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THE Story of "Litc1e Bil'cl Hctl and Little Dird .Ulm··• is 

adapted, with some u1terations, from the Germ:rn of a11 

unknown Author, aml we feel assm·Pcl that 1ittlo English 

readers will he glncl to mnke RO plea~ant an acr1naintancP. 







TH E WAKING OF TH E SPRING. 

FI:&ST .A..OT. 

FIRST SCENE. 

THE sxo,rDlWP. 

I T was the sun, my mother, spoke, 

In the darksome night, 
-With gentle voice, yet I awoke, 

Out of slumbers light; 
Out of dreams which were so bright, 

Of lovely flowers in bloom, 

And little singing birds in sight, 

As if the Spring had come. 

But now my lov-ely dream is o'er, 

And I am all alone once more,­

Beneath this heayy snow and ice 

-,~ Ny little head so heavy lies ; 

.;:;; -will it e-ver wholly rise p 

~__) 
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TUE VIOLET, 

I hear a rustling sound hard by, 
I '11 just peep out and see,­

Behold, my sister Snowdrop stands 
And whispers soft to me! 

I must in bed no longer stay, 
But haste to meet her in the way. 

SNO"WDROP. 

So early, sister Violet? 
All others slumber soundly yet. 

VIOLET, 

They may have been more tired than we, 
Let them enjoy their peaceful rest; 

The fitting time for them to wake, 
'l'he sun, our mother, knoweth best. 

S:'\OWDROP. 

Our sister Daffodil, but see, 
Hath lifted up her golden head! 

And fain to be with you and me, 
Would lca-ve her co.·y little bed. 

DAFFODIL, 

Hardly a minute 'twas ago, 
Our mother stooped and kissed my Lrow­
So tenderly, yet I awoke, 
And heard the last words that you spoke. 
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fy little children, all arise, 
And open wide your little eye::; ; 
Icy ·winter now is past, 
And sunny Spring returns aL 

last. 
Valley lilies, spotless white, 
Hyacinths and tulips bright. 
Primroses so fair and meek, 
Listen to the words I speak ; 
Green night-dresses cast away, 
Put on garments for the day; 
Be happy as the birds of air, 
I will give you love and care. 
Cornflowers, make the Earth 

look gay, 
Its holiday begins to-day. 
Leaves, array the woods m 

green, 
~ Already arc the swallows seen ! 

Cherry-trees, bloom out in 
"hite; 

Ye larks, sing up to heaven's 
height; 

Fri. k. littlc Froggics, in the rill 
:F'lv. Butterflic , across the hill~: 
c;ckchafcr , buzz amid tbc tree:. 
Begin to work. ye little BeP~ I ~ 
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Come, all ye little children, come, 
Come out into the woods, and sing l 

See what a lovely world it is, 
Praise its Creator, Maker, King l 

SONG OF TH:E CHILDREN IN TI!R WOOD. 

Ye little lovely tender flowers, 
Who made ye all so bright, 

rrhat ye should give our hearts n.nd eyes 
Such deep and pure delight? 

THE FLOWERS. 

And who to you, ye children, gave 
Your eyesight fine and clear, 

'1'hat ye can come, with merry hearts, 
And view us blooming here ~ 

THE CHILDREN. 

The great good God did give us that, 
Our Father up in Heaven; 

By Him we 're kept from every harm, 
From Him all joys are given. 

TUE FLOWF.RS. 

The same great God, who gave you eyes, 
And fills your hearts with mirth, 

Rath placed us here, to bloom in joy 
Upon His beauteous Earth. 
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THE CHILDREN. 

Oh! everything says plain and clear, 
" He hath created me, 

The same great God, who rules in love 
Far over land and sea." 

How great, how wonderful art Thou, 
0 God, who reigns above ! 

To Thee we lia our little hearts, 
In gratitude and love! 

SECOND SCENE. 

LITTLE BIRD RED. 

Never before, little Bird Blue, 
Have I seen a bird of such lovely hue. 

LITI'LE BIRD BLUE. 

Little Bi.J:d Red, in my own countrie, 
Never a Birdie Red you see. 
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LITTLE l3IllD BL 1JE, 

So blue as I am, there are none, 
But once I was not thus alone; 
I had two little sisters fair, 
A father's and a mother's care: 
The Griffin Bird-that cruel thief-­
Caused all my loneliness and grief, 
For one day, ere we saw him come, 
He darted down upon our home, 
And in each savage claw seized two, 
And ate them up before my view; 
He could not1 carry more away, 
Or I should. not be here to-day, 

LITTLE l3IRD RED. 

Poor little Bird ! thou gTievest me, 
And yet 'tis well he slew not thee. 

LIT'rLE l3JRD l3LUE. 

Alas ! I wish I too were gone, 
It is so hard to live alone! 
True, I have little friends, with whom 
I sing and chirp now Spring is come; 
But still I never can forget, 
My parents' and. my si ters' fate; 
-without them, I so timid feel, 
The hours so slowly, sadly .-teal! 
Ancl when the weary day is pa t, 
And quiet night hath come at last­
When all the bfrds fly home to rest, 
I seek my little lonely nest. 
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it is so lone and sad, 
So unlike ·what it used to lie', 

As if it could not bo the one, 
Which formerly belonged to 

mo! 

LITTLE llIRD RED. 

little Bird, how sad thou 
nrt ! 

Thy talc of grief hath touched 
my heart! 

[ can feel for thee, for I, too, 
A darling little sister knew. 
1i'{ e loved each other - oh, so 

well! 
And always would together 

dwell; 
From hedge to hedge, from tree 

to tree, 
• he flew the liYelong day with 

me. 
Then came the "\Yinter cold nntl 

drcnr, 
1\fal-ing the woods so brown and 

ere; 
Together we all went awny, 

, £..0-To. eek n home until the l\fay: l 

ll 
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By day, by night, towards the sun, 
With little rest, we hurried on,­
vVben suddenly my sister grew 
So ill, sbe could no farther go, 
But sad and sorrowful, she sank 
Upon a sunny cactus bank ; 
And, drooping low her .little. head. 
She could not swallow drink or brea,cl, 
But looking forward, kept quite still, 
And, ere I thought, was dead and cl1ill. 

There, far away o'er land and wave, 
I made my little sister's grave. 

LITTLE BIRD BJ,T.;i•;. 

Poor little Bird! it makes me sad, 
To think her life had such an end; 

[t wou]d have made my heart so glaJ, 
Could she have been my little fri end. 

But well it is that you remain, 
'T'o greet tbe rising Spring agai11. 

I.JT'l'Ll!: Il!RD RFl'. 

What use i.· health and strength to on 
\Yho must go homo to lfro alo11e 1' 
For 110w the hands of Spri11g are soc11. 

Docking tho rncado.vs ont in green. 
Bn t vvho ·will help to builrl my ne. t. 
To choose tbo spot I love the best:' 
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J.I'ITLE BIRD BLUE. 

Dear little Bird, why go away? 
Will you not here consent to stay? 
I know a nook, so snug and warm, 
So safe from every schoolboy's harm; 
There you can build a cosy nest, 
And I to help will do my best. 

LITTLE BIRD RED. 

When the flowers are all in bloom, 
Then must I be going home; 
But so dear art thou to me, 
That I cannot part from thee. 
Dear little Bird, thy pretty dress, 
Has pleased me much, I must confess; 
But thy eyes, so bright and clear, 
Are a thousand times more dear. 

J,TTTLE BIRD BLUE. 

Rosy Red Bird, why ga,ze on me, 
As if my inmost thoughts to see? 

LTTTLE BIRD RED. 

Lo-,ed little Bird, so pretty and blue, 
'The love of my heart is all for you; 
"'\Vill you marry me, and become 
The dear little mistress of my~home? 

LITTLE BTRD BLUE. 

Blue little women, they oft tell mo, 
To blue little men should wedded be. 
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LITTLE BIRD RED. 

·with those whose love is tender and true, 
Such as my love is now for you, 
No matter what their country and hue. 

LI'ivl'LJ•; lHRD BLUE. 

Till now, of all the birds I 've met, 
I 've never loved one truly yet. 
Fly home-and I will follow thee, 
Where thou art, ever will I be; 
.And so, in love and sweet content, 
Together shall om· lives be spent. 

Over the meadow gaily flew, 
The Red Bird and his mate so blue; 
Far over land and sea they sped, 
With merry sunshine overhead., 
.And now and then, in the heat of day, 
They sang as they rested on their way. 
So, many and many a day was passed, 
Till sweet, sweet home was reached at last. 

THIRD SCE ... .,.E. 

AXXTE IX TUE G,\RDE:.\". 

How warm and plcasunt 'tis to-clay! 
Now we can go ahroarl rmcl play: 
What, Snowclrops, are ye out ~o soon? 
And do ye kno',V that 'iYinter';,; gone? 
Like little lJridcs, so \\ hite nll(l fair, 
Ye stand in mode 't bC'auty th(•rc, 
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And lonely-but the sun will send 
To each one soon a little friend ; 
For see, no sooner does she rise, 
Than all the flowers ope their eyes. 
Oh! with what joy and sprightliness 
Each one puts on her summer dress! 
Already in what bright array 
Of blossoms are the borders gay; 
As if a miracle had done 
The work of many days in one. 

ROSE. 

Ah ! sister Annie, art thou here ? 
I have looked for thee far and near .. 

ANNIE. 

See, Rosy, yon small snowdrop head. 
ROSE. 
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ANNIE. 

If little Roses, they must be, 
Surely, my sisters that you see. 

ROSE. 

And you shall have a flower-name too­
A little Snowd.Top I '11 call you. 

ANN TE. 

And as the flowers together cling, 
Tbxough winter, autumn, summer, spring, 
Kissing each other's tears away, 
And live in peace the livelong day ; 
So let us hold each other dear, 
And live united all the year. 

ROSE . 

But flowers, though made so fair to see, 
Can't love, I 'm sure, so well as we. 

ANNIE. 

Mamma so loves the pretty flowers, 
We '11 pluck for her the best of ours. 

RO SE. 

I '11 pluck the loveliest I can get. 

ANNIE . 

And I , each purple violet, 
And every golden primrose too, 
F or dear Mamma, who loYes them so. 

TIOSE. 

We have enough-come, let us see 
Who gets in first-off! one-two-three ! 







THE LIFE OF THE BIRD S. 

SECOND .ACT-

FIRST SCENE. 

LITTLE BIRD RED . 

HERE at last we' ve safely come, 
To my own old garden home ; 
Choose, little mate, which spot is best, 
In which to build our cosy nest. 
Suppose we take a high oak tree, 
Too high for sharp-eyed cats to see ? 

LITTLE DIRD BLUE. 

Dear little Bird, build not too high, 
Or if the Griffin doth espy, 
\Ve both of us should sm·ely die. 

LITTLE BIRD RED . 
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They sing together. 

Little Birdies, near and far, 
Where the pleasant copses are, 
Gleefully we fly about, 
And singing, flutter in and out; 
We shall take no time for rest, 
Till we 've made our little nest, 
So we search throughout the day, 
For downy feathers, straw, and hay. 
And when, at last, the nest is made, 
And all the little eggs are laid, 
We watch and brood, loving and gay, 
All through the fresh and sunny day 
And when the sun is gone to rest, 
And golden stars shine in our nest, 
Then we sleep secure and warm, 
For angels keep us all from harm. 

SECOND SCENE. 

FIRST FROGGY. 

Huzza ! Winter's past! 

SECO="D FROGGY. 

Huzza ! Spring at last! 

THIRD FROGGY. 

Old Winter is gone. 

FOURTH FROGGY. 

Let us bask in the sun. 

18 
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01.l) }'HOG. 

How iuqui::iitivc all the yotu1g 
folks gl'OW, 

1 
They arc out already alJo\·e Ute 

snow! 
TOA ll. 

'.'.. Thou stupid old fellow, dost thoLL 
not see, 
I toss up my head, 
shine on me ? 

the sun 

OLD FlWG. 

ludeed ! is it true ?-and do the 
birds sing ? 

[, too, mu t jump up, if it reall · 
is Spring! 

EIDEH.·DOW~' DU(,K, 

pleasant it is to glide 
through the grass, 

And bibblc the dew-drop· H8 l 
pa. ! 

l<' JS11 

(l'op1>i11g its head out of the 1cu.,ter). 
:--;ure 'ti the noonday sun I fclL 

below. 

I I 
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FISH. 

When the trees blHl, and birds begin to shout, 
Even we fishes know what 'tis about. 

FLIES. 

We buzz in tb.e sunshine, and find life so sweet, 
If only the Lird.s did not want us to eat ! 

GNATS. 

Hither and thither we dance in the light, 
Ever ready to sting, ever ready to bite,-· 
No matter whether a beast or a man, 
'l'hough we know they will kill us as soon ns 

they can. 
OLD SPAlUWW, 

Come hither, ye sparrows, and let's chat to­
gether 

SJWONJ) SP,U'HOW. 

Ah! cousin, there's nought to speak of bnt the 
weather. 

'J'lllHlJ SPAHROW. 

Wisely spoken, dear uncle, there's no news to 
tell. 

FO\JRT!l SPARROW. 

Of course not-the reason I know very well­
If birds keep at home till the end of their day.·, 
How can they know much of the world and its 

ways? 
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But here comes our Aunt, who has travelled 
abroad; 

I've no doubt, with wonders her mind is well 
stored. 

AUNT SPARROW. 

'\V' ell met, old friends and neighbours! how d'ye 
do? 

I 've got a little piece of news for you,­
I never was surprised so in my life, 
Little Bird Red has got a foreign wife;-
And what's more strange, from head to foot 

she's blue! 
YOUNG SPARROW. 

Dear Aunt, what do you say ?-can this be true? 

THIRD SPARROW. 

Shame on his impoliteness ! had he tried, 
'Mongst his own kin, he could have found a 

bride. 
FOURTH SPARROW. 

He could not find a wife so pretty here, 
But still, to take a stranger does look queer. 

SE C'O :'.\'D SPARROW. 
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FOl:RTH SPARRO'i\'. 

Now tell me3 is she really pretty, Aunt? 

FIFTH SPARROW, 

Some think her so, but I confess I can't. 

SlXTH SPARROW. 

Who will go with me to the wedded pn,ir ? 

ALL, 

Off to the woods we fly-thcfr home is there . 

THIRD SCENE. 

LARK, 

Every bud bursts into bloom, 
Every flower sheds sweet perfume; 
Birds fly gladly through the air, 
rrhc joy of Spring is everywhere. 
Let old and young, let great and small, 
Rejoice in Rim who sends us all. 

L1XKET. 

111 the sm1shino, in the shaclmY, 
In the wood, and in the meadow, 
All around glacl voices f-ing, 
"Be joyful in the pleasant Spring." 

IrF,DGE·SPA]{ HOW. 

Gladsome echoes sePm to fill 
Every valley, eyery hill. 

22 
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HOl31~ HEl>BHE.\SI". 

one great chorn:-:. a,11 1n·o­
claim 

'T'he might of the Creal 01··,., 
J1mne. 

GREE~FT:N"C'll. 

F,ycn the wee ones, m th ci I" 
nest, 

Praise God before tlicy go to 
rest. 

BEE. 

Y{ o little bees arc busy over, 
From making honey resting 

nev-er. 

BUTTERFLY. 

Onr lifo rn short, hnt full of 
JOy. 

AKT. 

"'iVo ants each moment must 
employ, 

[ n bearing earth from every 
mound, 

To build a hou. c with 11nde1·­
grouncl. 

FIIL T ~ ocKCTL\FEH. 

Ruch humming. buzzing all 
the cln> ! 

Finongh to dri,c one's wits away. 



SECOND COCKCHA.F'ER. 

You '11 not much help, by grumbling . o, 
All the work you have to do. 

ROBIN REDBREAST. 

Dear little Swallow, tell, I pray­
Under the shadow of the eaves 
'vVhy dost thou build, so far away, 
When we build always 'midst green leaves P 

SWALLOW. 

Beneath a roof, we 're snug and warm, 
And safe from every thunder-storm . 

• HEDGE-SPAllROW. 

Little Bird Red, early and late, 
Seeks food for himself and pretty mate•. 

LINNET. 

Ne' er has it been my fate to see 
A Bird so beautiful as she; 
Her feathel' · are so shining blue, 
And then she sing·· so sweetly too, 
Such tuneful notes, I've never heard. 

Little I3ird Red flies 11ast. 

LIN:NET. 

'What! hast thou not one little word 
To give thy old friend by the way? 

LITTLE JHUlJ REO. 

Ah! frielld, just now I cannot stay; 
Alone at home, my little mate 
So anxious]y for mo doth wait; 







Five little eggs already there 
She broods upon with tender care. 
Farewell! I have no chatting leisure, 
And without her can take no pleasure. 

SWALLOW. 

Fly away-we too will haste. 
Each one to hi.s little nest. 

THE Bf PRISONMENT. 

T::13:IE,D ACT. 

FIRST SCENE. 

FIRST YOUNG BIRD. 

SEE, my feathers are so strong, 
I shall learn to fly ere long, 
0 ver hill and val and mead, 
"'\¥"hat a pleasant life I 'll lead! 



Then you shall fly from tree to tree, 
But not at first lose sight of me. 

SECOND YOUNG BIRD, 

In every tree will I be seen, 
Flying 'mid the leaves so green. 

THIRD YOUNG BTRD. 

I'll find out berries red and sweet, 
To earn myself each meal I eat. 

FOURTH YOUNG BIRD, 

How bright and blue my feathers are ! 
I 'm glad to be so like Mamma ! 

SECOND. 

And I, like dear Papa, am red, 
With a small tuft upon my head. 

}'TRST. 

Papa went out into the wood, 
To find us berries if he could. 

SECOND. 

How long will he be gone, Mamma? 

'l'IIIRD, 

Ah! there you are-you good Papa! 

FIRST. 

Papa has thought of us, I see, 
And brings us berries home for toa. 







SECOND SCENE. 

0 GUIEF ! what have I lived to 
sec? 

ROBIN. 

Speak out-what has befallen 
thee? 

SWAJ,J.o,r. 

omc cruel boy a snare has laid, 
Little Bird Blue is prisoner made. 
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Yon see that boy who's runniug there' 
'Tis he ,Yho took her from the smU'l'. 

IIEllGE-Sl'.\l:HO\I, 

Ala.· ! wbat will her husband do, 
\\'iLliout hi:; little J1clpmatc l3luc r 

S\L\ T.LO\\. 

How the poor 1 i ttlc ones will ny ! 

GH I·: l·:.'iJ,'l.'iCIJ. 

All{l Hhc, I fear, will snrcly (lif'. 

llOlll:\", 

Ah! tlrn,t such misery .·hould befall 
Her, who was loYcd so by 11,· all I 

\\HE'.\. 

Atts ! how hcartlos.· they must lie, 
'\:\'ho will not leayo us snJo and free: 
Our children, mate, and hnppy 110. t, 
A 11 that a little bi rel lo,c~ IJC:st. 

J,ittl, · lJi,·cl l?etl 11111J1'1t,·: iii tlio 1listu,1c1', c ·J111ii,'J f1•111,1 

tfi~, 11·1J11J. Hul,i11 JI ies towcuJs /,in,. 

HOBI '.\. 

Alas ! poor friend, we ,,·cop to . ·cu 
'1'110 sorrow that bas come to thee'. 

I! 
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wife so o·ood H,ml ~ ~ 

kind, 
[;'or do,vn among the hazels 

there 
, 'he has been taken in a smu·c. 

T. TTT LE ]31 JW mrn . 

,\.snare! Oh! tell me 'tis not 
true-

My heart would break of such 
a woe. 

8 IL\ I,J,O I\" . 

.. \.h ! friend, I know it but too 
well: 

'Tis hard to haYe such news to 
tell. 

'l'he hoy who caught her from 
the trap, 

Took her to town hid in hi::; cap. 

Ll'l'TLE BIHU HFD. 

0 bitter grief '.-0 mi ·cry ! 
\Yhy haYc I liYcd thi. day to 

. cc~ 
:.ly .io.,·. rn.1 pride. my darli11g 

wif'c. 
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Must she no longer, free and gay1 

Through the green forest wing her way ? 
And shall I never see thee more, 
Or hear thee warbling at our door P 
What joy can glades or cornfields give, 
If thou, my mate, hast ceased to live? 
And oh! my little lovely brood, 
Who watch for mother in the wood, 
How will ye cry, and cry in vain, 
To find she does not come again ! 
0 bitter grief! 0 misery ! 
Why have I lived this day to se ? 

THIRD SCENE. 

Little Rosa o.,ppewrs ctt the window with u Ca,<JI} con· 
t<Lining Little Bfr<l Blue. 

ROSE. 

As happy as a little Queen, 
'Midst vines that cluster cool and green, 
And flowers that pleasant fragrance give, 
My pretty Bird shall always live. 
Ah! do not hang thy little head, 
There's nothing now to make thee dread; 
The cruel boy is gone away, 
Who only took thee for his play; 
But thou art dearer far to me, 
A.nd I will feed and wait on theo. 
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My Birdie, wilt thou not, ere long, 
Sing me one little grateful song? 
And, by-and-by, be kind, and eat 
Out of my hand the grains of wheat ? 

She goes out. Little Bird Red comes foying to the 
window. 

LITTLE BIRD RED. 

Oh! little helpmate, do I see, 
Or only dream, that it is thee? 
My heart beats high with joy and pain, 
I feared we ne'er should meet again. 

LITTLE BIRD BLUE. 

Alas ! my husband, and I, too, 
Have had no hope to cheer my woe ; 
But now captivity will be 
Easy to bear, since cheered by thee. 

LITTLE BIRD RED. 

Oh! that I had the strength of those, 
, Whom, though we hurt not, are our foes, 

Then would I break the bars in twain­
What joy to take thee home again ! 

LITTLE BIRD BLUE. 

My helpless birdlings, how are they? 
And did they weep much yesterday? 
.A.h ! would that I had never flown, 
So far away by night, alone ! 
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But just below the shady yew, 
Such tempting purple berries grew, 
I could not help from picking some, 
To take the little bircllings home ; 
But whilst I plucked so gaily there, 
I stepped upon the fatal snare. 
I tried to fly-till, weak and worn, 
With one poor leg all hurt and torn. 
I fell despairing on the ground, 
And there by some rude boy was found. 

LITTLE BIRD RED. 

And was it he who brought thee here? 
LITTLE BIRD BLUE. 

Oh, no; a little girl was near, 
Who bought me of that tyrant boy, 
And took me home with pride and joy; 
'Twas she who kindly placed me here, 
I trembling every limb with fear. 

LITTLE BIRD RED. 

Poor little prisoned mate of mine, 
Would I could change my lot with thine ! 

LITTLE BIRD BLUE. 

Ah! weep not for me, husband dear, 
Go home, our little ones to cheer; 
The sun already sinks to rest, 
They will feel lonely in the nest; 
Oh! haste, or some fierce bird may 

stray, 
And eat them up, whilst thou 'rt away. 
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I cry in vain-no help is near, 
And I must di.e, a prisoner here. 

NIGHTINGALE IN THE SII1lG13BERY. 

I hear a sad sweet song below, 
Sure 'tis some prisoner's note of woe. 

LITTLE BIRD BLUE. 

Ah ! what sweet strains respond to mine ? 
Sweet little Bird, do you too pine. 
Away from all the oneR you love? 

NlGJITJ XGALE. 

Ah ! no, I still in freedom ro,·e, 
Though in the copse I love to .. tay, 
And sing the evening hours away. 

Nightingciie sits iindei· the 1d,1drn1· . 

LITTLE P,JHD BLUE. 

But, tell me, little Bird, I pray, 
'Wby sing by night instead of day ? 
Or has my bitter song of woe .. 
Broken your tranquil night's repo.'e? 

X lC I ITT;'{Ga\.LE. 

Becau~o my Yoice is never hearcl 
By day, like that of every bfrd, 
Bnt on1y when 11ight': .'hadow · Ycil 
The earth- I'm called the Tightingal ·. 

3-! 

I. 

l 

,. 
l 

l · .. I 
I I 







fin some chamber still and dim, 
A sick man lies, I sing to him; 
Or if some heart is bowed with 

grief, 
I sing till tears bring sweet re­

lief; 
Many and many a one in woe 
I 've soothed to rest and comfort 

so. 
LITTLE BIRD BLl!E. 

All that I once injoypossessed­
My children, mate, and little 

nest-
The love so sweet, the life so free, 
For ever now are lost to me. 
Ah ! how the dark and solemn 

night 
Fills me with sadness and 

affright! 
But, could I ever listen so, 
Unto thy singing, sweet and low, 
My grief, I think, would almost 

wane, 
And peace come to my heart 

agam. 
NTGIITINGALE'S SONG. 

Sad heart, I bring thee 
A balm for thy woes ; 

Softly I sing thee 
To sweetest repose. 



I 
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'l'he little ones sleepino', 
Dream in their ::mug bed::;; 

Kind angels keeping 
'lv atch oYer their head~. 

No lH'eeze is shaking 
The leaves 011 tho bough, 

'!.'he winds eYen taking 
Their holichiy J10'\Y. 

U,ist off thy sorrow, 
Take 1·ei-;t, weary hearr : 

Perhaps on the morrow 
'rhy grief may depnrt ! 

THB 1ELE \.SE . 

FOURTH ACT. 

.li'fll.'T , 'Cl{K I•:. 

Little lJil'd HPd cu1i1es tou·o,·ci tli,· ,,.ind.,, .. , 
l,riilging 1,.ihi .f/rnuci's i1, i'I.· l,,-11/, 

.\11 ! sloep little malt•. 
(; 1rn1'clccl hy rn o ; 

Er1rly <.tll(.l late 
\ \\ttc-l I r li_v t l 1(•(•. 

~ 
\ 
I 







Wild flowers I bear thee, 
From thy loved wood, 

That they may cheer thee 
In thy sad mood. 

Their perfume shall greet thee 
Like a dear voice, 

Recalling so sweetly 
Old woodland joys. 

From thy children and mate, 
They say unto thee, 

" Have patience, and wait­
Thou shalt be free!" 

SECOND SCENE. 

Little Bird Blue wakes 11.p. 

Ah me ! how sweetly I have dreamed, 
Just like reality it seemed ; 
Forgotten was my grief and pain, 
I was at home and free again. 
Ala.s ! I wake, the joy is gone, 
And I am here with grief alone ! 
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From thy mate and children dear 
Have we come, to see thee here. 

MAY-BELLS, 

Little silver bells are we, 
Ringing morning chimes to thee. 
Canst thou not come out, and dwell 
In the woods thou lov' st so well ? 

WILD ROSES. 

Beautiful though roses are, 
Love is nobler, better far. 

FORGET-)IE·NOT. 

Clear and deep as heaven's blue, 
Friendship should be pure and true. 

PRIMROSE. 

We yellow flowers, like stars of gold, 
Declare God's kingdoms manifold. 

IYY. 

We green leaves are never sere, 
But are fresh throughout the year; 
Thus we're made by God to show, 
Hope should ever flourish so. 
Soon the forest-leaves will fall­
Hope is always left to all. 

LITTLE BIRD BLUE. 

Who brought ye here, ye pretty flowers, 
Friends of my former happy hours? 
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LITTLE nrnn HTXE. 

Little Bird Red-ah! could it be, 
Uc came. and ne,-er wn.ke11ed 

mcP 
Oh! can I trust my ,Yc11ry eyes. 
Ah! yes, 'tis he ,vbo hither flies. 
:My grief and woe 1 feel no more. 
1 noYer lo·rnd him so before. 
Oh! husband, quickly, quickly 

te11-
~Iy children, are they safe and 

well P 
LITTLE BlHD RED. 

Thy little ones cry still for thee, 
And fain to-day -won ld follow 

me; 
They spread their little wingr-;, 

and try 
Already frorn the nest to fly; 
For mc-T feel no grief or pain, 
·when I my darling sec again. 

LITTLE BIHD RLUE. 

~\.h ! la t night how I sighed and 
wept! 

1 think I ncnr ·hould han· 
lcpt. 

-nles · the gentle nightingale, 
1l 'ariug tb0 lonely pri .·oncr's 

,mi I. 



LITTLE HIRD RED. 

I also, wakeful and distressed, 
Could take no happy sleep or rest. 
Alas ! that cruel men should come, 
And spoil our little happy homo ! 
No sooner dawned the morning red, 
Than I to thee have straightway ·sped. 

LIT'l'LE BIHD BLUE. 

My little mistress means it well, 
But, oh ! if she could only tell, 
How very hard it is to me, 
When all the other birds are free, 
In prison-house so close and drear, 
To pine alone and wretched here,­
Could she but know the bitter pain, 

Witb which a mother yearns to see, 
Her little children once again, 

I know-I feel-she'd set mo free '. 
Alas! our wrongs we cannot speak, 
Although our little hearts should break. 

J,ITTLE BlltD HKD. 

Ah! could she ouly know my pain, 
To hear our birdlings cry in Yain, 
'l'o lJe divided from my wife, 
And 1nii:;s each happiness of lif'e : 
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Could she but feel for you and me, 
To-day, I know, she'd set you free. 
But birds may supplicate all day, 
Man understands not what they say. 

LITTLE 13TRD BLUE. 

Yes, could she feel with us, I know, 
She'd ope the door, and let me go. 

LITTLE BIRD RED. 

A sudden thought has passed my brain, 
The woods shall see you free again. 
I'll try, at least, the best I can, 
To carry out my happy plan. 

LITTLE BIRD BLUE. 

'What new idea has made him go 
Towards the wood, and leave me so? 

LITTLE BIRD RED 

At the Skirt of the Wood. 
All ye biTds in field and dale, 
All ye biTds in wood and vale, 
Hither come, and work with me, 
To set my little prisoner free. 

Birdsfly.f;·om the Woocl. 

nurns. 
Willingly, from far and near, 
To assist we gather here . ..., 
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LITTLI!: BIRD RED, 

At the bars gnaw hard and fast, 
They will come apart at last. 

SWALLOW, 

All our biting is in vain, 
Iron will not break in twain. 

ROBIN REDBREAST. 

Poor little Bird ! and must it be, 
That all our help can't set thee free ? 

LITTLE BIRD BLUE. 

Alas ! 'tis pity you should take, 
Dear friends, such trouble for my sake. 
The staves are far too hard to split, 
You never can succeed in it. 

BIRDS. 

No, we will daily use our strength, 
Surely we shall succeed at length; 
Steadfast love and patience are 
Even match for iron bar. 

THIRD SCENE. 

LITTLE BIRD BLUE. 

Weary, darksomc night is past, 
Day and sunshine come at last. 
Alas! eight days, so long and drear, 
I've languished now in prison here; 
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But every morning comes my mate, 
To cheer my melancholy fate, 
And all his comrades brave and strong, 
Who work for me the whole day long. 
But do I dream ?-or really see 
My children flying here to me? 

FIRST YOUNG BIRD. 

Ah ! mother, we have flown so fast, 
And here we come to thee at last ! 

SECOND. 

How long it is since that sad day, 
They took thee from us quite away ! 

THIRD. 

But now we can be glad at heart, 
Since we need never from thee part. 

FOURTH. 

vVhat joy to speak to thee once more! 
I never felt so glad before. 

LITTLE BIRD BLUE. 
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FIRST YOUNG BTRD. 

And now we can fly everywhere; 

SECOND. 

And dart so gladly through the air; 

THIRD. 

And on the green boughs sit and swing; 

FOURTH. 

And little songs can also sing. 

FIRST. 

But till thou too art free and gbd, 
Even thiS' life is partly sad. 
Mother, we are so great and strong, 
Oh, we shall make thee free ere long! 

LITTLE BIRD BLUE. 

Thick iron bars to nibble through, 
Is not an easy task to do. 

SECOND YOUNG BIRD. 

Ah ! see this thread that ties the door-· 
A worsted thread, and nothing more. 

TIIIRD. 

I help-the task will soon be done. 

FIRST, 

I, too-huzza ! the victory's won! 

LIT"rLE BIRD RED. 

The door is open-thou art free ! 
Oh! little mate, fly home with me. 

-"- A -~ 
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FOURTH SCENE. 

HOSE. 

Dear Annie, I'm 1:10 glad you're 
come, 

It seems so long since you left 
home; 

And, oh! I've purchased-have 
you heard?-

'l'he dearest little singing-bird; 
It is so soft, so glossy blue, 
I'm sure 'tvrill be a pet with yon. 
But come towards the window, 

clear, 
Its little cage is hanging there. 
The door is open !-can it be, 
'ome one has set my darling 

free? 
AN:\]};, 

Yon fastened it-you foel quite 
:Sm'e ? 

HOSE. 

ye::; ! I made iL c1nitc 
cu re. 
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It is but just an hour ago 
Since I was here, and left it so. 

ANNIE. 

But, see ! on yonder hazel bough 
A small Blue Bird is sitting now. 

HOSE. 

Oh, little pet! oh, Birdie! say, 
Why were you not content to stay? 
You had a cage so large and high, 
I fed you-oh ! so carefully; 
I petted you the whole day long, 
And never yet one grateful song, 
Or one glad look, you've. given me; 
Yet, now that you are once more free, 
You sit and chirp so blithe and gay-­
vV ere you so glad to get away? 

AN)lIE, 

But, Rosy, look! she's not alone, 
Five other Lirds have hither flown; 
Four pretty little new-fledged thing8, 
And one Red Bird, who loudly sings. 

ROSE. 

One little Bird is blue and r d, 
With a black tuft upon it. · head. 

AX~IE. 

Ah! sure enough that it must be 
Some littl ' ,voodJand family; 
And now they .·ing in such gla.tl stn.1,in 
To have the mother free again. 







ROSE. 

Ah! though I've lost my little treasure, 
It would be wrong to grudge their pleasure. 

AKNIE. 

If dear Mamma imprisoned were, 
Should we not pine and weep for her? 

ROSE. 

And she would die of grief, I know, 
If she were parted from us so . . 

ANNIE, 

But, see ! the parents with their brood 
Fly quickly to the beechen wood : 
We'll softly follow in their trace, 
Perhaps we'll find their hiding-place. 

FIFTH SCENE. 

In the Beechen Wood. 

LITTLE BIRD RED. 

Come, all ye birds, rejoice with me, 
Join in my gbdsome jubilee! 

\~I Little Bird Blue once more is come 
' '~ Unto her own old happy home. 
~" ' ~ 



Oh, happy, careless woodland life! 
Oh, little ones !-oh, darling wife! 
I almost feel too blest to sing, 
And yet should all the forest ring 
With joyful shout and jubilee-­
The little prisoner is free! 

CHORUS OF ALL THE DIRDB, 

Happy days have come at last, 
All the bitter ones are past; 
Think no more of pai•ting pain, 
It shall never come again; 
In the wood your life shall bo 
Glad, and innocent, and free. 
Sing, ye birds, and shake your throats 
With your gladdest, sweetest notes ! 
Let the gla,d exultant sound 
Echo the whole forest round. 
All the birds shall henceforth bo, 
Ever, ever, safe and free! 

CHILDREN IN THE DISTANCE, 

All tho birds shall henceforth be, 
Ever, ever, safe and free! 

ECHO. 

Free, free, free1 FREE ! ! 

IiO~T>o.·: 
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