
DON’T PICK THE DAISIES

Don’t pick the daisies, don’t pick the buttercups

When you go strolling please don’t you pick or cut

Once the countryside has died away there won’t be another chance

There won’t be another day, there won’t be another flower...

Don’t pick the daisies, don’t pick the buttercups

If you like flowers, take a book and look them up

Leave them growing for your friends to see

Flowers don’t look very fine sad and drooping in your house or mine...

I’m daisy crazy, I’m up on buttercups

Orchids amaze me, my heart goes flitter-flut

Even lowly chickweed has its charms

When I see a boy or girl with a thousand bluebells in their arms

It makes me angry...

Don’t pick the daisies, don’t pick the buttercups

When you go strolling please don’t you pick or cut

Once the countryside has died away there won’t be another chance

There won’t be another day, there won’t be another flower

Ever again......ever again......ever again.......
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