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NATURE TRAIL
It starts like no other, a long and winding road, a puzzle of thoughts, a map of a place that no one really goes or knows.  It is never the same you know, one day to another, sunny, cold or wet, a feast of life that is all around you.  A humble robin, a jackdaw, a rabbit, a hare, the beautiful world we live in.  When we go hunting for game, for creatures that make us happy, we are thankful that we were born.
JANUARY
It is a New Year.  We move on.  It is a blessing for some that we are still here, that some of our family have gone and are not here anymore, like the seasons that are memories that carry on to new frontiers. 
Let us move on.  The owl calls toot, toot, the love has not left this place.  Songs that love grows strong, a mellow of a month, well we all can be wrong.  A pleasure to be here and will life move on for the good?  No, we have all got to eat, big or small, but that call of the wild when we all cry ‘it’s bloody cold outside’.  A lesson of life as we start with the New Year. What is going on?   Well it is the New Year.  Watch out, a birth of lambs and the shepherds, who, like the bible, have come along and with their crooks.  First born.  This new start of the year, 12 months of the year. Watch how a New Year stars in the almanac.  Watch how this year’s wildlife moves on to a new start, a new flower that might think to grow with love and birds thinking ‘are we nearly there yet?’
Nature’s love (sonnet)

Echoes listen hoot horn owl gun sad end
Squealing shouting silence whisper dead gone
Flies fly not all disappeared more than friend 
Lost gone no more all eaten the meat brawn 
Walking from one another death trail trend
Maggots an army fear a carpet lawn
Egotism nature intertwine withdrawn
We all come- together earth soil flagstone

Born to breed laughter comes sadness death meets
Rise fall love tears mating season once more
   New start a new birth nature calls and greets
All trying to survive wardrobe drawer
  Eyes watching looking opportunity
Then we all come out to crawl to history 


FEBRUARY
QUACK QUACK,  quack, quack ,quack, quack QUACK ,QUACK the male duck calls for his Mrs and mistresses and all QUACK QUACK, and the girls call back quack, quack ,quack, quack and the knowing that the hunting season has just gone.
Walking up in front of me with wings up in the air. Up yours jack! No duck a la orange for a while. Famous last words, but there are a few in the freezer. Cannot wait to see you next year. QUACK QUACK duck I will be back!  The terminator!  Enjoy your season, as I will mine.  They are getting ready to pair up and commit their love to each other, and he helps the mistresses as well when she is not looking and her back turned. A clever duck until it catches up with him.
(Haiku)
Quack, come on, quack, quack
Run, hurry up, come on, quack, quack
Can’t count, left with one

MARCH
Time for a bit of tickling with our hands. Trying to get your fingers into a tight spot under the cold stones, not knowing what you got in your hands. A scary thing that creates a tingle in your bones, like a horror film!  You are not quite sure what you have until it bites!  An eel the size of your arm!  How the hell did it get in there?  For the love of god! That was a nasty hard fright for a young boy. I won’t be doing that anymore. A snake in my hand long and like a stick.   Now older, and my hands have gone too big, and no money in the bank to pay the poacher’s fine. 
 A call of the wild that cries a beautiful song, my song, a love song, a sad song of life that no one knows.  A blessing, a call of a new life that wants to be born.  Carries on to new borders that are not a surprise.  A love of this song cries into your inner soul. The pain that comes from this is from this song.  Hello!  A cry of grief.  Just a hello, listen to my song.  A bible said it all in your thoughts.  Listen to the call.  The sadness that comes with the moral of this song.  The Numinous arquata, a curlew –Scolopacidae my love, love. Love, I cry for you. Where are you? Please listen my love. It is my call to you and you back to me and don’t forget our babies. But how long can we sing this song? How long before we are gone, and the countryside does not want us anymore?  You have forgotten this song you humans!  You do not remember us because you have forgotten our song.   A song of love that will soon be gone.................................. ?
Mad march hare that is one of the biggest events of the year! A boxing match to see who will win the maiden for the year. Like royalty! Elegant to watch if you ever get the chance.  This psychotic, ironic, erotic, exotic match of the countryside venue that as a young boy I have been lucky to see.  
(Haiku)
Watch the skies fly on
Seasons come, goes, life moves by
Nature’s orchestra 

APRIL
In the corner of the field, well curled up looking well enjoying a good night sleep, the prettiest thing I have ever seen!  A beautiful animal that takes from the land, as they are free to roam the land.   The fox that craves a new-born lamb, a chicken, a duck or a goose, an afterbirth or two to feed their own cubs that have not long been born.  Is he a thief?  Guilty or not?  Judged. This fox is found guilty.   
I found another poor fox an animal we thought was sleeping, for he was curled up so tight, dead.  He had his life and lived it to the full, leaving a trail of death behind him.  A cruel world we all live in. Kill or be killed.  There is always something that wants you, but we’ve all got to eat, or is it sport?
Look up spring is definitely here!  My friends have come back again.  A pleasure to see.  The swift, the swallow, the sand martin and the house martin, have all come over from the other side of the world to breed and to survive here again.  But look around!  We have spoiled mother earth, believing we are gods.  There are no insects about again; blame the system of greed.  
First breath from my nose with the morning chorus. The day was starting to wake, listening to the orchestra of surprises, where a Jackdaw with someone else's baby in its mouth! Breakfast for her young. One member of the family displaced.  Too many kids to feed. You don't miss one or two until they are all gone.
 Just the morning chorus for the young

(Haikus)

  Food kids sing mum dad
What happens when they gone tweet?
Nothing goes to waste 


New dawn survived tweet
Flew the nest just lived tweet
 Leftovers, mum dad

Got my new feathers 
 Feather plume that shines so bright
Whistling love songs

Cock of the walk sings
My patch come on girls meet me
Hen pheasants everywhere

Fall of the mighty lord
Magnificent flight a king 
Queens crying everywhere

He’s got his army   
First charge of the flying squad
Gun down enemy fire

Red wine sauce a brandy
Indigestion came second course
A port for the king

Can’t wait for next year
King has gone the prince is here
White wine sauce next year 
    
A poet’s song.  A dance. Maybe a jester? Call for more fun. Maybe a talent or a fool that has it all. Makes the king laugh until he gets caught with the queen!  Hung drawn and quartered.  Like peasants, they are part of the royal court, like the elegance of the royal stag fighting for his does. With the salmon pushing to live for its royal throne. Swam the oceans and the seven seas. Coming home to his breeding grounds once more.

A king with his queen, until the joker came along and sang the wrong song and mated with his queen? Calling and dancing. One big mistake for the wrong cock!! A fight till the bitter end.  He was game! Hung drawn and quartered into the pot. 

Spring calving!  Look out to the fields with their beautiful young.  All different colours and marks.  It will not be long before they hit the ugly stage, before they become beautiful cows and there to give us milk to carry us on.  With hard work of milking, dawn and dusk.  A bottle to our door.  Breakfast in bed.  The milkman drops the bottles by the door.  Look over there - the farmers have kept back the fields ready for the hay this year.  A bit of cash in the pocket later.

Hard work does not kill anyone they say - try working on the hay! 

MAY
A master!  A creature stands on one leg waiting for food to come along. A beautiful bird that you can enjoy and watch all day.  The elegance of a ballet dancer. Unique.  This magnificent bird, the Heron, flies down from its heronry like an old prehistoric pterodactyl gliding down to its hunting grounds, looking for unexpected treasures of food that was on his shopping list; stickleback, a frog, a toad, a minnow, a fish or two.

Dressed in harmony. A Dance!  Swimming swans, floating, watching what is going on.  Why so much going on? Where the kingfisher cannot judge.  Look over there!  A duck that quacks its head off.  A bird that has been lost, that you do not see any more.  A coot.  She has the white above the beak.  Look over there.  A moorhen!  Same as the coot but she has red on top of her beak.

What future is there for the wildlife to move on and live a little bit more.  For what?  We will not have them when they are extinct and gone from this earth

(Haiku)

Watch. Learn.  A new wife
Who can tell when she might swell?
Learn from me, new life


JUNE

All the vermin have left the farmyards in late May, and now are living in the meadows and the hay fields with plenty of feed coming from the old grass, field and dormice and voles. The rabbits have had a good start, as they always do with the first heat of spring.  The rats are on their way as the sheds are being cleaned out.  The rats will have a heyday when the fields are cut.

Now you know that beautiful smell of the summer season comes from the trees.  All are fully green and look like they just have just come out from the hairdressers, smiling tall and proud like the great Oak. The sycamore doesn’t look sick anymore, after that hard winter spell that felt like the cold had gone down to its roots. 

The world was new then. You are young. Quick get down the hay field! No one can see us lying there, watching from the floor looking up to the sun. Good days of first love. Doing nothing wrong! Just a kiss and a cuddle. Nothing wrong!  A new girl moved down. A new start in life to make us strong. Holding hands. Moving on with buttercups and daisy chains. You love me or you love me not! It was just right for all of us. Love. A funny kind of thing.  Lying there by the river path, not knowing.   I see the rod, too late, it’s come off the hook, falls back into the stream, over the waterfall and down to the long river.  I wait by the waterfall and hope she’s coming back from the big ocean out there.   As for the farmer, he knew the seasons well.  When we had to help the farmer back, as a mark of respect, we all knew that he knew where we’d been.  Nothing for nothing, believe me.
JULY
All the sacrifices are nearly done now. We all can sit back a bit and enjoy the summer shows and market fetes.  Who has grown the biggest and best thistle?  A bit of a farmers joke! The cattle line up, the sheep have had their wool cut like they’ve been down the hair dressers, pampered, and the pigs look more clean than half of us and beautifully dressed getting ready to give us some winter warmth a bacon roll or two gammon eggs and home grown chips. Nothing gets wasted on the farm, only the cry of death when the time is ready.
 As we come together with the seasons and months. You can eat lamb all the year round same as beef. Pork only when there is an ‘R’ in the month!  That’s the old saying - because the flies would lay their eggs and spoil the meat.  If the weather is too hot, the pig would sweat and go tainted, a waste of time, and a life that no one can eat except the maggots and flies.
(Haiku)
Time has changed once more 
You know as you get older
Egg timer sands drop 

AUGUST
Young and old relax.  The deeds have been done.  Enjoy a holiday and look what you have produced.  Down by the sea watch the birds fly by.  Catch a boat, a little bit of fishing goes a long way.  Look for crabs; watch out, you never know, they might bite!  It all happens down at the seaside; memories for all who have gone and done the same thing, when your parents took you out.  Nothing has changed; we all do the same, like the birds and the bees.  We keep on doing the same thing, a month, to a season, a year, it’s all the same and what do your grandparents say?  Take them to the beach and tire them out because they will only get on your nerves.  They have been there before themselves, we wonder why, how they know so much, passed down from generations to us all.  Well we all did have a good time at some time, but we all paid the price, like the nature that is all around us with their worries. We’re all just the same, trying to get a kind of life that ends up tiring to us all.  The world can be our oyster, we only do what we can, give them the best.
Villanelle

The lives that moved on
The story gone forever more
That no one carries on, it’s gone

Tales of unexpected Ghost swan
Past catching up post war
The lives that moved on

Heroes that lived, land was won
Women were men, men were poor
That no one carries it on, it’s gone

Face a person born on this dawn
Shadows disappear, closed drawer
The lives that moved on

Look back to the walking listen
Can you remember now the rapport?
That no one carries on, it’s gone

Many forgotten stories that shone
Reborn in time another time before
The lives that moved on
That no one carries on, it’s gone

(Haikus)

Wisdom from within
Paints picture in your mind, story
Close your eyes believe

Read old books new tricks
True try it and open your mind
History, start of crime

So many stories
Do first into a cookbook
Walk up to cook’s pot

SEPTEMBER
In a mood?  Not again!  What is wrong with you?  You look at me like green thunder.  What have I done again to upset you?  Please don't look at me with tears in your eyes, you know I feed you and I work to keep this home.  You love me when you want to.  When I say walkies you love me more.  Sorry to give you sorrow over it. Time pays for us to get away and to be with the love of the beach.  Say no more with sad eyes, you know what you’re doing, no more.  Let’s go for our walk.  You are cruel to me; I should have called you a cow not Judy.  You always make me smile.  Your smiling teeth and a funny talk that I sometimes think is a growl with a paw or two.  Am I your owner or are you a smart dog?  So am I the slave to you? One funny dog that no one will ever believe, with a short tail, a Dalmatian that had a good nerve that pushed me to understand with a smile of more teeth.  You start to understand the dog is part of the story, but there’s more to say - the other five dogs smile too! A harvest time of year.  We are thankful and have respect for how hard it was.  Food back on the table.  Thank you, God.

Villanelle - Nature

Listen and learn the love of wildlife can you see a fairyland
Can you smell the harmony that is all around you?
Picture of the horizon can you see the Promised Land

Dancing strawberries waiting to be made into jam
Mother father waiting bread and wine and a corkscrew
Listen and learn the love of wildlife can you see a fairyland

Just love that’s follows us around a new household friend motherland
We worked so hard with passion, well look what we got a little baby-boo
A picture of the horizon can you see the promised land

Hello, my love what have we done more hard work can we understand
Harvest here again, the smell of hay is in the air, we need a crew 
Listen and learn the love of wildlife, can you see a fairyland

More hands have come along a hard winter comes along we are manned
Do we start again?  We cuddle, we’re getting older, damn, now just us two
A picture of the horizon can you see the promised land

We made a bed and had a clutch of our own chicks that were not planned
Look at what we made.  I wish winter was not so cold, the years left now are few
Listen and learn the love of wildlife can you see a fairyland
A picture of the horizon can you see the promised land
OCTOBER
The hard work has been done.  All of Mother Nature’s creatures have bred ready for another year and are now waiting for autumn to come.  Some fly home, some fly back for the cold of Britain, another lot has come over.  The woodcock has come back, flown over from Russia where it’s too cold to stay.  At home in a non-native country, they flew to us as they came over, only to be shot, like the first world war, line up and be shot, but given a sporting chance.  A left and right, side by side.  A sporting time not many people can do.  Shooting beautiful birds, you can use their pin feathers to draw and write with, a thin line that not many know.  People don’t write with pens anymore, stuck on the computer, what for?  Just write and look and see and don’t be naive.  Look, watch and see.    

(Haikus)
Philosopher’s tale
Don’t need to be a genius
Look around and see

Anthropology
Human nature wakes up, look
Look and learn we’re free

Things and lives are hard
History will tell you so
Look back we’re not gods

Camouflage of hate
Archaeology more hate
Killed stories dug up

Lost battles that fought
Back to history the dead
Resting place, no peace

Coming to the end of the month, look above.  We are coming closer to Christmas, it’s Halloween.  Look up to the skies, the planes are on their flight lines paths, the clouds are moving in the dark all over the sky.  Whoosh, whoosh they’re all over the place, the sound, the patterns they make are god sent.  It makes you wonder how they can do that, a kaleidoscope, the whoosh, whoosh and they don’t collide into each other.  It’s just a surprise.  How can that be when they dive bomb into roost for the night.  A murmuration!   If you have not witnessed this, you won’t believe that the heavens can open up with a starling cloud. Now it’s named in an Aberystwyth hotel, The Starling Cloud, the birds that can fly in formation.  Look for them close to dusk and listen to the whoosh in the day and dusk.  It shows that winter is coming once more. A reminder of the cold that will come.
(Haiku)
Fly, fly swarms of birds
Clouds darkness flying so high
Whoosh call from the wild 
NOVEMBER
The owls are calling like sirens who, who, who, who, is next.  That’s what he said to me.  Now when I listen, I remember what he said.  I can sit back as now I know what he was on about, hearing the owls crying a tale of what he said came back to haunt me.  Who’s next?  Was it his brother?  Like shooting pigeons coming in to roost for the night, like me in my younger days, they must have thought the same as those guns, flashes of fire, the birds were feeling the heat coming down those barrels of two, the left and right.  I understand pests are there to be killed, but as he said, listen to the owl who, who, who, who.  
The Fall (Sonnet)
It’s gone cold, cold who, who look midnight sun
Shining bright light, the whole silhouette sky
Look around watching from the background spun
Silent night crisp winter ground wait sound spy
Crack on that carpet floor running bobbin
Watching who, who is around mummify
Comes out of the trees freeze petrified
 Squeal, first of the night waving tail bye

Stop and learn time to grow up and be wise
Ears up all watch the death, a friend, a son 
 All gone quiet everyone looking for eyes
Who, who goes there like us, like them, christen?
Cursed from birth they’re always on the menu 
First and second three course desert and chew  
DECEMBER
The world has moved on
They forget the dead move on
Sorry today’s lost
It is that time of year again.  Memories come back to haunt us once more.  Time has passed by coming up to a new year. Another year almost over. It will all start again. A new life, history repeats itself.  We start again! A new year to move on to.  New birth.  The old get older and want to carry on, but it does not work that way! We are all the same, playing a game that’s called life.  We all move on for the next to carry on with a new horizon. 
Can we, the people of the world, look back and see what we have done to the world and mother nature? Look at what we have lost all over the world.  Man’s greed.  Move on and then want to turn the clock back.  Shout out, it was not us, it was that country over there, they are the ones to blame!  
We are all to blame.  If we had a war, we would see how the wildlife would fight back, while we, the human race, become extinct.  A blame game.  We can’t see what’s in front of our own eyes.  We don’t listen but make up stories for our own nation.   We all come from politics that are in a bad way that keep us small.  The world could be our oyster.  Well, wake up!  Look around you!  Nature says the same; look and see! 

(Haikus)

How does it work, tell?
Passing through when you have seen
We were given eyes

A cup of tea watch
Look the bird table squirrel
Ha! An air gun job


A fright, a flight – woof
A woodcock frightened off, annoyed
Cosy hedge called home

Pig disappears
All three weeks she’s gone to pig
Piglets trot behind

A vein, a river, a river of life, a flow that tells a story running through, or blood following a trail that shows a good body of wine; burgundy, merlot, malbec, cabernet sauvignon.  These are rivers of love. Wine that goes with the flow, a red river of blood.  Leaves falling creating a lovely carpet on the floor.  A crisp feeling with frosting on the ground.  No footprints of animals, no one knows. 

A smell of a fox I think, or something that has gone rotten.  Something died, covered underneath with maggots trying to keep warm.  Everything has got to live.  A chicken that doesn't like chicks - she liked the rooster, liked the game.  She lays ten eggs and sits for three weeks.  She looked under her breasts; she was never the same, there were chicks, she was never sane.  She went back on the game; she just loved the old cockerel, Rocky the rooster.

Is this the same as a falcon takes your young?  Is this the same when the mole eats the worm?  Is this the same when a fox kills all your poultry?  Is this just the same? Are we hunted as game? Someone wants your body and your soul.  We are all up for sale. Just a commodity.  Like all wildlife. We are all the same. We have all got to eat to survive while others have been sacrificed to eat.  Who pays for their keep except an animal that has found its match?    

Welsh weather!  What do you expect?  Experience it.  A damp and cold we call home.  A deer!  A body that shines like a shy doe and the gallant stag.  They stand in front of me; a wonderful sight, like a woman in a painting that changes with the colours of the year.  She is still there, wild and wonderful.  Is she a dream, gentle, chivalrous and proud?  A painting, a delight, a wonderful daydream - but it not a dream!

A nightmare before Christmas the goblins came around and asked, do you want a goblin market with everything you could dream of?  A fair with songs and fairy tales that came along at Christmas.  No one will forget for a hundred years. Toys with noise. Decorations. The smells of Christmas.  Turkey, chutney, goose and duck, beef and pork, gammon and chicken.  Don’t forget the lamb.  They played a fiddle and were destroyed for the love of Christmas. The greed was on our faces.  This is what happens all around the world. Like nature, we do not know which loved ones will be here or they may be gone. We are not different from them. We are walking through our time, like the birds and the bees. We must start thinking seriously about what will happen. When it is all gone from our eyes. Just a zoo of the dead. A museum of the lost. A sad story that will come back and haunt us all.  Interesting how we move on and just walk down memory lane. What for? You cannot turn back time. 
  

(Haiku)

Gone too cold, the worms
Dug down deeper in the earth
Veins spread to the heart  



(Sonnet)

A bottle of red wine, white or rosé
Coloured carpets of leaves winter wonders
Seasons innuendoes, flavours, bouquet
Land looks bare here nature naked hunger
Purple cotton bud clouds rinse shine old snow
Waiting what will happen for the food makers
Carol singers wait ready to bestow
Crows chorus start wishing from trees on acres

Dining table covered in virgin cloth
Blood drop patches said it all stained, lost soul
A troth to dine some will have empty troughs
Done your shopping right, you can rock and roll
Cuddle up in the ground a nice straw bed
Larder full of food, closed eyes, sleepyhead.


Mr and Mrs Jones, House number two. Well they went years ago! Don’t know who lives there now. Same as Mr and Mrs Evans they are not there anymore!  Same as the Thomas’s and the Williams’- the surnames that I grew up with have moved on. No old stories anymore. They have all gone. But my heart is old fashioned and has not changed to this day.

(Poem)

The lives that moved on and the story gone
Forever more, no one carries on

Tales of unexpected the Ghost of the past
Catching on once more listen sounds that gone

Heroes that lived the land women were men
Men were heroes, faces a person born on this earth

Picture no souls the shadow disappears gone
Word to mouth no one know anymore

What am I saying look back to the walking listen?
Wildlife disappeared from the face of the earth

What I can remember now dead? Lost in the past
The lives that moved on and the story gone

Forever more, no one carries on So many stories
That would make the nanny goat weep lost souls

Wildlife gone back to the wild to be reborn in time another time
Heroes that lived and worked the land women were men

Men were heroes for their women beloved trust
Nature call is just the same it not just a call again trust

Then you look back and you wonder down memory, lane
Like the sand piper nesting for years the same pair now gone

Hedgehogs were so common like spiky sheep all over the place
Go out with a torch and you could see their red bright eyes

Don’t pick them up or you won’t sleep all night scratch in bed
Fleas be all over you the dogs would be the same from prickly dog ball

(Poem)

What am I saying? Lives that moved on, the stories
Gone forever more, no one carries on lost tales of many gone
So many stories that would make the nanny goat laugh, lost souls
Wildlife gone back to the wild to be reborn in time another time
Heroes that lived the land women were men, but men were heroes
Old wife’s tales said it all, he worked his bones off, she cleaned it all up


[bookmark: _GoBack](Haiku)

Wave goodbye today
As tomorrow might not come
Let’s live smile enjoy


M S Douglas
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