
1.Poor Ti ny- Tim! There all a lone- he is ly ing.-

Sad ly- we touch his wood en- crutch; no more he needs it in dy ing.-

Poor Ti ny- Tim! Light as a fea ther- to car ry,-


Now we'll see black on dear Fa ther's- back; Death, in the end, did not tar ry.-


CHORUS:

tune by Sullivan
 from Pirates of Penzance

Poor Tiny Tim







               
                   

               

                   


