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''"^^^^ak and frail wc arc •He knows what wc can stand ;
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Wc know he doth the very best,Because he understands.
Oh I Why should mourning thoughts

While on this earth we stand ?

Ani'.h"'^''y'.r'" «° *" Thee,And then we'll understand

Childhood's Days.
My mind goes hack to sunny hours :My soul doth wing its way;

*

W ^ ' V^\ "^"'-"^^ " willow tree,While chrldrrn round me play
And play wc do with a'l our might
An m''*' u"''^

""' ^""^^^ thrcefAnd laugh and romp and dan-c aboutBeneath that wil/ow tree.

But wc look out and up the hillAnd our hearts are filled with dec •

For O. how lovely is the sight ^
'

Hrom ncath that willow tree.
For there upon that sloping hill,

xu^^rl^^^'y ^8 could be;
The Daffodils smiled bsck at us
Beneath that willow tree.

Daffodils, you lovely flowers
omilc up to-day at me,

Aswhcnachi'd. I saw you firstFrom neath that wilfow tree

1 k^ew not what to call you then,hor you were new to see :

RVJ!*'^°r*'^^y°"'''o^'<-''y flowersHemams to-day with me.
And, as I gaze upon you now.And all your beauty see,

w" ^"t **"""J^
of those that thenWere 'neath that willow tree


