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Lamented babe the tuineful lýTnse,
Inapired by thce illi not refuse,

To chant a funcral song;
'Tis grief that st rings the lunefuil wire,
MPis sorrow tune8 the sounding Lyre,

To, waft thu Siglis allong:
Tlhy t~pan of life alas toobrief,
WVas long enough to, causo the grief,

Which falls ujpon the mhid.
In thce ive viewed a perfect ch ild,
Lovoly, gentle, meulz and inild,

The sweeteat of thy kind.
For God bad given rhea face,
So fair, s0 puru tbat wve could trace,

Thou wert for Ueaven designed.
XVili Sh snc Qd fuls eachi vacant scat,
Whenco fallen angels formed rotreat,

And that by force resigned.
For babcs lilce these 11e chose a place,
Where glorious messeilgers of grace,

lu heavenly joy repose.
These nxcssengera are alivaya sent,
To inspired inortals who, repent,

God's 'orcy te disclose.
Descending frnm their beavenly spheres,
They catch the penetential tears,

Composed af fear and love.
Fromn contrite hearts they bear the sighs,
Returniag te th eir native skies,
To reach the tlxrone above.
Then Io the Godhcaed they declare
Thle pure sinceri ty of pray er,

.Poured forthi hy men below.
And thus their ains being wipcd away,
By the clear gleani of Godas bright day,

They're mnade as pure as snow.
Thou te the chlldren they relate,
Their mournful parents' abject statc,

And bld themn intercede.
The chxi Idiren's prayers arc then revealcd,
And ail their parents pnngs are healed,

For God recorda their deed.
Thou chulld revcared and most beloved,
By ail thy friends the mo8t approved,

Amongst tby yonng conipeera,


