
                 A MELODY OF SPRING

                    (Gregory Dean Crouch) 

     There's a place in the middle of our farm,

     Where butterflies even land on your arm.

     There not afraid, they're not alarmed,

     'Cause everything is peaceful, everything is calm,

     And no one could ever think to cause no harm.

     And the frogs croak, and the crickets sing.

     And the birds whistle a melody of spring.

                                                            MARK

     And the birds whistle a melody of spring.

                                                            TRACY

     Yes, the birds whistle 

                                                             BOTH

     A melody of spring.

           (Tracey again plays her flute) 

                                                            TRACEY

     And the frogs croak, the crickets sing.

     And the birds whistle a melody of spring.

                                                          MARK

     And the birds whistle a melody of spring.

                                                          TRACEY

     Yes the birds whistle a melody of spring.

     Yes the birds whistle

                                                           BOTH

     A melody of spring.


