Lets Plough Inn


On the 14th of August 
Chris and Gordon's maiden walk
Poppy set the alarm off
half way through their talk

We walked along cycle tracks
also fields of wheat
Golden by the sun
ripening in the heat

The red kite glided
above on thermal skies
Damsons hung like jewels 
a delightful foragers prize

A train whistle blew
walkers watched the steam 
" Oh to be the driver!"
A school boys fleeting dream 

Two breaks where taken 
on this 19 mile loop
This walk enjoyed by all
24 in the group 

We finished at the pub
paying cash for fine ales
Retiring to the garden 
reminiscing and telling tales

Come on Chris and Gordon 
let's have another go
Pelton Fell in the winter 
Plough through the snow!

