


“Twinkle, twinkle, little star,
how I wonder what you are!”
Lincoln sang, as he lay on a
leaf, staring up at the starry
night sky.

“Up above the world so high,”
Wallace joined in, and the two

continued the chorus together,
“Like a diamond in the sky.”
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Lincoln and Wallace sang the
rest of the lullaby together.
When it came to an end they

were silent.

Lincoln sighed. “I wish I could
write a lullaby,” he said, sitting
up and facing Wallace.

“Why don’t you try?” Wallace
asked.

“I don’t think I can. I’ve never
written a song before. But I
love singing lullabies.”

“You should try,” Wallace
encouraged. “I think you could
write a beautiful lullaby.”

“I guess I should give it a
try, but...” Lincoln started,
then his sentence trailed off.

“I’ll think about it.”
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The two friends said goodnight, and

turned over on their leaves. Wallace I wonder if
was soon fast asleep; however, Lincoln I could
stayed awake thinking about the really write

lullaby he longed to write. one, he thought.
I should probably

o . =] try. But what if I
NG AT it & what then?
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The next day Lincoln flew off R NERE T — A2

to a quiet spot. He decided %Eﬁfﬂﬁ el iR E
that he was going o give R T — A O 4

songwriting a try. Finding the T RS A
perfect blade of grass for

composing, he settled down Ko
and was soon deep in
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how am I ever going to even
start?”’
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"Oh, Lincoln," said his friend
when he found him. "I'm

sorry you feel so discouraged.

But you can't give up!
Sometimes you have to try
over and over again until you
get it right.”

"But I can't!" Lincoln cried.
"T'll never be able to write a

lullaby!"

Wallace thought for a
moment and then asked,
"Did you pray and ask Jesus
to help you?"

Lincoln shook his head.
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“You should,” Wallace said.
“I'm sure He’d help you.
Then, if you want, I could
help you as well. I’'ve never

written a lullaby before either.

It will be a first for both of
us, but we can do it together

with God's help.”

A smile spread across
Lincoln’s face. “I like that
idea,” he said. “You’re a great
friend, Wallace.”
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The two friends bowed their
heads to pray.

“God, please

cheer Lincoln
up,” Wallace
prayed. “Help us

® Nnow as we write
this lullaby.
Show us what to
write this song
about, and even
give us the
words for it.

keep trying even

when it doesn’t
seem to work.
Amen.”
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“I thought of something,” Lincoln (
said. What if we wrote about

nighttime soundsr”

“I like that! What would you think { \
about singing it for Drudy, Bits and ‘

Fiery once it’s writtenr” g
g
Lincoln nodded his head in

agreement. “I think they’d like that.”
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That night, in the moonlight,
Lincoln and Wallace sang their
lullaby for their friends.

“That was beautiful!” exclaimed
Bits when they were done. “I’d like to
learn to sing it, too.”

Fiery nodded her head, liking
the 1dea as well. Lincoln couldn’t
have been happier.

| MARKE, fEANT, BRI
A NI RATTEE T AR TR 4R 1A

jﬁ iiilp

“UFrdk 71 7 ANEAENTSE L
JAWL TR, MR

';(_ '"-‘_; ':z
=] b2 # g
A/E\/Z\ HEI o oo

NEREL, BERRER
X R T .




A Nighttime Lullaby

When darkness covers the sky,
And stars twinkle up on high,
I love to listen to all the
sounds,

That nighttime brings around.

I hear the crickets’ song;
The frogs also sing along.
Shhh, I can hear the breeze,

Rustling the grass and leaves.

Hush now, and listen well,
There’s a nighttime tale
Told to all, near and far,
No matter where you are.

A R B B 68 1S

AR,
R R 2 L AR LA
RN

e _ERIBTAT
F My 2] deR i D £ 01
5B EEE TR A.

W, HMr 2] T UR
POID I AR I ARTEL

w ok, A,
A IRET
TFRK, TLgweil,
IS ARTERE B




It’s important to k VA e e
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trying, no matter how
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difficult or impossible R AR AR R

something may seem.
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