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Somerset Apple Project — Schools, Villages & Orchards 2004-2005

This outstanding local heritage project has engaged over 120 school children in five apple-growing parishes on the
Somerset Levels and Moors. The locally based workshop leaders, author James Crowden and artist Kate Lynch
inspired the children not only to write original and lively poetry, but also to draw and illustrate their very personal
observations of orchards, apples and cider-making. nspired by the work of Common Ground it is hoped this project will
act as a catalyst for similar initiatives.

Why Orchards?

Apples and orchards are a vital part of the Somerset
landscape and hold particular value to the cultural land-
scape of the Levels and Moors. Apples and orchards add
greatly to the local distinctiveness and are surrounded in
antiquity, myth and traditions. They play an important
role in the local economy and for many genera-

tions farmers have succeeded in producing fine
harvests of apples for cider and apple juice. As
with many traditional industries change has
occurred in recent years and it is not uncommon
to see or hear of orchards disappearing from the
Somerset landscape. The project will encourage
communities to learn about their local orchards
and each of their long history.
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Why schools?

It is vital part of every child's education
to get out into the countryside and
observe the diversity of nature and the
natural productivity that arises from
agriculture and horticulture. Somerset is
fantastically lucky to have so many
orchards on its doorstep and the sponta-
neous enthusiasm of the children, which
shows through in their poetry and art,
gives a new and exciting perspective on
orchards as a community resource and a
place of education and wonder. The
schools involved were all in traditional
orchard areas:

* Kingsbury Episcopi Primary,

* Creech St. Michael Primary,

* Brent Knoll Primary,

¢ Butleigh Primary

* Hugh Sexey Middle School

at Blackford near Wedmore.

Children from years five and six were taken out with their teachers to visit the orchards
at three very different times of year, April/May for blossom and bees, October/November
for apple harvest and cider making, Jan/March for pruning and grafting.

When I devised this orchard
project 1 had no idea that such
rich and colourful material
would come to light. Some of the
poems and words are very mem-
arable, particularly the group

their own. What constantly
amazes me is the effect that
being in an orchard has on a
class, whether it be spring, sum-
mer, autumn or winter. All the
children have managed to catch
the atmosphere and spirit of
place. These poetry panels will, [ hope, be an inspiration to
other schools, other teachers and other children not just in
Somerset, but in other parts of England where there are
orchards. The links between schools, orchards and educa-
tion are so obvious and yet this is the first time that such a
large project has been put together. It is a project which
has taken its direction from the pioneering work of
Common Ground and their desire to preserve traditional
orchards. In other words to value them for what they are,
places of inspiration.

On a personal note I have enjoyed working with the
children immensely and have learnt myself to see orchards
through new and younger eyes. Their words, like ripe
apples, hang in mid air and the pictures bring the words to
life. This is education at its very best and it 1s on your very
doorstep or at best just over the fence or gate. The three
main panels illustrating the various times of year are truly
wondrous
Eat local, drink the view. Think in acres. Orchard time.

James Crowden: www,james-crowden.co.uk

poems which have a magic all of

This has been an exeiting project and [ am
thrilled to have been part of it.

Pupils from five schools on the
Somerset Levels and Moors have followed
the seasonal life of an orchard through a
year, filling sketchbooks with words and
pictures, developing them into paintings
and poetry back in class. In May, at blos-
som time, they met beekeepers and
explored the mysteries of pollination stand-
ing on a carpet of petals in orchard blos-
som. In the autumn they drew ripe apples
on the same trees and paddled in apple
juice in the cider pressing sheds. After
Christmas many Brent Knoll pupils sang at the local Wassail and
others visited the skeletal and frosty orchards.

Getting out of school and working on site is a great thing.
Memorable. It was interesting to see first-hand the work involved in
producing a Somerset eating apple, real apple juice and local cider. 1
was there to encourage and focus their artwork, giving tips and sug-
gestions - how to capture the essence with a few strokes of the pencil,
use viewfinders, look for the geometry in trees, machinery and people.
Back in class they worked with charcoal and pastels. They also
painted the triptych panels. Creech St. Michael and Butleigh painted
the spring panel, Kingsbury Episcopi and Hugh Sexey's painted the
apple harvesting in the autumn and Brent Knoll relived the Wassail,
It has been a privilege working on the project and I have enjoyed
their fresh and energetic artwork. The triptych panels are a perma-
nent framed display screen, a fantastic collaborative work of art, a
colourful celebration of the ancient and traditional Somerset apple.It
will be exhibited at apple and cider events and other local festivals by
the Somerset Levels and Moors Partnership. [ hope the young people
are proud of their artwork - they should be!

Kate Lynch: www.katelynch.co.uk

LAMP Levels & Moors Project Office, Moorlynch Vineyard, Moorlinch, Bridgwater Somerset TA7 9DD * Phone 01458 210790 * www.somersetlevels.org.uk
Reprographics and lamination: Colorhouse, Sherborne www.colorhouse.co.uk * Graphic Design: Andrew Crane * Photography: Bill Bradshaw www.billbradshaw.co.uk
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Apple and Orchard Triptych

Panel One: ‘Blossom in the Apple Orchards’

The upper half of this panel was painted by pupils at Butleigh Primary School following sketching
visits to local orchards in May, blossom time, with artist Kate Lynch and poet James Crowden.
Local beekeeper, Tom Done, joined them to explain the mysteries of bees and pollination. Butleigh
Court is featured, the ancestral home of Robert Neville Grenville, who pioneered research into cider
production and Glastonbury Tor is in the distance. The lower half of the panel was painted by pupils
at Creech St.Michael Primary School following a visit to Charlton Orchards where they learnt about
the management of apple trees and the beauty of the local wildlife.
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Year 4

Soft blessom falling like snowdrops
Furiky pink, dark white,

Pinky white on the tree

Shade of green sign of green

Pink, pink funky pink

Blossom fall, fall on me

Like the sea blossom,

Blossom fall on me

‘We want to watch the blossom all week.

Cartitn Horsenett Bowley

Blossom, hlossom on the tres,
Blossom, blossom fall on me

Elossom, blossom feed me tea
Blossom, blassam I love thee.

Joseph Harrington

Pink leaves, pink leaves they grow on me
Light pink leaves, light pink leaves
Shine on the sea, green hills behind me
Lots of trees all around,

Sophie Brooks

Light pink blossom in the tree

Please come and fall on me

Planes flying through the sky

Blossam, blossom don't come dewn and die
All the trees are very pretty

All the trees are fairly witty

Blossom, blossom is light pink

All the Mowers like to blink

Blossom, blossom near the sea

Blossom, blossom please come to me.

Ruby Stnnott

Blossom, blossom falling on me
Blossom, blossom like the sea
Blassam, blossam blows around
Blossom, blossom blows and blows
And blows

Blossom, blossom on the tree

1 like apple trees that 1 see
They are pretty as pretty can be.

Chlpe Dixon

Candy floss, strawberry frost

Mum's eye shadow and pink lip gloss
Blossom is as sweet as day

In lines of trees with a sunlight squesze
Dark brown trunks as straight as monks
With pink powder on top in lumps.

Amy Price

Little trees, big trees

Little bees, small bees

Some trees have more blossom
Blossom is pink, blossom is white,
Pollen is yellow.

Jamie Yandel!

Little trees give me bees
Bees then come

Tt's the pellen on the trees
‘That they're really after.

Linm Brewer

Bored of blossom

Talked to blessom

Blossom didn't listen to me
Shake that blossom

Rake that blossom

Shake it till it runs free.

Hurry Gough
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Blossom Poetry — Brent Knoll Primary, May 2004

Blossom falls like April showers
Covers the ground like snow
Bees love it insects like it

It comes out in the spring
Blossom is pink

Leaves are green

Sky is blue

Look at it all

It is everywhere.

Alysha Poole

Da you know what I am thinking
Blossom, blossom, blossom
Actually apples. apples, apples
No... trees, trees, trees

Well I don't know

How abaut all three.

Rebecea Summers

I am flying past the orchard
I see trees with blossom
And Tl Ay back

And tell the other bees

But the tree says to himself
Phew, he's gone

But what if he cames back
With all the other bees

Charge | Bees away,
Hamish Gilpin

Sea of blessom

Sitting en the tree

Sitting next to a Nake of green
Blossom makes me feel young.

Darby Mears

Tiny bug in the flowers
And some blue skies

Busy bees buzzing

Long itchy grass

Soft wind on my left ear
Pinky purple velvet blossom
And some smelly cow pat.

Cheney Gardiner
Green grass, green trees
Blue sky, pink blossom
White blossom
High tannin, low tannin

Morgan Sweet and Ellis Bitter.
Rosie Galloway

Major, major send out Morgan
Send out Michelin

Send out 1560 bees

To blossom our trees.

Liam Shakespeare

Little bees don't be scared
Don't worry I didn't eare

Little bee my name is Dean
You better come or I'll be mean

Some trees blossom
Some trees don't
Great big orchards
Make their home.

Peter Morris

Old tree old tree don't fall on me
Your hole in you

Makes me want to come and play
White purple pink blossom.

Falling like snow drops

Come on Blossom and fall like snow.

Ana Bream

Sea of blossom sitting on the tree

As white as white ean be

We want to look at the blossom all day
‘We want to laok at the blossom all May.

Danielle Lock

Group Poem

Blossom, blossom I love thee

We want to watch the blossom all week
Light pink leaves shine on the sea,
Blossom, blossom please come to me,
Blossom, blossom falling on me

Candy floss, strawberry frost

Some trees have more blossom

Little trees give me bees

Shake that blossom, rake that blossom
Bees love it insects like it

Do you know what I am thinking
Charge ! Bees away

Blossom makes me feel young

Busy bees buzzing

And some smelly cow pat.

Blue sky, pink blossom

Send out 1500 bees, to blossom our trees
Little bee my name’s Dean

You better come or I'll be mean

Old tree old tree don’t fall on me

Sea of blossom sitting on the tree

As white as white can be.

Blossom in a sea of wind

Green grass and blue sky

The blossom comes from Brent Knoll
And some smelly cow pats

The trees are covered with pink confetti
From head to toe.

The colourful buds are forming

Blossom dropping everywhere,

The wind is like a friend

Pink blossom and butter yellow buttercups
Now my coat is white as snow

Sneeze of blossom

(I need cider I need cider)

Three thousand bees have just blossomed
All my trees

Blossom falls to the ground like an avalanche
I will just wait here.

Apple trees are big, apple trees are small
Lots of trees all around

All the trees are fairly white

And pink, funky pink

Mother nature has been working hard
Big bees, small bees

Pink blossom, pink blossom I love thee.

Old tree, old tree don't fall on me
Birds tweeting amongst the bees
Bees are buzzing everywhere
Whizzing here and whizzing there
Blossom makes me feel young

I'll fly back and tell the other bees
Blossom blows around

Morgan Sweet comes to visit
The Major lets go his pollen
Gentle wind, sea of blossom.

Year 5

Seeing blossom, it makes me very lucky
{ireen grass and blue sky

Trees marching up the hill,

Reaching for the sun

Soldiers is a word for single file trees
Ending up on tep of the hill

Eh, aren't they lovely

Some have different colour trunks.

Matthew Polly

Blossom is shaped, the bark is torn
The weather changes it all the time
Pink white that is blossom

Pretty but very weak

Falls off by the torturing wind
After that the trees is sad

Because it is losing its hair

The blossoms we're talking about
Come from Brent Knoll

Because Brent Knoll's the best.

Jdoshua White

Fall blossom, fall blossom
Fall on me like a drop of rain

Now my coat is white as snow
Thanks to you

Beautiful blossom
Lovely blassom thick blessom

Butterfly butterfly

Flying so high in the beautiful sky

Come to the orchard to collect your pollen
Said the butterfly to the bee......

Sam Frankland

The trees are brown
Blossom are white and pink
And the sky is blue

The trees are silent, still in a line
But trains are noisy, moving

And on the track

Birds are tweeting in the background

The apple orchard is full of dancing bees
Against the white blossom
Green grass and blue sky

The blossom falling off the trees
Looks like snowflakes falling down
From the skies

Bees buzz around collecting pollen
Then fly through the breeze masting
More bees, birds and maore

Leaves look like green candy wrappers
In the breaze

Above the yellow butter eups

With the sun beating dewn on you

Blassom on the trees tell me
That apples and cider are on the way
Pubs use cider.

Thomas Bugden

Soft blessom falling like snow

Drops funky pink, light pink,

Lightish green, dark white pinky white
On the tree

Shade of green, green shower of snow.

Pink soft blossom falling like snow
Drops a small sneeze

River of pink blossom

A flowering tree.

The bees are buzzing everywhere
Whizzing here and whizzing there
Helping apples to grow on trees
Wateh them swaying in the breeze.

Robyn Smith

Shady greens

Pinky petals

Blossom starts

Apples coming

Little confetti

Goes with the wind

Then falls te the ground

Like helpless snowflakes

The orchard cwner

Starts to bind

To make the trees

Curl to their shape

The bees the honey

Buttercup yellow

Birds start singing

New lambs are born.
Kris Vearncombe

The sky is blue, the grass is green

With the sun gleaming on the blossom

The trees covered with pink confetti

From head to toe, trains zooming past
Drips of petals falling slowly like snow
Helicopters flying by in the warm fresh air
Bees hard at work buzzing around the trees
Buttercups as yellow as the bright sun

The noisy lawnmower,

Chloe Heyworth

Pruning, grafting the blue sky

Bees blossom like confetti

Gireen grass beautiful

Six different apples on one tree

The trees are big and beautiful

With blue skies and green grass

The wind carries the blossom to the floor

The tree leans to one side
Like an old man standing

Standard size apple archard

150 trees, 20 different varieties
Maorgan Sweet, Ellis Bitter, Major,
Yarlington Mill, Harry Masters
Michelin Man, Sweet Coppin,
Dabinett, Brown Snout, Tom Putt.

Chioe Crandon

Snow is like blossom

Blossom is like flowers

Flowers are like clouds

Clouds are like sheep

‘Then the wind comes

Wind is like a friend

Wind is like your shadow

In the orchard it blows

The blossom, flowers, sheap and clouds
And keeps them all cool.

Georgina Howard
Funky pink and white
Falling off the tree like snow

When the wind blows
Blossom falls like an avalanche

Blossom comes at the beginning of May
Blossom goes when the wind
Decides to blow,

Soft blessom falling like snowdrops.

dessica Duffy

Blossam is pink, snow is white
And it makes a beautiful flower

I grow on trees and fall to the fleor
When the wind blows me

Just like if someone sneezes

1 just say fall on me, fall on me

Go ahead, do it

1 will just wait here till next year
And wait for some more blossom,

Alice Hartland

Blessom in a sea of wind
Sailing through the sky.
The roar of the wind is like
A trumpeting elephant.

Apples are red, blossom is white

Your wishing to grow them

Wishing them to grow them all overnight.
Edward Hopkins

Sky is blue
Grass is green
Bloasom is white
Blossoms lovely
Laooks like snow
Trees are brown
Sun is hat

Branches eurl up to the sy
Birds tweeting
Lawnmowers noisy
Buttercups are butter yellow
Trains zoom past
Helicopters fly past

Bees buzzing everywhere.

Luke Shirt

The sky is blue,

The grass is warm and green
Bees are busy working hard
The wind blews whilst I play
Blossom 1s white, like my kita.

Natasha Thomas

Blossom white like snow

Girass green like apples

Sun like geld shining yellow

Sky is blue like sunny days

A blanket of white covers the trees
Buttercups yellow just like butter
Bees are buzzing, like children playing
Excitedly gathering all their honey.

Hollie Hoshins

Bky is blue as waves at sea
Grass is green in the fields
Blossom is pink and white
Birds are tweeting everywhere
Trees are blossoming this time of year
Bees are collecting honey
Helping the juicy apples grow.
Lisa Corfield

Many thanks to the
orchard owner, John Harris
of West Croft Cider Farm
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Here is the home of the bumblebees
‘ Wha dance areund and fly with the breeze

' .: Sheep as white as snow
Grazing around wandering about

In the jungle like ground.

Trees are big trees are tall

_—
[y Soon its time for the petals to fall.
A sea of grass
The scent of pollen
: 1: Bloszom blowing in the air

Sheep wool stuck on the trees
Flowers following the sun

Confetti like blossom falling
The sheep go to form one.

Ellie Gillest-Skeath

Apple blossom all pink and white

The mighty heron is in flight

Lime green leaves upon the trees
Branches swaying in the breeze,

Denise Powell

Sheepy Life

T'm short, fat and proud of that

‘Which puts me in the mood for food

‘The yummy green grass, nice and sweet

‘Which gathers around my little black feet

1 ean’t see my friends because it is too long
The bees are humming their own little song.

Denise Porwell

Cream, white, lilac, pink
All the calours you can think
Blossom on the trees
Swaying in the breeze
Falling, falling on the ground
Without making any sound

Dewy floors on the moors
As well as apple cores

I hear the sound of crunching
As [ am munching

At apples of green and red

Its nearly time to go to bed

Butterflies flying in and out of the trees
No its only a cool breeze
Curved branches covered with white
Butterflies flying is a nice sight

‘The smell of apples
A sky bright blue

The sound of birds
The taste of honey too

All the honey will weigh a ton
Its getting dark let's go to bed
Yes, ‘Night. Night'. That's what I said!

Chloe Cheyne

Sheep of the orchard

Trees in rows

We're gobbling the grass
Flowing white branches
Curved trees

Calm

Sunlit sheep

Butterflies

The touch of sun melting on your back
The sky a bright blue.

I am a sheep and very patient
The erchard is a jungle
1 can't find my friends

Because of the big trees
And the small leaves
1 get lost sometimes,

1 like to eat the grass
i — While the birds are singing a beautiful song
Today there were a lot of children

And they scared me a bit
So I went to get my friend
And we investigated.

Kute Durbin

‘White, pink everywhere
You can only see it as a dream land there
‘The bright light from the petals
Makes the orchard clear to your eyes
‘When you see it, it is a surprise
Like snow falling down
Like a gown on the ground
Yellow lichen on the trees
It feels very hot with a slightly cool breeze
Blue sky with no clouds
When the sheep all go BAA
It can turn out pretty loud.

The bee man is by the buzzing bee hive
The whole orchard turns to be alive,

Cowslips here and cowslips there
Grass is green and blossom is pink
Looking at it makes you think

Apple trees in avenues
They give a wonderful view

Bees buzzing in the grass
Trees gaining very leaf

The blassam is net here to stay
Soon it will blow away.

Grass is blowing only ane way
1 will stay and watch the grass blow
Seeing mistletoe makes me want

to stay a bit longer in this erchard,

Emily Corfield

Pale mushrooms creamy white
Pink and white petals such a delight
You can see the outskirts of the tor
Abave the silver misty moor

The trees are delicate, the bark is brittle
Some trees are big and some trees are little
Girass is long tall and wavy

With scattered petals the colour of ivory
Green leaves the colour of lime

The spring is over it is summer time,

Eloise Harris

Trees towering
Blossoms flowering
Crass cradling me
Looking through our

11

Blossom coloured glasses
Sun cuddling me

Clonds acting as mirrors o T
Perfect life, g
Perfect scratching posts,

Perfect heat

Sun coming in like a tide,
Covering the grass like a carpet
Strife and worries are

Invisible, non existent
Summer's coming, spring is here
A blanket of ivory

Tickling me with love.
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The bee man explaining the worker bees fun.

Blossom Poetry — Butleigh Primary, April 2004

Group Poem

My apple blossom is pinky plush

Your yummy comments make me blush
Pale mushrooms creamy white

Pink and white petals such a delight

Sheep are woolly, bees have stings
Bees pollinate throughout the spring
Blossoms are falling, apples will grow
Pink and white in the air,

You can see it if you stare

Sticky berries stuck to the tree
Here comes the mistletoe.

Orchard tree with blossom growing
Blossom spurting out of its shell

Pink blossom floating to the ground
Pink and white blossom on flaky bark
Apple blossom all pink and white

The mighty heron is in flight

Waving grass along with the breeze

I can hear the humming of the bees.
Sheep wool wrapped around the trees
You taste the juicy honey in the air

Lichens spreading on the trees
Cowslips on the ground

In the orchard old gnarled trees
The branches swaying in the breeze.

Blossom opening day by day
Bees flying from tree to tree
Sheep that stare and mostly move.

Trees swaying from side to side
Blossom appearing day by day
Different apple juice

Getting sold by the minute

Cowslips sitting just next door
Tall grass like a jungle
The bee man collecting honey

Apple juices Cox and Bramley
Share the sensation with your family

October is coming, the cider is near
The trees are working hard
It’s that time of year

b Some trees are dead
And some are alive
Next to them lies

A buzzing beehive

You can see
The outskirts of the tor
Above the silver misty moor.

With many thanks to David Cotton,
the Clapp's of Baltonsborough
and Tom Donne the Beekeeper.

‘This a brief summary of my life

With no worry, pain or strife

I'm a cuddly sheep and you're a guest in my field

I can never be hurt because of my woolly white shield

Apple juices, Cox and Bramley

Share the sensation with your family

I think I'll grow an apple or two

It could be eaten by you or you

A sheep is tickling me with its wool

My blossam are falling but my life is full

From pink to green, from green to red

Some are living some are dead

‘We take our love and we take our care

Then our life is gone but its pretty fair

My fowers my beautiful will very soon go

We live off each other, me and the mistletoe
But the bees the bees are fermenting my flowers
Now my petals are coming down in showers

I am an apple tree, [ hope you haven't guessed
T have a golden heart and a dark brown chest.

Julix Shiells

Sheep in the orchard

T am a sheep as white as can be

T've seen the erchard with its bursting green leaves
I've seen the humans passing by

T've seen the cloudless blue sky

T've seen the way the bees buzz around

And the way the apples fall to the ground

I've seen long grass and I've seen tall trees

T've felt hot sun and a gentle breeze

And onee the years and months have passed

1'll still be there munching grass.

Look really deeply into the orchard
And you'll be amazed by what you see.

Katy Ball

Pink and white blossom
On orchard trees

Little tiny rabbits
Hiding from the breeze

Sheep’s that mestly stand and stare
In a bunch of wool

They walk around in orchard land
And look upoen them all

Mistletoe hanging from different trees
The rabbit's dens full of leaves,

Old woaden gate
Buttercups mostly yellow

Sheep spread out
Bome blossom left.

Johnny Edmondson

Blogsom, all ealours

On orchard trees

The apple make cider
Which we drink with ease

Tiny little rabbits

Hide from the breeze

They hide in all the hedges
And they feel very pleased

Fluffy coats we wear

Are from sheeps that stare
They stand in a sea of grass
And have a lot of hair,

Trees  blossom
Grass  sheep
Fence  wool
Houses gate
Waood  hedge
Flowers green
White pink
Brown  blue
Cow dung
Barbed wire

Trees stand so tall and strong
Blossoms punching out from buds,

Archiz Churchill-Moss

Bees flying tree to tree

Grass covering acres of land
Mistletoe hanging from the trees
The famous Glastonbury Tor in front of you
The slow breeze in your head and hair

The different cider

Dabinett and Michelin

Trees standing strong and hard

How Butleigh orchards are so beautiful.

Blogsom growing

The pink and white spurting shells
Blossom everywhere throughout the acres
What a delight

Everything around you

Everything you see

Is covered in pink and white.

Wool on trees, mushrooms, green leaves
Bechives, grass, rows of trees.

Luke Halman

The grass moving gently like the sea
No scent or salt in the air
But there is a buzzing bee
Gentle rabbit family hidden
Mistletoe hanging from different trees
But rabbits dens are filled with leaves.

Blossom opening day by day.

Alfte Lee

Lichen spreading on the trees
Cowslips on the ground
Mistletoe all around
Tall grass like a jungle.

Jack Tucker

Sheep woaol wrapped

Around the trunks of trees
Blossom spurting off the branches
The cricket pitch behind you.

Jack Gane

In the archard there's old gnarled trees
Their branches swaying in the breeze
Shesp running here and there

Bees buzzing all around

Enormous trees that stand so tall

Tiny blossoms really small

That’s life in an apple archard.

Annabel Dukes
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Blossom Poetry — Creech St Michael Primary, May 2004

Spartan, Cox, Lord Lambourne,
Worcester Permain, Katy, Discovery,
Fortune, Greensleeves

Charles Ross, James Grieve
Egremont Russet, Red Pippin
Ribston Pippin, Adam's Permain
Falstaff, Ashmead’s Kernel
Howgate Wonder, Sunset Winston,
Cleargate, Court Pendu Plat,
Orlean’s Reinette

Comice, Concord and Mistletoe
Brian the sheepdog MM106.

Alice Sweeting

There was an apple
Orchard and blossom too,
The Blossom was pink and
Light but sticky like glue.

Luke Marshall

Dear Tree Blosssom

Haven't seen you for ages

I saw a dog in the honey wood
I just like to say

I've gone a long way

Sinee the last time

1 went looking for honey

Bye for now Bee.

Hannah Condick

Running round the acres

Hiding from the people

I like eating apple twigs

I hope no one sees me

I meet my friends by the apple tree
I have lunch with my family

It is great fun running around

All day by the blossom

Nice colour staying all day.

Jonathan Denham

It was all just blossom

And some quite big trees

Pears, plums and walnuts scattered
Crab apples for pollen and quince.
The blossom was nice

But it started my hay fever.
Sneezing for the rest of the day.

Samantha Dinham

Mistletoe high up in the sky
Pink blossom all pink and fluffy
Just starting to grow

Tractors scatter the field
Wind blows with breeze
Trees smell with blossom

It smells so sweet

It is all so pink and fluffy
And then it grows and grows.

Cameron Isherwood

MM106

All the buzzing bees
Come out for the trees
You see all that blossom
Down at the bottom.

My name is Jack

This is my apple rap

The blossom pink and white

At dawn I caught the apple tree.

Jack Woodbridge

Trees with blossom
Twinkle with white
Grows everyday
Never makes a noise

I am a neetar collector

1 go in and out of blossoms
I make my honey

And go back to my hive

I carry nectar on my legs
And carry it to my hive

I sting people

When they come too close

But they go home
And eat my honey
Spread it on toast
For their dinner.

Hannah Court

There was a little tree with blossom
It swayed and blew in the breeze
The blossom flew off the trees
And floated on the breeze

Row upon row of apple trees
Swayed upon the breeze

As I walked through the trees

I heard the birds tweating

As they flew tree to tree

The tractors were humming as they
worked to and fro.

Huarriet Chinn
I flew into the orchard

To see the blossom
Pink, white and purple.

Sammy Trott

Canker, mildew, scab
Canker, mildew, scab
Moth traps in the trees

When I was a young bumble bee
I kept jumping from tree to tree
Dog bark, trees swing

Train clatter, bees sing

Tractors roar, birds sing

People chatter

Each noise
Each wave
Everything

Big tree, small tree
Medium tree, tall tree

Fat tree, round tree
Pear tree, apple tree

Gold tree, orange tree
Green tree, red tree.

Rebecca Sydenham

Swish through the wind I am a bee

Alex Pearson

Local Heritage initiative

Workshops led by James Crowden and Kate Lynch

Group Poem

Pink and white blossoms

Blew with the wind

I came to the orchard

I find myself in heaven
Flower to flower, petal to petal
Trees smell with blossom

I saw all the apple trees

Cox, Howgate Wonder, Sunset, Suntan
Swish with the wind I am a bee

The sun shining,

Your feet wet from walking

These will be apples, red, green, gold.

Enchanting sounds fill your ears
When I was a young bumble bee
Pollen is food for the bee

But it tastes like glue

There was once an apple tree,
An apple tree, an apple tree.

Hear the bees buzz

Grass that’s mowed

Deer that run wild

Pear tree blossom

Bees like the trees

I've gone a long way

I'm a bee buzz

It’s great for running round all day
I am a nectar collector
With blossom falling down
Buzzards swooping up high
Dozens and dozens of trees
You see all that blossom
Bees make honey - like me.

With many thanks to
June and Robin Small of
Charlton Orchards.

Buzzing about the buzz of me
Bees make honey

Grey squirrels love apple pips
Wind breaks and alder trees
Doing a special job

Orchard at autumn
With rosie red apples.

Lauren Hornshy

I came to the orchards

To see the trees

They had pinky blossom
That swayed in the breeze

They had lots of buds
Which began to grow
They sprouted and swayed
To and fro.

Beth Tarr

Trees and blossom

Twinkle in the pink

Hear the bees buzz

‘While they are in the pink blossom
When they come out

They have loads of pollen

Trees like a wine glass.

Yana Coles

Dogs bark, trees creak
Trains clatter, bees bumble
Tractors rumble

Birds twitter, people chatter

Enchanting sounds fill your ears.

Trees sway, birds flutter
Deer gallop

Blossom grows into apples
Rabbits jump

Maggots eat the apples
Owls hoot at night.

Ellie Bradley

I flew into the orchard

And all I saw was a sea of blossom
Cox, Greensleeves and Katy

An orchard has many trees

Pollen is good for bees

Queen bee.

April Bishop

I am a bee Buzz

I buzz away day and night

I am scared of humans

And can sting

What I like is a little pollen
We like to smell it

Better than everyone [ know.

1 am a Bee BUZZZZZZZZ7Z.......I!
Lucy Thrussell

Trees with apples

Blossom grows

Bees buzz, grass mowed

In memory of the Queen Bee

Apples are red, apples green
Apples may be pink

But this doesn’t change

The way we think.

Hannah Green

Look at the blossom see it grow
I fly from tree to tree
Collecting nectar

Honey for the queen bee.

Finley Grout

Flower to flower, petal to petal
Pollen to hive
Wow! its bee heaven.

John House

Queen bee, big, fat leader in charge
Her servants collect the nectar
From the trees she never sees.

Hedgy the Hedgehog
Blond cloud spikes
Night black black back
And wood brown face

Apples are red, all juicy inside
I like Howgate
And sometimes they're late.

William Trott

Dear Tree Blossom,
I am going to see a dog
In honey wood.

Wood and apple and pear
Comes from trees.

Queen bees make beehives
By mansions.

Ryan Pittard

Trees that blossom
Blossom that falls
Bees that carry
Deer that run wild.

James Morgan

Pink and yellow smooth and shady
Sweet colours

I flew from tree to tree

Collecting nectar, saw a train.

1 like it here
I find myself in heaven
I wish I could be a better bee.

Andy Bryant

I am a bee I switch from tree to tree
Pears and plums are in the orchards
As well.

It was cool, better than school
Lots of pears like Conference
William, Victoria is a plum.
Pruning = cutting the apple trees
The way you want it

To get better apples.

Jonathan Lambert

I like trees tall and brown
With all the blossom falling down

I like trees short and green
With all the grass in between
Woodpecker, woodpecker

What can you see?
I can see grass, green as can be

Tree, tree what can you see?
I can see blossom, falling off me

Bee bee what can you see?
I can see pollen, pollen for me.

Toby Willcocks

The sun shining,

Your feet wet from walking
Around the beautiful trees
Blossom everywhere.

Luke Roper

Trains go passing by

Buzzards swooping way up high
Harvest coming soon

Working till the rise of moon.

Chris Nation
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Year 7

Colours

A powerful sea of green and pink
Beautiful white, majestic violet
Sunburst yellow and triumphant lilac
Rosy Pink and burning scarlet

All under the blueberry sky.

Ross Babbington

Orchard Sounds

Look down the orchards into the fields
Venturing to a sparkling lake

Through bush, through grass

And over mound

Listeming to the many sounds

Repeated singing of birds and bees
Bloszoms and branches

Rustling on the breeze

The passing of a distant plane

Flies on cows stick out plain

The rumbling of a distant tractor

A helicopter becomes louder and louder
To hear these sounds just stop and listen
And all these sounds will begin to glisten.

Ross Babbington

In the Orchard

The smell of apples fills my nose

On a slope with many trees

Dewey grass soaks my knees

The birds are tweeting

Sharing a greeting

The grass is long uncut for days

The cows below are left to graze

A cockerel sounds from the farm below
There is no where else I would like to go,
The trees are blossoming on the slope
And all but one are able to cope

With the cows gobbling up the grass.

To eat the lot would be a great task
There are so few houses

Just trees upon trees

As the cows get closer

We'll soon have to leave

A dark patch of sky moves slowly across
As [ watch it move along the below fields
The bees keep humming

And hovering above

The sun covers us like a hot glove

The cows are here. I'll have to go

As everything else is so low.

George Cressy

Orchard Time

Blossom starts its journey in the daisy sun
Snoozing in a powerful pink

Then waking up to the world in white
Waiting for the bees to suck

For the trees to sneeze

In a beautiful breeze.

Orchard Cows

Who are they ?

Why are they here ?

Looking at me so close

They try to find every detail.

Hesham Afifi

Year 5

The Bl ¥ Moor Orchard

Look over the moors

While looking at the blossom

As the insects are flying around,

I can hear the cows munching

Az you look down on the orchard

It fills my body with a dreamy sensation,

Blossom pink as a strawberry
Flying around with the wind,
Gliding across the orchard
The journey just begins,

The cows now moving towards us

As the bees are buzzing around the trees
While the grass is swaying

As the flowers of the orchard

Are rustling away.

This all happens as the clusters of leaves
Are sitting in snowy white blossomy trees.

Jenna Purves

Blossom Poetry — Hugh Sexey Middle School
May 2004

A Snow White Bride

A snow white bride

All lace and pink touches
Held up high

By a strong brown trunk

Thick green grass

Forms a thick green carpet
As [ walk past

The apple tree brides

A busy buzzing bee

And a small herd of cows
Happily ignore me

As the blossom falls down

The wind rustles

In the leaves

In the hustle and bustle
Birds sing songs

Twao cabbage whites
Flutter in the breeze
Like pretty white lights
That move.

I sit beneath

A tangle of leaves
Each individual leaf
A soft fresh green.

Long high ridges
Make up the horizon
Split by hedges

And trees.

Glastonbury Tor

Like a tall grey island
The soft green moor

Like the sea,

A snow white bride

All lace and pink touches
Held up high

By a strong brown trunk.

Samantha Chinnock

A Blossom Orchard

As [ sit | see

A pencil line a pencil of blue drawn
across a meadow

A bee gathering nectar,
doing the flower a favour

Birds flying to their young

And as [ see these I think

How wonderful nature is

To make animals fly

For the dainty white blossoms

To perch on a branch

Like pretty maidens

And how old, old trees can look

So mysterious

With their long thick branches

Forming shadowed dens to hide in

The dazzling sun reflected

Off a mirror lake.

The leaves ware waving

“Hello” they seem to say

Come and see our orchard

Explore our dens

And smell the dainty maids of pink
On our branches

Cows of cream smooth brown

And pitch black

Graze lazily

And their coats shine in the sun
This meadow has been the same
For 100 years

And as the sun pours onto the field
I don't want it to change.

Bel Pye

Orchard Cow

I'm in an orchard full of grass
Heaven for a cow

Rows and rows of apples
Weighing down the branch
Hearing all the noises hanging in the air
Buzzing flies and a power hose
The squawking of a crow

A long row of buttercups

As sweet as yellow marzipan
Blossom falling off the tree
Waiting to be eaten

To me it's like a sherbert lemon
Among the lush green grass

I look out on the moor

Seeing all the lakes

On a day so0 sunny

Perfect for a bath.

Jack Rowley Noble

Group Poem

Bees sing their familiar song

A pencil line of blue drawn across the meadow
Buttercups growing in the long green grass
Cotton wool clouds and a rich orange sun

A snow white bride, all lace and pink touches
In the whispers, whisper of the long grass

there’s an echo

Then beyond the reality of the quiet orchard,
back into reality again.

The sun like a blossom of warmth

The sun wraps its warmth around my face

The sun covers us like a hot glove.

The grasses rattle
Birds and bees battle

It fills my body with a dreamy sensation
The sky is lovely and it’s blue

The clouds look like some people too

I can see humans dozing under my

out stretched fingers

Hearing all the noises hanging in the air
Church towers creeping over

the tops of the trees

Far lakes vary to the hills and fields
stretch as far as the eye can see
The leaves, loads in clusters
of seven blossoms from an artist’s heaven
The blossom starts its journey
In the daisy sun, snoozing in a powerful pink.

| SOMERSET
¢{| EVI

PARTNERSHIP

Local Heritage inifiative
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Looking out to Avalon

An eternal sunlit plain reaches
Out to the shroud of purple haze
About Avalon

Ot from the orchards in bloom

Still platinum-flooded fields

Sit sagging in the sun

In the turquoise tree edged bowls
On the patchwork of Godney Moor

Green leaves hang, blue or golden

In the stained glass dappled light

They shine, ornamental green faces

On the branches spread like pointed finger.

Butterfly petals flutter, vanish

Into the warm, scented grass

French horn curved branches sing,
Carefree now

But will, one day, sag with fire bright apples,

Katherine Howell

An Orchard

Fields of yellow and green

Surround me in a sea of colours,

Birds gaily play in a world of clouds
Hills reach the fluorescent sun

Flowers dance

In the gentle morning breeze

Shadows form under blossom filled trees
Bees sing their familiar song

While tickling the cotton wool like petals
Sky 20 blue holds frisps of cloud

Cockerels sing and cows graze
Insects zap across the sky
Aeroplanes make journeys

To distant worlds

Petals slowly falling

Onto a bed of swaying grass
Chimneys puff smoke so white
Swaying crunching stillness -
An orchard.

Jessica Searle

Sights and Sounds of an Orchard
Pink and white like fairies wings
Blossoming wide while the birds all sing

Singing louder their voices wide,
A circle of birds above a barn of cider

Cider is sweet in the pressing drum
A little boy says I can have some.

Some are red, some are green
Loads of apples [ have seen

I've zeen cows, birds, blossom and bees
I can feel the summer, I am at ease,

Easy going all day long
Just like the cows that wander along

Along the lake across the way
Time to go home we have had a nice day.

Flora Emeney

Collecting Nectar

Buzzing around in the warm spring air
The sun shining above me

Bright white blossom

Where I collect the nectar

The cows grazing around me.

Buttercups growing in the long green grass
The elouds moving above me

Sun getting covered by the clouds

Then coming back

The wind whistling around me

As [ look at the view, blue sky above me
I go back to my hive,
The other bees around me

I impress the queen bee, she buzzes about
She is talking from above me

Then I go out to get some more

The other bees around me.

White blossom, open and fluffy
Pink blossom, bud not quite grown.

Christie Zanellt

Year 6

Red, red Apples

The rusting of the red, red apples
Shimmering and sparkling

In the hot, hot sun

Leaves fall like a glittering waterfall
Over the gnarled bark of the trees
The rusting of the red, red apples
Shimmering and sparkling

In the hot, hot sun.

Only the May

Before the blossom was bursting
Ot of the tiny shoot

The rusting of the red, red apples
Shimmering and sparkling

In the hot, hot sun

Ivy draping the trees like a curtain or
The night swallowing lightness
The rusting of the red, red apples
Shimmering and sparkling

In the hot, hot sun.

The rusting of the red, red apples
The rusting of the apples

The rusting

Rusting, rusting.

Carla Gordon

Peaceful Orchard

The petals are scattered along the orchard
Through the long mysterious grass.

Past the views lye the horizon
Then the turquoise sky above that

The sun is flickering against the blue sky
Like a blossom of warmth

Birds flutter in the sky
Singing their tuneful song

Trees are covered in blossom
As fluffy as the clouds

The dazzling sun pours down on us
Like a waterfall of sunrays

Peaceful orchard.
Eve Thschimowitz

The Meadows in the Breeze

The blossom shimmers freely

With the gradual rustle of the trees

In the steady breeze,

The sun wraps it's warmth around my face
While the bees get to work,

Day in, day out, unable to stop

Buzzing as they go

Through the steep meadows

On grassy hills, unable to stop

Unable to stop, unable to stop.

Robert Sparks

Somerset Life

Through blossom filled trees

1 see the Tor in the distance
Buttercups in the fields

Crowded together,

Sheds crammed with cider barrels
The wind in my hair

The sun in my face

And the flat land moor in my eyes
The buzzing of the bees hard at work,
Clouds in the sky hardly moving at all
Church towers creeping

Over the tops of the trees

This is what Somerset life is for me

A sea of blossom clings to the trees

As back and forth come hundreds of bees,

Sam Jones

The Flight of the Honey Bee.

I am flying high above the clouds

And swooping low amongst the crowds
Weaving in and out of cattle

Speeding past the cider apple

Running streams where 1 see my reflection
Finding more for my honey collection

I'm flying back to the beehive now

Oh No ! how will 1 dodge this cow

It is munching happily on that juicy grass
1 must somehow find another way to pass.
Where is the beehive ? Oh No! I'm lost
I've got to find it. I simply must !

The sun is shining hot on my face

I wish I could find shady place,

Look an orchard and there’s the bees

Safe at last. 'm so pleased

No more cattle, no more sun

Only honey and my mum.

Martha Emeney

An Orchard

Pink butterflies sit on the trees like blossom
Honey makers collect pollen

All is quiet except for the trickle of water
A clear blue sky sea covers the sky

Juicy gems litter the ground

Sheep trample all the green felt.

Rosie Hodgson

What can I see ?

What can [ see from my perch in the orchard?
1 see humans dozing

Under my outstretched fingers

The cows munching at my feet

And rub on my body

And the horizon far, far away

Dotted with green bushy trees

What can | hear from my perch

In the orchard?

I hear a young sparrow gleefully singing
His favourite song

The bees buzzing

In and out of my silky white ears

And the rumble of a distant car
Hurtling along the road

What can I feel from my perch in the orchard?
I can feel the tall green grass tickling my knees
The wind rustling my hair

And slightly chilling my body all over

And the pain as animals steps on my toes
Or snaps my arms

But as the winter draws near
And my leaves have gone
I can see everything and everyone!

Hannah Puddy

Blossom and Apples

I unleash a bomb of blossom

And it soars off in the breeze

A single bee flies onto my petals

Then returns to its hive

What is this below me?

Some humans resting from the heat
Down below my blossom filled branches
Long grass grows creeping up on me!
My blossom has gone now

But tasty new apples have grown on me!
Humans picking thankfully

Thankfully

Thanking me.

Robbie Marshall

Many thanks to Roger Wilkins.

Summer Orchard

Blossom filling all the trees

Pink is the blossom, green are the leaves
All the cider on the farm

Bales of hay stacked in the barn.

The grass is blowing

All the buttercups are growing

All the clouds in the great big sky

The bees do their work and then off they fly.

The sky is lovely and it's blue

The clouds look like some people too
The birds are always happily singing
Happiness they are bringing

It’s very warm smiles the sun

People writing and having fun

The view is spreading in front of my eyes
The water reflecting off the sky

The flowers growing everywhere

It makes it lovely when you stare
Different shades of wonderful pink
Peaceful, peaceful, lets you think.

Serin Rayner
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