POEMS : seasons / gardens

The Months by Sarah Coleridge
January brings the snow,

Makes our feet and fingers glow.

February brings the rain,

Thaws the frozen lake again.

March brings the breezes loud and shrill,

Stirs the dancing daffodil.

April brings the primrose sweet

Scatters daisies at our feet.

May brings flocks of pretty lambs,

Skipping by their fleecy dams.

June brings tulips, lilies, roses,

Fills the children’s hand with posies.

Hot July brings cooling showers,

Apricots and gilly flowers.

August brings the sheaves of corn,

Then the harvest home is borne.

Warm September brings the fruit,

Sportsmen then begin to shoot.

Fresh October brings the pheasant,

Then to gather nuts is pleasant.

Dull November brings the blast,

Then the leaves are whirling fast.

Chill December brings the sleet,

Blazing fire and Christmas treat.


From Magdalen Walks by Oscar Wilde
The little white clouds are racing over the sky,

And the fields are strewn with the gold of the flower of March,

The daffodil breaks underfoot, and the tasselled larch 

Sways and swings as the thrush goes hurrying by.

A delicate odour is borne on the wings of the morning breeze,

And the odour of fresh wet grass, and of the brown new furrowed earth,

The birds are singing for joy of the springs glad birth,

Hopping from branch to branch on the rocking trees.

And all the woods are alive with the murmur and sound of spring,

And the rose bud breaks into pink on the climbing briar,

And the crocus-bed is a quivering moon of fire

Girdled round with the belt of an amethyst ring,

And the plane to the pine-tree is whispering some tale of love

Till it rustles with laughter and tosses it mantle of green,

And the gloom of the wych-elm's hollow is lit with the iris sheen

Of the burnished rainbow throat and the silver breast of a dove.


What is Pink?  by Christina Rossetti

What is pink? A rose is pink

By the fountain's brink

What is red? A poppy's red

In it's barely bed.

What is blue? The sky is blue

Where the clouds float though.

What is white? A swan is white

Sailing in the light.

What is yellow? Pears are yellow,

Rich ripe and mellow.

What is green ? The grass is green

With small flowers in between.

What is violet? Clouds are violet

In the summer twilight.

What is orange? Why an orange,
Just an orange! 
