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Whiat do we give to our bèlored,?
A Iittlelfaith ail undisproved,
À littedus; to overweep,
And bitter meïnories to inal<e
The whole earth hlasted for our sake.
He aiveth lus beloved, sleep.

"ISleep soft, beloved 1 » we sometimes say,
But have no tune to charm away
Sad dreams that through the eyelids creep.
But neyer dolefu.1 dreain gain
Shail break thle happy slumber when
Ule givethi IF1Ijs beloved, sleep.

0 earth, so fuil of dreary noises!
O men, with wailing in your voices!
O delved gold, the wailei's lieap!1
O strife, O ourse, that o'er it fal!
God strikes a silence through you ail,
And giveth Ruis beloved, sleep.

For me, my heart that erst did gro
Most like a tired child at a 'Show,
That sees through teais. the mummers leap,
Would 110W its wearied vision close,
Would childlike où luis l'ove -repose,

Wogiveth Ruis beloved, sleep.

And, friends, dear friendsr-wvhen it shail be
That this low breath is gone from, me,
And round my hier ye- corne to weep,
Let One, :xost loving-of you: al,
Say, IlNot.a, tear rnust o'er lier failý;
<e eýgiveth Ruis beloved, -sleep.'


