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AN INTRODUCTION FROM
CLARE & MICHAEL MORPURGO

VW s yonlie olibex yous caind. g bk ofteas a thes bese
{yes, and to the worst) times of your childhood. For Clare
and for me, some of the happiest vears of our lives were
spent growing up in the countryside. | used to wander the
marshes and sea walls near my childhood home in Bradwell
on the Essex coast, the haunt of hares and lapwings, of foxes
and herons. Meanwhile Clare {unknown to me then) was
out in her wellies, tramping the deep lanes of Devon around
the village of Iddesleigh, riding the farmers’ horses,
searching the graveyard for lizards and slow worms,
collecting birds' skulls and shells and stripy stones from the
river. We had walked on the wild side, gone where our
wellies had taken ws, and loved it

Later on — much later on — both of us teachers by now, we
camie up with an idea that we hoped would ensble as many
children as possible to do exactly what we had done: to walk
up windswept hillsides, to stomp through snow, squelch
through muddy gateways, save tadpoles from shrinking
paddles, and watch salmon rising in the river. Along with
friends, we set up a charity and called it Farms for Ciry
Children, In the last chirty years or more, over 100,000 city
children have spent a week of their lives on the theee
farms = Methercott, here in Deven where it all begam;
Treginnis in Wales, on the spectacular coast curside 5t
Davids; and Wick Court by the River Severn in
Giloucestershire. The children become farmers for 2 week -

they feed the sheep and calves, muck out the horses, dig up
potatoes. They wear wellies almaost all the time, and in
among their tasks they have the freedom to explore and
enjoy the countryside arcund them, just as we dad.

Clare is in her seventieth vear now and I'm carching up fase.
What beter way o celebrare, we thought, than for the first
time, to make & book rogether, S 1, with 3 lirtle help from
Clare, would write 3 story about 3 voung girl walking the
lanes of Devon; and she, with a lirle bit of help from me,
wisild choose some of her Fvourite poems. Both of us had
& bt of help from our good friend Jane Feaver, who lives
down the lame, And we found by the grestest good formune
a wonderful artise, Olivia Lomenech Gill, who has
conceived the book a5 it pow looks, produced the wonderful
paintings and drawings, snd written it all o, just as Pippa
wisild have done, by hand,

Every copy of the book that is sold will help to support
more children o come down te our farms. So, even if you
didn't know it at the time, thank you for buying it. Now we

hope you enjoy reading it as much as we have boved putting
it all together.

Clare and Michsel Morpurgo
1 February 2012




Where wre gou off G, Pppa?’
T#5 whol Aurly foggy alongs arks me vohen Im. on muy sray ot
MMM."IM hen, “"Iﬁu--ﬂ._w. "Wrhone oy W s
Widpn! te Sins gang me o lockin W ks T2 n b fe funny, o o

gl franny .

Mﬁ%hﬁwr& mMrmr?t?gm{_g@

| T e thig T love sloit siing with Aurly Prggy s gong for walks
Iw%aﬁﬁa#%&miﬁyﬂpw,%wﬂs

T dowt care i cti radning, dont cane if (i cod.

Wiy folleng om mgoclilag e
 Frur odkeik, Fypa, Aunty Pegny colls affbr me. Dot
&s Mag Doy It oll beguins of four. Doat be Lofe, dear

You dent wad T nuiss m‘;lm,iﬁ?,ﬂ.j”
Ihnﬁmim#rni}mMIMmuﬂgﬁfg,

Lionok Uy mecatle skt Kbl g o I o Bl

. waﬁma_wﬂrm,}fhm bl then, Il,;[\'lr 1

o I /,«44’ Mﬁm 4 wave . 1_;5.?-.5 ;_-

§
e




TEWKESEURY RoAD

It Is Good g0 be aut on the road,

and gaing ane knews nat where,

Gaing through meadow and village,
wme knows nut whither or why;
Thraugh the grey light drift of the duss,
i the keen coal rush of the air,

Under the flying white clouds,

and the broad blue Bift of the sky.

Anl te halt at the chattering brook,
in a tall green fern at the brink
Where the lascbell grons, and
and the foxgloves purple and w
Where the shifiy-vyed delicate deer

troap dewn ta the broak to drink
When the stars are mellow and large
at the coming en of the nighs.

O, 1o feel the beat of the rain,
andd the hamely smell of the earth,
15 a tune Far the blaed to ji to,
and jay past power of wards;

And the blessed green comely meadows
mirth

are all a-ripple wi
At the naise of the lambs at play
aral the dear wild cry of the bards.

Jous Masian




and me-oh - and a %mﬁgﬁm@?m
ﬂt.nm:-mss {»fiwum—t:zf&u% I&Mnﬁp&&m
w:m;, on thal free and o Wa&“.fmm o LB

\

) Lovenest oF Trees, THE CHERRY Now

Lawelicst of trecs, the cherry now
s hung with bloom alang the baugh,
And stands about the woodland ride
Wearing white for Eastertide,

Now, of my threescore years and ren,
Tweney will pot come again,

And rake from seventy springs 2 scare,
It only leaves me fifty more,

And sinee 1o leok an things in blosm
Fifty springs ase little room,

Abour the woedlands 1 will go

T see the cheery hung with snow,
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i



	new_cover title.doc
	WELLIES---cutdown-1.jpg
	WELLIES---cutdown-2.jpg
	WELLIES---cutdown-3.jpg
	WELLIES - cutdown-4.jpg
	WELLIES - cutdown-5.jpg

