
The U3A Nature Amble that never happened, by Catherine Knight 

April to October 2020 

I’d recced the amble in advance so knew that we should be seeing a lot of spring flowers – a bank of 

primroses, purple and white violets, celandines, dandelions and daisies, self-heal and forget-me-

nots, fumitory and white comfrey to name a few. 

When the restrictions were introduced, I decided to do this walk ever morning after 

breakfast as my daily exercise.  It takes me about 25 minutes at a reasonable fast pace.  

“Boring” do I hear you say – not a bit of it.  It is fascinating to watch the daily changes in the 

flowers, trees and bird song. 

Week 1 saw the flowers I’d seen on my recce in all their spring glory, the blackthorn coming 

into flower, the first hawthorn leaves appearing, the “sticky buds” on the horse chestnuts 

swelling and  the lambs and their mothers put out into the field.   

Even if my nose hadn’t told me, the volume and variety of bird song told me if it was cold or 

sunny, windy or calm.  Whatever the weather, the crows were busily and noisily building 

their nests.   

A week of joy for those who were able to look and listen. 

  

As week 2 progressed, the purple violets disappeared but the first wild cherry blossom and 

wild arum / lords-and-ladies / cuckoo-pint (call them what you like) began to appear.  The 

“sticky buds” became leaves and then, slowly but surely, the “candles” began to appear.  

 

I watched the lambs become more independent and start frolicking in groups.  As for the 

birds, the robins and blackbirds serenaded me whatever the weather and the crows started 



sitting on their nests but the highlights were watching and listening to a flock of blackcaps 

amongst the blackthorn blossom and seeing and hearing an ever increasing sized flock of 

goldfinches in a tree by the church.  

During week 3, escapee bluebells have opened their flowers.  

 

They have been joined by Cherrie’s “blue flowers” – properly known as alkanet 

 

– and the first ground ivy flowers I’ve seen this year. The white violets have disappeared and   

been replaced by a carpet of bright yellow celandines,  

the blackthorn blossom has become “confetti” on the path while the wild cherry blossom 

has multiplied to compensate.  

The alexanders have put on a “growing spurt” increasing in height from knee to shoulder 

high in 2 weeks.   

The horse chestnut leaves are increasing in number and size and the first “candle” flowers 

have opened while the oak trees have started flowering and other trees are showing signs 

of green.  



     

In a sunny spot by the Church, the ivy-leaved toadflax adorns the wall with its pretty mauve 

flowers while hidden in the shade of the trees, the Hart’s Tongue ferns are uncurling their 

bright green fronds.   

Some days, the wrens are particularly vocal although not always visible.  By contrast, the 

crows are much quieter now that they are sitting on their nests. 

Week 4 has seen subtle changes.  The purple and white violets have all gone but all the 

other flowers are still there for those who care to look.  More patches of alkanet are 

showing blue and a bright yellow patch of oil seed rape adorns the side of the railway line.   

The horse chestnut trees fascinate me – all the “candles” are in full flower on one tree while 

none of the flowers are open on the next tree.  Why? I ask myself.  Suddenly, the hedges 

have become the beautiful pale green of spring with new beech and hawthorn leaves while 

the oak and sycamore trees have started to show their new leaves.   

One day when I was feeling very sad, the goldfinches must have known.  A flock of about 10 

were sitting on the telephone wire singing their hearts out and even though they didn’t 

make me happy they did bring a smile to my face and make me feel less sad for a while.  The 

healing power of nature.  

It’s now week 5 and I’ve been asked why I haven’t mentioned butterflies.  The answer – I haven’t 

seen any on my walks.  They’ve been in my garden later in the day but my walks have been too early 

in the morning for them to have appeared. 

The rain of last week and this week’s wind has made “confetti” of the wild cherry blossom but 

nature always seems to find a way of compensating as the first flowers of the hawthorn open.  The 

pale green shoots of new ivy leaves have appeared in the hedgerows and make a striking contrast 

against the dark green of the old leaves and the black of the remaining berries, which the blackbirds 

are devouring fast.   

More flowers are opening, small but no less pretty for that but harder to see.  Some I’ve seen 

elsewhere already but these on my 1st morning walk sightings.  I’ve seen yellow spotted medick, 

wood avens / herb bennet and groundsel, the tiny white flowers of hairy bittercress and one of the 

mouse-ear chickweeds, pink herb Robert, the lovely blue of one of the speedwells and the tall white 

flowered garlic mustard or Jack-by-the-hedge which, I’m told, makes a nice addition to a picnic 

sandwich.  I’ve noticed that the cow parsley is growing ever taller and is nearing shoulder height.   



Twice, I heard the distinctive tap-tap-tap of a woodpecker across the field, well hidden from view.  

On Friday, “nature” was at its saddest – I could hear the shrill alarm call of Mrs. Blackbird as I 

approached her nest, well hidden in the hedge, but couldn’t see a predator.  I then realised that the 

black “lump” on the path was a lifeless Mr. Blackbird.  No way was Mrs. Blackbird going to allow me 

to move him, so I walked on only to be “torpedoed” by a fledgling coming out of the hedge in 

answer to his mother’s call.  The fledgling’s shock at seeing me and ungainly return to the hedge was 

almost comical.  Hopefully, the fledglings are large enough to survive with only one parent. 

On Monday morning of week 6, I had my first morning walk view of a group of swallows ducking and 

diving in the sky.   

I’ve watched the horse chestnut trees change and now their “candles” are fully alight.  I never 

realised how the “candles” differ from tree to tree (some are pure white while others have pink or 

red markings on the flowers) or what a delicate scent some have.  The very tiny, delicate white 

flowers of cleavers / goosegrass / sticky-back (it has many names) are appearing everywhere and the 

bracken fronds are gracefully uncurling under the trees to join the Hart’s Tongue ferns.   

Tuesday saw me walking in the rain for the first time with another rainy walk on Thursday.  When I 

wasn’t getting wet from the rain, the alexanders and cow parsley, some of which are now head high, 

were spraying me with water where they have fallen over.  One advantage of the rain is that 

everything looks much fresher and cleaner.  The hawthorn flowers on hedges and bushes are now in 

full bloom and have been joined by the first elderflowers.   

 

The birds - robins, blackbirds, wrens, goldfinches, sparrows and others that I don’t know – are often 

in full song and the crows are being noisy again.  I have noticed a slow but steady increase in the 

amount of traffic, particularly over the last fortnight, which detracts from the bird song.  Why more 

cars?  We should still be abiding by the same restrictions. 

I need to start week 7 with an apology.  The birds that I’ve been calling crows are in fact 
rooks.  Just goes to show that I know my flowers and trees better than my birds! 

As most of the flowers that I saw on my recce are fading and few different flowers have appeared 

this week, I’ve started looking upwards at the trees more.  I never realised what a pretty, delicate, 



pale greenish-yellow flower adorned the sycamore trees at this time of year. 

  

If you’ve never seen them, they’re well worth a look.  I’ve seen unusual and interesting “dangly 

earring” shaped flowers on one tree, I think they may be the female flowers of one of the poplars.  

The flowers on the oak tree have gone, I’ve missed the flowers on the ash trees because the seeds 

are appearing and I can’t see flowers on the beech trees although I may have missed them too.  The 

tiny fruits are becoming apparent on the wild cherry trees but I can’t see any sloes on the 

blackthorns yet.  I’m fascinating by the variety of grasses that I’m seeing, so many shapes and sizes.  

This is a subject I know nothing about and I’m thinking of trying to learn but how?  Closely examining 

a grass with a reference book in hand and going for a brisk exercise walk aren’t very compatible.  A 

camera isn’t the answer – I don’t have one.  On sunny mornings, the swifts have been swooping and 

gliding over town and, yes, I checked my bird book before I wrote this.  On Friday, I extended my 

walk to include the town and some residential streets.  I was saddened by how little recognition of 

VE Day I saw.  By contrast, the terrace in which I live is festooned with bunting and flags and we even 

have a Regimental flag flying at the home of an ex-serviceman. 

On Monday of week 8, I had a very windy morning walk with the path strewn with twigs, leaves and 

tree flower “confetti”, mainly pale green and white from the sycamores and horse chestnuts.  Apart 

from the rooks, who were as noisy as ever, the lack of bird song was noticeable.  Wednesday was a 

sad walk, the hedge beside part of my walk has been cut – I just hope that none of the nests in the 

hedge have been disturbed.  They’ve also cut the “verges” along the paths so all the grasses that I’d 

been admiring and all the wildflowers have disappeared before they could set seed.  One good thing, 

I won’t get wet legs from the alexanders and cow parsley next time it rains.  I’m only joking as I’d 

rather have wet legs than cut “verges”.  A kestrel was hovering over the cemetery with eyes on its 

breakfast and the blackcaps were singing their hearts out.  I’m now able to identify their song but, 

like other birds, they are rarely visible now that the trees are in full leaf.  Ribwort and another, as yet 

unidentified, plantains are pushing through the long grass that hasn’t been cut and the bank next to 

the primroses is covered in the bright blue of speedwell.  The lambs and their mothers are back in 

the field but there’s no more frolicking just eating, more eating and getting bigger.  I realised 

towards the end of the week that I’ve been missing something – every day in the same place I’d seen 

the same very distinctive blackbird, it had a large white patch on each wing, and now it’s gone. 

Nature never fail to intrigue me when I allow it to.    

It’s now the beginning of week 9 and ever since the hedges and “verges” were cut last week, I’ve 

been very disheartened on my walk and have wondered whether to continue.  On Tuesday 

afternoon, a fellow Nature Ambler came to Watchet and we did the walk together, socially distanced 



of course.  That gave me a renewed love for the walk and made me see it through different eyes.  No 

longer do I concentrate on the destroyed “verges” but now look beyond the fences.  It’s surprising 

what I’ve noticed.   

 

On Sunday, I saw fledgling goldfinches on the telephone wires and fledgling bluetits doing some 

unsteady landings.  The rooks have increased in number so some must be youngsters, although I 

can’t tell which are which.  They continue to be very noisy and drown out much of the other bird 

song.  On Tuesday, we discovered that the speedwell on the bank isn’t all the same colour – some is 

the bright blue I’m used to while some is a very pale, delicate shade of blue.  We found the first tiny 

sloes on the blackthorns and the “dangly earring” flowers of the maybe poplar tree are littered the 

ground below with tiny balls of white “cotton wool”.  If anyone can identify the tree from my 

description, please let the Convenor know.  Red and white clover is in full bloom in the fields and 

one brilliant red field poppy is clinging to a wall top near the Church.  Some of the early flowers on 

the hawthorn and elder have faded but others have opened in their place.  I realise that there have 

always been white flowers on a tree or a shrub since I started doing this walk.  I had hoped that the 

forecast rain for early Friday morning would freshen everywhere but we had so little that I saw no 

difference.  However, Saturday morning saw me getting a little damp.  I left the house in brilliant 

sunshine, saw grey clouds over the Brendons and was caught out by the shower that dumped its rain 

on Watchet.  Luckily, the leaves on the trees protected me from the worst of it. 

Week 10 has seen the “verges” start to come back to life again.  Along the edges, I’ve seen 

buttercups, wood avens / herb bennet, spotted medick and self-heal making a tentative 

reappearance.  I regularly disturb a flock of happy sparrows as they forage on the “verge” for grass 

seeds.  In the shade, the Hart’s Tongue ferns have finished uncurling their fronds and are now a 

beautiful shiny green.  The flowers of the blackberries / brambles and wild roses have started to 

open, both  with colours ranging from white to deep pink. 

. 

 



Stinging nettle flowers have been opening for a while. I never realised what a pretty shape they are 

or how their colour changes through time – they start off a gorgeous grey-green then slowly change 

to green before turning a pretty yellowish-green.  

 

 The single poppy on the wall has become a vibrant splash of red as more flowers open.  On the 

same wall, I’ve been watching a plant grow for a few weeks.  I had no idea what it was – could it be a 

herb or some other garden escapee?  I asked myself.  It’s now in flower and the answer is “no”.  

After looking it up in reference books and checking with friends, I believe it is black horehound.  

Another riddle has been solved this week.  Two different climbers have been putting out tendrils 

that have been getting longer and longer.  One has now opened its tiny, delicate pale green flowers 

so that I can identify it as black bryony, the other is, as yet, unidentifiable.  Near the hedges that 

were trimmed, I’ve seen fledgling blackbirds and fledgling sparrows so, hopefully, the nests weren’t 

disturbed.  One day, I had to slow my walk as two young goldfinches were busily feeding beside the 

path.  When they sensed my presence, they tried to “hide” by clinging to the wall then one tried, and 

failed, to cling to a dandelion stem before both saw sense and flew into a tree – it was hilarious.  I’ve 

seen house martins in the skies above town and the swifts are still very much in evidence.  I wonder 

what changes and surprises week 11 will bring. 

The unseasonable hot, sunny and dry weather continues into week 11.  Where the ground is visible 

in the fields, it is as dry as dust and great cracks are appearing.  I’ve noticed that many flowers open 

and then die back much more quickly than I would expect – a sign of the long, hot, dry period.  The 

heat is bringing out the butterflies early in the mornings.  On Monday and again on Tuesday, I saw a 

“brown” butterfly skimming over the long grass in the field – it was too far away and moved too fast 

for me to identify it.  The hot weather is magnifying the scents, both good and bad!  I walk under a 

white canopy of elder trees, the scent of the flowers in full bloom is almost overpoweringly strong.  

It reminds me of my childhood when we made elderflower “champagne” to drink while playing 

outdoor badminton.  I had expected to wake up to a wet world on Wednesday, instead it was 

overcast and dry.   

By Thursday, the world had been washed clean and the leaves on the hedges and trees and the 

grasses looked greener and brighter.  The air felt fresh and white clouds adorned the clear blue sky.  

The small bindweed, both the pure white and pink & white striped flowered varieties, the white 

flowered larger bindweed and the common mallow are opening more flowers now that they’ve had 

a drink. 



.  

The high winds of Thursday and Friday brought down many leaves and flowers, including what 

looked like white laburnum flowers.  Armed with my reference book, I think I have identified it as a 

False Acacia / Locust Tree.  On Saturday, I was very upset and for the 1st time since lockdown started, 

the sights and sounds of nature weren’t enough to lift my spirits.  Even my first sighting of the thrush 

that I’d heard so much about couldn’t bring a smile to my face.   

Monday of week 12 was a real birdy walk.  First it was young sparrows in and out of the hedge that 

had been cut, so at least one nest survived, then it was 5 very large , dark coloured, birds with long 

legs behind them soaring high in the sky – herons or dare I even suggest cranes?  If anyone has seen 

this quintet and can positively identify them, please let the Birdwatching Convenor know.  The 

kestrel was looking for its breakfast over the cemetery again and 3 very young wrens were trying, 

and failing, to land gracefully.  Further on, a flock of long-tailed tits were chattering noisily in the 

blackthorns and above me the swifts were swooping and gliding.  Every day since Tuesday, I’ve set 

off with binoculars round my neck but no big birds have I seen.  However, a beautiful red admiral 

butterfly was sunning itself on a hedge on Tuesday morning.   

I’ve been watching the sycamore flowers slowly change into seed wings 

– some bunches are still flowers only, some have seed wings at the top 

and flowers at the bottom while others are seed wings only. 

Why have I never noticed this before?  The horse chestnuts are 

changing again with the conkers swelling in their prickly cases and nasty 

looking brown patches appearing on the leaves.  After wind and heavy 

rain in the evening and overnight on Wednesday, Thursday morning 

saw the path littered with baby conker cases, wild cherries and 

sycamore seed wings.  Subsequent wind and heavy rain have brought 

even more greenery down onto the path.  Most of the early flowers 

have faded but a “hedge” of guelder rose has opened and I’ve spied a 

woody nightshade plant and a stinking iris has suddenly appeared. 



 

On Monday morning of week 13, I saw an even more fleeting view of the “big” birds.  They were 

flying away from me towards Minehead with long, slow wing beats.  There was a lot of happy bird 

song on Tuesday with me identifying goldfinches, blackbirds, robins, wrens, sparrows, blackcaps and, 

of course the rooks and gulls.   

 

 

By contrast the dull and humid 

conditions on Wednesday meant 

almost silence – what a difference.  

Thursday morning saw me debating 

with myself - should I go for my walk 

or shouldn’t I?  Light rain was falling, 

the sky was leaden and the forecast 

was for more rain so I decided to 

brave the elements.  I was surprised 

how soothing I found the gentle patter of rain on my hood.  It was wet again on Friday and I 

marvelled at how different grasses coped with the rain.  Some held their heads high with droplets of 

water clinging to them while others looked sad and bedraggled.  By Saturday, the grasses had dried 

with some standing proud and some still looking worse for wear.  The alexanders haven’t coped well 

with the rains, their leaves now black and rotting.  The cloud formations that morning were 

spectacular with every conceivable shade of grey and over towards Hinkley, a shaft of sunlight 

slashed through the clouds to alight on the water - what a beautiful sight to behold. 

Week 14 has been a week with nothing much new to report on.  Or is that, in itself, worth reporting?  

The mallow adds a splash of pink to the wayside, the ivy-leaved toadflax still clings to the wall 

displaying its little mauve flowers, I’ve found more clumps of black horehound and a patch of 

spotted medick is in full bloom again.  There are some marvellous thistles flowering on the railway 

bank and the buddleia is starting to open its mauve flowers.  I thought that all the white flowers had, 

at last, gone from the trees until I found another elder tree covered in white.  On Friday and 

Saturday, the rooks were sitting on sentry duty on the power lines by the farm, no social distancing 

for them!  They made quite a racket when I walk past and disturb them.  Saturday was another sad 



walk - someone had cut the banks of the lane up to the Church.  I’ve been watching a very fine 

specimen of a burdock plant start to open its mauve flowers and now its been chopped down before 

reaching its prime.  Why, oh why do they do it?  A group of teasels are putting up their flower spikes 

and, hopefully, their location is safe from destruction.  The change in the weather has been most 

refreshing.  I did not cope well with the high temperatures on Wednesday and Thursday. 

I’ve been watching the changes to the horse chestnut trees again and I don’t like what I’m seeing.  

The brown patches that I first noticed in week 12 are getting larger, more numerous and are 

spreading to more trees.  Some of the patchy leaves are beginning to curl.  What is causing this?  

Could it be the very hot, dry weather we’ve had or is it some kind of disease?  I can’t see any insect 

infestation.  I’ll keep monitoring the situation.  In the meantime, if anyone knows the answer please 

let the Nature Ambles Convenor know.  I keep looked carefully at other species of trees and so far 

the only brown patches I can see are on horse chestnuts.  However, some of the sloes are 

developing a brownish “fur” on them.  

Week 15 has started on a happy note.  Joy oh joy, I found a young burdock plant poking its nose out 

of the hedge near where the mature plant was chopped down and another young plant on the 

opposite side of the lane.  The sorrel is showing as a red haze across the top of the long grasses and 

other plants in the “horse” field (currently horseless!).  I wish I could get a better look at what else is 

in that field.  The second climber that I couldn’t identify in week 10 has now started to open its pale 

creamy white flowers and I can see that it is old man’s beard / traveller’s joy.  It will make a 

spectacular display when the flowers are fully open and then later when the fluffy seed heads form.  

I wonder if I’ll still be doing my daily walk then - time will tell.  The arum / lords and ladies / cuckoo-

pint flowers have long since faded and the berries are swelling but are still green.  I love their splash 

of colour when they turn to orangey red.  

 On Thursday, I came across 

another family of young 

blackbirds and had a very 

fleeting glimpse of a family of 

green woodpeckers.  I had been 

warned by a fellow early 

morning walker that they were 

about otherwise I would have 

missed them.  Unfortunately, 

much of the bird song is being 

drowned out by the increase in 

traffic, even at 8 o’clock in the 

morning.  They’ve been at it 

again!  Friday morning saw the 

bottom of the “primrose bank” cut, but why?  It’s probably the widest path on my route.  Luckily all 

the flowers should have seeded by now.  I heard the distinctive tap-tap-tap of a woodpecker on 

Saturday.  It was very near to me but I had little hope of seeing it as the trees are behind an 8 foot 

high stone wall. 

I had fun watching the rooks on Monday morning of week 16.  They were having to do aerial 

acrobatics to counteract the very strong winds.  Wednesday was grey and dismal with light drizzle 

falling - not pleasant! and I had to negotiate an obstacle course - a large branch had fallen across the 

path.  In view of the speed with which they cut “verges” I wonder how long it will take them to 



remove this obstacle.  By Thursday, the branch had been thrown over the 5 foot high mesh fence by 

the path which couldn’t have been an easy task.   

The stinging nettles continue to flower, I’d never 

realised that they had such a long flowering 

season. It’s surprising what you see when you 

really look!  The grass “verges” that were cut in 

week 8 are now showing colour again with 

yellow buttercups, dandelions and wood avens / 

herb bennet, blue speedwell and pink herb 

robert.  The thistles on the railway bank are now 

setting seed and the flower heads are covered in 

“fluff”.  The blackberries are still flowering in 

their wide range of colours from white to deep 

pink.  I’ve seen my first black blackberry and it 

looks as though it will be a good crop this year.  

What a contrast it was on Saturday - the sun 

shining brightly from a clear blue sky with a few 

fluffy white clouds and a white half-moon.  A 

few goldfinches were happily singing on the 

power lines near the church - what a joy to listen 

to.  The sunny weekend has seen a variety of 

“little brown” butterflies fluttering around in the 

hedgerows.  I’m not very good at identifying butterflies at the best of times and when they’re 

moving so quickly, I’ve no chance.   

 

For the first time in 16 weeks, the sky was criss-crossed with white vapour trails on Sunday morning - 

some people are braver than I am.  So far, I’ve ventured to Minehead on the bus 3 times in 16 

weeks, it’s usually 3 times in one week! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



It is now week 17 and for some reason I’ve been in a reflective mood.  When I started my walks, I 

thought that lockdown would last for a few weeks or a few months at most.  Now, I can’t believe 

that I’ve done the same walk at about the same time of day every day for 16 weeks.  Boring - 

definitely not.  So much has changed in that time.  The bare trees and spring flowers have been and 

gone, the trees have grown leaves, flowered and are now fruiting, spring flowers have given way to 

summer blooms which are now fading, the birds have built their nests, raised their young and seen 

them fledge and I have learned so much by taking the time to look and listen.  I started the walk for 

physical exercise.  I have come to realise that I have gained mentally as well as physically.  I have 

found nature to be more soothing than I ever imagined possible and so nature has become for me a 

great healer and de-stressor.  I have made new friends along the way - I see the same few people 

quite regularly and we always stop for a chat.  What joy the last 16 weeks walks have brought me. 

So, what is happening in week 17.  The alexanders stems and seeds have gone black and don’t look 

too nice but the birds will soon use the seeds as a welcome source of food.  The ivy in the hedge that 

was cut in week 8 has started to grow new spring green shoots - what a great contrast to the dark 

green of the rest of the hedge.  The pink and white striped small bindweed is appearing all over the 

place and the tall spikes of one of the willow-herbs, maybe great willow-herb, are starting to open 

their bright pink flowers with pure white centres.  Some enterprising soul has gone along parts of my 

walk with scissors or secateurs and cut off the long, straggling and very prickly lengths of brambles 

that had appeared from the hedge to comb the hair of the unwary.  This act of “trimming” was very 

welcome after the recent rain.  However, it didn’t stop me getting wet trouser legs from the long 

grass that was weighed down by water droplets.  The traveller’s joy / old man’s beard is now open 

wide and festoons the trees with its pretty flowers and delights me with its delicate perfume.  Have 

you ever noticed how sweet it smells? 

It is the end of week 18 and I realise that it is over a week since I wrote anything in these notes.  My 

only excuse is that I’ve had a lot on my mind recently and I’ve tended to use my daily, early morning 

walks to think things through.  The result is that my mind has been elsewhere and I’ve not been 

looking at and listening to what is around me.   

I have noticed that the young burdock plants that escaped the verge cutter have opened their 

mauve flowers as have the teasels high up on the bank.  I’ve found another clump of burdock 

elsewhere which is thriving.  The nettles in one of the verges that was cut in week 8 are now 

rejuvenating and starting to flower - isn’t it wonderful how nature recovers from man’s 

destructiveness.  The flowers and tendrils of traveller’s joy are appearing as a blanket covering more 

and more hedges and trees, I’ve never realised how extensive it is until the flowers appeared.  The 

cuckoo pint / arum / lords and ladies are starting to turn orange where they are in the sun and are 

still green or a green and orange mix in the shade.  Birds have been few and far between and are 

much harder to hear because of the traffic noise.  The rooks have been much quieter and less 

numerous this week and there have been some days when I haven’t seen or heard them at all.  

I’ve decided to start week 19 with a word of warning to anyone who’s been following my walks 

through my notes.  I’ve been asked, via a 3rd party, if I will carry on with my walks and writings when 

we get back to “normal”, whatever and whenever that may be.  My answer is that I will probably 

carry on doing a regular exercise walk but it probably won’t be a daily walk and it probably won’t be 

the same walk each time.  I certainly will not carry on writing these notes.  There are times when I 

find the writing very difficult.  



On Monday of week 19, which was another wet leg walk, I was delighted to see the thrush 

scavenging beside the path.  I didn’t get a good look at it as it scurried into the undergrowth as soon 

as it sensed my presence.  

 

 There are very few wild flowers blooming at the 

moment so I’ve been concentrating on looking at the 

trees again.  The time of “mellow fruitfulness” is 

approaching with the first elderberries turning purple, 

rowan / mountain ash berries and haws starting to turn 

red and the seeds of the sycamore and elm trees 

getting fatter in readiness to fly away.  In the hedge that 

was cut in week 8, the sloes are now big and purple 

where they are in the sun but the berries are still small 

and green on the blackthorn bushes in the shade in the 

valley.  I am disappointed with myself for not seeing 

that there are sweet chestnut trees growing amongst 

the horse chestnuts.  It’s only now that the sweet 

chestnut catkins are littering the path that I have looked 

up and noticed the different leaves.  I thought that I was 

being more observant than that.  The brown patches on 

the horse chestnut trees continue to become larger and more numerous and on the worst affected 

tree, the leaves on one complete branch are brown and shrivelled.  At least there are still some spiky 

conker cases getting larger on the trees.  On Wednesday, I came across a family of young blackbirds 

and further along the path, Mr Blackbird was gorging himself on ripe blackberries.  I’ve found 

another patch of black horehound and various varieties of thistle are opening their mauve flowers.  

The thistles are mostly too far away for me to identify them and I’m not very good at thistle 

identification anyway.  On Friday, I went round my walk in the opposite direction and was surprised 

how different things looked - I might try it again occasionally.  The rooks are silent in their rookery 

but are busy feeding in the fields at the farm.  

During week 20, I’ve regularly seen the blackbird family.  The 

juveniles are now flying well but are still begging their parents 

for food even though I’m certain that they are capable of finding 

their own - all kids will accept a free meal if they can get away 

with it!  Most of the cuckoo pint / arum / lords and ladies spikes 

are now a vibrant red and add a brilliant splash of colour to the 

predominantly green undergrowth.  

 

  

 

 

 

 



 I’ve noticed clumps of red clover appearing in a field that was cut for hay a few weeks ago.  The 

swathe of grass along the path fence in the same field is now polka-dotted with the pink and white 

flowers of small bindweed.  Probably not what the farmer wanted!  Nearby on the “verge”, the 

flowers of the small bindweed are all pure white even though they are next to a patch of pink and 

white striped flowers.  Do they change from one to the other or are they just different?  I’ll have to 

watch and see what happens.  The first flowers of the traveller’s joy / old man’s beard are dying back 

to be replaced by the seed heads.  I can’t wait until they get ripe and fluffy, they look so pretty.  

Elsewhere, in the hedge that was cut in week 14, traveller’s joy is now festooning the hedge with its 

cream flowers, so nature does recover if given the chance.  My eye was caught on Saturday by a 

sight I didn’t want to see - the lovely pink of the flowers of 

Himalayan balsam.  It’s only a small patch at the moment but it’s 

certainly something we don’t want to spread.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

After the early morning rain on Monday of week 21, it was a wet legs walk but that was 

compensated for by the vibrancy of the colours where the leaves, flowers and countryside had been 

washed clean.  On Wednesday, a flock of sparrows was feasting on the ripe elderberries, they didn’t 

even stop eating when I walked under the tree.  There have been small, subtle changes along my 

route but nothing of significance.  However, I have a confession to make - for the 1st time in more 

than 20 weeks, I missed my morning walk on Thursday.  It was either miss my walk or catch the 8.15 

bus from Watchet so that I could “attend” the U3A AGM - the AGM won.  Friday morning saw a 

major change - the hedges and grass “verges” beside most of the paths had been cut again.  This 

time I wasn’t sad because it’s the right time of year for such work.  I will miss watching the white and 

pink and white stiped small bindweed to see if they change colour as they open and close.  At the 

weekend, I was delighted that the long grasses on the “verges” had been cut, it meant dry legs 

walks.  

What a difference a day makes.  It is Monday of week 22 and the sun is shining, the sky is blue and 

dotted with pretty, white fluffy clouds.  It made me feel happy to be alive.  There was no early 

morning walk on Tuesday.  It was the 8.15 bus to Minehead again which will probably be a weekly 

occurrence from now on.  How resilient nature is - I’ve notice that the small bindweed, both white 

and pink and white striped, is already flowering where it was cut back last week.  Wednesday was a 

very unpleasant morning with heavy rain but by Thursday the sun was shining, the sky was blue and 

the path was littered with leaves and small twigs brought down by the rain.  Friday was very windy 

with sunshine and showers and, luckily, I missed the worst of the rain.  The overnight wind had 

brought down many more leaves, twigs and lots of unripe conkers.  How changeable and fickle our 

weather is!  I was made to feel that autumn is just around the corner when I saw boxes of help-

yourself windfall apples by gates on Friday. 



The weather has continued to be very changeable during week 23 with Storm Francis doing its worst 

on Tuesday.  Afterwards some substantial branches littered the side of the path together with even 

more twigs, leaves and unripe conkers.  In the gardens along my route, a fence blew down, rows of 

runner beans were flattened and sunflowers no longer hold their heads up high.  Boxes of help-

yourself windfall apples had multiplied too.  More than once, I’ve watched a grey squirrel 

scampering along the top of a wall with a conker in its mouth.  During the week, the traveller’s joy / 

old man’s beard alternated between looking totally bedraggled and being light and fluffy.  One 

sunny morning, I noticed a patch of scarlet hips high above the hedge where the wild roses had 

previously cheered me with their flowers.  The ivy flowers are beginning to open and will soon be 

swarming with insects.  I’ve seen one young blackbird trying to navigate the thorns on the 

blackthorn bushes but there was no sign of its parents. Many of the horse chestnut trees are looking 

very unhealthy with more and more of their leaves curling up as they turn brown.  I hope they 

recover next year. 

   

What a difference a week makes!  Tuesday of week 24 was one of those bright, sunny, crisp 

autumnal mornings when I could happily have walked for miles.  The sun on the haws made them 

glisten their brilliant red.  The creamy green fluffy seed heads of the old man’s beard climbing 

through the elder tree contrasted beautifully with the deep purple of the elderberries and the sloes 

are now plump and ripe.  On dry mornings, I’m regularly serenaded by a flock of small birds 

twittering away in the blackthorn bushes.  I can hear them, I can occasionally see the branches 

moving but can I see the birds to identify them - no, I can not.  It’s so frustrating and makes me wish 

that I was better at identifying birds by their song.  Towards the end of the week, I noticed that the 

yellow wood avens / herb bennet, buttercups and dandelions, self-heal and the small bindweed on 

one of the grass “verges” that was recently cut have started flowering again.  Nature rejuvenates 

itself so readily when we let it, my love of watching nature has increased over the past months while 

I’ve been doing my morning walk.  Some blue speedwell has appeared in the same “verge” and I 

have no memory of seeing it there before.  I always associate all these flowers with spring / early 

summer and not September - I’m learning so much about nature from my walks. 

On Monday of week 25, I did the walk in the opposite direction again.  I was distressed to 
see Himalayan balsam flowering in the horseless “horse” field.  Peeping out of the grass on 
the “primrose bank” were a few pretty pink flowers of dwarf cyclamen and high up on the 
bank, I saw two bright yellow spikes of agrimony.  The agrimony flowers have obviously 
been open for a while so why haven’t I noticed them before?  I realised on Tuesday that 



they are almost invisible when walking in my usual direction because they blend in with the 
long grasses.  As an experiment, I’ll do the walk both ways round this week.   

 

As I opened the front door 
on Thursday, I could here 
geese honking.  When I 
looked out, I saw a small 
skein of geese quickly 
followed by a larger skein 
flying inland from the coast - 
I always associate this sight 
and sound with spring or 
autumn.   

 

 

On Friday, I heard, but couldn’t see, a woodpecker.  I had been told that a green 
woodpecker had been seen in the area, so I was looking and listening carefully - an 
advantage of regularly meeting the same nature lovers.  Autumn is definitely on its way - on 
Sunday, I noticed that the first leaves are turning yellow, on a wild cherry tree.  As promised, 
I have walked my walk in both directions this week and find that I notice different things.  I’ll 
carry on going both ways round.  

Monday of week 26 dawned cool but bright and sunny so the grass glistened brightly with 
dew.  When I got to the horseless “horse” field I was amazed to see scores of cobwebs, 
some bigger than dinner plates, sparkling with water droplets that made them look jewel 
encrusted.  You could clearly see the intricate design of each cobweb and how they differed 
- a magnificent sight.  Under the trees where the “verge” was cut some weeks ago, new 
“spring green” fronds of hart’s tongue fern and bracken are appearing, while elsewhere 
young nettle plants are coming into flower.  In the field that was cut for hay, many white 
clover plants are flowering.  The ivy in most of the hedges is now in full flower and, on warm 
mornings, is alive with insects.  The winds at the end of the week have seen many conkers, 
now shiny brown, and sweet chestnuts in their prickly casings litter the path.  I have to 
watch my footing because standing on them is not good for the ankles even when wearing 
boots.  The weather has taken its toll on the cobwebs and most of them are now a thing of 
the past.  The leaves of the tree that I talked about in weeks 7 and 9 and thought might be a 
poplar are beginning to turn golden yellow. 

On Monday of week 27, I saw two small pale yellow “blobs” at the foot of the old Mill 
Chimney.  On closer inspection, I realised that they were primroses.  When I looked around 
that area closely on Tuesday, another primrose flower had opened and there were forget-
me-nots on the side of the path.  Why are “spring” flowers blooming in September?  I also 
noticed a very bright yellow patch on the verge leading up to the church - a courgette or 
marrow has seeded itself and is happily growing.   On Wednesday, I was joined by 5 
members of the U3A Nature Ambles group for a socially distanced, mask wearing amble.  
We ambled part of my daily exercise walk route and I was reassured that only one plant was 



found that I had missed - the red berries of black bryony.  Members of the group confirmed 
my identification of the poplar (week 7) and the False Acacia / Locust Tree (week 11) and 
identified madder, which was unknown to me but which I had seen for many weeks.  We 
were, however, unable to identify which type of poplar we were looking at.  Disaster!  On 
Thursday morning, the primrose and forget-me-not flowers had disappeared.  Someone has 
mown the area around the mill chimney and along the path.  I also realised that the black 
bryony berries are very hard to see in the early morning light, ever when you know where to 
look. 

On sunny mornings of week 28 the birds have serenaded me from the blackthorn bushes.  
As always, they are well hidden by the leaves and branches, so I haven’t been able to see 
them.  I’ve watched the marrow / courgette plant develop and it now had a 1 inch diameter 
round courgette growing.  As the week has progressed, more leaves on the poplar tree have 
turned golden yellow - a beautiful sight to behold.  I have continued to watch the 
multiplication of the brown patches on the horse chestnut tree leaves and many of the 
leaves are now totally brown and starting to fall off.  I have realised that the browner the 
leaves, the smaller the conkers.  Not surprising when you think about it.  On Friday, we were 
subjected to Storm Alex and, in the interests of my safety, I didn’t walk that morning.  I 
anticipate a lot of leaves and branches were brought down.   

It is now the end of week 28 and I will not be doing my daily morning exercise walk for over 
a week for personal reasons.  I hope to restart my daily walk during week 30 but I haven’t 
yet decided whether to restart these notes.  If this is to be the last instalment, thank you for 
reading my notes and I hope that they have given you some insight into some of the daily 
changes in nature in one small area of Watchet during the last 6 months. 

 

 

Any pictures that accompany this have been taken, at different times and in different places, by 

Cherrie Temple.  Thank you, Cherrie. 

Catherine Knight 

October 2020 

 

  

 

 


