by Marchette Chute
The storm came up so very

quick
t couldn't have been guicker.
| should have brought my hat
alon
| should have brought my slicker.
My hair is wet, my feet are
wet,
be much wetter.
O a river onhnce
5 is even better.

March

March is an in between month,
When wintry winds are high.
But milder days remind us all,

Spring's coming by and by.




Little Seeds

by Else Holmelund Minarik
[ittle seeds we sow in spring
growing while the robins sing,
give us carrots, peas and beans,
tomatoes, pumpkins, squash and greens.

And we pick them,
one and all, .
through the summer, March Wind
through the fall,
Winter comes, then spring, and then  March wind is a jolly fellow;
little seeds we sow again. He likes to joke ond play.

He turns umbrellas inside out
And blows men's hats oway.
He cadlls the pussy willows
And whispers in each ear,
‘Wake up you lazy little seeds,
Don't you know that spring is
here.




Trees

Trees are the kindest things | know,
They do no harm, they simply grow
And spread a shade for sleepy cows,
And gother birds among their bows.
They give us Fruit in leaves above,
And wood to make our houses of,
And leaves to burn on Halloween

And in the Spring new buds of green
They are Lirst when day’s Ioeaun

To tough the beams of motning sun,
They are the lost to hold the light
When evening changes into hight.

And when a moon Hloats on the sky
They hum a drowsy lullaby

of sleepy children long ago..

Trees are the kindest things | know.
by Harry Behn




Mg Bpring Garden

Here i my libble garden,
Dome seeds J'm
Going bo scv.

Here is my vialee
“Jo valke the grownd,
Here 1§ my handy hoe.
Here i§ bhe big
Q%OWY(G( ge@()mo ouNn,
“She 6um aaPms eWeY“gEhmg.
Here are bhe vain clouds
IN bhe 6&3
“The birds will sbart bo sing.
Joitble plemss woill
Wolee W 600N,

Amd iy their sleepy heads.
Joitble plemss woill
Grow and grow
Griom bheir warm earh beds.




Young Lambs

The spring is coming by a many si ns;

[he tlfagsg are up, t%?e %zea’ges br%)/aeg down
[hat fencea’ the hagsmc/a, and the remnant s,
Like some old antique fmgment weathered bro
And where suns eep, in e\)erg sheltered place,
The little earlg futterwps w%fo[a’
A glitte/’mg star or two - till many trace
The edges of the blackthorn c[wmps in gold
And t/wgen a little lamb bolts up 66/)1'na’g

The hill and wags his tail to meet the yoe;

And then another, sheltered fmm the Wind, N
Lies all his length as dead = and lets me 90 §
Close @, and never Stirs, but !ms/u‘ng lies,

ith Zegs stretched out as t/mugh ne could o

riSe.
jOth Clare




W0 JIRS o€€en e winas

Who has seen the wind?
Neither ] nor you;

But when the leaves hang trembling
The wind is passing through.
Who has seen the wind?
Neither you nor J;

But when the trees bow down their

heads
The wind is passing by.
March Christina G Rossetts
%e%\(o mind MGY"G}L, e [BNncaw
GQOM’Y% Nob Yoeaﬂﬁg mad
O angry of bad.
You've omly blewing bhe wimber wvay
o geb bhe awor{d ready

o April and May.



Apsib
Jhe roofs are shining fsom the rain,
Jhe spassows twitter asb they, {4y,
And with a windy, Apsi grace
Jhe tittte clouds go by.
{fet the backyards ase bare and
brown
With only, one unchanging tree—-
J could not be 5o suse of Spsing
Save that & singes in me.
by Sare Jeasdale

April
April i6  vainbow monbh,
OF duddem gprimgbime showers.
Bright with golden dafFodils
and [obs of prebby §lewers.




