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In the  Japanese Garden…  
 

Weeds spray out like water,
plants like Egyptian fans.

Bushes sing, lily pads drum
and berries look like olives on 

plates.
Leaves feel like suede, look
like Dalmatians; maple trees

like red cabbage.
Cross the crocodile stones

or the bridge like a smiley face
upside down, and you’ll see
water lily pads like Pacman 

munching
flowers, or a bowl of custard.

There’s a train of logs 
passing a bird house lantern,

leading to a tea hut
with a mattress roof.

Drink from the lily cups,
watch the elephant trunks

sound amidst the ricepaper
leaves of bamboo.  Drift away

on a log canoe.

 

We spent a day in the Japanese 
garden.  We made a huge wall 
hanging by a Japanese dying 
technique and printing.  We 
created a wonderful poem all 
together about the garden. 

We made water 
colour drawings 
of flowers from 
the gardens. 

The children of seven and over spent the first four days of their holiday club at 
Gatton Park on a special project called Picture Poems.  They worked with artists 
Sonia Percival and Karen Lucas, and poet Lorna Dowell – as well as Mary and 
Louise from Gatton Park. 
 
The artwork, poems and stories were so fantastic that we wanted to share them with 
the parents and friends of Families Together.  We are only sorry that we can’t fit 
them ALL in! 
 

We created 
our own 

version of 
the 

Millennium 
stones with 

words or 
phrase that 

were 
important to 

us 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Maths Maze  
 
This is the land of the 
Omleybromleators – two-headed 
monsters with creepy voices.  They meet in this circular room with its 12 thrones.  
The King and Queen of the Omleybromleators sit in the highest chairs and they call 
their people here to tell them what to do.  They have a problem: outside the walls of 
this magic room is a robber, a threat to them all.  So the King and Queen send their 
people on a mission to track down the robber.  But to do this, the 
Omleybromleators must leave the safety of the throne room – the magic circle – 
and go down a dangerous path through the 
woods. 
 
On this path is a series of doors, each one of 
which is a portal into another galaxy – different 
worlds.  What’s more (and this is something 
only we know) as the unsuspecting 
Omleybromleators go through the door 
shaped like a key-hole, they will turn from 
monsters to humans and loose all their magic 
powers.  For no robber will be scared of a 
human, the way they would be of a monster.  
As the Omleybromleators embark on their 
dangerous journey to hunt down the robber, 
they are a vulnerable as you and I… 
Follow the path that the Omleybromleators 
take.  Continue the journey and see where it 
leads ….. 
 
 

We created a story all together
 set in the Magical Maths Maze. 

We created a poem 
about the Rock & Water 
garden all together. 
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We sketched trees in the 
park and used these to 
make mosaics. 
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This project was 
supported by 
Awards for All 

We made poems about imaginary trees special to us. 


