free as a bird ¥ o

https://riverofsong.uk/

Invariably in our small city we are woken by the dawn chorus. Our garden is full of
many kinds of birds which I watch with delight while doing my early morning exercises.
In the evening at this time of year there are swifts dipping and diving on the thermals
catching flying insects; birds on the wing, the epitome of grace and freedom.

dreams of freedom fiction and human rights teacher notes 0.pdf (amnesty.org.uk)
1 began to write this song with the above in mind the week before Salman Rushdie was
cruelly attacked when talking about his writings, naturally that event fed into a change

of approach about our own need for freedom in a world where it can never be taken for
granted. Words and music by Dany Rosevear.
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There's a it - tle bir up high, Sail - ing through the sum - mer sky:
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Free as  the wind and  the rain, If  mis - for - tune stilled its
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wings, On -ly one song would it sing It would cry, "Free - dom! ___ Pre - cious
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free - dom! I dream of  free - dom,

once a - gan!" once a - gan!"



http://www.singinggamesforchildren.com/B%20Midis%202.2%20Awaywego/Away%20we%20go%2016+22AugDc/Free%20as%20a%20bird.MID
https://riverofsong.uk/
https://www.amnesty.org.uk/files/dreams_of_freedom_fiction_and_human_rights_teacher_notes_0.pdf?VersionId=dvbKyGQOlUA0BhYHa1uDVdP7PBsPSANP
https://youtu.be/WaEXbTRVrzQ

There’s a little bird ap high,
dailing through the summer sky,
Free as the wind and the rain;

[f misfortung stilled its wings
Only ong song would it sing. hitps/rivgrofsong.uk/
[t would ery, “Fregdom! Precious frgedom!

[ drgam of frggdom oneg again!” X2

lsikg that littlg bird up high,

We nged to spread our wings and fly,
Free as thg wind and the rain;

For the heart grows full of love
When we soar up therg above

Chorus:
To sing oat, To sing out, “Fregdom! Precious freedom!
Truth, hopg and freedom, our soul’s refrain!”
We sing out, “Freedom! Precious fregdom!
Truth, hopg and fregedom’s our soul’s refrain!”

Free to talk to those in need,
Free to writg and free to read,
Free as the wind and the rain;
Free to gather, free to prag,

Free to sing and dancg and plag.
Chorus

Free to come and freg to go,
Free to Igarn and freg to Know,
Freg as thg wind and the rain;
Free to make friends gasily
However differgnt wg may be
Chorus




