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    Spring 

Tulips From Amsterdam 
Max Bygraves 

When it's Spring again I'll bring again 
Tulips from Amsterdam 
With a heart thats true I'll give to you 
Tulips from Amsterdam 
I can't wait until the day you fill 
These eager arms of mine 
Like the windmill keeps on turning 
That's how my heart keeps on yearning 
For the day I know we can share these Tulips from Amsterdam  

When it's Spring again I'll bring again 
Tulips from Amsterdam 
With a heart thats true I'll give to you 
Tulips from Amsterdam 
I can't wait until the day you fill 
These eager arms of mine 
Like the windmill keeps on turning 
That's how my heart keeps on yearning 
For the day I know we can share these Tulips from Amsterdam Share these 
tulips from Amsterdam. 
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I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud 

BY WILLIAM WORDSWORTH 

I wandered lonely as a cloud 
That floats on high o'er vales and hills, 
When all at once I saw a crowd, 
A host, of golden daffodils; 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 

Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on the milky way, 
They stretched in never-ending line 
Along the margin of a bay: 
Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 

The waves beside them danced; but they 
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee: 
A poet could not but be gay, 
In such a jocund company: 
I gazed—and gazed—but little thought 
What wealth the show to me had brought: 

For oft, when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood, 
They flash upon that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude; 
And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
And dances with the daffodils. 
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Younger Than Springtime 
Oscar Hammerstein II, Richard Rodgers 

Younger than springtime are you 
Softer than starlight are you 
Warmer than winds of June 
Are the gentle lips you gave me 
Gayer than laughter are you 
Sweeter than music are you 
Sunlight and moon beans 
Heaven and earth 
Are you to give me 
And when your youth and joy 
Invade my soul 
And fill my heart 
As now they do, then 
Younger than springtime am I 
Gayer than laughter am I 
Sunlight and moon beans 
Heaven and earth 
Am I with you 

 
You Make Me Feel so Young 
Frank Sinatra, Frank Sinatra 

You make me feel so young 
You make me feel so Spring has sprung 
And every time I see you grin 
I'm such a happy individual. 

The moment that you speak 
I want to go play hide and seek 
I wanna go and bounce the moon 
Just like a toy balloon. 

You and I 
Are just like a couple of tots 
Running across a meadow 
Pickin' up lots of forget me nots. 

Page  of 3 10

https://www.google.com/search?client=safari&rls=en&q=Frank+Sinatra&stick=H4sIAAAAAAAAAONgVuLQz9U3MIpPy1rEyutWlJiXrRCcmZdYUpQIAF3t-wwcAAAA&sa=X&ved=2ahUKEwi1vpjaso_wAhWcTxUIHc_xApsQMTAAegQIBBAD


You make me feel so young 
You make me feel there are songs to be sung 
Bells to be rung 
And a wonderful fling to be flung. 

And even when I'm old and gray 
I'm gonna feel the way I do today 
'Cause you make me feel so young. 

You make me feel so young 
You make me feel so spring has sprung 
And every time I see you grin 
I'm such a happy individual. 

The moment that you speak 
I want to go and play hide and seek 
I wanna go and bounce the moon 
Just like a toy balloon. 

You and I 
Are just like a couple of tots 
Running across a meadow 
Pickin' up lots of forget me nots. 

You make me feel so young 
You make me feel there are songs to be sung 
Bells to be rung 
Wonderful fling to be flung. 

And even when I'm old and gray 
I'm going to feel the way I do today 
'Cause you, you make me feel so young. 

You make me feel so young 
You make me feel so young 
Ooh, you make me feel so young. 
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Sonnet 98: From you have I been absent in the spring 
BY WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 
 
From you have I been absent in the spring, 
When proud-pied April, dressed in all his trim, 
Hath put a spirit of youth in everything, 
That heavy Saturn laughed and leaped with him. 
Yet nor the lays of birds, nor the sweet smell 
Of different flowers in odour and in hue, 
Could make me any summer’s story tell, 
Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew: 
Nor did I wonder at the lily’s white, 
Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose; 
They were but sweet, but figures of delight 
Drawn after you, – you pattern of all those. 
    Yet seem’d it winter still, and, you away, 
    As with your shadow I with these did play. 

O Were My Love Yon Lilac Fair  
by Robert Burns 
 
O were my love yon Lilac fair,  
Wi' purple blossoms to the Spring,  
And I, a bird to shelter there,  
When wearied on my little wing!  
How I wad mourn when it was torn  
By Autumn wild, and Winter rude!  
But I wad sing on wanton wing,  
When youthfu' May its bloom renew'd.  

O gin my love were yon red rose,  
That grows upon the castle wa';  
And I myself a drap o' dew,  
Into her bonie breast to fa'!  
O there, beyond expression blest,  
I'd feast on beauty a' the night;  
Seal'd on her silk-saft faulds to rest,  
Till fley'd awa by Phoebus' light! 
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Kathleen Jamie was born in Renfrewshire in 1962 and is widely admired as one 
of Scotland’s foremost poets. As well as a poet she is an essayist and travel 
writer and in books like her genre-breaking prose collection’Findings’ her 
talent for precise observation has found a wider audience. ‘The Swallow’s Nest’ 
is taken from her collection ‘The Tree House’ (Picador 2004).   

The Swallows’ Nest by Kathleen Jamie 

Shutters, broken, 
firewood, a rake, a wrought- 
iron bed, the torch-lit 
rafters of the lumber-room, 
you showing me 
one bird tucked in a home- 
made bracket of spittle 
and earth, while its mate slept 
perched on the rim, at an angle 
exact as a raised latch. 
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Swallows - Kathleen Jamie 

I wish my whole battened 
heart were a property 
like this, with swallows 
in every room - so at ease 

they twitter and preen 
from the picture frames 
like an audience in the gods 
before an opera 

and in the mornings 
wheel above my bed 
in a mockery of pity 
before winging it 

up the stairwell 
to stream out into light 

Spring by Christina Rossetti 

‘Spring’ is not one of Christina Rossetti’s 
best-known poems, but it is a fine poem about 
springtime. Rossetti (1830-94) celebrates the 
new life that the spring brings, as all of the 
‘hidden life’ beneath the earth ‘springs’ into 
action, bursting forth upon the scene.  

Frost-locked all the winter,  
Seeds, and roots, and stones of fruits,  
What shall make their sap ascend  
That they may put forth shoots?  
Tips of tender green,  
Leaf, or blade, or sheath;  
Telling of the hidden life  
That breaks forth underneath,  
Life nursed in its grave by Death.  
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Blows the thaw-wind pleasantly,  
Drips the soaking rain,  
By fits looks down the waking sun:  
Young grass springs on the plain;  
Young leaves clothe early hedgerow trees;  
Seeds, and roots, and stones of fruits,  
Swollen with sap put forth their shoots;  
Curled-headed ferns sprout in the lane;  
Birds sing and pair again.  

There is no time like Spring,  
When life's alive in everything,  
Before new nestlings sing,  
Before cleft swallows speed their journey back  
Along the trackless track -  
God guides their wing,  
He spreads their table that they nothing lack, -  
Before the daisy grows a common flower  
Before the sun has power  
To scorch the world up in his noontide hour.  

There is no time like Spring,  
Like Spring that passes by;  
There is no life like Spring-life born to die, -  
Piercing the sod,  
Clothing the uncouth clod,  
Hatched in the nest,  
Fledged on the windy bough,  
Strong on the wing:  
There is no time like Spring that passes by,  
Now newly born, and now  
Hastening to die. 
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Happiness  

Ken Dodd 

Happiness, happiness, the greatest gift that I posses 
I thank the Lord that I've been blessed  
With more than my share of happiness. 

To me this old world is a wonderful place 
I'm just about the luckiest human in the whole human race 
I've got no silver and I've got no gold  
But I've got happiness in my soul. 

Happiness to me is an ocean tide  
A sunset fading on a mountain side 
A big old heaven full of stars above 
When I'm in the arms of the one I love. 

Oh, happiness, happiness, the greatest gift that I posses 
I thank the Lord that I've been blessed  
With more than my share of happiness. 

Happiness is a field of grain  
Turning its face to the falling rain 
I see it in the sunshine, breathe it in the rain  
Happiness, happiness everywhere. 

A wise old man told me one time  
Happiness is a frame of mind 
When you go to measuring my success 
Don't count my money count my happiness. 

Oh, happiness, happiness, the greatest gift that I posses 
I thank the Lord I've been blessed  
With more than my share of happiness. 

Oh, happiness, happiness, the greatest gift that I posses 
I thank the Lord I've been blessed  
With more than my share of happiness 
I got more than my share of happiness. 
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Spring Quiet 
by Christina Rossetti (1830-1894)  

Gone were but the Winter, 
      Come were but the Spring, 
I would go to a covert 
      Where the birds sing; 

Where in the whitethorn 
      Singeth a thrush, 
And a robin sings 
      In the holly-bush. 

Full of fresh scents 
      Are the budding boughs 
Arching high over 
      A cool green house; 

Full of sweet scents, 
      And whispering air 
Which sayeth softly: 
      ‘‘We spread no snare; 

‘‘Here dwell in safety, 
      Here dwell alone, 
With a clear stream 
      And a mossy stone. 

‘‘Here the sun shineth 
      Most shadily; 
Here is heard an echo 
      Of the far sea, 
      Though far off it be.’’ 

The website is https://creativemusicmind.com/powsowdie-online/
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