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Golden slumbers kiss your eyes,
Smiles awake you when you rise.
Sleep, pretty wantons, do not cry,
And I will sing a lullaby.

Rock them, rock them, lullaby.

You are care, and care must keep you.
Sleep. pretty wantons, do not cry,
And I will sing a lullaby:

Rock them, rock them, lullaby.




Tieve 4 1331~ thild T ¢tam,
€av

Yeavizd vEomy eiiney hava

Cold a5 Paddadhs <02Ugn Lred b7
Here a little child I stand,

Heve 1V 4hew yp 20 Ther,
Heaving up my either hand;

Fov 4 bemzonio{all
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For a Benizon to fall

On our meat, and on us all. Amen.



Waé‘s me, wae'g mé’,

The acorn's not yet

Fallen from the tyee

That's to grow the wodd,

That's t({'maké the cradle,
JTh4t's to rock the bairn,

That's to grow a man,

Tha):'s 50 lay me.
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