Gathering           

With cast away cloaks all tattered and torn 
We climb the high hill with trees for a crown

Sky blasted Oak, the ash and the thorn

Sing to the moon as the horn goes around 

Light up the stars in the dark before dawn

We dance now together on this sacred ground

With cast away cloaks all tattered and torn
Dragons of cloud drift by grey and white
Rain drifts a veil in a shroud us to wind 
Soft as the wings of the owl in the night

Wind from the west comes sighing to find

We gathered close round in the red firelight

Sing we now softly of those gone before
With cast away cloaks all tattered and torn

Come dance we are gathered from forests afar

To fly with the clouds all moonlit above

By tall tree and standing stone, light of the star

Filled with the songs and the stories and love

Tread our way softly through glassy dew grass 

Before the fresh dawn comes to claim us at last

Away we are flown in the arms of the morn
With cast away cloaks all tattered and torn
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