At the Bottom of the Garden

Copy the poem in your neatest handwriting.

At the hottom of the garden, where the gorden leaves now

rest,

You moy find o creepy craowlie, or o small, old empty nest.

Looking under leaves ond twigs, youw're not sure whaot y.ou

will find,

Alittle creepy craowlie? Or an insect of some kind?

There's o family of ladyhbirds, all snuggled close together,

AllL hidden safe heneath the Lleaves, all dry in any weather.

The old and wrinkled earthworm Likes to hide deep in the

ground,

Digging deep ond digging fast, just waiting to bhe found.

Look! A stripy bumhlehee just fluing toa flower,

For a tiny insect Like a hee, it must look Like a tower!




At the Bottom of the Garden

Scurrying across a leaf, the heetle dashes fast,

His legs are clinging tightly, as the strong wind rushes

past.

Ateam of ants are working hard, tomoke o lovely home,

Lifting leoaves oand mowving dirt, they olways like to

roan.

The caterpillor eats and eats, the world just whizizing

by,

When suddenly he turns and is o gorgeows butterply.
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At the Bottom of the Garden
Copy the poem in yowr neatest handwriting.

At the bottom of the gorden, where the goarden leaves now

resk,

You may find o creepy crawlie, or a small, old empty nest.

Looking under leanves ond twigs, you're not sure what you

will ind,

Alittle creepy crowlie? Or an insect of some kRind?

There's a Lamilyu of Ladubirds, all snuagaled close together,

AllL hidden safe beneath the leanves, all dru in any weather.

The old and wrinkled earthworm lLikes to hide deep in the

around,

Digging deep and digging Last, just waiting to bhe found.

Look! A stripy bumhbhlehee just fluing toa flower,

For a tiny insect like a bhee, it must look like a tower!
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At the Bottom of the Garden

Scurrying across a leaf, the heetle dashes fast,

His legs areclinging tightly, as the strong wind rushes post.

Ateam of ants are working haord, to make o Lovely home,

Lifting leanves and mowving dirt, they always Like to roam.

The caterpillor eats and eats, the world just whizzing huiy,

When suddenly he turns and is o gorgeous butterfly.
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At the Bottom of the Garden

Copy the poem in your neatest handwriting.
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At the Bottom of the Garden
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At the Bottom of the Garden

Copy the poem in your neatest handwriting.

At the hottom of the garden, where the garden leaves now
rest,

You may find a creepy crawlie, or a small, old empty nest.
Looking under leaves and twigs, yow re not sure what yow
will find,

A little creepy crawlie? Or an insect of some kind?

There's a family of ladybirds, all snuggled close together;
Al hidden safe beneath the leaves, all dry in any weather.

The old and wrinkled earthworm likes to hide deep in the
ground,
Digging deep and digging fast, just wuaiting to be found.

Look! A stripy bumblebee just fluing to a flower;
For a tiny insect like a bee, it must look like a towerl
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At the Bottom of the Garden

Scwrrying across a leaf; the beetle dashes fast,
His legs are clinging tightly, as the strong wind rushes
past.

A team of ants are working hard, to make a lovely home,
Lifting leaves and moving dirt, they alwoys like to room.

The caterpillar eats and eats, the world just whizzing by,
When suddenly he tums and is a gorgeous butterflu

i
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At the Bottom of the Garden

Copy the poem in your neatest handwriting.
At the bottom of the garden, where the garden leaves now
rest,

You may, find a creepy crawlie, or a small, old empty nest,
Looking under leaves and twigs, youw re not sure what yow
A little creepy crawlie? Or an insect of some kind?

Theres a family of ladybirds, all snuggled close together;
All hidden safe heneath the leaves, all dry in any weather.

The old and wrinkled earthworm likes to hide deep in the
around,

Look! A stripy bumblehee just flying to a flower;
For a tiny insect like a bee, it must look like a tower!
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At the Bottom of the Garden

Scwrrying across a leaf, the beetle dashes fast,
past.

A team of ants are working hard, to make a lovely home,
Lifting leaves and moving dirt, they always like to rowm.

The caterpillar eats and eats, the world just whizzing bu,
When suddenly he tuns and is a gorgeous butterflu
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At the Bottom of the Garden

Copy the poem in youwr neatest handwriting.
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At the Bottom of the Garden
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At the Bottom of the Garden

Copy the poem in your neatest handwriting.

At the hottom of the garden, where the garden leaves now
rest,

You may find a creepy cramwlie, or a small, old empty nest.
Looking under leaves and twigs, yowre not sure what yow
will find,

A little creepy cawlie? Or an insect of some kind?

There's a family of ladybirds, all snuggled close together,
Al hidden safe heneath the leaves, all dry in any weather.

The old and wrinkled earthworm likes to hide deep in the
ground,
Digging deep and digging fast, just waiting to be found.

Look! A stripy bumblehee just flying to a flower,
For a tiny insect like a bee, it must look like a towerl
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At the Bottom of the Garden

Scauwrrying across a leaf, the heetle dashes fast,
His legs are clinging tightly, as the strong wind rushes
past.

A team of ants are working hard, to make a lovely home,
Lifting leaves and moving dirt, they always like to rowm.

The caterpillar eats and eats, the world just whizzing by,
When suddenly he tumns and is a gorgeous butterfly.
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At the Bottom of the Garden
Copy the poem in your neatest handwriting.
At the bottom of the garden, where the garden leaves now
rest,
You may find a creepy crawlie, or a small, old empty nest,
Looking under leaves and twigs, yowre not sure what yow
A little creepy crawlie? Or an insect of some kind?

There's a family of ladybirds, all snuggled close together;
AU hidden safe beneath the leaves, all dry in any weather.

The old and wrinkled earthworm likes to hide deep in the
ground,

Look! A stripy bumblebee just flying to a flower,
For a tiny insect like a bee, it must look like a towerd
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At the Bottom of the Garden

Sawrrying across a leaf, the beetle dashes fast,
His legs are clinging tightly, as the strong wind rushes
past.

A team of ants are working hard, to make a lovely home,
Lifting leaves and moving dirt, they always like to roaum.

The caterpillar eats and eats, the world just whizzing by,
When suddenly he turns and is a gorgeous butterfly.
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At the Bottom of the Garden

Copy the poem in yowr neatest handwriting.
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