Deo Gratias, Anglia,
Redde pro Victoria.

Our King went forth to Normandy
With grace and might of chivalry
There God for him wrought mervellously
Wherfor all England may call and cry:
Deo gratias.......

He sette a siege, sooth for to say
To Harfleur town, with ryal array,
That town he wan & made affray’d
That Fraunce shall ruwe ‘til Domesday.
Deo gratias......

Than went our Kynge, with all hys hoste
Through Fraunce, for all the Frenchis bost.
Nor spared for drede, of leste or moste,
Until he came to Agincourt coste.

Deo gratias.....

Than went him forth, our Kynge comely
In Agincourt felde, he fought manly
Throw grace of God most marvellously
He hadde both felde and victory.

Deo gratias....

There dukis, earlis and baronne
Were take and slayne and that well sone
And some were ledde in to London
With joy and bliss and great renown.
Deo gratias.......

Now gracious God he save our kynge,
His peple and alle hys well-willinge:
Yet him with life and gode ending
That we with mirth may safely sing.
Deo gratias...........



