Beryl made an entrance 
from distant far off shores
Oops it was only Wooler 
to a round of applause 

Paul did his usual 
like Jesus on the mount
He didn't have fish and bread 
just a 25 head count!

Heading down the road
turning right at the ford.
With chatter and laughter 
everybody was on board

Anja decided to go back 
she wasn't feeling right 
We eventually carried on
but worried about her plight

The goal was The Cheviot
with hills before and aft
Cold with snow and ice
"We must be bloody daft!"

Six tops where conquered 
 finishing as dusk fell
Those hills cast their wand
we're under its magic spell!
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