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Buddy Miller m;mm&@m

I the hour of gald, the hour of lead
We cid forge our wadding bed

On a hard and holy road

‘We fay down our head

In the hour of gold, in the hour of lead’

Ha said “Oh my love, Oh my Antonia
You with the dark eyes and palest of skin
Tonight } am Going from Santa Mada
Wait for me 1l {m in your a/me once again”
Shie hrald e, sha kissad me, Begged ma not 16 leave her
To cross on the meuntam my fortune to win
But a letter now telis me she died of a fever.
1 never sve hor in this word again
You ate my sofraw, you are my splendor
You are my shelter through storm and threugh strife
You are tho one | wil always remorber
All of the days of my lifo
F'curse the ambition that tock me far from har
For a treasure nol sver &0 find or 80 fair
As the fash of hor smido or the touch of her fingers
The fira in her heart and tho smell of her hair
She |aft ma a note that cried "Do not weep for me
Bohold you are with me as suro as the stars
‘Thai risa n the evening to shine down upon me
Behokd | am with you whorever you ace”
1 can stil hoar him, hie calls to me only
What 61Ce was begotien shall come 0 no end
Bt the road is 80 long and the nights are 5o lonely.
My 30U just to hold him in this world again
You are my sorrow, you ane my spl
You are my shatter theough storm m:hrmgn e
You are the 0no | wil always reme
All of the days of my e
Oh my lovo, Oh my Antonia
“You with the dirk oyes and palest of skin
How could 1 know that night in Santa Maria
1'd never seo you in this werd again







