
 

 

In the early days of Spring, 
Pussy willow, pussy willow, 

When the birds begin to sing, 
Pussy willow, we find you. 

 

And you wear a velvet gown, 
Pussy willow, pussy willow, 
That is soft as eider down, 
Pussy willow, we love you. 

 

 

Pussy willow, we love you  
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A poem by Clara Belle Baker set to a French folk song.  

Explore the feel and touch of this delightful soft, silver tufted flower bud. 
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