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A very early morning stroll through Sulham woods, pleasantly rewards the visitor with the aromatic
incense of a typical autumn morn. Here, great  oaks  stand  in silent  majesty.  Dappled sunlight
struggles  fitfully through the canopy provided by the statuesque beeches, while underfoot the carpet
of russet and gold illustrates the passing of yet another season, confirming natures preparation for
the onslaught  of winter.  The hawthorne, adorned with gossamer threads possess a beauty peculiarly
its own.

The tranqil peace is profound; suddenly a startled jay raucously indicates displeasure at man's
intrusion into its worldly solitude. At the crescendo of its tirade, other denizens of the wood join  in;
the magpie vies  successfully  in  a cacophony of strident discord, paradoxically the wood pigeon's
monotonous note falls silent, in a bid to escape detection.   I thrill to catch a glimpse of the timid
muntjac indicative of the scarcity of its natural cover; there is evidence of the passage of the fox but
daylight sightings are infrequent due to its adroitness in camouflage. The badger's spoor is readily
detected where its four claws have scourged the soil. Its nocturnal habit makes a sighting extremely
rare. On an earlier occasion I was fortunate to chance upon one with its mate near the old site of
Sadlers Farm. On seeing me he displayed unbelievable selfishness towards his mate by ambling as
fast as he could towards the cover of the wood. At the boundary line, only when he felt safe, did he
bother to turn to see how his mate fared, who was some thirty yards in the rear.

A little further on I see an industrious squirrel intent upon secreting its cache of nuts, oblivious of
human approach until the last moment, then quickly ascending a tree to its natural habitat, whilst
nearby its cousin hastily retreats with a flash of white tail signalling warning to other members of the
colony.

Traversing the escarpment on the southern section of the wood, I encounter a splendid stand of fir,
completely untouched by the ravage of storm or fire. I delight in tracing part of the old road which
existed prior to 1826 (the date when the present Sulham House was created), the indentations faint in
places, testifying to the passage of numerous carts of yesteryear.  Standing on the summit, I mourn
the passing of the pine marten, prolific within these woods a couple of centuries ago. here it is not too
difficult to imagine rural life at the turn of the eighteenth century. 

My walk completed, I am very conscious that my largely untrained eye must have missed a wealth
of wild life present in these delightful woods. Nevertheless, I feel very grateful that, despite the
havoc wrought by the February storms and the summer fires to the northern section, Sulham Woods
remain largely unspoiled by the passage of time: it is truly a heritage to be treasured.










