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Since then fond arms will Litt you up, and fold

1Pou soft trom ev'ry wind tbat blows too cold,

TANd tender voice will sootbe away all fear,

U@bile eyes will ook an added blessing, deat, ™
Because vou're tired,

;Bsut, being small, you cannot understand

thow, one day, you may long too, for a band

To guide as motber's did, not dream of bow

thearts drift in doubt, as mine is dritting now
TUbhen 3'm s0 tived,

&0 tired. F do not work, or ever beed
The bours as they go by = where is the need?
3 cannot think, or cry, or ¢ven pray = (
JBut ob, to sleep = but it must [ast alway
Since F'm so tived.




