Wedmore
There are little houses that sit in the sun,
There is somewhere to live for everyone,
From giant mansions as big as a pool, 
To little cottages tiny and small, 
With babies in buggies,
And children with sweets,
With the soft sound of music,
And cute bird tweets,  
With family walks that go through cows,
And local farmers using their ploughs,
With people clapping,
And banging on pots,
People make a racket, lots and lots. 
By Molly Morris, age 8 years.
