The toads in the marshes are

tuning their throats,
The robins are chanting

their merriest notes;
The alders are combing

their tresses of gold,
And bees in their rambles

are busy and bold.

Left photo credit: Junior Libbey ; right photo:by Cephas (Own work) [GFDL (http://
www.gnu.org/copyleft/fdl.html) or CC BY-SA 3.0 (http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-
sa/3.0)], via Wikimedia Commons



The pussy-cat willows
are downy and soft,

Above photo by and (c)2007 Derek Ramsey (Ram-Man) (Own work (Own Picture)) [GFDL 1.2 (http://www.gnu.org/licenses/old-licenses/fdl-1.2.html)], via Wikimedia Commons
Above right: public domain, , via Wikimedia Commons



The maple is swinging
its censers aloft;

The first dandelion

has burst into bloom,

And breezes are
full of the richest perfume.

Above photo by Syp (Own work) [Public domain], via Wikimedia Commons At right: by Muffet [CC
BY 2.0 (http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/2.0)], via Wikimedia Commons



The pretty Mayflower
has waked from
her nap,



The innocence smiles from her violet cap,

By Dr. Thomas G. Barnes, U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service [Public domain], via Wikimedia Commons



The liverwort gazes
in girlish surprise,
With a look both
of shame and
of fear in her eyes



The Saxifrage hastens
Fair April to greet,



The Blood-root looks down

on her suffering feet,
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The yellow Five-fingers
are gemming the green,

By Fritzflohrreynolds (Own work) [CC BY-SA 3.0 (http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/3.0)], via Wikimedia Commons
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And Violets lovingly blooming between.



The Columbines ringing
their musical knells,
To winter are flinging
their happy farewells;




ine and beauty is here,

its sunsh

For spring with

And everything welcomes the opening year.

Photo by George Hodan, via http://www.publicdomainpictures.net
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