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ORNE on the wings of the nighit-%vind sighing,
Hark to the lullaby, drowsy and sweet,

Ini fromn the churchyard, ail sulent lying

Dowvn where the woodland and water meet.

HFark to the child-voice lovingly calling,

Seeming to whisper that ail is well-
Sweet words of comfor. rising and falling-

Hark to th-, story your babe would tell.

Courage! O, Mother, silently weeping,
Safe with ber Father, why should you fear ?

Think not of sorrj)w, she is but sleeping,
Watching and waiting tili thou art near.

Patience! the day of joy is nearing,
Wondrous swveet is eternal rest;

Dark though the night, the skies are clearing;
Heaven is near, God knoveth best.

Borne on the wings of the night-wind sighing,
Hark to the lullaby, drowsy and sweet,

In frorn the chu rclward, ail silent lying
D«.own where the woodland and wvater m-eet.
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