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May the Lord support us all the day long,
Till the shades lengthen and the evening comes,
and the busy world is hushed,
and the fever of life is over,
and our work is done.
Then in his mercy may he give us a safe lodging,
and holy rest, and peace at the last.

Brigid White (John Henry Newman)



Bed-time
by Thomas Hood

The evening is coming,
The sun sinks to rest;
The rooks are all flying
Straight home to the nest.
“Caw!” says the rook, as he flies overhead;
“It's time little people were going to bed!”

The flowers are closing;
The daisy’s asleep;
The primrose is buried
In slumber so deep.
Shut up for the night is the pimpernel red;
It’s time little people were going to bed!

The butterfly, drowsy,
Has folded its wing;
The bees are returning,
No more the birds sing.
Their labour is over, their nestlings are fed;
It’s time little people were going to bed!

Here comes the pony,
His work all done;
Down through the meadow
He takes a good run;
Up goes his heels and down goes his head;
It’s time little people were going to bed!

Good night, little people,
Good night and good night;
Sweet dreams to your eyelids
Till dawning of light;
The evening has come, there’s no more to be said,
It’s time little people were going to bed!

The Berevement Journey

Ni imithe uainn ata siad
ach imithe romhainn

They are not gone from

us but gone before us



