
The	Bluebell	and	the	Boy	
Kare	Strong																			

																	
Once	in	the	wind	of	morning,	when	the	day	was	turning	gold				
a	li6le	boy	skipped	down,	down,	down	to	the	valley’s	fold																									
There	he	spied	a	flower,	a	bluebell	among	the	rocks																								
and	much	to	his	surprise	he,	thought	he	heard	it	talk																									
The	spellbound	boy	leaned	down,	and	placed	a	shy	yet	eager	ear									
beside	the	bluebell’s	petals,	to	hear	what	he	might	hear	
									
			Chorus  
																																							 
			Sure	as	the	wind	of	morning																																					
			Sure	as	the	day	was	turning	gold										
			A	gentle	bluebell	she	was	heard																																
			In	the	greening	valley’s	fold																		
		
“My	heart	is	full”	the	bluebell	said	“and	glistens	with	shimmering	light																																																			
The	early	sun’s	gold,	gold,	golden	rays	are	bright																												
and	the	glimmering	morning,	giving	birth	to	simple	days																						
I’m	thankful	for	her	glory,	upon	which	we	gaze”	

Chorus	
									
The	wide-eyed	boy	turned	around,	and	looked	upon	the	waking	land							
It	seemed	that	something	held,	held,	held	him	in	its	hand																			
He	thought	he’d	burst	or	maybe	fly.	His	rosy	cheeks	were	all	a’glow		
because	the	bluebell	shared	what	only	flowers	know		

Chorus							
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