
Life & Death etc:
6 short songs & a recitation for light baritone & piano or keyboard

We're All in the Dumps (anon.) & from An Island in the Moon by W'm Blake (1757-1827)

Julian Dale 

Preferably sung with little or no vibrato
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from The Last Leaf by O. W. Holmes (1809-94)
2. The Last Leaf

6

10

14












 






























 


 



 








 













 









 













   

 

  

 






 







 



    














   






 

 







  




















 

















 















 






  




  


  

 



 












 





















 










 




  

 

  

 

  

























6
8

6
8

6
8

9
8

9
8

9
8

6
8

6
8

6
8

   

 

  



  

 



  



  





 



 













 





 

 











 







 









The mo ssy

prest in their bloom

mar bles rest on the lips that he has

And the names he loved to

hear have been carved for

My grand ma ma has

many a year on the tomb.

said (poor old la dy, she is

  = 73

Harpsichord, if available

sempre legato

Pochiss. piu mosso

 

 
 








 

















 









 













 
































 






































 



5



18

22

26

31







 







































 



 











 

 



  

















  





 






   

 






   
 

 

     




 


 


 





 

  


  










 









  


  

 

































 



  

 

 



 
































 

 

 

  



 

 



 









  










 

  






  






























9
8

6
8

9
8

9
8

9
8

9
8

9
8

6
8

6
8

6
8

6
8

6
8

   

    

  





























 





 







 



 

 







 



























dead long a go) that he

cheek was like a rose in the

had a Ro man nose and his

snow.

But now his nose is thin,

staff. And a crook is in his

it& rests ponu his chin like a

back, and a mel an cho crackly

Tempo 1















 

 












 

























 

 

 







 



 

  

 










6



34

38

42

47



 

 


















 







 
































 






















 













  

 



  










      

     




 

 






    

  

  

       





 







 






  

 

















  

 




 

 

  


  






 























 







 









   

  

 



























  




 
 




   




 
 

 

 



























9
8

9
8

9
8

6
8

6
8

6
8

 

 



 

 

  



 



 





 

  

 

















 

 

 























 







 









 

in his laugh. I know

at him here; but the old

it is a sin for me to andsit grin

cor3 nered hat & the

breech es & all that are so queer!

I should live to be the last leaf

And if

ponu the tree in the spring,

Pochiss. piu mosso

Poco rit. Tempo 1

 





 

 
















 










 













 





 






 
































  



 












 














7



52

56












 

















 















   










   


  

 

 






  





  































6
8

9
8

9
8

9
8

6
8

6
8

6
8

6
8

6
8

   



























let them smile Ias do

bough where I cling.

now, at the old safor ken

poco rit.





 










   

 




 






















8



from Song of Myself by Walt Whitman (1819-92) 
3. Letters from God
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How Singular by Thos. Hood the Younger (1835-74)
4. Batter
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from The Eagle that is Forgotten by Vachel Lindsay (1879-1931)
5. Eagle Forgotten
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If elec. keyboard, try a voice more mellow than a piano.
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from The Higher Pantheism in a Nutshell by A. C. Swinburne (1837-1909)
6. In a Ditch
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from Lalla Rookh by Thos. Moore (1779-1852) & A Few Muddled Metaphors... by Thos. Hood (1835-74)
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