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Some people think after we die we will go, To a dancing place high up above
But I think 1 see glimpses of heaven right her, In laughter and music and love.

A late autumn night, and air and a reel, hold a place in my heart that none else can fill,

Where tunes dance in my head, where they whisper goodnight,

And they rouse me to welcome daylight.

Some envision a mighty host high up above, And angels with shimmering wings,
But I see a tent and a circle of friends, Hear the favourite tune each one brings.

And the smile on each face, like a welcome embrace, Come and join our circle and play.
And all cares disappear in the crisp Autumn air, And we play till the dawning of day.

It's the hammer on string, It's the mandolin ring,
It's the magic feet tapping high above evrything
Love's in each note, love's in the air,

And that's heaven right here.

It's the bow on the string, It's the songs that we sing,
It's the tunes that we play that can make the grove rings
Love's in each waltz, love's in each air.

And that's heaven right here.



