WHI LE HI STORY' S MUSE
Ai r: Paddy Wack

C F - G/
WHI LE HI STORY' S MUSE THE MEMORI AL WAS KEEPI NG
C D7 G
OF ALL THAT THE DARK HAND OF DESTI NY WEAVES,
C - G F - C
BESI DE HER THE GENI US OF ERI N STOOD WEEPI NG
Am - Dm C
FOR HERS WAS THE STORY THAT BLOTTED THE LEAVES
C - F C
BUT OH, HOW THE TEARS | N HER EYELI DS GREW BRI GHT
C - D7 G
WHEN AFTER WHOLE PAGES OF SORROW AND SHAME
C - G F - C
SHE SAW HI STORY WRITE WTH A PENCI L OF LI GHT
Am - Dm C - F - C
THAT | LLUM NED THE WHOLE VOLUME, HER WVELLI NGTON' S NAME

C F - Gr
"HAI L, STAR OF MY ISLE," SAID THE SPIRI T ALL SPARKLI NG
C - D7 G
W TH BEAMS SUCH AS BREAK FROM HER OWN DEW SKI ES
C - G F - C
"THROUGH AGES OF SORROW DESERTED AND DARKLI NG
Am - Dm C
I VE WVATCHED FOR SOVE GLORY LIKE THINE TO ARl SE
C - F C
FOR THOUGH HERCES |' VE NUMBERED UNBLESSED WAS THEI R LOT
C - D7 G
AND UNHALLOWED THEY SLEEP | N THE CROSSWAYS OF FAME
C - G F - C
BUT OH, THERE |'S NOT ONE DI SHONORI NG BLOT
Am - Dm C - F - C
ON THE WREATH THAT ENCI RCLES MY VELLI NGTON' S NAME. "

C F - G7
YET STILL THE LAST CROAN OF THY TO LS | S REMAI NI NG
c D7 G
THE GRANDEST, THE PUREST, EVEN THOU HAS YET KNOWN
C - G F - C
THOUGH PROUD WAS THY TASK, OTHER NATI ONS UNCHAI NI NG
Am - Dm C
FAR PROUDER TO HEAL THE DEEP WOUNDS OF THY OWN
C - F C
AT THE FOOT OF THAT THRONE, FOR WHOSE WEAL THOU HAS STOOD
c - D7 G
GO PLEAD FOR THE LAND THAT FI RST CRADLED THY FAME
C - G F - Cc
AND BRI GHT O ER THE FLOOD OF HER TEARS AND HER BLOOD
Am - Dm C - F - C c C
LET THE RAI NBOW OF HOPE BE HER WVELLI NGTON' S NAME.






