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    Weather 

 
The Rain by William Henry Davies 

William Henry Davies (1871-1940) was a Welsh poet who 
started out as a rounder but ended up a respected poet. 
Raised by grandparents after his father died and his mother 
remarried, William was inclined toward a life of adventure; 
he traveled by boat to North America repeatedly before 
losing a leg in attempting to jump a train. He eventually 
returned to England, wrote a book about his wandering 
years, paid and starved his way into becoming a published 
poet and, eventually, gained equal standing with such 
contemporaries as Yeats and Ezra Pound. 

I hear leaves drinking rain;  
I hear rich leaves on top  
Giving the poor beneath  
Drop after drop;  
'Tis a sweet noise to hear  
These green leaves drinking near. 
 
And when the Sun comes out,  
After this Rain shall stop,  
A wondrous Light will fill  
Each dark, round drop;  
I hope the Sun shines bright;  
'Twill be a lovely sight. 
  

Page  of 1 12



Raindrops Keep Fallin' on My Head 
B. J. Thomas 

Raindrops keep fallin' on my head 
And just like the guy whose feet are too big for his bed 
Nothin' seems to fit 
Those raindrops are fallin' on my head, they keep fallin' 
So, I just did me some talkin' to the sun 
And I said I didn't like the way he got things done 
Sleepin' on the job 
Those raindrops are fallin' on my head, they keep fallin' 
But there's one thing I know 
The blues they send to meet me won't defeat me 
It won't be long 'til happiness steps up to greet me 
Raindrops keep fallin' on my head 
But that doesn't mean my eyes will soon be turnin' red 
Crying's not for me 
'Cause I'm never gonna stop the rain by complainin' 
Because I'm free 
Nothing's worryin' me 
It won't be long 'til happiness steps up to greet me 
Raindrops keep fallin' on my head 
But that doesn't mean my eyes will soon be turnin' red 
Crying's not for me 
'Cause I'm never gonna stop the rain by complainin' 
Because I'm free 
Nothing's worryin' me 

'Red sky at night, shepherds delight, red sky in a morning, shepherds warning' 
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Here Comes the Sun 
Song by The Beatles 

Here comes the sun do, do, do 
Here comes the sun 
And I say it's all right 
Little darling, it's been a long cold lonely winter 
Little darling, it feels like years since it's been here 
Here comes the sun do, do, do 
Here comes the sun 
And I say it's all right. 

Little darling, the smiles returning to the faces 
Little darling, it seems like years since it's been here 
Here comes the sun do, do, do 
Here comes the sun 
And I say it's all right. 

Little darling, I feel that ice is slowly melting 
Little darling, it seems like years since it's been clear 
Here comes the sun do, do, do 
Here comes the sun 
And I say it's all right 
Here comes the sun do, do, do 
Here comes the sun 
Here comes the sun. 

It’s alright  
It’s alright. 
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Weather by Thomas Hardy 

This is the weather the cuckoo likes, 
And so do I; 
When showers betumble the chestnut spikes, 
And nestlings fly; 
And the little brown nightingale bills his best, 
And they sit outside at 'The Traveller's Rest,' 
And maids come forth sprig-muslin drest, 
And citizens dream of the south and west, 
And so do I. 

This is the weather the shepherd shuns, 
And so do I; 
When beeches drip in browns and duns, 
And thresh and ply; 
And hill-hid tides throb, throe on throe, 
And meadow rivulets overflow, 
And drops on gate bars hang in a row, 
And rooks in families homeward go, 
And so do I. 

The faithful sailor boy, song 

It was on a dark and stormy night the snow lay on the 
ground 
A sailor lad stood on the quay his barque was outward 
bound 
His sweetheart standing by his side shed many a bitter tear 
And as he clasped her to his breast he murmured in her ear. 
Farewell farewell my own true love this parting gives me pain 
You’ll be my hope my guiding star ‘til I return again 
My thoughts will be on you my love while storms are raging high 

Farewell my love remember me your faithful sailor boy. 
‘Twas in a gale that ship set sail the storms ran mountains high 
She watched the vessel out of sight while tears they dimmed her eyes 
She prayed to god in heaven above to guide him on his way 
And then as if his parting words re-echoed o’er the bay. 
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Farewell farewell my own true love this parting gives me pain 
You’ll be my hope my guiding star ‘til I return again 
My thoughts will be on you my love while storms are raging high 
Farewell my love remember me your faithful sailor boy. 

But sad to say that ship returned without that sailor boy 
For he was drowned while out of site the flag flew half mast high 
And when his comrades came ashore and told her he was dead 
And in a letter that he wrote these last few lines she read. 

Farewell farewell my own true love on earth we’ll meet no more 
But I hope to meet in heaven above on that eternal shore 
My thoughts will be on you my love while storms are raging high 
Farewell my love remember me your faithful sailor boy. 

 
Vincent 
Song by Don McLean 

Starry, starry night 
Paint your palette blue and grey 
Look out on a summer's day 
With eyes that know the darkness in my soul 
Shadows on the hills 
Sketch the trees and the daffodils 
Catch the breeze and the winter chills 
In colours on the snowy, linen land. 

Now, I understand what you tried to say to me 
And how you suffered for your sanity 
And how you tried to set them free 
They would not listen, they did not know how 
Perhaps they'll listen now. 

Starry, starry night 
Flaming flowers that brightly blaze 
Swirling clouds in violet haze 
Reflect in Vincent's eyes of china blue. 

Colours changing hue 
Morning fields of amber grain 
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Weathered faces lined in pain 
Are soothed beneath the artist's loving hand. 

Now, I understand, what you tried to say to me 
How you suffered for your sanity 
How you tried to set them free 
They would not listen, they did not know how 
Perhaps they'll listen now. 

For they could not love you 
But still your love was true 
And when no hope was left inside 
On that starry, starry night 
You took your life as lovers often do 
But Iiii could have told you, Vincent 
This world was never meant for one 
As beautiful as you. 

Starry, starry night 
Portraits hung in empty halls 
Frameless heads on nameless walls 
With eyes that watch the world and can't forget 
Like the strangers that you've met 
The ragged men in ragged clothes 
The silver thorn of bloody rose 
Lie crushed and broken on the virgin snow. 

Now, I think I know  
what you tried to say to me 
How you suffered for your sanity 
How you tried to set them free 
They would not listen they're not listening still 
Perhaps they never will. 
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Names for clouds 

Most of our names for clouds come from Latin and are usually 
a combination of the following prefixes and suffixes: 
• Stratus/strato = flat/layered and smooth 
• Cumulus/cumulo = heaped up/puffy, like cauliflower 
• Cirrus/cirro = high up/wispy 
• Alto = medium level 
• Nimbus/Nimbo = rain-bearing cloud 
Where these names are combined, we can often build up an idea of that cloud's 
character. For example, if we combine nimbus and stratus we get 'nimbostratus' 
- a cloud which is flat and layered and has the potential for rain. 

'Oak before ash, we're in for a splash  
Ash before oak, we're in for a soak'.  
This refers to the leaves of the trees appearing and what the weather will be like 
through summer from their emergence in spring.  

'Rain before seven, fine before eleven'.  

'Mares' tails and mackeral sky  
Not long wet and not long dry'.  
Based on the clouds it foretold a showery patch.  

He taught us to look at certain flowers too, most of them close their petals to 
protect their pollen as the humidity rises so we used to say 'Pimpernel, 
pimpernel tell me true, whether the weather be fine or no'.  
We never picked then, we could only observe.  
The pimpernel is known as The Ploughman's Weatherglass.  

'Onion skins very thin, mild winter coming in.  
Onion skins thick and tough, coming winter cold and rough'.  
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Summer Wind 
Frank Sinatra 

The summer wind came blowin' in from across the sea 
It lingered there, to touch your hair and walk with me 
All summer long we sang a song and then we strolled that golden sand 
Two sweethearts and the summer wind 
Like painted kites, those days and nights they went flyin' by 
The world was new beneath a blue umbrella sky 
Then softer than a piper man, one day it called to you 
I lost you, I lost you to the summer wind 
The autumn wind, and the winter winds they have come and gone 
And still the days, those lonely days, they go on and on 
And guess who sighs his lullabies through nights that never end? 
My fickle friend, the summer wind 
The summer wind 
Warm summer wind 
The summer wind. 

January Brings The Snow 
 
 
January brings the snow, 
Makes our feet and fingers glow. 
 
February brings the rain, 
Thaws the frozen lake again. 
 
March brings breezes sharp and shrill, 
Shakes 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, lillies, roses, 
Fills the children's hands with posies. 
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Hot July brings cooling showers, 
Apricots and gillyflowers. 
 
August brings the sheaves of corn, 
Then the harvest home is borne. 
 
Warm September brings the fruit, 
Sportsmen then begin to shoot. 
 
Brown October brings the pheasant, 
Then to gather nuts is pleasant. 
 
Dull November brings the blast, 
Then the leaves go whirling past. 
 
Chill December brings the sleet, 
Blazing fire and Christmas treat. 

A Thunderstorm by Emily Dickinson 

"A Thunderstorm" is a poem written by Emily Dickinson. This poem has been 
released under both the title "A Thunderstorm" and the title "The Wind begun to 
rock the Grass" throughout the years. It is about the damage that nature can 
have on nature and how it should seek shelter before the storm. Of course, it 
can also be a metaphor for life in general. 
This poem is written as five stanzas with four lines in each. Dickinson rhymes 
the second and fourth lines using an imperfect rhyme scheme. Even though 
there is not a set meter struction in terms of line length, each line seems to be 
written in some form of iambic meter. As well, the even lines are shorter than 
the odd lines. 
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A Thunderstorm 
By Emily Dickinson 

The wind begun to rock the grass 
With threatening tunes and low, - 
He flung a menace at the earth, 
A menace at the sky. 

The leaves unhooked themselves from trees 
And started all abroad; 
The dust did scoop itself like hands 
And throw away the road. 

The wagons quickened on the streets, 
The thunder hurried slow; 
The lightning showed a yellow beak, 
And then a livid claw. 

The birds put up the bars to nests, 
The cattle fled to barns; 
There came one drop of giant rain, 
And then, as if the hands 

That held the dams had parted hold, 
The waters wrecked the sky, 
But overlooked my father's house, 
Just quartering a tree. 
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The Weather  

This poem, from the local newspaper, was sent to my mother, by my father, 
before they were married. Sometime before 1932.  
My father had written the following on the newsprint:  
"I thought you would like to read this.  
I don't think it helps much.  
But it is true.” 

Just take the weather as it comes, and never make a fuss:  
Don't you suppose the good Lord knows just what is best for us?  
Then, don't find fault on summer days because it is too hot;  
Make up your mind to take what comes---you'll find it helps a lot.  

You can't improve on things, you know, no matter how you fret;  
Fussing won't make a hot day cool or make a dry spell wet;  
In fact, the more you fuss, the more unhappy you will be,  
And nobody'll admire you---take that, now, straight from me.  

We need all sorts of weather, and we're going to get it too;  
The program won't be changed at all, not even to please you.  
So make the best of what you have and do not fret and fuss,  
And you can make a humid day seem quite salubrious.  
---Somerville Journal  
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Bring Me Sunshine 
Morecambe and Wise 

Bring me sunshine 
In your smile 
Bring me laughter 
All the while 
In this world where we live 
There should be more happiness 
So much joy you can give 
To each brand new bright tomorrow 
Make me happy 
Through the years 
Never bring me 
Any tears 
Let your arms be as warm 
As the sun from up above 
Bring me fun 
Bring me sunshine 
Bring me Love 
Bring me sunshine 
In your smile 
Bring me laughter 
All the while 
In this world where we live 
There should be more happiness 
So much joy you can give 
To each brand new bright tomorrow 
Make me happy 
Through the years 
Never bring me 
Any tears 
Let your arms be as warm 
As the sun from up above 
Bring me fun 
Bring me sunshine 
Bring me Love, sweet love 
Bring me fun 
Bring me sunshine 
Bring me Love 
Hey!

Page  of 12 12

https://www.google.com/search?client=safari&rls=en&q=Morecambe+and+Wise&stick=H4sIAAAAAAAAAONgVuLSz9U3MCzMMi8wXcQq5JtflJqcmJuUqpCYl6IQnlmcCgBs7tgvIwAAAA&sa=X&ved=2ahUKEwjDofnJ1cTvAhVXiFwKHb1eCzkQMTAAegQIAxAD

