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SLEEP IN THEE GRAVE WHERE WE L.—\Il) THELE .

Word by L.J.C.
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Composed by T.E.Bailey.
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Sleep, sleep in  the grave where we

L i The sweet bird thy figs were ea.
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laid thee, With the wild flowers o...ver thy breast; The last
ress...ing , Looks P lent...ly forth from his cage, — The
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earth - has been paid thee, Now
fin....... gers press.-.ing, ) Are
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it  hath fa. . .ded, And the .heart blossoms witherd a...
are all blighted, And the light that was o0...ver them
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And the joy - of our spirits is" ' sha....ded, As the
ay nev...... er a...gain be

re...-.lig‘h!. --.ed, For. .the
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‘l\light shadow darkens the day .

love....li....est flow'ret hath flown. -
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~ Sleep on in thy motionless .slumbers,

Away in the churchyard alone,

‘vN'or the bird,nor the lute, their wild numi)érs,
Shall wake to the sound of thy tone. )

Our tears shall not fall for our darling,
Nor .a murmur~be heard in our prayer, .
~For above. there’s a nest for the birdling,
And we know that our idol is there.




