Bluebells

Is that water? Shifting in the dappled shade,
Is that water? Come and see before they fade,
It’s not water – how can flowers be so very blue?

Ooh, so blue – (repeat from this point onwards)

Hear that birdsong, from so high above the ground
Hear that birdsong, like a waterfall of sound
Love that birdsong, flowing down in homage to the blue.

Look at you, ooh, Look at you, ooh, Look at you!


[bookmark: _GoBack]First verse a memory of my first sight of bluebells, just outside Reading with James. Second verse inspired by the chaffinches in Wytham Woods just outside Oxford. 

A bit of guidance: Try singing this very gently, with as much awe and wonder as you can bring to it. A bit of counting can help to get the ending right but see if you can feel the moments to bring in the ‘Look at you!’ part and to change that last note in the middle part. ( My favourite chord of the whole Cycle so go for it! )

Oh and apologies to Wyon, who contends that bluebells are purple. I did pay attention but couldn’t renounce the song in the end. Who’s right? 



