I cannot bring Thee praise.... . wae @evisssy
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I cannot bring Thes praise like golden noon-light
Shining on earth’s green floor;
My song is more like silver of the moonlight;
But I adore.
2
I cannot bring Thee, O Beloved, ever,
Pure song of woodland bird;
And vet I know the song of Thy least lover
In lowve is heard.
3

O bleszad be the Love that nothing spurneth,
Lowe, that doth cloze enfold

Onr little song in love, our silver turnath
To finz-spun gold.

19231 Amy Cermichesl (1867-1951) ® The Dohnever Fellowship, B0 Windmill Rd, Brentbed, Middx, TWE 0QH, UK
Movntzin Breszes © 1900 p28 Photocopying parmitted for non-commercizl pze only. CCLI resistersd



