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I know the song that the bhluebird is singing,
Out in the .apple tree where he is swinging.
Brave little fellow! the skies may be dreary—
N.othing .cares he while his heart is s0 cheery.

Hark! how the music leaps .out from his throat!
Hark! was there ever so merry o note?
Listen a while, and youwll hear what he's saying,
Up in the apple tree swinging and sw.aying.

"Dear little blossoms down under the snow,
You must be weary of wintker I know.
Listen, I'll sing you a messoge .of cheer!
Swmumer is coming! .and springtime is here!

"Little white snowdrop! I pray yow .arise;
Bright yellow crocus! please open iyour eyes;
Sweet little wviolets, hid from the cold,

Put on syour mantles of purple and gold;
Daffodils! Daffodils! say, do you hear?—
Swmumer is coming, and springtime is here!"
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