Come to the Garden

Pamela Jean Holm Pamela Jean Holm
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Come 10 the gar-den,dear night en- gale, sing sweet ly. Sing in the gar-den a song for my
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soul. The win-ter is dark, and the winds they cut deep lv. Sing out yoursong, for the night is so
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cold. Light fil- ters through twisted sil-lu-et-ted fin-gers, branch-es thar long for the
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pro.mise of  spring. Stir ring the Farth’s an.cient yearn ing for spring time calls back the
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song-birds to  sing Wake, lit-tle  rose-bud, forspring-trime is
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call-ing.  Hold in your heart who you know that you are. Draw from the earth some sweer
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sap for vour branch es. Hold to your truth;set vour sights on a  star. Oh, lit-tle
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night-en- gale, sing your song sweet- ly. Oh, lictde night.en.gale, sing me your song.
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