The Field of Monterey

M. D SyLLIVAN
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. The sweet church bells are peal-ing out A cho - rus wild and free, And
. Whenspring was here with op -’'ning flow’rs And 1 the proud May queen, And
The per-sim- mon is blush-ing now, The paw-paw’sfruit is red, But
The bu - gles swell their wild -est notes And loud the can - non roar, And
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ev -'ry thing re - joic- ing TFor the glo - rious vic - to - ry; But
all the young and gay were met To dance up - on the green; The
he, the loved and man -ly one, Lies Ilow a - mong the dead. And
mad - ly peal the sweetchurch bells For ho - ly rest no more; But
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bit - ter tears are gush-ing For the gal-lant and the gay, Who
no - blest and the man -1li - est Was by my side that day, Who
bit - ter tears are fall - ing For the gal - lant and the gay Who
lone - ly hearts are bleed-ing TUp- on this glo - ri - ous day, the
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of Mon - te - rey,
of Mon - te -rey,

Who now indeath are sleep-ing
Who now indeath is sleep-ing

On the field of Mon-te-r'ey.
On the field of Mon - te-rey.
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now in death are sleep-ing On the field of Mon - te-rey; On the
now in death is sleep-ing On the field of Mon - te-rey; On the
now in death are sleep-ing On the field of Mon - te-rey; On the
loved in d@eath are sleep-ing On the feld of Mon - te-rey, On the
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field of Mon-te-rey, Who now indeath are sleep-ing On the field of Mon - te-rey.
field of Mon - te -rey,For the lov’d in death are sleep-ing On the field of Mon - te-rey.
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Our Native Song
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sing with voi - ces
2. Thouold - en, bard - ic
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clear andstrong,The song of songs up - rais - ing; Qur
fa - ther-land, Thou land of truth and

beau -« ty, Thou

3. Withthee for aye we cast our lot; To home and vir-tue tru - ly We
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own, our fa-thers’ na - tive song, Set wood-land ech - oes prais - ing.
dear, thou well - be - lov - ed land, Thy praise is joy and du - ty.
ded - i-cate our hand, and heart, And soul, and spir - it new - ly.
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