A Lament for the Locs of the Great Forect of Petait

Undone! undone! We all do cry,

hs we're driven hither and yon,
We know not all our ancestors,
Now the Great Forest is Gone.

Chorus:

Then fare thee wel| ol Great Forest

S0 fare thee wel| ol friend

Thou wast 4 span, spread across the b
And vow brougnt vigh to an end

2. We tiled beneath the buts of Druj
Yet within our forest, dwel,

Then freedom came; but al the came,
Petant is o wore fek.

Chorus -

2, Navarvi friends did welcome us,
But the Tarn Valleys v lome,

By Cathian of The Eaves

To know our frees, we must be free,
S0 the trods we went o voam.

Chorus -

4. The Barvens war was fraught with gore,
Though a home we might rechim.

Md <0 of course, we marched in force,
Whilst chanting Peytant's name.

Chorus -
5. Now the Dryj veturn and forests burn,

ks we sCatter once again
Our hopes al fade beneath the blaze,

And we know vow onl pain.

Chorus -
Rt Chorus,



