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What is that cry?—O Ri>n1«i
• Wind! ONile! It is a baby'?cry!

IHe weeps among the rushes. Mother Nile
IGive me this babe and I will teach him woHs
Ibwifter than arrows, sharper theji a spear.
I The lore of all the ages on his lips

I
Shall be most musical. He will convince

I™ " ^y *•** passion of his voice, the light

I

Withm his eyes. ...

I„ , J
Where art thou, little babe?

He sleeps, dreammg his careless mother comes.How I will mother him and shape his hands
lo heal the sick; to lift the heavy load
ftom weajy shoulders; open wide the gates
Of guarded cities. There shall be no more
Woe and wide lamentation in the world.

I

His feet shall be announcement of the spring.
And with his laughter many fountains vie.

I

Because of him all temples and all thronesMm. tremble till their towers tumble down;
Aiid where they fall children shall come to play.
Making their flower-garlands where the blood
Uf sacriface was vainly poured or kings
Took tribute. ...

Babe, O little babe! my babe!
Where art thou hiding? Reeds. O faithful reeds,
lell me your secret! Hath he eyes of Egypt?
Or do they catch the colour of the sky?
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