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One of the wonderful things about being members of the older generation is all that
experience we’ve collected.  We pride ourselves in calling it wisdom, when often it’s simply
day-to-day living, or at times plain foolishness.

Regardless, we have an enormous stockpile of images tucked away in the nooks and crannies
of our brains.  In these days of COVID-19, these images have turned into a treasure trove of pure
gold as we try to make sense of and maintain positive spirits in our “new normal” world.

I often wonder what images others find the most uplifting.
 

My mind immediately conjures up images of the children of Lakeside.  As they find their
places at the front of the sanctuary, can they possibly know how much they mean to all of those
people in front of them?  At the first note of the piano or bell, can they understand how great a gift
they are giving the people in the congregation?  While they think they are just singing, do they
realize what happiness they bring to the older ones doing the listening?  Can they see that our smiles,
soft giggles, and small outbreaks of laughter are expressions of our hearts overflowing with the sheer
joy they are bringing us? 
 

I especially love Sundays when one of the Lakeside children sings “The Lamb.”  I know the
words by heart, having taught this poem countless times as an introduction to the Romantic period
in British literature.  William Blake published this poem in 1789 in his Songs of Innocence.  Indeed,
the poem is filled with images of innocence, purity, and sweetness.  It starts with a simple question
and ends with a comforting answer, one that is easy to accept and understand.  It refers to images we
all know and love, ones that are music to our ears.  What is more innocent than a little lamb?  Softer
than its wool?  Whiter, purer than its color?  More soothing than the streams and meadows by which
it feeds?



A sweet baby lamb — shared with us by our much loved children, our little lambs — as they
remind us that we are all lambs of God, who himself became a little child, a Lamb we can eagerly
accept with delight and joy and knowledge of all that is good and innocent.  It is easy to believe that
a loving God made this, and these, beautiful creatures.  We, along with the hills and vales, rejoice. 
Life is good.  Our hearts are uplifted.  Oh, for the gifts of the children!
 

My mind always goes on to recite the companion poem to this one, “The Tyger,” published
a little over a decade later, in Blake’s Songs of Experience.  Blake’s poem begins — and ends —
with a question addressed to one of the most terrifying of God’s creations: “Tyger, Tyger, burning
bright, In the forests of the night; What immortal hand or eye, Could frame thy fearful symmetry?” 
It also frames the question, “Did he who made the Lamb make thee?”

The answer, of course, is ‘yes.’ God created both creatures, the Lamb and the Tyger.  With
experience comes questions.  The more we live, the more complex the questions.  Answers to the
really hard questions will always lead to more questions.

These poems were published at a time when a revolutionary spirit was sweeping the western
world.  Consider the dates: 1776 — the American Revolution. 1789 — The storming of the Bastille
and the French Revolution.  The ideas that led to these world-changing events dealt with freedom
from oppression, democracy versus aristocracy, restriction versus freedom, the rights of the common
man.  Questions led to greater questions — questions that are still being asked today.  The answers
remain questions.

Through my experienced (wisdom? foolishness?) mind, the questions continue.  Through the
gifts from the children, I return to remembered innocence and the answers that they, as natural
beings, give us.  I can find joy in the answers, which in my heart I know lie in the voices of the
children:
 

Love God. 
Love thy neighbor.

God is love.
 

These instructions from scripture are where we focus.  If we get them right, if we continue
to “grow younger” as the children help us do, we can make the world a better place for all the
children of the world.

I remain forever grateful to the children of Lakeside.  Thank you for being there for all of us,
and may we continue to be there to protect you, to guide you in the right paths, and to help keep the
Lamb inside you always at the forefront.

 
 



The Lamb
 

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

Gave thee life & bid thee feed
By the stream & 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 callèd by thy name,

For he calls himself a Lamb.
He is meek, & he is mild;
He became a little child.
I a child, & thou a lamb,

We are callèd by his name.
Little Lamb, God bless thee!
Little Lamb, God bless thee!

— William Blake, 1789
 
 
 

Jesus loves the little children,
All the children of the world.

Red and yellow, black and white,
All are precious in His sight,

Jesus loves the little children of the world.


