The Orphan's Lament

Words by It di Y. Moth Music by
Sarah T. Bolton m Standing by Your Grave, Mother Joseph P. Webster
Andantino
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|.I'm stand-ing by your grave  moth-er, The winds are sob-bing wild, And the
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2 The Orphan's Lament
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win - try stars  look dim - ly down, Up-on  your or - phan child, Dark
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clouds are wreathed a-long the sky, In man-y aheav-y__ fold And the
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moon-light on  the frost-y grass, Gleams ver - y pale and cold, And the
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moon - light on the frost -y grass, Gleams ver - 'y pale__ and cold.
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2We had a hap - py home_ moth-er Up - on the moun-tain
3./ had a gen - te sis - ter then, She s not with me
4.I'm stand - ing by your  grave moth -er, No hu - man form s
35 5. The morn -ing sun  looked gen -ty down Oer fro - zen wold and
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4 The Orphan's Lament
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side, When the sum - mer  birds sang all  day long, Be -
now, for the gloom - y  shad - ow of the grave Lies
near; And the fit - ful moan - ing of the wind, Is
20 wild, And____ fissed the  lt - te pal - hd face of
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fore  dear fa - ther died, Then moth - er dear, your cheek grew pale and
on her ba - by brow, And stran - gers meet  a - round the fre, Up -
all the sound | hear; | trem - ble when the old trees toss  Their
o that  poor or - phan chile) She felt  no more the sting - ing colg, Nor
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pal - er eve - ry_day Un - il at  last the
on  the old  hearth stone, Oh_— moth - er  in the
shad - ows to and__ fro, But Il shut  my eyes, and
P heard the fem - pest__  rave The_ snow wreath was her
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an - gels came, And bore you too a - way, Un -
cold wide world, I'm all a-lone, a - lone. Oh
say my prayers You taught  me long a - go. But I'll
» wind - ing  sheet p - on her moth - ers  grave. The
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til at last  the an - gels came, And bore  you too_ a - way.
moth - er in the cold  wide world, Im  all a-lone,__ a- lone.
shut my eyes, and say my prayers You taught me long___ a - go.
5 snow  wreath was  her wind - ing sheet Up - on her moth - er’s grave.
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