of the village. 
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