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THE ORPHAN'S LAMENT.

Words by Sarah T. Bolton,

J.

P. Webster.
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standing by your grave, ... mother, The winds are sobbing
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child, Dark clouds arewreathed a.long the sky. In
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frosty grass, Gleams
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summer birds sang allday long, Be. fore dear fa. ther died, Then
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Mo . ther, in the cold wideworld I'm  all a . lone a . lone
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srave  mother,

Im standing by your
No haman form is° near;
And the fitful moaning of the wind,
Is all the sound [ hear;

I tremble when the old ftrees toss
Their shadows fo and fro,
But 1] shut my eyes, and
You tavght me long ago.

say my prayers

2.
The morning sun looked gently down
Oer frozen wold and wild,
And kissed the little pallid face
Of that poor orphan child; "
She felt no more the stinging cold,
Nor heard the tfempest rave,
The snow wreath was her winding sheet s
Upon her mothers grave.
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