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Verse 1
The tiniest bird, the tiniest bird – came along
The tiniest bird, the tiniest bird – here’s a song

Verse 2
A scrap of a seed, a scrap of a seed – there’s a root
A scrap of a seed, a scrap of a seed – here’s a shoot

Chorus
A da- di-di-da, a da-di-di-da – dooby-da X 3
A da- di-di-da, a da-di-di-da – diddly –da

Verse 3
Miracles all, miracles all small things X 4

A bit of guidance: you can mix these verses and the chorus up all you want, repeat them or not, whatever works! The only note of caution is to keep it steady and no faster than the recording or Verse 2 becomes too much of a tongue-twister!

[bookmark: _GoBack]This song arose days after I’d launched the website for my songs, not because I meant it to – had a plan already – but because a goldcrest appeared in our urban garden and travelled the whole length or our hedge, nibbling and fossicking about while I sat very close, spellbound. I had no idea that this bird, the smallest of all British birds, ever came out of the trees! But apparently they do. The song attempts to imitate its movements. The seeds are those of the field maple, kept all winter in the fridge, which had miraculously started to sprout first roots, then shoots. 
On the recording you may catch a hint of the sound of a small child wailing in the street – the only sound to have made it from outside our house on to a recording with the windows shut. I left it because, well, small things. The power of it!

