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Little Bird of Hope

A little bird begins to sing,

Before the sun has warmed the spring.
It fills the air with cheerful cheer,

As if to say, "Good days are near."

Atiny seed beneath the ground
Waits where quiet dreams are found.
With rain and sun, it starts to grow,
Stronger every day we know.

Birds can sing and flowers bloom,

Even after winter's gloom.
Hope is small, but bright and true—

It grows in me and grows in you.





