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A beautiful day - where to go, what to see? ] -

-
It’s got to be close and it’s got to be free, #n o B4 ?\%
With something for all of the family - e ﬁ%
Let’s get some ideas from the library! s e
A bug hunt and picnic, we soon decide,
So, armed with a trail and a pocket guide, Jreant N
We're off, in pursuit of the creatures inside: on )\ Y 3
Butterflies, beetles and lots more besides. e w he ¥ g ) ey®
WAl W ¢ W\
XuallY
We choose Seven Acres, no need to discuss: o e ‘(v'\,&\\’(e\f\\ L \-greet \nerow:
|t’sjust down the road, to avoid any fuss. G e emer® < aued W&
We can go to the Post Office, hop on a bus \’(WV\"‘A Yo e t\ G2e VA wtng Sow
or use Shanks’s pony, it’s all up to us. X wmv\"\ Yoe \ v\\ovom’( «
lea e
k Yo s o
In search of adventure and up for a lark, A e ,,s\eNN‘ w W ; o)
We’re soon walking into our own country park. ~ 2 oo
g AR N U(o\v\)(ﬂ\\\ﬂ y

We stroll by the pond, see the ducks splash around,
And a heron takes off, disturbed by the sound. ‘I

| came upon a small wooden bridge
straddling a babbling brook, where We emerge from the wood to the glare of the sun,

and stop on the ‘beach’ for our picnic, what fun!
A brook babbles by, we watch as it flows -

The perfect place to cool off our toes.

Silvery-scaled fish swam in and out of the
vocks. | continued my walk through the
woods, kicking up the golden leaves as
they fell from the trees and feeling like

: In a more peaceful world, unnoticed before,
a child again.

; Dappled in shadows of sycamore.
(Beryl's memories) ¢ We stand on a bridge, with the water below,

I Watching bright dragonflies go to and fro.

Birds in the trees, in the water, the sky: SP\iS"\ SY\M\“
Goldfinches, bullfinch, a kestrel on high. Bisw bash
Coots, ducks and dippers, the heron stands tall, (ereedh and scream
But kingfisher is the star of them all. S and readh
Staying still, crouching low for a better view, Rus ) i

; ; Chase with has
scanning the banks for a bright flash of blue.

4rob and YW

A fat little robin is feasting on berries, Ev\eyq\rbv\w‘-‘“ﬂ
gorging on rowan and wild pink cherries. Fun
Some wood pigeons rise, we caught them napping, o by pebomh)
while, on a trunk nearby, a woodpecker is tapping. (po



Robin
A cheeky, chirpy chap:
Your lovia]H’ [eathers
Light my day.
(haiku by Bevyl)

A scurry in the branches, a scuttle down down the bark,

The busy little squirrel is happy as a lark.

Surrounded by green - shrubs and trees of all kinds,
We've left all the cares of the world far behind.

This industrial site, long since destroyed,

Has been reclaimed by nature, for us to enjoy.

Leaving the shade of the towering trees, -
We see beautiful butterflies bob on the breeze.

Near the trees, in the meadow where the grass is high
we might catch a glimpse of a deer running by.

e were walking along one Aay and So calming and peaceful, the rustling grass

noticed some sawdust on the path. When
we looked up we noticed a small, round
hole in the tree trunk and, after further

Swishes behind, as we troop on past.
Bugs scatter and fly from our clumsy fumbling
Grasshoppers leaping and beetles a-tumbling.

investigation, we spotted a family of
woodpeckers, which I'd never Seen in the 4
wild before. (Pete’s memory) ’
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We forget what’s on our doorstep, so much nature to explore -
There must be lots of trails that we haven’t walked before.

Let’s take some time to breathe again, enjoy our local treasures,
Remember some of the simple things, enjoy life’s little pleasures.
Those Lost Words can be found again, if we take time to look.
We can give them life again, free them from the book.

over, undey, in and out
underneath the pale blue sky
boughs and bark
squivvel—hid
secrets here do lie.

Daring grey miscreant

S’mm\inq, still as stone,
Making observers believe
They're really all alone.

§campering forward
on a daring run,
Snuffling through

autumn green and gold.

Weekly shopping donel

T

v (poems by Ellen)
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Lovely colours n the sky,

Lots o} butterflies flying by.
Drawing neckar from the flowerss
Dodging drop$ from April howers-

(poem by Jocky)

(olowrful in flight,
Shining n the lighty
Gracelul-

Never Seen one PAS V\'\a)h’(!

(waiku by Val)




