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How doth the little busy bee
Improve each shining hour,

Aad gather honey all the day
From evepy opening flower.

In works of labour, or of skill,
I would be busy too;

For Satan finds some mxschlef still
For idle hand

In books, or work, or health!u] play,
Let my first years be past,

That I may give for every day
Some a&@p&mt at _ast.
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Who sat and watch'd my infant
head,
When sleeping on my cradle bed,
Advid tears of sweet affection shed ?
My Mother.
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W hen pain and sickness made me cry

Who gazed upon my heavy eye,

And wept for fear that I showld dze,
My Motfjer.
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W hae fed me //nm her gentle breast,

Au hush'd me in her arms to rest,

And on my cheek sweet fisses
press d.

My Mother.

When sleep forsook my open eye,

Who was it sung sweet hushaby,

And rock’d me that I should not cry?
My Mother
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Who ran to help me when I fell,
And would some pretly story tell,

Or kiss the place to make it well ?
My Mother.

Who dress’d me out in clothes so
8ay, 5
And taught me prelly how to play,

And minded all I had to say.
» My Moltler.
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And when my new shoes made me
Jall,

Who was the first to hear my call.

And coax me home with cup and

ball, My Mother.

Who made me love my books indeed,

And who delighted heard me read

Those lales she could recite with
speed ? My Motker.
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For well I knew thes void ot guue,
W hen others jrown’d, thy soothing
smile,
Would many a little woe beguile,
My Mother.
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Who taught my infant lips to pray,

To love God's holy book and deuy,

And walk in wisdom's pleasant way?
My Mother.
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And can I ever cease to be
Affectionate and kind to thee,

Who was so very kind lo me”?
My Mother.

Ak, no! the thought I cannot bear,
Anid i God please my life to spare,

1 hope I shall veward thy care.,
My Molher.
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IThen thow art feeble, old, and gr2y,

My healthy arm shall be thy stay,

dnd I will sooth thy pains away,
My Mother.

For thow wert always good and
kind,
And I could speak to thee my mind,
Nweel solacs from thy lips lo find,
My Mother.
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And when [ see thee hang thy henad,

“fawill be miy turn to watch lhy bed,

Aud tears of sweet affection shed,
ﬂ’!g/ Mother.

For God, who lives above the skies,
Would look with vengeance in lhis
eyes,
If 1 should ever dare despise,
My DMotler.
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For 1 do love thee very well,

Yes, more than any words can tell;

Thy name shall in my bosom dwell,
My Mother
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