Lullaby. B e a The Tattle Woes

Sleep, motherys flower of heaven, Hush,baby sonling! Mother will banish

Jleep,little rose of mine! -~ All of the little woes.

Haloed with golo more precious To the Land of Nowhere they will vanish
Than gleamy on eawstern shrine, ' n f'r an g Where the little vhadow goeu.
Looking with eyes of sapphire ‘

i ; : )
e e Where the little shadow runs tohide him
On 2 world that seemy all dvine. When the brawve, gold sunshine glows.

Faun would I follow thee, sweetheart, 'ﬂg @unICt ah?tgen5~ All the little woes vhall ran beside him,

Into the worlo of dreamus, For mother, mother know.!

Catch the bright shimmer of heaven Emﬂﬂ'(tr ’5 @hri 5 tmnﬁ - Waking Soug.

That on thy vision gleamuy, Wak: ot k T
Jhare thy white soulls wanderings  Little,white soul In my keeping, mine to guard and mine to sway, Soft &;\r‘;‘ilz:; .r:bc’ (;ero :Zaj:; and wee

On banks of perfumed streams. Little heart so pure and tender,(May God keep it vo alway!) Rub pink fists 1n rose-1109ed eyes

Only to thee comes the summonys; Baby mine,we must FRJOLCT., for to-day 1s Christmas day And tell 0lo Jand Man 1t time to arise!

Mother muut vigil keep, Christmaw 15 the day of babie_,1s the best day of the year, The @ureless Angel.

Jtand at the gate of Oreamland  When the whole glad world rejoices for the Christ Child that 1s here, Babykan, babykin, dear little mite,
Guarding thy vlumbers deep. Anod o mother’s heart lies trembhng with a wondrous Joy- and fear. Are you > mortal or are you a sprite?
Jleep,little flower of heaven, s Juzely the angel to whom you were given
Jleep, mothers rose-bud, sleep! N Lout your'real label: “A Cherab From Heaven”
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