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€he Grave and Gonny Dost

(For Prince Staingtim Stallans, upon s
vktony et MyRgan Weod)
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Oh  see how the mist lies  o-ven the field: The monng of
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bat-cle 1s come.  Soft inThe glen ctheae's the muf-fled
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Fill our cups with ale ar wne ot beer; we will stand To-ge-ther
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ne -veR fear ; and we'll dank down a woast To the berave and
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bty bon-ny hosT that fghts R the ban-nen of An Tik
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Words and music © 1980 by Roger Shell. Used by permission.
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O, BEE MOW THE MIBT LIES OVER TWE FIELD...

NOW THE LIGHT OF THE BUN SPREADS OVER THE MILL;
IT BCATTERS THE MIBT FAROM THE GREEN,
AND THERE IN THE CLEAR COME THE WARRIORS OF AN Tinm
THEIR BLACK AND GOLDEN BANNER CAN BE SEEN,
CHORUS: FiILL OUR CUPS WITH ALE OR WINE OR BEERS
WE WiLL STAND TOGETHER, NEVER FEAR;
AND WE'LL DRINK DOWN A TOAST TO THE BRAVE
ANO BONNY HOST
THAT FIGHTS FOR THE BANNER oF AN Tim,

0, SEL THEM ADVANCE A8 A WALL OF BTEEL,

EACH MAN WITH HIS BWORD AND MNI8 BMIELD;

NOW THEY GHARGE WITH A CHEER, FOR THE HONOR OF AN Tim,
To wWiN OR TO DIE UPON THE FIELD,

CHORUS

By MANY A FIRE THERE 'S A LaDY FAIR,

WO WAITS FOR MER LOVE TO RETURN;

HER NEEDLE'S IN WER THREADS, OR SHE'S BAKING OF THE
BREADS,

AND DREAMING OF THE TOUCH FOR WHICM SME YEARNS,

CHORUS

To THE CREST OF THE MILL FIGHT THE BRAVE AND THC BOLD,
WHERE THE SLAIN THICKLY LIE ON THE FIELD;

Now, ALONE IN THME CLEAR, B8TAND THE wamriors of An Timr,
AND THE FOEMAN AT LAST 18 FORCED TO YIELD.

CHORUS

O, BTRIKE UP YOUR LUTE, ALL YE MINSTRELS,
WHOBE SxILL 18 RENOWNED FAR AND WIDE}

COME TELL US AGAIN OF THE MIGHTY SAND OF MEN
WO CARRIED THE SATTLE FOR OUR 8I0E,

CHORUS

Treararns Flarun bast Wigme Gfe
Basind [ 3 Gerguasy
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