The Maple's Lament

Laurie Lewis
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- When | was a- live, the birds would nest up - on my boughs

am dead, the birds no long-er sing in me,

But now that |

But some-times from my mem'-ries | can sing the birds in flight
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“  And all through long  win - ter nights the storms would ‘round me
And| feelno more the wind and rain as when I was a
And Ican sing of sweet dark earth and end - less star - ry
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howl And when the day would come, I'd raise my
tree, But bound so tight in wi - re strings, |
nights But oh, my favor - ite song of all, I
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* branch - es to the sun I was a child of
have no room to grow, And I am but the
tru - ly do Dbe - lieve Is the song the sun - light
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* earth and sky and all the world was one.
slave who sings when mas-ter draws the bow.

leaves.

sang to me while danc-ing on my

"When | was alive | stood mute in the forest. Now, in death, I sing."



