
The      squir- rels      ga -      ther      'round                         and      watch  his       sha-     dow      sway     si-                  lent-      ly
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anacrusis first measure (beats 1 - 4) second measure  (beats 5 - 8)

                                Do you  hear      it        there Their

        Their       kites  dance               in the    air                             and a-   void      the         wi-    re          raft-     er                      so     free

Like    the      twist-   ing         of        an            old                cy -   press      tree  

In the    child-  ren's    laugh-  ter  

The       old      man      hears   the    sound               and      to-        day      he's     kind      of      smil -   in'     The

            I            feel     like      a         king                                        strid-    ing      to           the      str-     dent                              calls

 The  church- bells  chime    the      hour    but        I'm        not       get-      tin'        an-    y            old-       er The

  The    frost     has   touched the     flower    but       I'm       not       get-      tin'        an-    y            cold-      er                     at         all

By    the      shore    the     sea-     gulls    sing                   as       they     perch    on     Nep-    tune's    tri-      dent            

Of       trum-   pet        fan-     fares                 fill-      ing      the        halls

The

He

  In     the        ghet-   to        wom-     en     scream               but    to-         day       the      tears    are     hon-      ey          

  The   stray    dog's    usu-    ally     mean                  but    to-        day       he's      kind    of        fun-      ny                     and     small

The      old      man     tos-    ses       pea-     nut      shells   the      squir-   rels     wave    their     fur-       ry        tas-      sels      

He       hears    the    child-ren's       yells,                as       their     tene-  ments   are     their       cas-    tles                   so       tall

The    plas-   ter        crum-   bles     but      their   dreams                ne-    ver       fall
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SONG MAP -  "Born of a Smile"    (words and music by Bill Pere, from the CD "Cityscape"  )


