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Homecoming
It was a late Autumn day when Harry the Hen Harrier soared West, enjoying the warm air rising from the land and lifting his wings. Keen eyes watched the ground below him as his reflection flickered amongst pools of water. He went further, over cotton grass with their bushy heads wafting like the flame of a candle, and over the flash and flutter of dragonfly wings. Eventually the colour changed; the flowers and dragonflies receded to be replaced by tough grass the colour of parchment and stiff heather still blazing purple. 
This land was not well. It was dry. All the water flowed fast through drains and into a narrow channel and off into a faraway river. Harry let out a mournful call, but as he dipped a wing to turn back, he spotted an old friend. 
Harry landed next to Dara, a dragonfly he knew well. Dara fluttered nervously between the purple moor grass. 
“What brings you here, Dara?” Harry asked, for it was a much greater distance for little wings to travel. 
“I was thinking of it,” Dara sighed. “I loved living here, before they planted all the trees. I used to have lots of pools to live in.”
Now Harry remembered! This land had been drained and planted with foreign trees in neat rows, stuffed into the ground by humans some time ago. He recalled hearing the grumbling, groaning machines and the crack and thud of trees being harvested. Their old home was still covered in the stumps left behind from when the foreign trees were cut down. 
“Doesn’t it make you sad?” Dara went on. “We had so many friends living here, but they had to leave.” 
Seeing his friend droop made Harry’s heart fall. He fluffed up his wings. “Then let’s finish the job. I’ve seen humans restore a peatland just like this. I know what to do… but we’ll need help.” 
XXX
A day later, Harry and Dara met with other animals keen to help. There was Elizabeth the lizard, her beady eyes assessing the land, and Adam the adder, who basked in the small spot of sun he’d been lucky enough to find. 
Harry shared his plan and described what he’d watched humans do elsewhere. They had to take off all the young foreign trees which were thriving in the dry conditions, squish the stumps down into the peat, block the drain so the water didn’t leave, and finally take sphagnum moss from the healthy peatlands nearby to place in wet areas so it could grow here again. 
They divided up the tasks. Harry took to the air in a flurry of feathers and an excited squawk. Removing the saplings of the old foreign trees were his job. He wrapped his talons around the thin trunks and tugged. His wings whooshed and rustled and then finally there was a great sucking sound as the tree came free from the peat below. Harry carefully flew it over to where Adam was waiting and went back for more. 
Adam warmed in the sun until there was quite the pile of plucked trees and timber. Then, he began to push and slide it into the water. Luckily, he was a strong swimmer – a fact that surprised a lot of his friends – and wasn’t overtaken by the powerful current. He arranged the wood like dams in the drains and worked late into the day until all the drains were blocked in several places. Already the water pooled behind each dam, seeping out into the surrounding peat. Adam flicked his tongue in pride and retreated to a drier patch of peatland to heat himself in the last rays of the sun. 
By now, Dara and Elizabeth had just arrived back from their sphagnum fetching trip. Between them, they could carry enough to place a few individual strands in each dammed pool. Quickly, the sphagnum settled itself down into the water to spread. 
They had to wake Adam up for the final push – all the stumps! Together, they flipped them over – narrowly avoiding squishing Dara, who laughed about it with them – and then jumped with all their weight to force the stump down into the peat as much as they could. 
When it was done, they were exhausted but pleased. The difference was big already, and they all felt better for having taken action! 
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It wasn’t long until the peatland flourished. White, cottony seedheads bobbed in the light breeze. Small plants spread their sticky leaves to the late Spring Sun and the mosses had made a good start of spreading through the pools. There were still clumps of short, woodier plants in drier areas, but that was good. A healthy peatland had a mosaic of mini habitats! 
Harry called a greeting to Dara and her friends, who danced along the water’s edge. Nearby, Liz emerged from the pool to listen to the happy calls of different birds across the peatland. Harry preferred the drier area, where his nest had been built. Already he could hear the hungry calls of his chicks, and thought about how happy he was that he could have a family in his old home once more!
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