
Dark Lochnagar

The Corries

Away, ye gray landscapes, ye gardens of roses, 
In you let the minions of luxury rove, 
And restore me the rocks where the snow-flake reposes, 
If still they are sacred to freedom and love. 

Brave Caledonia, dear are thy mountains, 
Round their white summits the elements war 
Though cataracts roar

Tištěno z pisnicky-akordy.cz Sponzor: www.srovnavac.cz - vyberte si pojištění online!

Powered by TCPDF (www.tcpdf.org)

http://www.tcpdf.org

