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SPRING


March to May







Spring is Coming


The flowers from their winter bed


Are showing now a greeny head,


The happy news they want to spread,


Spring is coming?


The birds upon the leafless tree


Are planning where their nests will be,


And as they fly they sing with glee,


Spring is coming.


Goodbye to winter’s cheerless day,


Hurrah for spring now on the way


Which makes the world sing every day,


Spring is coming!
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March Comes In


February slips from the garden cold,


Bidding the snowdrops goodbye,


The crocuses shine in their purple and gold,


And the aconites stare at the sky.


‘Farewell!’ say February – then she is flown,


And the garden falls silent and still;


A violet is peeping there, shy, all alone,


And a robin hops up with a trill.


They are waiting for March – and longing to see


If he’ll come like a lamb, soft and light,


Or rage like a lion, as loud as can be,


Making the trees shake in fright.


The garden is watching and waiting – it knows


If he comes like a lamb, like a lion he goes!
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Wake Up!


Wake up, you sleepers big and small,


For spring is here again,


And sunshine’s streaming everywhere


On hill and field and lane!


Wake up, you frogs within the pond,


Wake up, you sleepy snails,


It’s time to slide along the paths


And leave your shining trails.


Wake up, you toads beneath the stones,


You hidden snakes as well,


And all you prickly hedgehogs too


Asleep in bank or dell.


The sun is warm, the snow is gone,


The winter’s passed away,


So wake, you sleepers all, and come


Out in the sun and play!
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The Happy Hedgehog


All through the winter the hedgehog slept sound,


And then he woke up and he took a walk round.


‘Why, springtime is here!’ said the hedgehog, delighted.


‘Winter has vanished – I do feel excited!’


He hurried along in the ditch wet with dew,


Meeting the mice and the voles that he knew.


But his friend, the old toad, had gone crawling away


To swim with the frogs in the pond all the day.


The hedgehog was starved and decidedly thinner,


‘It’s quite twenty weeks,’ he said, ‘since I had dinner.’


So he ate seven earwigs, five beetles, one snail,


And a worm that he pulled from its hole by the tail.


The sun on his back made him beautifully hot,


He curled himself up in a wind-sheltered spot.


Said he, ‘I fear nobody, no one at all,


When I roll myself up in a prickly ball!’


So there he lies now, and if you should find him,


Set down a saucer of milk just behind him!


If only he’ll stay in your garden, you’ll see


What a very great help a small hedgehog can be!
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The Noisy Frogs


All wintertime


In mud and slime,


The frogs were sleeping fast,


But now it’s spring


When all birds sing,


And frogs awake at last!


‘Crr-roak, crr-roak, crr-roak!’ they say,


‘The water’s very warm today!’


They swim about


And poke their snout


From every pond we see,


They splash and play


All night and day


As noisy as can be!


‘Crr-roak, crr-roak, crr-roak!’ they sing,


‘We’re only telling you it’s SPRING!’
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Spring Coats


When starlings wear a shining coat


Of twinkling blue and green,


And chaffinches from waist to throat


In chestnut-pink are seen,


And every blackbird has a bill


As golden as the sun,


And water wagtails, never still,


In white and sable run,


And half the sparrows in the tree


Have bibs beneath their chin,


Why then, ’tis very plain to see


That spring is coming in!






The Thrush’s Song


Tirra-wee, tirra-wee,


Now listen to me,


My song I will sing, I will sing.


Get up, sleepyhead,


Get up from your bed,


It’s spring; yes, it’s spring; oh, it’s spring!


You’ll be late, you’ll be late;


You’ll be dreadfully late;


Hurry up, hurry up, oh do hurry!


The cuckoo is coming.


The bees are all humming.


Don’t worry! Why worry? Don’t worry!


Did you do it? I knew it!


Now mind how you do it!


You do love me, don’t you, you do!


It’s spring; yes, it’s spring,


So no wonder I sing


Tirra-wee to you all the day through!
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March


Here comes March with a whirl and a rush,


Setting the trees asway,


Swinging the daffodils round and about,


In his headlong, blustering way.


Round goes the weathercock up on the church,


And out stream the flags in the town,


For here comes March with a whirl and a rush,


Racing all up the country and down!


Hedges are red with a myriad buds


That soon will break out into green.


And sweet pussy-palm is awake in the woods,


With its fairy-like silvery sheen.


Catkins of hazel are swung in the breeze,


And shake out their powdery gold,


And everything’s happy and young today,


And nothing, oh nothing is old.


The blackbird is singing a wonderful song.


The loveliest one that he knows,


The daffy-down-dillies keep time to the tune,


And dance on the tip of their toes.


The almond tree feels that it’s time to awake,


And opens its buds just a chink,


Till the chaffinch calls out at the top of his voice,


‘Why it’s pinkity, pinkity pink!’


Let’s climb to the top of a very high hill,


And hear the wind whistling by;


Let’s call to the hustling, bustling clouds,


That race down the slippery sky!


Oh! March, you are sweet with your green and your gold,


You are grand with your hurricane power,


And wouldn’t I love to be you, just you,


For a glorious, blustering hour!






‘Windflowers’


Weeping in the bluebells growing all among the trees,


I found the wind a-sorrowing, his face upon his knees.


‘What ails you, friend?’ I gently said; he raised his
dewy eyes,


And shook back all his tangled hair with gesture
of surprise.


‘Oh, I’ve no flower to call my own,’ he answered,
weeping sore.


‘The sun has all the gleaming gold hid in the
sunflower’s store.


While e’en the winter snow can boast a flower in the bed,


The little snowdrop, pure and white, with slender,
drooping head.’


He rose and went his woeful way, ’neath birch and
hazel bower,


And where was dropped a pearly tear there sprang a
slender flower;


All sweetly growing in the grass behind the wind forlorn,


The nodding windflowers danced for joy, the morning
they were born.
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The Fairy Queen’s Trumpeters


Blow your trumpets, daffodils,


Heralds to the fairy queen,


The sweetest that was ever seen,


Her dancing eyes are pools of blue,


Her gleaming hair as gold as you.


Blow your trumpets, daffodils,


Blow them on a thousand hills,


Blow them by the riverside,


Send the message far and wide,


Give it to the flying breeze,


Tell the butterflies and bees,


That here comes the fairy queen,


Sweetest that was ever seen!


Blow your trumpets loud and long,


Swell the sound into a song,


Till all the people stop and say,


‘The daffodils are out today!’
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The Great Big Kite


Where are you going to, great big kite,


Wagging your long, long tail?


Will you visit the sun, so round and bright,


Or the moon, all silvery pale?


Will you go to the clouds that fly on the breeze,


Will you sail where the skylark sings,


Or talk to the rooks in the tall elm trees,


Flapping their big black wings?


Ah, little boy, I should visit them all,


If you wouldn’t hold so tight!


I should fly far away, a speck so small,


And I’d soon be out of your sight!
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A Cosy Bed


This morning in the garden


A daffodil I found,


So droopy and so sleepy, that


It nearly touched the ground.


I tried to make it stand upright,


But down it fell again.


‘There must be bees inside,’ I thought,


‘A-sheltering from the rain.’


I looked inside to see, and oh


What do you think I spied?


The sweetest little fairy elf


Curled up asleep inside.
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My Crocuses


Up and down the garden,


In and out the grass,


The merry little crocus


Greets me when I pass.


In dress of white or purple,


In frock of brightest gold,


Each jolly little crocus


Is standing, brave and bold.


Like lots of little candles,


They shine all round about –


Now pray, you rough March breezes,


Don’t blow my candles out!
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Mister Wind


Oh, swing the daffodillies, Mister Wind,


And sway the apple blossom on the trees,


Fling kisses to the primrose in the lane,


And scatter yellow pollen on the bees!


Twist all the snowy clouds a-sailing by,


And send them cruising round a sea of blue!


Oh, plough the pond with ripples up and down,


And make the rushes step a dance with you!


Shower the almond blossom on the grass,


And shake the sunset petals to and fro,


Race on your merry travels, Mister Wind,


And set the world a-dancing as you go!






Little Brown Bee


Little brown bee, oh little brown bee,


You are out early, pray what do you see?


What do I see? Ah, sit on my wing,


Come with me now whilst I hum and I sing!


I see the first crocus, the first scylla, too,


And there by the lane is a speedwell of blue.


I feel the warm sun as I fly here and there,


No wonder I hum in the honey-sweet air!
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The Busy Sunbeam


The sunbeam knocked on the snail’s front door.


‘Open!’ it cried, ‘for it’s spring once more!


Put out your horns and your little grey head,


And hurry away to the wallflower bed.’


Then the sunbeam went to a mossy stone,


For sleeping there was a toad alone.


It tickled his ribs with a warm little hand,


And sang, ‘Wake up, for the sunshine’s grand!’


Then to the pond went the sunbeam bright,


And called to the frogs that slept out of sight,


‘Come out of the mud, give your legs a shake,


For spring is here, and it’s time to awake!’


It woke the squirrel, it woke the bee,


It found the snakes in the hollow tree,


It tickled the dormouse – then it lay


Warming my crocuses all the day!
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Crocus Flames


Early this morning, before it was light,


Down in my garden I saw a wee sprite


Swinging a lantern, glittering bright.


She looked all around,


And there, on the ground,


Huddled and cuddled among the dew,


Were crocus buds peeping as high as my shoe,


Quiet and still,


Waiting until


The sprite with the lantern came trip-pitting through.


And what she did there it is hard to say,


For fairies work in their own sweet way,


And never a mortal can say them nay,


Or closely spy.


But by and by,


When I wandered out in the shining sun,


I saw what the sprite of the lamp had done:


She’d played a game


With the lantern flame,


And lighted the crocuses, every one!
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The Singing Princess


I met a princess small and fair,


With snowdrops twisted through her hair


On Bracken Hill a-dancing.


Her laughter rippled all about,


Her dimples flickered in and out,


In manner most entrancing.


Said I, ‘Now wherefore laugh you so


On Bracken Hill where breezes blow,


And echoes follow after .


Is royal life so very sweet,


Are royal pleasures such a treat,


That you must give them laughter?’


She shook her little elfin head.


‘Oh, not because of those,’ she śaid,


‘Am I so glad and merry,


But see what I today have found,


To make me laugh and dance around


And sing, Oh-downa-derry!’


‘I found a primrose pale and fair,


And snowdrops growing here and there,


I picked a coltsfoot sturdy,


I saw a bunny run away,


I heard the little brooks that play


A bubbling hurdy-gurdy!’


Then swift she fled without a sound,


With all the treasures she had found,


A princess most entrancing.


Oh would I had those treasures, too,


I’d buckle coltsfoot in my shoe


And set my feet a-dancing!
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Rabbit-Song


When grey light flows about the hill


And from the grass the dewdrops spill,


I peep from out my burrow.


I sniff the air so clean and cold,


I see the eastern sky turn gold,


And suddenly, exultant, bold,


I scamper from my burrow!


Rabbits ho! Rabbits hey!


Rabbits, ’tis the dawn of day!


Waken you! The hill is sweet


And waits the touch of bunny feet!
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When April Comes


When April comes with dancing feet


The cowslips bend to kiss her toes,


And all the little birds sing sweet


To give her welcome where she goes.


She dances through the marshy ways


Where kingcups blossom, golden-bright,


Adown the woodland path she strays


And windflowers dance for her delight.


Along the lane the speedwell small


Enchants her with its eyes of blue,


And suddenly the cuckoo’s call


Comes loud and sweet. ‘Cuckoo! Cuckoo!’


Oh, April’s here with quick’ning tread


And snowy clouds against the sky,


And round about her golden head


With curving wings the swallows fly.






Cuckoo’s Lesson


I wandered in the meadows once


And found a pipit’s nest,


And in it was a baby bird


In downy feathers dressed.


The little bird it looked at me,


And opened wide its beak;


It made a funny, husky sound,


And tried so hard to speak.


I stroked its head, and said, ‘Tweet, tweet,’


When down a fairy flew.


‘You musn’t teach him that!’ she said,


‘It really wouldn’t do!’


‘He’s not the sort of little bird


That sings “Tweet, tweet,” all day.


He’ll be a cuckoo when he grows,


And “Cuckoo” he will say!’


‘And all this week I’ve tried to teach


That naughty little bird,


He hasn’t tried to cuckoo once,


He will not say a word!’


‘I’m sorry if I’ve taught him wrong,’


I very meekly said;


‘I hope he’ll never sing, “Tweet, tweet,”


But cuckoo hard instead!’


And when I went that way again


The nest was empty quite,


And in the trees a cuckoo bird


Cuckooed with all his might!






April Days


Hey ho for daffodils,


Dancing in the dale,


Cowslips yellow on the hills,


Primroses pale,


Violets adown the lane,


Celandines bold,


Windflowers dancing once again,


Gorse full of gold!


Hey ho for April sweet,


Garlanded with flowers,


Dancing by on merry feet


Through sunshine and showers!






The Enchanted Tree


Under a slender tree I stood,


Lost in the rain, in Cuckoo Wood.


Then swift the sun came sweeping out,


And gold and silver lay about,


With opals were the bushes hung


And amber to the grasses clung.


And, oh! when I looked up to see,


Fairy hands had changed my tree!


For on it grew a myriad score


Of blossoms never grown before.


Flowers of crystal glistened there,


Swinging down the branches bare.


Buds of silver did I see,


Hung from that enchanted tree.


I moved to pluck a blossom bright,


When lo! it vanished from my sight,


The sun went in, and all the flowers


Were raindrops left from passing showers!
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It’s Raining!


It’s raining!


The fish leap out of the pond in glee,


The frogs thrust up their heads to see,


The ducks are happy as ducks can be,


It’s raining!


The blackbird opens and shuts his bill,


The robin flies through the rain with a trill,


The starlings bathe as the puddles fill,


It’s raining!


The grass is drinking long and deep,


The flowers wake from their drowsy sleep,


And out from the ivy the wet snails creep,


It’s raining!


The raindrops sink in the thirsty ground,


And hang from the dry leaves, glistening, round,


The world is full of a gurgling sound,


It’s raining!






The Rain is Raining


The rain is raining every day


And never seems to stop.


The children can’t go out to play,


Nor mothers out to shop.


The little puddles wider grow


Then join up all together,


And everyone is saying, ‘Oh!


We do have dreadful weather!’


I think I’ll buy a little boat


And call it Mary-Ann,


Then down the garden I will float


To meet the postie-man.


I’ll row above the cauliflowers


And over raspberry canes,


Oh, I don’t mind a hundred showers,


I love it when it rains!






The Rainbow


I think the rainbow must be made


Of all the lovely flowers that fade
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