NIGHT

The sun descending in the West,
The evening star does shine;
The birds are silent in their nest,
And I must seek for mine.

The moon, like a flower

In heaven's high bower,

With silent delight,

Sits and smiles on the night.

Farewell, green fields and happy groves,

Where flocks have took delight,

Where lambs have nibbled, silent moves

The feet of angels bright;
Unseen, they pour blessing,
And joy without ceasing,
On each bud and blossom,
And each sleeping bosom.

They look in every thoughtless nest
Where birds are covered warm;
They visit caves of every beast,

To keep them all from harm:

If they see any weeping

That should have been sleeping,
They pour sleep on their head,
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THE SHEPHERD

How sweet is the shepherd's sweet lot!
From the morn to the evening he strays;
He shall follow his sheep all the day,

And his tongue shall be filled with praise.

For he hears the lambs' innocent call,

And he hears the ewes' tender reply;

He is watchful while they are in peace,

For they know when their shepherd is nigh.

THE ECHOING GREEN
The sun does arise,

And make happy the skies;
The merry bells ring

To welcome the Spring;

The skylark and thrush,

The birds of the bush,

Sing louder around

To the bells' cheerful sound;
While our sports shall be seen
On the echoing green.

Old John, with white hair,
Does laugh away care,
Sitting under the oak,
Among the old folk.
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Making all the vales rejoice?
Little lamb, who made thee?
Does thou know who made thee?

Little lamb, I'll tell thee;
Little lamb, I'll tell thee:

He is called by thy name,
For He calls Himself a Lamb.
He is meek, and He is mild,
He became a little child.

I a child, and thou a lamb,
We are called by His name.
Little lamb, God bless thee!
Little lamb, God bless thee!

THE LITTLE BLACK BOY

My mother bore me in the southern wild,
And I am black, but O my soul is white!
White as an angel is the English child,
But I am black, as if bereaved of light.

My mother taught me underneath a tree,
And, sitting down before the heat of day,
She took me on her lap and kissed me,
And, pointing to the East, began to say:

'Look on the rising sun: there God does live,
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And can He who smiles on all
Hear the wren with sorrows small,
Hear the small bird's grief and care, ¢P3J]ld MOJIOS YIM 29 Jou ‘daspn
Hear the woes that infants bear - plIyD Siy 99s Jayie) e ue)
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And not sit beside the nest,
Pouring pity in their breast,

And not sit the cradle near, ¢431194 pup J0J X93s Jou puy
Weeping tear on infant's tear? ‘Job s, ayjoue 93s T ued
And not sit both night and day, ¢003 MO.1I0S Ul 2q J0u puy
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Wiping all our tears away? 90M S J3yjoue 99s I uey

O no! never can it be! MOUYO0S SAUFHLONY NO

Never, never can it be!
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He doth feel the sorrow too.
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Think not thou canst sigh a sigh, 1ybim Buijiem jeyp, ‘paljdas oym
And thy Maker is not by: ‘Jeau wiom-mo|b e mes T Ing
Think not thou canst weep a tear, :1ea3 e paddoup 1 ‘BulAid

And thy Maker is not near.
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O He gives to us His joy, ‘995 03] peouqge 00| A3yl MON
That our grief He may destroy: ¢ybis aayiey 419y Jeay Aayl oQ

THE BLOSSOM

Merry, merry sparrow!
Under leaves so green

A happy blossom

Sees you, swift as arrow,
Seek your cradle narrow,
Near my bosom.

Pretty, pretty robin!
Under leaves so green

A happy blossom
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So your chimneys I sweep, and in soot I sleep.
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INFANT JOY

'T have no name;

I am but two days old.’
What shall I call thee?
'T happy am,

Joy is my name.'
Sweet joy befall thee!

Pretty joy!

Sweet joy, but two days old.
Sweet joy I call thee:

Thou dost smile,

I sing the while;

Sweet joy befall thee!

A DREAM

Once a dream did weave a shade
O'er my angel-guarded bed,
That an emmet lost its way
Where on grass methought I lay.

Troubled, wildered, and forlorn,
Dark, benighted, travel-worn,
Over many a tangled spray,

All heart-broke, I heard her say:

'O my children! do they cry,

THE LITTLE BOY LOST

'Father, father, where are you going?
O do not walk so fast!

Speak, father, speak to your little boy,
Or else I shall be lost.'

The night was dark, no father was there,
The child was wet with dew;

The mire was deep, and the child did weep,
And away the vapour flew.

THE LITTLE BOY FOUND

The little boy lost in the lonely fen,
Led by the wandering light,

Began to cry, but God, ever nigh,
Appeared like his father, in white.

He kissed the child, and by the hand led,
And to his mother brought,

Who in sorrow pale, through the lonely dale,
Her little boy weeping sought.
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SPRING
Sound the flute!
Now it's mute!

Birds delight, ,
da3|s pue umop a1 ued |
Day and night, , ,
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Nightingale,
In the dale, *Aep | owiw] JNO WO
Lark in sky, - Aeme USALIp ST
Merrily, ‘ssawdIs ‘Uyjjeay siH Aq ‘puy
Merrily, merrily to welcome in the year. ‘ssaud@aw siH Aq yedm, :buldes
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Little boy,
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Full of joy;
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Little girl,
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Sweet and small;
Cock does crow, *31d9yul 03 Sp|IOM MIN
So do you; ‘J41ds pjiw yoea aA1909Y
Merry voice, ‘Injpaay 1sow ‘sjabue ayl
Infant noise; ‘Injpealp ysni Aauyl Ji ‘ing
Merrily, merrily to welcome in the year. "daays ay3 woly wayy dasy puy
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Little lamb,
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Here I am;
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Come and lick
My white neck; 'paqg Jd19y3 Ag umop IS puy

Sweet smiles, in the night
Hover over my delight!

Sweet smiles, mother's smiles,
All the livelong night beguiles.
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Sweet moans, dovelike sighs, ‘wJ0) uewNY ay3 SA0] 3SNW ||e puy
Chase not slumber from thy eyes!
Sweet moans, sweeter smiles,
All the dovelike moans beguiles.
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Sleep, sleep, happy child! ‘DwiIp AJaAL Jo ‘uew Auans uayl
All creation slept and smiled.
Sleep, sleep, happy sleep,
While o'er thee thy mother weep.
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Sweet babe, in thy face ueay uewny e sey AdJay 404

Holy image I can trace;

Sweet babe, once like thee

Thy Maker lay, and wept for me:
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Wept for me, for thee, for all, ‘9A07 pue ‘2oead ‘Alid ‘AdJsy 404
When He was an infant small.
Thou His image ever see,
Heavenly face that smiles on thee!

"'SsaunPuey3l J1Ivyl uiniay
1yb1ap JO saNMIA 3S3Y) 03 puy
‘ssaJisip J1dy3 ul Aedd ||y
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Who became an infant small; dDVIWI INIAIQ FHL

Infant smiles are His own smiles;
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