
Swing High
My swing goes up and up, way up high, way up high. 

Then down and back it goes, down and back, and up again.

My feet almost touch the leaves. 

Swing, swing, up and down, up and down. 

From way up high I look down on the park. 

I see so much more when I’m way up high. 

I see ducks swimming in the brook. 

I see families having picnics. I see children playing.

Swing, swing, up and down, up and down. 

My Verse 
My heart is glad. – Psalm 16:9

My Prayer
Thank You for swings and ducks, for 

brooks and picnics, and for many 

happy things.
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Flowers in the Meadow
I run, run, run in the tall grass of the meadow. The wind blows 

my hair. 

I see butterflies flutter among the flowers, and I stop to look. 

Bees buzz and sip the nectar. Z-zzzzzzz.

I bend down and pick a flower. Such a 

pretty thing! All around are blue 

and white and yellow flowers.

One flower. Two flowers. 

Three flowers in my hand. 

What fun to gather them!

What is that tiny thing 

moving slowly? A red bug? It 

has black spots. 

“Hello, little bug! These 

flowers are for my mama.”

My Verse 
The flowers appear on the earth.

Song of Solomon 2:12

My Prayer 
Thank You, God, for the pretty 

flowers in my bouquet.
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What Can We 
Find?

What’s in the water? I see three goldfish swimming! 

“Look! What is that funny little black thing?” I ask.

Big Sister dips the fishnet into the water. 

Something wiggles in the net. 

Drip, drip, drip, drop. The waterdrops fall on our bare 

feet.

“It’s a tadpole,” Big Sister says. “It will be a frog 

when it grows older.”

“A frog?” 

We giggle. Big Sister puts the tadpole back 

into the water. 

We slosh our fingers through the water. 

“There is something green! What is it?”

“It’s a baby turtle,” Big Sister says. 

“Would you like to hold it? It won’t 

hurt you.”

My Verse 
How great is thy goodness. – Psalm 31:19

My Prayer 
Thank You, God,

for all things You made.
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Little Seeds
Scritch, Scritch. I hoe in the dirt. I plant seeds in a row.

“Your garden will grow,” Daddy says. “We must wait awhile.”

Rain falls down, down on my garden. Pitter, patter, drip, drop.

The sun shines warm on my garden. 

Peekaboo! Little leaves pop up from the dirt. Up, up, up they 

grow. 

Someday I will eat beans and corn and watermelon. 

I can hardly wait! They will taste so good!

My Verse
Heaven gave rain, and the earth 

brought forth her fruit. – James 5:18

My Prayer 
Thank You, God, for seeds

and dirt and sun

and rain.
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