The blind man / lines written for and composed by Benj. Judd Jr.

Contributors

Judd, Ben;.
Francis A. Countway Library of Medicine

Publication/Creation
[Place of publication not identified] : [publisher not identified], [18707]

Persistent URL

https://wellcomecollection.org/works/ah2xt66n

License and attribution

This material has been provided by This material has been provided by the
Francis A. Countway Library of Medicine, through the Medical Heritage
Library. The original may be consulted at the Francis A. Countway Library of
Medicine, Harvard Medical School. where the originals may be consulted.
This work has been identified as being free of known restrictions under
copyright law, including all related and neighbouring rights and is being made
available under the Creative Commons, Public Domain Mark.

You can copy, modify, distribute and perform the work, even for commercial
purposes, without asking permission.

Wellcome Collection

183 Euston Road

London NW1 2BE UK

T +44 (0)20 7611 8722

E library@wellcomecollection.org
https://wellcomecollection.org



http://creativecommons.org/publicdomain/mark/1.0/

;' T -t e v—{‘-%ﬁ'{f 5 = s T .
LB N (BTN w,;[ft..f:jafw;(%a ! ,};?}i

B

The Blind Man.

LINES WERITTEN FOR AND COMPOSED BY
Vewny. Judd, Jv.

The beanties of nature were once dear to me,

But they have all vanished a8 I cannot see;

Their beauty and form ure all stamped in my mind,
But I cannot sce them, becanze I am blind.

Full twenty long years as yvou all well know,

I've been feeling my way with my saw, spade and hoe;
I've just buried my gon, which troubles my mind,
Which fills me with sorrow, besides being blind.

A more nokle boy, there never could be,

*He was always obedient fnd kind unto me;
There were no bad habitsn him you could find,
He was more faithful, because 1 was blind.

His age was sixteen, and ke intended to be,
A puide and a comfort thirough life unto me;
But now he has goune and left me behind,

I feel lone and forsaken, besides being blind.

I've o wife and three children who look up to me,
My children ery, “ Father, I wich you could see'
Imagine my feelings, when those words so kind,
Bring tears to my eyes, and yet I am blind.

My friends aleo sympathise and pity me,

And say what a pity, you cannot eee;

May the blessings of Heaven, be vpon those so kind ;
That do net toreske me, flthough I am blind.

Eemcmber il:e blind wherever they be,

Be thavkful to God whoever ean gec;

The organ of sight, will vou bare it in mind;

You know not Low to prize it unti! you are blind.

My Lealth is impaited and my gight gore from me,
Arnd there is no prospect I ever can see;
When Jife's journey i evel, 1 hope I hall find
A home with my Savicur, where o one is blind.
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