Summer is the season of Flowers

Violet

Deep in the wood a song I here,

A robin is singing, “May is here!”

Then, at my feet, a violet blue

Is saying: “I’m blooming for you”.

                                      By E.L. Follen

The Poppy

         By Jane Taylor

High on a bright and sunny bed

A scarlet poppy grew.

And up it held a pretty head

And trust it full in view.

Lilac Bush

         By Hilda Conkling

Lilac princess

Swaying in a gown,

She looks at no one

But straight into the eyes

Of wind and skies.

Buttercups
        By Malcolm Humphrey

Buttercups here,

Buttercups there,

Buttercups growing

Everywhere.

Across the meadows

And up the hill,

Their golden loveliness

They spill.

Daisies

          By Frank Demster Sherman

At evening when I go to bed

I see the stars shine overhead:

They are the little daisies white

That dot the meadows of the Night.

But when at morning I arise,

There’s not a star left in the skies;

Instead I see little daisies down

In the green meadows of the town.

I met a Dandelion

          By Anne Cooper

As I went out a-walking,

All on a summer’s day,

I met a dandelion

Standing proudly in the way.

A    Dandelion

I’m a yellow
Little fellow.

When I’m old, I’m grey.

If you shake me

You can make me

Sail far away.

The Dandelion and the Child
                        By E.P. Erskine

Child. O dandelion, yellow as gold,

What do you do all day?

Dandelion. I just wait

Here in the green grass

Till the children come to play.

Child. O dandelion, yellow as gold,

What do you do all night?

Dandelion. I wait and wait till the dew falls

And my hair grows long and white.

Child. And what do you do, dandelion,

When the children come to play?

Dandelion. They make me in their little hands

And blow my grey hair away.
The Dancing Bluebells

        (A Song)

In and out the dancing  bluebells;

In and out the dancing  bluebells;

In and out the dancing  bluebells;

Who will be your partner?

Tippy, tippy tapper on my shoulder;

Tippy, tippy tapper on my shoulder;

Tippy, tippy tapper on my shoulder;

You will be my partner.

SUMMER FLOWERS

                 By Eileen B.Edge

Among the meadows grasses,

Bluebells and daisies gleam,

And forget-me-nots often hide

Beside the silver stream.

Bright tulips and sweet roses

Make many gardens gay-

Oh, who could count the flowers

Upon a summer’s day?

THE ROSE

            By Hope Phillips

A fresh half-open rose

Is quite lovely,

As everyone knows.

And what makes the rose

Smell so lovely?

The sun, I suppose.

FLOWERS 

(A Fairy – Tale)
Characters: Queen of Flowers, Snowdrop, Violet, Lily-of-the-valley, Daffodil, Buttercup, Bluebell, Corn-flower, Sunflower, Poppy and Rose/
Setting/ The flowers meet in the forest. One day the flowers have a meeting to decide when to come to the gardens and fields.

Queen of Flowers. My dear flowers! Spring is here. When are you coming to the gardens and fields?

Flowers. We are coming, we are coming.

Queen of Flowers. Who is coming first?

Snowdrop. I am first to come. I come when the snow is on the ground. I have a white dress. My name is Snowdrop. Don’t you think I am pretty?

Violet. And I come next. I don’t like snow. It is cold when the snow is on the ground, I like warm days. My dress is violet. And now? You surely know that I am Violet?
Lily-of-the-Valley. My name is Lily-of-the-valley. I think you all like my small white bells.

Daffodil. I come next. I am yellow like the sun. I like to dance in the wind.

 My name is Daffodil.

Buttercup. I am the last who comes in spring. I have a pretty yellow dress too. My name is Buttercup.

Queen of flowers. Here comes Summer.

Who are Summer’s flowers?

Bluebell. I am the flower of Summer. I am Bluebell. I am blue like the sky and my dress looks like a bell.

Corn-flower. Blue is my colour too. I grow in the corn and make the fields beautiful. My name is Corn-flower.

Sunflower. And I am like the golden sun. You can find me in the fields as well. My name is Sunflower.

Poppy. I come in Summer too. My name is Poppy. I have two dresses – red and yellow.

Rose. All of you know me very well and like my sweet smell. Can’t you guess me yet? Yes, you can, of course. I am Rose. I have many preety dresses – red, yellow, pink and white. I come when the sun is hot. Then I smell lovely and you know that I am here. 

Queen of Flowers. I see. Thank you, dear flowers. Now you know when to come. So go to the gardens and fields and make them beautiful. Good-bye, darlings.

Flowers. Good-bye, good-bye.

Games
Call A Flower

Players make a big circle. The leader with a ball in his hands stands in the centre. He starts the game by naming a flower “a violet”,and throws the ball  to one of the players. While catchimg
