As spring approaches,

the birds begin to sing,

whistle, and chirp so
they can attract

some friends.







When Mr. Blackbird sings the ‘blackbird song,
Mrs. Blackbird comes flying by.



It’s the same with robins and
with all the other birds, too.







With this little bird, however,

it was different. He could not

remember his song of spring.






But because he wanted
to find a friend, he hastily

opened his beak one day
and shrieked:







} ‘Woof, woof’, answered the dog
and wagged its tail.







b
>

t quite right
thought the little bird.

b

That wasn

<

, said the dog.

Have another go
The little bird cried out:

<




