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THIE SLEEP.

EL.IZABETH BARRETT BROWNING.

Of ail the thoughts of God that are
Borne inward irito souls afar,
Along the Psalmist's music deep,

Now tell me if that any is,
For gift or grace, surpassirlg this-

"He giveth His belovèd sleep ?

What would we give to our beloved?
The hero's lieart to be unioved,
The poet's star-tuned harp to sweep,

The patriot's voice to teach and rouse,
The monarch's crown to lighit the brows ?-

He giveth His belovè-d sleep.

What do we give to our beloved?
A littie faith ail undisproved,
A little dust to overweep,

And bitter meniories to niake
The wvhole earth blasted for our sake:

He giveth His belov'éd.sleep.

"Sleep soft, beloved," ive sometirnes say,
Who have no tune to charni awvay
Sad dreanis ilhat through the cyclids creep;

But neyer doleful dreani again
Shall break the happy slurnber, w'hen

He giveth Ris bclovèd sleep.

O0 earth, so full of dreary noises!1
0 mnen, with wailing in your voices!1
0O de1'éd gold, tie 'ailers' licap!1

0 strife, 0 curse.. that o'cr. it fait!
God strikes a silence throughi you ail,

And giveth Hiis bclovèd slcep.

Ris dews drop rnutely on the hill,
His cloud above it faileth still,
'hough on its siope men sow and rcap;

Morc softly than the dcw is shed,
Or cloud is floatcd overhead,

He giveth Ris belovèd sleep.
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