
The Soldier’s Boy

The snow was fast de scend ing And the night was- com- ing on When a
4
4

sold ier’s boy quite friend less came up to a la dy’s door. The lad y at her

(a)

wind ow high she raised her eyes with joy O lad y gay take

(b)

pi ty I pray on a poor litt le sol- dier’s boy.

(a) var. (b) var.

2. My mother died when I was young
And my father he went to the wars.
But in battle have he nobly fall,
All covered with wounds and scars.
For many a mile on his knapsack
He has carried me with joy.
But now I’m left, of pity bereft,
I’m a poor little soldier’s boy.

3. The snow is fast descending
And night is coming on.
Unless you are befriending
I shall perish before the morn.
Then how it will grieve your hear
And your peace of mind destroy
To find me dead at yonder in the morn,
A poor little soldier’s boy.

The lady rushed from her window
And she opened the mansion’s doors.
"Come in", she cried, "misfortune’s child.
You never shall want any more.
For my only son in battle fell.
He was my only joy
And whilst I live, shelter will I give,
To a poor little soldier’s boy.

Source: Mrs. M.A. Clayton at Chipping Campden.  Collected by Cecil Sharp 13 January 1909.



Notes: Sharp only noted one verse from Mrs Clayton.  The remaining words are from
William Wilcock, London.


