
T H E

S U N - F L O W E R ;
OR

P O E T I C A L  B L O S S O M S .

Like as the Sun-F lower spreads its leaves 
To meet the Sun’s bright rays,

The youthful mind with warmth receives 
The moral Truth conveys.

NEW HAVEN.
P R IN T E D  AND P U B L IS H E D

BY S. BABCOCK.





THE

SUN-FLOWER ;
OR

P O E T I C A L  BLOSSOMS.

Like as the Sun-Flower spreads its leaves 
To meet the Sun’s bright rays,

The youthful mind with warmth receives 
The moral Truth conveys.

N E W  H A V E N .
P R IN T E D  AND P U B L IS H E D  

BY S. BABCOCK.



2 THE SUN-FLOWER.



THE

S U N - F L O W E R .

ANN AND THE CAT.

I like little pussy,
Her coat is so warm; 

And if I don’t hurt her 
Sh e’ll do me no harm.

So I’ll not pull her tail, 
Nor drive her away, 

But pussy and I
Very gently will play.

She shall sit by my side,
And I’ll give her some food, 

And she’ll love me, because 
I am gentle and good.
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THE GOOD SCHOLAR.

Henry Banks, though very young,
W i ll never do what’s rude or wrong :
When spoken to, he always tries 
To give the most polite replies.

Observing what at school he’s taught, 
He minds his books, as children ought,
And when return’d at night from

school,
He never lolls on chair or stool.

Some children, when they write, we 
know,

Their ink about them, heedless, throw; 
But he, though young, has learned to 

think
That clothes look spoiled with spots 

of ink.

Perhaps some little boy may ask,
If Henry always learns his task ; 
With pleasure I can answer this, 
Because with truth I answer, “ Yes.”
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THE NEW PENNY.

Little Ann saw a man 
Quite poor at the door,

And Ann had a pretty new penny, 
Now this the kind girl 
Threw pat in his hat, 

Although she was left without any.

She meant, as she went,
To stop at a shop,

Where cakes she had seen a great
many,

And buy a fruit pie,
Or take home a cake 

By spending her pretty new penny.

But well I can tell,
When Ann gave the man 

Her money, she wished not for an y ; 
He said, “ I’ve no bread,”
Ann heard, and preferred 

To give him her pretty new penny.
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IMPROVEMENT.

Another story, mother dear,
Did young Maria say ;

You read so nice, so loud and clear,—  
Another story, pray.

I love that book , I do indeed,
So take it up again ;

I think I see the things you read,
You make it all so plain.

What would I give to read like you.
W hy nothing comes amiss!

O, any thing I’ll gladly do,
If you will teach me this.

Maria, then, must learn to spell,
If she would read like me ;

She soon may learn to read as w e ll;
O, that I will, said she.

Young readers, it is truth I speak, 
Such pains she daily took,

In rather better than one week,
She learned to read this book.
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CLEVER LITTLE THOMAS.

When Thomas Poole 
First went to school,

He was but scarcely seven ;
Yet knew as well 
To read and spell 

As most boys of eleven.

He took his seat,
And wrote quite neat,

And never idly acted;
And then, beside,
He multiplied,

Divided and subtracted

His master said,
(And stroked his head)

“ If thus you persevere,
My little friend,
You may depend 

Upon a Prize next year.”
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THE LETTER.
When Mary’s papa was from home a 

great way,
She attempted to write him a letter 

one day,
So ruling the paper, an excellent plan,
In all proper order, little Mary began.

She wrote, she lamented sincerely to 
tell,

That her dearest mamma had been 
very unwell;

That her story was long, but when he 
came back,

He would hear of the shocking beha­
vior of Jack.

Though an error or two we by chance 
may detect,

It was better than treating papa with 
neglect,

For Mary, when older, we know will 
learn better,

And write her papa a most excellent 
letter.
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EVENING HYMN.

And now another day is gone,
I’ll sing my Maker’s praise ;

My comforts ev’ry hour make known 
His providence and grace.

But how my childhood runs to waste!
My sins how great their sum! 

Lord, give me pardon for the past, 
And strength for days to come.

I lay my body down to sleep ;
Let angels guard my head ;

And thro’ the hours of darkness keep 
Their watch around my bed.

With cheerful heart I close mine eyes, 
Since thou wilt not remove ;

And in the morning let me rise, 
Rejoicing in thy love.



16 T H E  S U N - F L O W E R .

THE TEAR

What was it dropp’d upon my cheek ?
A tear from Anna’s eye ;

Lift up thy head, my love, and speak, 
Come, tell thy mother why ?

It did not seem like passion’s tear, 
Nor did it whim betray;

A better dress it seem’d to w ear;
And gently forc’d its way.

Her linnet’s death makes Anna dull, 
She saw it droop and die ;

The grief which found her heart too 
full,

Took shelter in her eye.

Then not for worlds I’ll check its 
course,

Too dear the gem I hold;
The tear that springs from pity’s 

source,
Is worth a mine of gold.
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