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The king sent out your fa therto

Allegro
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war as once he sent my fa ther be fore. My wed dingring

9

and the gold on my ear to dayhave I bar tered for bread, my dear.
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The moon is dy ing, her throat is red,
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The wind is cry ing, “Your fa ther'sdead.
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The ho ly
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priest for say ing a mass will take our gen tle ox and our ass,
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and we must give our cow a way to a man who digs the
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grave to day. The king has gi ven us a re ward
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a med al of bronze and your fa ther'ssword.
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Grain there is none on the gra nary
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floor. The lean wolf, Mi se ry, howls at our door Un til I wake
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and cut off my hair. My son, I will keep you strong and fair,
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For soon you shall take your fa ther’s sword
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and bring me the king's head for re ward. For
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king's head for re ward.
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