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Solo and Chorus Bo Peep nnd Lambs

See liow the imH>ii-inaicl sleeps up yonder,

l-ettiiis; lur eloiiJ-lamhs thanii,'!) sky-meaclows stra\

.

Her I woukl tolliiw, sd ilo luU wancier.

lirowse at your ease in the scented hay.

!• ieree is tlie lieat, and your mistress is uear\,
Wait till the sun from his iicij^'ht hath past.

Then will I sinj,-^ to my lanihkins dearie,

Till ("or the nit,>-hl you are folded fast.

L. Sleep, little lady, dear little lady, pale little ladv with

mournful e\es.

Ciently fort^ettinj;, sorrow and fretting--,

Sleep, till the mornini,"- of joy arise.

Sorrow for_i,'ettin_i,', sleep well.

no. 10 Solo Blach Slwei,

When my rotjuish b.iby eyes first beheld the summer skies

I was winsome as a lamb eould be.

Hut alas, a siioty blaek, was the Heeee upon mv back,
So I failed in popularitw

For the shepherdesses thoui,'ht mv inkv tresses

With the colour of their dresses were at strife.

So at last in desperation, I forsook their domination,
.\r ' resolved upon a bold bad lite I

i


