rose bud frost our love thaws

Tim Gardiner

cup-shaped blooms

the outpouring of 

emotion

counting petals

the dull ache of

insincerity

Stella Pierides

after the spate unbroken birdsong
Jane McBeth

new hearing aid

her body language

hearing the cuckoo

Michael Scott

spring shoots a shot in the arm

Thomas Powell

snowdrops jostle 

graveside 

plastic flowers 

Chris Luck
morning mizzle

mole hills spatter

the spring pasture
Sheila Butterworth 

clumps of reeds

cut short last autumn

a kissing gate

Sue Richards

gathering

lilacs

again

Leo Lavery

           daffodils

and the grass dry enough

          for lovers
Andrew Shimield

spinning

a double helix

butterflies

Graham Murray

pregnant ewes

the weight

of spring

Nicola Moore
still-born lamb

a croak of darkness

descends

David J Kelly
old birds gather on a bench

to watch the daffodils

last year five this year three

Norbert Hirschhorn
she takes the fake flowers

out of the skip –

spring solstice

Maeve O'Sullivan

Fukushima –
swallows come and fly

this year also

Yasuhiko Shigemoto

delicate scent

disturbed from the lavender

a plume moth

Helen Baker
Jackrabbits …

The twang of wind

In barbed wire

Debbie Strange

daffodil shoots

the soldier who moves

only his eyes

Bill Cooper

in the garden I see

right through her head – sunlit green

of the cat's eyes

Susan Lee Kerr

first warm day

the smell of soap powder

in every garden

Rachel Sutcliffe
cut grass

bleeds

perfume

                                                                                 chasing butterflies

         grandchildren’s voices

                                                                                 fly on the breeze

Kevin Goldstein-Jackson

the butterflies

know these red flowers

better than I do

David Ball

the fluttering shadow

of her hands …

opens every crocus

Kohjin Sakamoto

amongst daffodils

in sunlit woodland

a red pillar box

Derek Hughes

morning canal the reflections of swans and wild cherry

Claire Knight

linen or wool

the cat too

in and out all day

Ian Turner

the fledglings gone

she puts her needlework back

into the basket

blossoming plum trees

seeping through the fog

their fragrance

Klaus-Dieter Wirth

linden in bloom 
underneath it I become

the humming
Gérard Krebs

littering the ground

the trees

colourful shadow

Robert Smith
upon a plain of green

snow white petals –

an ocean of daisies
Gunita Zaube

petal

    fall
       the

    sieved

        hands

              of a

                cherry
Edward Beach

