


Grandma’s garden was a wonderful place,  

Filled with living things in every space. 

Not just with animals but plants and trees, 

And bushes and flowers loved by the bees. 



Some trees had big thick trunks and some were lean, 

Some had leaves all year - they were evergreen, 

Some plants grew flowers, while others grew fruits, 

But underground, every plant had roots. 

Grandma’s grandchildren – two girls and a boy, 

Each had their favourite plants to enjoy. 



Rose’s favourite was the tall green trees, 

She could climb up every one with ease, 

Even the tallest she could climb up like stairs. 

She also liked to pick the apples and pears. 



Lily loved to play on the garden grass, 

She could sit there all day, letting time pass, 

Blowing dandelions, making daisy chains, 

And lying back to watch the sky for planes. 



Ash’s most favourite was the flowers, 

He studied petals and stems for hours. 

If you showed him a flower, he could tell, 

Its type, by the colour and the smell. 



All of the children loved the sunflowers. 

They would track their movements by the hours, 

As the flowers turn to face the sunlight, 

All day until the sun goes down at night. 



The children loved the plants in Grandma’s home, 

‘Cause they didn’t have any of their own. 

And so it was for this very reason,  

That near the end of the summer season, 

Grandma took hold of her best sunflower, 

The one nearly as tall as a tower, 



“Inside these are some things that a plant needs, 

To grow big and tall from these little seeds. 

But you all need to think about what more, 

Your seed needs for a new seedling to soar.” 

And asked the children to hold out a hand, 

As a place for their little gifts to land. 

Grandma brushed the flower where it was brown, 

And watched as this caused small dots to rain down. 



Grandma helped them plant their seeds in plant pots, 

On a bed of soil, their seeds looked like brown dots. 

On their way home, they thought and thought and thought, 

About how to make their plants tall, not short, 

With a long stem and petals of yellow, 

What did they need to make their plants all grow? 



Rose, who was Grandma’s eldest granddaughter, 

Decided that her seed needed water, 

She thought of the place that was the most wet, 

And said the bath’s where her pot should be set. 

But then after quite a few weeks, 

And lots and lots of sneaky peeks, 

There was not a shoot to be seen, 

Nor leaf, nor stem or any green.



Ash was Grandma’s one and only grandson,  

He thought his plant needed the heating on. 

He decided that warmth would help it grow, 

Where’s the warmest place in the house to go? 

He thought of his best spot in hide and seek, 

And left his pot by the boiler for a week. 

But then after quite a few weeks, 

And lots and lots of sneaky peeks, 

There was not a shoot to be seen, 

Nor leaf, nor stem or any green.



Although little Lily was the youngest, 

She thought about her plant for the longest. 

Thinking the garden was sunny and bright, 

She decided that her plant needed light. 

So she placed her pot on the windowsill, 

And she said “it will grow, it will, it will.” 

But then after quite a few weeks, 

And lots and lots of sneaky peeks, 

There was not a shoot to be seen, 

Nor leaf, nor stem or any green.



The children then said to their grandmother, 

“Our seeds are broken can we have another?” 

“Broken?” Grandma replied, “what do you mean?” 

“They aren’t turning into anything green!” 

The children said where they each placed their pot, 

Grandma laughed and said, “have another shot!” 



“You are not wrong, you’ve all got one thing right, 

Plants need water, the right temperature, and light, 

But your plant needs not just one but all three, 

For it to grow up tall and be healthy.” 

Rose’s seed was much too cold in the bath, 

But with water, she was on the right path. 

Ash’s was far too dry in the cupboard, 

But his idea of heat was no dud. 

Lily’s was cold and dry by the window, 

But with light, she’s right, plants need it to grow. 



So they tried again and got it just right, 

They found a warm spot, with plenty of light,  

And watered their plant and before too long, 

They’d made right what they had before got wrong. 



First there came a hint of a small green shoot,  

Then a leaf and, in the soil came a root. 

Then there came leaf after leaf after leaf,  

That’s when the children all sighed with relief. 

When they thought it had started to settle, 

There came the bloom of a yellow petal.  
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