In The Trees The Birds Are Singing
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1.In the trees the birds are sing-ing, in the moun-tains and the glens, By the
2. All the mead-ows bloom with dai - sies and with dan - de - li-ons bold, And the
3. And the world is full of chil-dren, O so man - y and so fair! Like the
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riv - ers and the brooks and by the sea; But there's food for all the rob - ins
clo - ver blos-soms cov - er all the Ilea; But there's cloth-ing for the lil - ies
sun - beams as they spar - kle on the sea; But there's room for all the chil - dren
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and the ti - ny lit - tle wrens, And there's bread in His hand for me.
and the but - ter - cups of gold, And there's rtai - ment in His hand for me.
in the Fa-ther's ten-der care, And there's room in His heart for me.
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