
MY FATHER. 



A good child wiH q II ic1d y lC'nrn 
to read tl1e pretty bookf{ th ~t 
are put into liis h01nd. wliid1 will 
not only amuse and in . truct him, 
hut cau..;P hi. parents to Jove an<l 
rPwar<l him, Jike the little girl 
1'1 the pictnre, wl10 ha~ had a 
nice pie given to her for hPr di .. 
ligence in Jearniu~· her task. 



\'Y ho teok m~ from m.v mutlier'i. arms, 
A11J, ami ling u.! liN s.uft u!arms, 
:'--ho \i't' t1 u1e the w or! <l an J nature's 

cban11s? .l\.l y Fat.hi>r, 

\Y iio inac\e me ft>el and Ulldcrst.nnd 
The wouders of thP. sra a11J lnnd, 
And mark throu;;h all th~ ~Jal,cr'!i 

band? l\ly l· athcr 



4 

'\Yho _<..:li!Ilb'tl with me tlie 111ountaiu'1 
b(:;ight, , 

Anti watd1'<l rny look of <l1ead'deligh1, 
n· hile rose the glorious orl, of light?­

]\1 y Father. 

Whn.t made a barren rook 1,0 c.lear , 
"l\f y buy, he ba<l a country therl' ," 
And vv ho tlien dropt a pi cl'i uu.-i te .1 1 " 

.\1 y Futhi:L 



}\-ho, f mm each Do\Yei and yerdant 
~t~l k, 

C a1·l!e.r'd n hon"' '<l stor~ of tal'k, 
To till the long ~lelighlful w_alk? 

I\ 1 y Fat hff. 

1 · o t 0 11 ail 11:;;t> •:. would he tread, 
~-or strike the stingi ng nettle dt>ad, 
\Yho fa twlit al otwe my heart and 

b • 

he!:j_d ~h Fall.er. 



'Yho 8niil~d at my ~upreme de-iiri>, 
To 8ee the r11rling ~n,okr a,pire, 
F'rnm l tlrnca' ! domestic firf' ? 

ivl y Fat l·er, 

0 tea<'h me still thy Chri~tian pllrn, 
Thy practice with thy prerPpt rrrn, 
'1': or yet desert me now a TP!ln. 

• .l\ly f,\i t!i ,, ,·, 



\\' ho '\'Troff' ur~n that heart, th line 

Paidei1-1 gTAved on r irtuP 1
8 ~hrine, 

To make the human r&ce divine".:> 
Mv F::ith--r. 

vYho tirfld mv brPast w1 h Uomer's 
flame, 

And tnught 1he l,igh heroic !hen-e, 

1'uat night!) flallh'c! 11pun my drenm ~ 
~ly Fattter. 



Upon the rc1Jt, ;;mid,;t thr foam. 
\V'ho with Ulvs.:;cs, lilo me roam, 
His head r.till .raised to look for homl"? 

My Father. 

S:ill let th .v scholar's l·eart. rcjoire; 
\\ ' ith ch~trm,; of tlt_v angrl1c clwice, 
~till prumpt the motive and Lhe ohoier, 

M} Fat her. 



For~ et rernain~ a little ~race. 
Till l sha ll Hwet thee lace to lat·t', 
AnJ not a.!l now 111 n1i11 euilirace, 

l\1 v Fa' ht>r, 

Should siekne~s u\ ertake thy age, 
My l.'are shall every pain assuage, 
A1id moth thee from the sac1 ed page, 

1\1 y Father. 



J () 

\\~ho to0k me it1 llw fi.e!di, to walk, 
And listPn'd to my i11fa11L Lalk, 
Makiog me chai~s or thistle i;talk? 

:\1 y Father. 

And wher1 my kite I wish'cl to try, 
Who held the- string and !et it fly, 
\Vhile pleasure lparkled in my eye, 

My father. 



Who ba<le me never shnt the 000(1 

To shun the sorrovrs of the poor, 
Or sligbt the ~oes my power c,, tld 

cure. 
r,,r y Father. 




