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SONG OF THE SPARROW.

I'm only a little sparrow,
A biff' f f • ^v degree ;

M\ otv i3 u. tittle val'ie,

But the dear Lord cares for nie.

Ho gires me a coat of feathers

—

It is very plain, I know ;

Without a s]ieck of crimson
;

For it was uot made for show.

But it keeps me warm in winter,
And it shields me fj'om the rain

;

Were it bordered w-tli gold aud purple,
Perhaps it would make me vain.

And now that the spring time cometb,
'' I w '11 build me a little nest,
Witii many a chirp of pleasure

—

In the spot I like the beat.

I have no barn nor storehouse,
I neither sow nor reap ;

Gou gives me a sparrow's portion,
And never a seed to keep.

If my meat is aometiiiie:^ scanty.
Close pecking makes it sweet

;

I iiave always eiough to feed me,

—

An life is more than meat.

I know there are many sparrows :

—

All over the world they are found
;

But our heavenly Father knoweth
When one of us falls to ^he ground.

Tho' small, we are never fort?otten.

Tho' weak we are never airaid
;

For we '
. .,» that tlie (h3ar 1, .rd Ueepeth

The lile of the creatures He made.

I tb ' the thickest forest,
J- ali on many a spray

;

1 .ave ui, chart nor compass,
But I never lose my wa

I just fold oiy wings at nightfall
Wherever I happen to be

;

For the Father is always watching,
And no harm can happen to me,

I am only a little sparrow,
A bird of low degree ;

But I know that the Father loves me,
Dosr THOU KNOW His love for thek ?


