CHILDWALL FIELDS FOREVER!
Just around the corner from the world
famous 'Strawberry Fields', a
quiet and unassuming beauty spot
became the focus of attention in
summer 2005, for children and adults
from local schools and a nearby
community centre. Thanks to English
Nature and Groundwork St Helens,
Knowsley, Sefton & Liverpool an
exciting project was set up to give
children and adults the opportunity to
work creatively in a beautiful location
right on their doorstep.

Childwall Fields sits next to Childwall
Woods, between Childwall Lane
and Childwall Abbey Road. Nestling
quietly alongside the site where
Childwall Hall once stood, it has
stunning views across South Liverpool
and Cheshire. Throughout the year this
Local Nature Reserve provides a
habitat for a fantastic variety of wildlife
including twelve species of
butterflies, wonderful birds, small
mammals, and stunningly beautiful
orchids and bluebells.

Friends of Childwall Woods and Fields,
Groundwork Trust, English Nature,
Lancashire Wildlife Trust and
Liverpool City Council
have worked hard to safeguard this
local gem and at the same time create
a safe and environmentally important
legacy for future generations.

In 2005 Groundwork invited
The Windows Project, an independent
educational charity based in Liverpool,
to put together and co-ordinate
an exciting creative arts project to heip
connect children and adults with this
beautiful landscape and at the same
time have fun creating
fantastic pieces of artwork.

Members from South Drive Resource
Centre and teachers and children
from Ashfield School, Childwall C.E.
Primary School and St Sebastian’'s
Primary School worked with
professional writers and poets,
Kevin McCann, John Hughes,
Hilary Keating and Glyn Wright,
visual artist Cathy Noble and dancer
Purvi Parikh, throughout the
summer. Lots of fun was had by all
examining miniature worlds through a
microscope with Chantelie Edwards
and then transferring thoughts and
images into poems, pictures,
sculptures and stories.

A celebration involving kite flying,
Indian dance and performance
poetry took place on the morning
of 14 October at Childwall Fields.
Award-winning broadcaster Roger
Phillips of BBC Radio Merseyside
launched the event,

This publication includes a selection
of peetry from each of the venues
involved.

For more information on the project
please contact
THE WINDOWS PROJECT
Liver House
96 Bold Street
Liverpool
L1 4HY
0151-709 3688
www.windowsproject.demon.co.uk
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At Childwall Fields...

At Childwall Fields,

You'll hear the birds singing nicely,
Squirrels scratching the bark,
Trees swaying with the wind,

Birds flapping their wings.

At Childwall Fields,

You'll smell the fresh green grass,
Flowers as they're growing and the
breezy fresh air.

At Childwall Fields.

You will see fallen trees with fungi
growing,

Dogs lazily walking and squirrels
jumping from tree to tree,
Beautiful coloured butterflies,

Pink, red, yellow and violet flowers
in the grass.

At Childwall Fields,

You will feel happy, excited, small
and joyful,

Surrounded by happiness...

At Childwall Fields... 3’:’
{

Hear the wind whistling
Past your ears, birds singing
As cars pass by and people
Walk their barking dogs.

See ladybirds on leaves,
Sparrows flying,

Loads of colourful flowers
And squirrels bouncing
From tree to tree.

Touch the flowers sticky stems,
Their velvety leaves,

Watch out for stinging nettles

And long grass that tickles your knee

Smell the dry dusty musty bark
Fragrant flowers,

Fresh air and car exhausts
And be happy, peaceful,
Relaxed and calm:

Feel everything alive around you
As you hear the wind whistling
Past your ears and the birds sing...

At Childwall Fields...

At Childwall Fields,

] You will see squirrels chewing acorns,
\\ Multi-coloured leaves lying in the path,
\ A magpie feather twirling through the air,

\ Egg-shaped fungi growing on a log.

At Childwall Fields,

You will hear birds tweeting in the trees,
Squirrels clicking their claws,

Dogs barking, leaves crunching and
brushing against the ground,
Trees waving in the breeze.

At Childwall Fields,

You will feel

‘happy and imaginative.

At Childwall Fields,

You will feel

scared and excited.

At Childwall Fields,

The wind will wave past you...

I have not...

I have not jumped off a mountain
But I have fallen off a log.

I have not sky-dived
But I have squished in the mud.

I have not swum with sharks
But I have tried to make music
with a blade of grass.

Iam a tree
I am a tree.

I stand in the same position
all my life.

| Tiny creatures climb onto me

like woodlouse and birds
and squirrels.

Sometimes I blow with the wind.
Every winter some of my

leaves die and in the spring

new leaves start to grow.

Some trees in other countries
geither get cut down or hitbya
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The man in the red jacket

The man in the red jacket
walks the "S" shaped path,
Strolling slowly,

His head held up,
Sometimes down,

Hearing the birds whistling
about peace

And some tranquil place
That might be at the end of the path
One step after another the man
carries his burden along,

The bag of loneliness which

has got heavier

As time's gone on.

Guilt and remorse are in that bag.
The rubble of his own greed,
Wasted time and wasted life.

More waste than the rubbish under
the grass and the flowers.

With each step now it seems

the bag gets lighter {
As if a spirit of the trees is
unloading the stones of guilt
And putting in the lightness
of forgiveness.

The man enters the last curve
of the letter
And the bird
in unison.

Childwall Woods

The full moon is rising

As a fox weaves

Through towering trees,

In the distance a vixen barks

As a rat scurries along the path,
Agile bats turn sharply in the air
And an owl hoots.

Squirrels sleep, moths flutter,
Bugs creep across leaves,

A blackbird's singing

As a spider weaves her web -

But the whistling wind’s rising,

Bluebells sway, frogs croak, |
Huge storm clouds

» - Race through the sky,

. Lightning flashes, thunder explodes

While you lie dreaming in bed.




