
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The little robin grieves, 
When the snow is on the ground, 

For the trees have no leaves, 
And no berries can be found. 

 
The air is cold, the worms are hid; 

For robin what can be done? 
Let’s strew around some crumbs of bread, 

Then he’ll stay till the snow is gone. 
 

 

Little robin grieves 
 

A winter nursery rhyme and hand play. Look after your garden  

birds through the winter and they will reward you with their  

regular visits. 

Music by Dany Rosevear. 

Verse 1. Open and close finger thumb beak, wipe tears with forefingers. 

Wiggle fingers downwards.. Hold up palms with fingers spread. Shake 

finger. Verse 2. Warm upper arms. Hide wiggley forefinger in fist. 

Throw out hands. Scatter crumbs. Hands to heart, sweep snow away. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


