For Scotland's Honoured Men

(Malcolm Melville) Words & Music by
JIM HOWARD
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3. Can ye think how sweet how sacred, are those memories noo tae me. I'm far awa’ fraec ma ain folk, in a

land sae strange tae be. I'm deein’ for auld Scotland, for ma Mither’s hearth and hame, for ma land o’ birth,

the best on earth and for Scotland’s honoured name. I can hear ma sister singing, the sangs I 1o’e sae weel.
“Ye Banks and Braes o’ Bonnie Doon” and “The Land o’ the Leal”.

4. I’mback again in ma sweet hame, way doun in the glen. I’'m wandering through the auld hoose, whaur
I’ve been baith ‘but and ben’. T heard the horses neighing, ma han’is on the ploo, the graun auld hills, the
graun auld dales, I see them a’the noo. But I ken ma strength is failing and I’'m deein’ far frae hame, I'm
wrapped in Scotland’s honour and enrolled in our ain fame.

5. He has promised me forgiveness, for a’ dark days that hae past. I'm joining Him in Heaven, when I cross
the bridge the last. Thear His roll-call sounding, I hear Him ca’ me hame. Fareweel ma soldier comrades, a’
the pain seems tae hae gane. Farewell ma dear auld Mither, God mend your broken hert, I’ve done ma duty

faithfully, I’'ve played the manly pairt.

6. Guid-bye, guid-bye, ma sister dear, I see ye on the hill. Ye are waiting for ma comin’, but that is not His

sweet will. Be kind to our auld Mither, cheer her declining days. Tell Faither I have faithfully, redeemed ma

wayward ways. And sister, will ye speak to her, ma schoolmate leal and true, tell her I have her keepsake, it
lies on ma hert the noo.

7. Thope that some dear comrade will luve her for ma sake. Will luve an’ cherish fondly that dear hert I
canna take. And think sometimes o' him wha’s gane, wha luved her tae the last, wha died for her and those
sae dear and noo his life is passed. The sun will rise o’er ma dear glen, the moon will wade the sea. The lark
will sing his morning sang, but sing nae mair tae me.

8. ForI’'mdeeing on a foreign field, far, far frae a’ma ain. Ma een would like tae see again, that dear auld
thatched hame. Would I could hear ma Mither’s prayer, as the darkness starts tae fa’, and ma Faither clasps me
tae his hert, before I gang awa’. Tae the land whaur shadows never rest, whaur the bonded are a’ free. Whaur

those that fell in freedom’s name will sairly welcome me.

9. We sing this sang for freedom’s sake, for auld Scotland’s honoured name. For those young men who
foucht and died, we’ll see them nae mair again. Wha left their puir auld mithers, their sisters on the hill, nae
mair will hear their faithers sing, or see their sweethearts by the mill. They’re far awa frae their sweet hames,

their herts are cold and still. We sing this sang tae honour them, for that we His sweet will.

Short Version, Verses 1,2, 5, 8 and 9.

For Scotland's Honoured Men



