My Garden

The nature around me that I failed to see,
The beetles, the birds, not forgetting the bees, 
The buzzing and scurrying we may find annoying, 
Is essential to maintain the world we’re destroying.

My garden, a haven for these little creatures,
Overgrown and neglected, no specialist features,
No flowerbed or lawn, just brambles and weeds,
I hadn’t considered that’s what they’d need.

Who would have thought that this is their dream,
To be left to explore, build their homes all unseen,
With the piles of hedge trimmings, so perfect for nests,
The rotting wood and wildflowers, nooks and crannies to rest,

I’ll just add pots of flowers that the bees will love,
And some seeds in the feeders, for the birds above.
The bees seek the colours the flowers produce,
As they fly round the garden, giving pollen a boost.

Small birds love the hedgerow and bushes so wide,
With berries and insects to feed, but also hide,
To be safe and be hidden, building nests for their young,
Rewarding our kindness with their beautiful birdsong.

The foxes and hedgehogs love to prowl round,
The paths they’ve created, with the long grass pressed down,
I sit in the window and watch them explore, 
Wondering where they lives and wanting to know more.

So, my garden stays wild, some may say unkept,
But to the mini beasts and creatures it is perfect,
I’ll keep adding flowers and look after the pots,
Remembering to water them when it gets hot.

The overgrown section with cuttings, weeds and thorns,
Will be left for all creatures to use and paths to be worn,
I’ll carry on feeding the birds with the seeds,
And thank all these beings, they’re what the world needs.
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