Tam I’ The Kirk


(Violet Jacob (c.1915), music by Steve Byrne)
O JEAN, my Jean, when the bell ca's the congregation

O’er valley an hill wi the ding frae its iron mou,

When a'body's thochts is set on his ain salvation,

Mine's set on you.

There's a reid rose lies on the Buik o the Word 'afore ye

That was growin braw on its bush at the keek o the day,

But the lad that pu'd yon flooer in the mornin's glory,

He canna pray.

He canna pray; but there's nane in the kirk will heed him

Whaur he sits sae still his lane at the side o the waa,

For nane but the reid rose kens what my lassie gied him-

It an us twa!

He canna sing for the sang that his ain hert raises,

He canna see for the mist that's afore his een,

An a voice droons the hale o the psalms an the paraphrases,

Cryin "Jean, Jean, Jean!"

THE HOWE O THE MEARNS  

Violet Jacob (c.1915), music by Steve Byrne
LADDIE, my lad, when ye gang at the tail o the plough 

An the days draw in,

When the burnin yellow’s awa that was aince a-lowe

On the braes o whin,

Dae ye mind o me that's deaved wi the wearyfu south

An its puir concairns

While the weepies fade on the knowes at the river's mouth

In the Howe o the Mearns?

There was nae twa lads frae the Grampians doon to the Tay

That could best us twa;

At a bothie or a dance, or the field on a fitba day,

We could sort them a';

An at courtin-time when the stars keeked doon on the glen

An its theek o fairns,

It was you an me got the pick o the basket then

In the Howe o the Mearns.

London is fine, an for ilk o the lasses at hame

There'll be saxty here,

But the springtime comes an the hairst - an it's aye the same

Throu the changefu year.

O, a lad thinks lang o hame ere he thinks his fill

As his breid he airns-

An they're thrashin noo at the white fairm up on the hill

In the Howe o the Mearns.

Gin I mind mysel an toil for the lave o my days

While I've een to see,

When I'm auld an duin wi the fash o their English ways

I'll come hame to dee;

For the lad dreams aye o the prize that the man'll get,

But he lives an lairns,

An it's far, far ayont him still-but it's fairther yet

Tae the Howe o the Mearns.

Laddie, my lad, when the hair is white on yer pow

An the work's put past,

When yer hand's ower auld an heavy to haud the plough
I'll win hame at last,

An we'll bide oor time on the knowes whaur the broom stands braw

An we played as bairns,

Till the last lang gloamin shall creep on us baith an fa' on the Howe o the Mearns.

HOGMANAY


Violet Jacob (c.1915), music by Steve Byrne
(TO A PIPE TUNE)

O, IT'S fine when the New an the Auld Year meet,

An the lads gang roarin i' the lichtit street,

There's me an there's Alick an the miller's loon,

An Geordie that's the piper oot o Forfar toon.

Geordie Faa! Geordie Faa!

Up wi the chanter, lad, an gie's a blaw!

For we'll step to the tune while we've feet in till oor shune,

Tho the bailies an the provost be to sort us a'!

We've three bonnie bottles, but the third ane's tuim,

Gin the road ran whisky, it's mysel wad soom!

But we'll stan' while we can, an be dancin while we may,

For there's twa we hae to finish, an it's Hogmanay.

Geordie Faa! Geordie Faa!

There's an auld carle glowrin oot ahint yon waa,

But we'll sune gar him loup to the pipin till he coup,

For we'll gie him just a drappie, an he'll no say na!

My heid's dementit an my feet's the same,

When they'll no wark thegither it's a lang road hame;

An we've twa mile to traivel or it's mair like three,

But I've got a grip o Alick, an ye'd best grip me:

Geordie Faa! Geordie Faa!

The morn's near brakin an we'll need awa,

Gin ye're aye blawin strang, then we'll maybe get alang,

An the deevil tak the laddie that's the first to fa'!

