
 

 

NEWHALL VALLEY 
 

 
Walking in the Newhall Valley in the month of May 
I never cease to be amazed at nature’s proud display 
 
Buttercups, Bluebells, Stitchwort too 
Crowsfoot, Cowslips, to name but a few 
 
Carpets of Clover, purple and white 
Yellow Rattle, Campions bright 
 
Ox Eye Daisies put on a show 
And Ragged Robins freely grow 
 
Blossom, as confetti falls 
Whilst, far away, a cuckoo calls 
 
Now, what are these that flutter by? 
The Meadow Brown, the butterfly 
 
The sly fox slinking out of sight 
It’s bushy tail, a banner bright 
 
Once, when walking through the wood 
Frozen in fear, before me stood 
 
Two Munkjac Deer who then took flight 
Into the thicket and out of sight 
 
The boardwalk leads us to the brook 
A place to stop and take a look 
 
Perchance to see a wondrous sight 
A flash of blue, the Kingfisher’s flight 
 
Where herons and egrets stand on parade 
And near the rocks, grey wagtails wade 
 
Plantsbrook was diverted many years ago 
But it still remains obvious where once it did flow 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Beside the channel where water would have been 

An ancient Burnt Mound can still be seen 
 

Where mounds of heat shattered stones lie on the edge of the stream 
As hot stones were put in the water to cause the creation of steam 

 
For sauna type bathing or simply to cook 

Or religious rituals beside the brook 
 

 
 



 
 
 
Where Rosebay Willowherb is found 
And Ladies Smock – in boggy ground 
 
And though the route is passable today 
Winter flooding can bar the way 
 
Close by, Newhall Mill is found 
On open days fresh flour is ground 
 
 
The valley takes on a different look when frosty or in snow 
Oasis of calm and beauty whenever you choose to go 
 
But now - the song thrush beckons me to stay 
In Newhall – in the month of May. 
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