Elsdon – Snipe or Sniper

We filled the carpark 
as best we could 
Doubled up like sardines 
away from the neighbourhood 

Setting off about nine
after Paul's bit spiel
We ventured out the village 
Peter mentioned the Peel

Mrs fox raced past
a quick turn of heel
Just below the horizon 
looking for her next meal

A slog up the road
It's two "Nellist" miles
People in good spirits
generally laughter and smiles

The ground became rough 
heading for the trig point 
With moans and groans 
about the odd knee joint 

We walked through Otterburn 
pointing out Gordon's old house 
"Was he ever tempted 
with the odd poached grouse?"

There was weddings on show
as we passed through 
But we had a mission 
for an ice cream or two

Leather clad Harley riders
Who’s bikes gleaned in the sun
Drinking tea and coffee
with a lovely iced bun

The stepping stones beckoned 
we all stayed dry
Much to the dismay 
of the far banks cry

After deft footwork 
the forest was beat
So we planted our butt's
at Whether Hills trig feet

Gallow hill was next
as we crushed the grass
But we really wanted
to kick Nellists ass.

The view was worth it
seeing Elsdon below 
This hidden corner of Northumberland 
had put on a show


by Paul Ashman


