
What dropped on my nose? I want to know.
Something is melting. It must be the snow.

Little Mole poked his head out. It was clear,
Spring had arrived, just like last year.

The sun is pretty and so are the flowers.
The bugs in the grass have been playing 

  for hours. Everything is great, but oh wait…

Little Mole found Little Finch crying – an absolute mess.
“Little Mole, I’m so lost, I fell out of my nest.”

“I’m right here,” 
said Little Mole, “you’re not alone at all.” 

And he cracked open hazelnuts left over from fall.

Little Mole gave him the first bite 
to fill up his tummy. The second so he 

wouldn’t keep missing his mummy.
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