If I Die Young

Sasha Krause Lavon Wideman
9 % j— — n i i — i i |
y AN 3 I [ y 2 I I T | I I I I y 2| I |
[ o W /] Py =0 e | ! I I } } } } /\‘l' P } J\ }

ORI  Vr ey wp 2—9 3 2

000... 0o0... Qoo™
TN /‘\
P o — .
3 B e H—— 1< e = g Fo—]
y /1 1 e | I I |- e | A I |
S 3 T I © I © I I } I I )
- -

0 ‘ ‘ ‘ | | | | | A | | |

P’ A 1 I T I I T I T I I [ T I T T I I 1
%H:g—#e‘r—a‘-f—ke. 3 >3

LIf 1 die young, count not my life as blight - ed. Nor pond-er
2f 1 die young, think not the ho -urs wast - ed, I spent pre-

31 die young, pray, mourn me¢ not my friends! You did not

41f 1 dj/\ young, oh, grant this voice a heir\— ing! Death is but
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sad - ly o'er the might-have - been. You saw not how my youth - ful soul, de -
par-ing for some fu - ture day. My God is not un - right - teous to  for -
see the tears that washed my  soul, You did not see the tem - pest fierce with -
gain to those who trust my  God; And know that He is watch - mg for my
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light - ed, Soared up - ward as  though on the wings of wind.

get it. He will com - plete - ly re - com - pense some day.

n me, Nor how I urned with  long - ing for  the goal.

com - ing My soul you did not bur - y in the sod.
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