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Sweet and low, sweet and low,
Wind of the western sea,

Low, low, breathe and blow,
Wind of the western sea!

Over the rolling waters go,
Come from the dying moon, and blow,

Blow him again to me:
While my little one, while my pretty one,
sleeps.

Sleep and rest, sleep and rest,
Father will come to the soon;

Rest, rest on Mother's breast,
Father will come to thee soon!

Father will come to his babe in the nest,
Silver sails all out of the west

Under the silver moon;
Sleep, my little one, sleep my pretty one,
sleep.

Sweet and Low

By Alfred, Lord Tennyson 

Swee
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Little lamb, who made thee?
Dost thou know who made thee,

Gave thee life, and bid thee feed
By the stream and o'er the mead;
Gave thee clothing of delight,
Softest clothing, wooly, bright;
Gave thee such a tender voice,
Making all the vales rejoice?

Little lamb, who made thee?
Dost thou know who made thee?

Little lamb, I'll tell thee,
Little lamb, I'll tell thee;
He is called by thy name,
For he calls himself a Lamb.
He is meek, and he is mild,
He became a little child.
I a child, and thou a lamb,
We are called by his name.
Little lamb, God bless thee!
Little lamb, God bless thee!

Little Lamb 
By WIlliam Blake
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The Moon was but a Chin of Gold
A Night or two ago--
And now she turns Her perfect Face
Upon the World below --

Her Forehead is of Amplest Blonde --
Her Cheek-- a Beryl hewn--
Her Eye unto the Summer Dew
The likest I have known--

Her Lips of Amber never part--
But what must be the smile
Upon Her Friend she could confer
Were such Her Silver Will--

And what a privilege to be
But the remotest Star--
For Certainty She take Her Way
Beside Your Palace Door--

Her Bonnet is the Firmament--
The Universe-- Her Shoe --
The Stars – the Trinkets at Her Belt--
Her Dimities --of Blue.

The Moon Was But 
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A Chin of Gold 
by Emily Dicksinson



The lights from the parlour and kitchen shone out
Through the blinds and the windows and bars;
And high overhead and all moving about,
There were thousands of millions of stars.
There ne'er were such thousands of leaves on a tree,
Nor of people in church or the Park,
As the crowds of the stars that looked down upon me,
And that glittered and winked in the dark.

The Dog, and the Plough, and the Hunter, and all,
And the star of the sailor, and Mars,
These shone in the sky, and the pail by the wall
Would be half full of water and stars.
They saw me at last, and they chased me with cries,
And they soon had me packed into bed;
But the glory kept shining and bright in my eyes,
And the stars going round in my head.

Escape at Bedtime 
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Robert Louis Stevenson



'Come, children, put away your toys;
Roll up that kite's long line;
The day is done for girls and boys-
Look, it is almost nine!
Come, weary foot, and sleepy head,
Get up, and come along to bed.'
The children, loath, must yet obey;
Up the long stair they creep;
Lie down, and something sing or say
Until they fall asleep,
To steal through caverns of the nightInto the morning's
golden light.
We, elder ones, sit up more late,
And tasks unfinished ply,
But, gently busy, watch and wait-Dear sister, you and I,
To hear the Father, with soft tread,
Coming to carry us to bed.

Bedtime 
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George MacDonald 



Between the dark and the daylight,     
When the night is beginning to lower,
Comes a pause in the day's occupations, 
That is known as the Children's Hour.

I hear in the chamber above me  
The patter of little feet,
The sound of a door that is opened,  
And voices soft and sweet.

From my study I see in the lamplight,   
Descending the broad hall stair,
Grave Alice, and laughing Allegra,  
And Edith with golden hair.

A whisper, and then a silence: 
Yet I know by their merry eyes
They are plotting and planning together 
 To take me by surprise.

A sudden rush from the stairway,  
A sudden raid from the hall!
By three doors left unguarded 
They enter my castle wall!

They climb up into my turret
O'er the arms and back of my chair;
If I try to escape, they surround me;
They seem to be everywhere.

They almost devour me with kisses, 
Their arms about me entwine,
Till I think of the Bishop of Bingen  
In his Mouse-Tower on the Rhine!

Do you think, O blue-eyed banditti,  
Because you have scaled the wall,
Such an old mustache as I am 
 Is not a match for you all!

I have you fast in my fortress,   
And will not let you depart,
But put you down into the dungeon 
 In the round-tower of my heart.

And there will I keep you forever, 
Yes, forever and a day,
Till the walls shall crumble to ruin,  
And moulder in dust away!

The Children's Hour 
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George MacDonald 



Sleep! sleep! beauty bright,
Dreaming o'er the joys of night;
Sleep! sleep! in thy sleep
Little sorrows sit and weep.

Sweet Babe, in thy face
Soft desires I can trace,
Secret joys and secret smiles,
Little pretty infant wiles.

As thy softest limbs I feel,
Smiles as of the morning steal
O'er thy cheek, and o'er thy breast
Where thy little heart does rest.

O! the cunning wiles that creep
In thy little heart asleep.
When thy little heart doth wake
Then the dreadful lightnings break. 

Sleep! Sleep! Beauty Bright 
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by William Blake



Bring me all of your dreams,
You dreamer,
Bring me all your
Heart melodies
That I may wrap them
In a blue cloud-cloth
Away from the too-rough fingers
Of the world.

The Dream Keeper 
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by Langston Hughes



It is the Harvest Moon! On gilded vanes
And roofs of villages, on woodland crests
And their aerial neighborhoods of nests
Deserted, on the curtained window-panes

Of rooms where children sleep, on country lanes
And harvest-fields, its mystic splendor rests!
Gone are the birds that were our summer guests,
With the last sheaves return the laboring wanes!

All things are symbols: the external shows
Of Nature have their image in the mind,
As flowers and fruits and falling of the leaves;

The song-birds leave us at the summer's close,
Only the empty nests are left behind,
And pipings of the quail among the sheaves.

The Harvest Moon 
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by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow



It is the Harvest Moon! On gilded vanes
And roofs of villages, on woodland crests
And their aerial neighborhoods of nests
Deserted, on the curtained window-panes

Of rooms where children sleep, on country lanes
And harvest-fields, its mystic splendor rests!
Gone are the birds that were our summer guests,
With the last sheaves return the laboring wanes!

All things are symbols: the external shows
Of Nature have their image in the mind,
As flowers and fruits and falling of the leaves;

The song-birds leave us at the summer's close,
Only the empty nests are left behind,
And pipings of the quail among the sheaves.

The Harvest Moon 
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by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow



The days are cold, the nights are long,
The north-wind sings a doleful song;
Then hush again upon my breast;
All merry things are now at rest,
Save thee, my pretty Love!

The kitten sleeps upon the hearth,
The crickets long have ceased their mirth;
There's nothing stirring in the house
Save one wee, hungry nibbling mouse,
Then why so busy thou?

Nay! start not at that sparkling light,
'Tis but the moon that shines so bright
On the window-pane bedropped with rain;
There, little darling! sleep again,
And wake when it is day.

The Cottager to her Infant 
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by Dorothy Wordswoth



Little baby, lay your head
On your pretty cradle-bed;
Shut your eye-peeps, now the day
And the light are gone away;
All the clothes are tucked in tight;
Little baby dear, good night.

Yes, my darling, well I know
How the bitter wind doth blow;
And the winter’s snow and rain
Patter on the window-pane:
But they cannot come in here,
To my little baby dear.

Goodnight 
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by Jane and Ann Taylor




