
Little Mole heard the whistle of wind,
in an instant summer had come to an end.
Little Finch said, “Watch out, Little Mole,

something is coming into this hole.”

Before Little Mole could ask what would 
come, into the molehill flew a big plum.

It was shiny, ripe, purple and red,
and it landed – bop – right on his head.

Little Mole shouted, “Oh dear!
I forgot what happens this time of year.

In autumn plums always fall,
Sometimes you can’t count them all.”

“So many plums we can never eat,”
said Little Finch with a worried tweet.

Little Mole answered, “I know a way we can.
Let’s use the plums to make some good jam.”

How is jam made you might ask.
Well it’s a long and slow task.

It must be mixed and constantly stirred
or else the bottom could get a bit burned.

After they worked so hard,
they put the jam in little glass jars.

They decided what they could make,
plum cookies that they would bake. 
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