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Part 1

Spring








Spring unlocks the flowers to paint the laughing
soil.

—Bishop Reginald Heber

 

 

 

Once there was a little girl, with a heart as pure as rain and a
smile as warm as the sun;

Who found beauty in the little, simple things of life, and this
is how her tale had begun.

 

It was Spring time, the birds were singing, the trees were
giggling and the grass was laughing too,

It was without a doubt a time of perfect harmony and hapiness;
this indeed was true.

 

She could hear the birds of Spring sing their sweet love song, a
sound that moved her body whole;

She danced and danced and danced and danced, the movement of her
padded steps lifting her soul.

 

But before long, the little girl had made her way under a large
umbrella tree,

For across the land it started to rain, as far as her little
eyes could see.

 

The clouds continued to cry, their crystalline tears filling the
soil,

Beading nature's finest flora with their glittering,unwelcome
toil.

 

"My," she said, "Temperamental weather, how can it change so?
The sky's water is so very strong.

It is spring time I suppose, the flowers are awake, I should
have expected this all along!"

 

So the young girl made herself comfortable, the tree's long arms
sheltering her from the rain,

And sitting there alone, she patiently dreamed, waiting; until
she saw the faintest light again.








Part 2

Summer








Be like the flower, turn your face to the sun.

— Kahlil Gibran

 

 

 

To see again the sun's warm, wholesome, merry and welcoming
face,

was an exquisite change for the young girl, as she marvelled in
it's rapturous embrace.

 

But many curious creatures too enjoyed the warmth of this bright
and happy smile,

One being a dangling spider, with her skinny legs spindly and
her vicious face vile.

 

"Hello little spider," said the girl, who was not afraid; "may I
ask why you have eight legs?"

"I am a spider," she bellowed, "If and only my mother was a
spider with eight legs.

 

It is with eight lengthy legs we use to catch food, balance and
knit a beautiful silk bed,

but as babies we had lost our bones and skin, and hence our legs
we had shed."

 

On the girl paraded, as a bed of white daisies welcomed her
whimsy feet with their cream petal,

Laughing and dancing against her ankles until with great
disappointment they began to settle.

 

"Don't be sad!," she laughed, plucking a flower and nesting it
within the cradle of her hair,

"You and me can now wander across together, and it is this jolly
place we can now share!"

 

But as the end of the day drew near, the girl was tired and sat
under a tree against the bark,

and closed her weary eyes; all of her worries dissolving away
into the warm moistness of the dark.








Part 3

Fall








Autumn burned brightly, a running flame through the
mountains, a torch flung to the trees.

— Faith Baldwin

 

 

 

As the lady earth languidly shifted her body to welcome the next
season,

The young girl just couldn't help but weep and here is the
reason:

 

Never had the little girl seen so many flaming colours all in
the one place,

Argent reds, luminous oranges and shimmering yellows aglow
dotted her space.

 

Passing through the trees, was an animal who seemingly grew
rounded sprigs on its head,

Noticing her concern, "I am a deer, and these are my antlers!"
was what he had said.

 

"You must know, we are the only animal who  will ever grow
this special fighting horn,

These swords are my manhood, my pride; and must never ever be
torn,

 

For once my antlers are broken, it is true, they will never grow
back!

And if trouble comes, you see, I will have no way to protect and
attack."

 

It indeed felt as though the little girl's heart was glowing as
she admired this tremendous scape,

for Autumn was a season that painted the colour of every season;
leaves dancing of every hue and shape.

 

"Now I know why painters use colour!" she exclaimed, "and not
just black and white,

Painters must paint with their deepest feeling," and she knew
she was exactly right.








Part 4

Winter








When there's snow on the ground, I like to pretend I'm
walking on clouds.

   — Takayuki Ikkaku

 

 

 

 

"Little winter bird, you are so beautiful; so cold to the
touch,

But oh my golly gosh, why do you waddle so much!'

 

"I am glad you asked!" replied the little  black penguin
with glee,

"We are birds of the icy  water, we do not belong in a
tree!

 

"Our wings serve as flippers that carry us across the ocean; not
in the sky!

Why, us penguins have so much fun time in the water, we don't
even want to fly!"

 

As she explored, the little girl was very much enjoying her
winter wonderland,

The crystal trees, the painted mountains, the paper-flaked rain
and the white sand.

 

 

Although, it was before long that with a loud, piercing scream
she lept in pain,

For the girl had pierced her foot on something with an
incredibly sharp mane.

 

"Watch where you're walking!" grumbled this curiously spiky and
angry ball of a thing,

Why, it was a Hedgehog, with its little black nose and spines as
thin as string!

 

Out from its hiding place it crept; from under a pile of dried
rubble and mess,

It was plain to see, that this poor little animal was in a state
of distress.

 

"Little creature," the girl smiled, "I am sorry that I have
disturbed you so,

But why on earth were you huddled so curiously under this depth
of snow?"

 

"You see," said the Hedgehog, "there is not enough food for me
in this chilly time,

So I must wait and sleep a long while, until I find food once
again in its prime."








As her quest then drew to a sad close, the young girl knew she
could walk no longer,

her frosted little body collapsed through the icy mist; if only
she was a little stronger.

 

And so began the tilt of the blue planet Earth once more,

and so the trees grew thin, and the little girl had frozen to
her core.

 

And so like the brown Hedgehog, this young girl too slept a long
while,

And although her skin was as cold as slate, her soul was warm
with her gentle smile.
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