Queen of Scots

O, my Lady, sitting patiently in foreign land, 
Where my ancestors once did stand, 
As did Mary Queen of Scots with her fiery red hair and gentle grace,

Where the ancient Britons did flow to fertile pasture and shores rich in food. 
Yet, thy heart belongs in another place,

In a land in which you grew,

We are parted by two great states. 
One of each we must conquer. 
O, my Lady, if thou lookest at the plough tonight, 
Remember me third star up. 
As I remember you and hope we shall again meet. 
Will thou take me into thy bosom and hold me there for eternity? 
Will thou be my fair Queen of Scots?
Will thou take this miserable wretch and turn him into the Prince of thy heart. 
Will you sally forth and leave behind all the bitter memories as I must. 
And start afresh with me by thy side;

To rule the world and ever happy be,
You with me and me with thee?
