The gatherers conscience                                                                     
Glistening in the autumn dew

I spied the sweet berries all juicy and new

And so with my basket and bags for the goods

I wandered through nature’s store in the woods

I imagined rich jams, I could make from the berry

Of sloe gin and brandy to make the Yule merry

The abundance of apples, a glorious sight

Plump orange rosehips, a gatherers delight

The rowans enticing their clusters of fruit

Dressed up by Jack Frost in ice silver suits
I was spoilt for choice, my eyes running wild
- The woods were the sweet shop and I was the child!
As the picking increased with the more I could find

The spirit of autumn crept into my mind;
“Tread on our earth gently, take only what you need

Or birds and woodland creatures will starve from your greed

Give thanks for the food that you’ve gathered for free

And carefully pick to consider the tree.

Take fewer from more, instead of all off of one

-the unripe should be spared to be kissed by the sun.

And with just some thought and consideration in mind

Mother Nature will give each year and be kind.

But bushes stripped bare, with selfish intent

Will benefit none, our lands will be spent.”
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