
Poem by Catriona Smith 

 

How come the grass seems greener than before? 

I notice the standing stones standing more strong and powerful 

I hear the twittering of the birds high above the ground 

I smell the farm nearby. 

The bushed are always cracking with the sound of some small 

mammal 

Everything is different , but in a good way now. 

 

All the elderly people say that the fell I stand on just this minute 

used to be a land mine testing field and that there might be 

some left. Others say otherwise but you never know. 

All of this, on this fell now that's amazing. 
 

 

 

Cumbria by Annabelle Farish 

 

 



Our Garden by Charlotte Harrison 

 

I see green grass and tall trees with huge wide branches, like 

an elephant’s trunk.  

I see greens, blues, reds, pinks and purples. 

I see our pond shining in the sunlight like shimmering diamonds 

jumping across the water. 

I see small black tadpoles that look like tiny fish, swimming in 

the peaceful pond. 

A small stream slowly trickles. 

I see long curvy ferns, stretching out like green fingers to reach 

water. 

I see delicate, pretty periwinkles and small, beautiful bluebells. 

I see dandelion fluff, happily floating in the breeze, I wonder 

where they are all going. 

I see the lambs slowly munching grass.  

I hear birds flying in the clear blue sky. 

I see blackbirds hopping over the lawn, catching worms for their 

tea. 

At dusk I see small black bats zooming across the night sky. 

I hear the wind rustle through the leaves. 

I hear less cars.  

I see no planes. 

I feel so happy in our peaceful garden, we are lucky to have it.  

  



My Magical Adventure by Ellen Starkey 

 

 



 
  



A Walk by Chloe Tosh 

 

 
 



Acrostic poem by Eve Goodchild 

 

  acrostic poem 

……………………………………………………………………………… 

 

Fantastic 

Outrageous 

Xylophone 

Glaring in the sunlight 

Loving 

Open path of happy ness 

Very brightly colored in a hot summer's day  

Extremely  pretty  

 

 

 

The Rowing by Henry Leek 

 

 

  



The Mysterious Walk! by Daniel Strike 

 

 
 

  



My land is home by Finn Munro 

 

 
 

 

  



Fellfoot Fables poem by Lydia Sabuda 

 

As I walked with the river 

I started to shiver 

Feeling the cold air touch me 

And the birds calling with glee 

 

I smell the river 

I smell the trees 

I see the stones 

And feel the cool breeze 

 

I was running with the rabbits 

Swimming with the fish 

Listening to the birds 

And watching the flowers flourish 

 

Since lockdown has happened 

We’ve stayed inside 

Not looking what changed 

To the world outside. 

 

 

  



Live In by Noah Robinson 

 

 
 

 
 

Poem of Wildlife by Harry Bennet 

 

I like the wind blowing in your face making, 

I like the lamb and the sheep running in the grass of their field, 

I like the birds flapping their wings in the sky, 

I like the leaves turning different colours in the year, 

I like to hear the wind rushing past your face, 

I like hearing the lambs and the sheep barring, 

I like the sounds of birds chirping, 

Always make sound little animals and let your hearts sing away. 
 

 



My Glassonby Walk by Jamie Kemp 

 
  



My Fellfoot Fables poem by Kailani Joslin 

 
  



 

 
  



I Am Nature by Eden Thomlinson 

 

I am the sky looking down 

I am the weather changing everything 

Big and Blue everyone says 

I am the colour of the ocean 

 

I am a flower small and slight 

I am a thing covered in bracken 

Everyone picks me for their Granny 

I am the colour of the sun 

 

I am a tree big and broad 

I am the hub for wintery days 

Children love to climb on me 

I am from a little acorn 

 

I am the river bendy and cold 

I am as blue as sapphires 

Any swimmers little haven 

I am a source of water 

 

All that mother nature has to offer 

Earth, Fire, Water and Air 

Us humans take for granted 

And remember, I AM NATURE. 

 

  



Poem by Rosa Henderson 

 

 
 

  



Poem by Zach Currah 

 

 
  



The Outside Is Bliss By Katie Stainton 

 

The outside world is what I’ve missed, 

After 11 weeks at home, 

The freedom is bliss, 

 

I hear songs from the birds above my head, 

Feel the gentle summer's breeze on my cheeks, 

I drink in the fresh air as the wind swishes the grass, 

 

I see the lambs dancing in the fields, 

And the bluebells blooming in the sun, 

 

I feel the sun’s warm glow on my face, 

As the rocks slip beneath my feet in the stream, 

 

It's good to be back outside and free, 

Oh this is the life, the life for me. 

 

  



Beautiful by Sam Harrison 

 

 
 

 

  



White and Red by Chloe Tosh 

 

 
 

 

 



Our Garden by Charlotte 

 

 
 

 


