Brisk Young Lad  (Starting Note G)
There cam a young man tae ma daddy's door,

Ma daddy's door, ma daddy's door,

There cam a young man tae ma daddy's door,

Come seekin' me tae woo - o.

Chorus:

Wow but he was a bonnie young lad,

A brisk young lad and a braw young lad,

Wow but he was a bonnie young lad,

Cam seekin' me tae woo.
I was bakin' when he cam,

When he cam, oh when he cam,
I took him in, an’ a gied him a scone

Tae thaw his frozen moo' - o.

I set him in aside the bink,

I gied him breid, an’ ale tae drink,

But ne'er a blithe styme wad he blink
Afore him waim was foo - o.

Gae get ye gane, ye cauldrife wooer,,

Ye sour-lookin' caldrife wooer,

A straicht way showed him tae the door,

Sayin' come nae mair tae woo - o.

There lay a deuk dub afore the door,

Afore the door, afore the door.
There lay a deuk dub afore the door,

An’ there fell he, I trow oh.

Oot cam I an a sneered an’ smiled,

Ye’ve cam tae woo an’ yer a’ beguiled,

Ye’ve fa’en in the dirt an’ yer a’ befiled,

We’ll hae nae mair o’ you - o.
(Chorus x2 to finish)


Women O' Dundee (Starting Note G)
Noo the men they werna lazy but the work was hard tae find,

The parish and the means test they'd tae face,

But a lassies' hands were nimble and a lassies' wages sma’,

So the wimmen o' Dundee worked in their place.

Chorus:

Oh the wailin' o' the bummer and the clackin' o' the laims,

Brocht the wimmen o' Dundee oot o' their beds,

And they walked tae mills and factories and they wrought fae seeven tae fehv,

And the wimmen kept the bairns o' Dundee fed.
Noo ma mither an’ ma granny and ma aunties ain and a'

Went tae the laims the day they left the skail,

But they didnae wark for freedom, independence or the rest,

They just warked tae get some kitchen tae their kail.

Noo the rhythm o' their livin' was the clackin' o' the laims,

Their youth and health and strength was lost tae jate,

But the weavers and the spinners and the winders o' Dundee,

Had a spirit that the hard times never bate.

Now you may boast your noble lineage and sing o’ your highland clan,

And hail some gallant chief wha shares your name,

But ma line's as good as any an’ I’m very proud tae say,

It was fae a Dundee weaver that I came.

Both Sides The Tweed (Starting Note B)
What’s the Spring, breathing jasmine and rose,

What’s the Summer wi’ a’ its gay train?

Or the splendour of Autumn to those,

Who have bartered their freedom for gain.

Chorus:

Let the love of our land’s sacred rights,

To the love of our people succeed,

Let friendship and honour unite,

And flourish on both sides the Tweed.
No sweetness the senses can cheer,

Which corruption and bribery bind,

No brightness the gloom can e’er clear,

For honour’s the sum of the mind.

Let virtue distinguish the brave, 

Place riches in lowest degree,

Think them poorest who can be a slave,

Them richest, who dare to be free.


The River of Jordan (Starting Note A)
We stood on the river of Jordan

To see those ships come sailing over,

We stood on the river of Jordan

To see those ships roll by.

Brother you should have been there,

To see those ships come sailing over,

Brother you should have been there

To see those ships roll by.

Sister you should have…..

(+ straight high harmony)
Father you should have…..

(+ rolling high harmony)
Mother you should have…..

(All sing lower part)

People you should have…..

(All harmonies in together))

We stood on the river of Jordan

To see those ships come sailing over,

We stood on the river of Jordan

To see those ships roll by….

To see those ships roll by….

To see those ships roll by.

The Isle of May  (Starting Note G) 
See the morning light, hear the puffins calling
End another night, off the Isle of May

Bright Eastern skies, …
White cliffs arise, …
(High harmony on last 2 lines)

See the long lines flowing, …
Deep in Forth they're rowing, …
(Low harmony from “flowing” onwards)

Run the nets once more, …
Off the cold Fife shore
(Echo “Run the nets once more” x3,

Hold last “more” on high note)


As the day's light fades, …
Small money's made, …

(All sing tune quietly)

No more herrins swim, …
An’ the hard times are come, …


(Echo “No more herrin x4)

For the bright herrin's gone, …

And inshore life is done, …

(Echo “Herrin” x 3 then


“Off the Isle of May”)



Bring Me A Little Water Sylvie  (Starting Note B) 
Chorus:

Bring me a little water Sylvie

Bring me a little water now

Bring me a little water Sylvie

Every little once in a while

Bring it in a bucket Sylvie

Bring it in a bucket now

Bring it in a bucket Sylvie

Every little once in a while
Sylvie come a runnin’

Sylvie’s comin’ now

Sylvie come a runnin’

Every little once in a while
Chorus
Don't you see me runnin’
Don't you see me now

Don't you see me runnin’

Every little once in a while

Chorus
Don't you hear me comin'

Don't you hear me now

Don't you hear me comin'

Every little once in a while

Chorus x 3; normal, quiet, loud.
Further Along  (Starting Note F)
Chorus:

Further along we’ll know all about it
Further along we’ll understand why
Cheer up my brother live in the sunshine
We’ll understand it all by and by

Tempted and tried we’re oft’ made to wonder
Why it should be thus all the day long
While there are others living about us
Never molested, though in the wrong
Chorus

When death has come and taken our loved ones
It leaves our homes so lonesome and drear
Then do we wonder why others prosper
Living so wicked year after year
Chorus

Faithful ‘till death said our loving master

A few more days to labour and wait

Toils of the road will then seem as nothing

As we sweep through the beautiful gates

Chorus

Strathmartine Mains (Starting Note F)
As I cam ower Strathmartine Mains,

Wha dae ye think I seen?

But a braw young piper laddie cam
A-linking ower the green.

Chorus:

Singin’ hey Donal, ho Donal,

Dirum a doo a day.

He played a reel an’ he played a jig,

An’ he played a sweet strathspey,

He roosed ma hert till the beat kept time

Tae the tappin’ o’ ma tae.

Oh I’ve nae gowd tae offer ye,

For I’ve gaithered little gear

But we’ll hae love an’ freedom
Gin ye’ll follow me my dear.

There’s gowd in the broom o’ the Sidlaw Hills

Honey frae the heather sweet,

There’s a speckled trout in the purlin’ tarn

A carpet ‘neath oor feet.

Syne he blew up his chanter,

An sic a spring he played,

That I chose love an’ freedom

Noo we’ll wander a’ wer days.

Repeat first verse and Chorus

Then repeat chorus x3 for first part, x2½ for second part.
Harriet Tubman   (Starting Note A)
One night I dreamed I was in slavery,

Bout 1850 was the time,

Sorrow was the only sign,

Nothing around to ease my mind.

Out of the night appeared a lady,

Leading a distant pilgrim band,

“First mate” she yelled, pointing her hand,

“Make room aboard for this young woman!”

Refrain:

Singin’ Come on up….mmm…I got a lifeline,

Come on up to this train of mine.  (x2)
She said her name was Harriet Tubman, 

An’ she drove for the Underground Railroad….

Hundreds of miles, we travelled onwards,

Gathering slaves from town to town,

Seeking every lost and found,

Setting those free that once were bound.

Somehow, my heart was growing weaker,

I fell by the wayside’s sinking sand.

Firmly, did this lady stand,

She lifted me up, and took my hand.

Refrain.

Who are these children dressed in red?

They must be the ones that Moses led.  (x2)

Refrain.

Who are these children dressed in red?

They must be the ones that Moses led.  (x2)

Refrain.


Aye Waukin’ O’     (Starting Note F)
Chorus:
Aye waukin o’ waukin aye an’ weary,

Sleep I can get nane, for thinkin’ on my dearie,

Aye waukin’ o’.

Simmer’s a pleasant time, floo’rs o’ every colour,

The water rins ower the heuch, 

An’ I lang for my true lover.
Chorus
When I sleep I dream, when I wauk, I’m eerie,

Sleep I can get nane, for thinkin’ on my dearie,

Chorus
Lanely nicht comes on, a’ the lave are sleepin’

Ah think on ma bonnie love
An blear ma een wi’ greetin’

Chorus
Fareweel Tae Tarwathie   (Starting Note E)
Fareweel tae Tarwathie, adieu Mormond Hill 
And the dear land o Crimmond, I bid thee fareweel. 
I am bound out for Greenland and ready to sail 
In hopes to find riches in hunting the whale. 

Adieu to my comrades for a while we must pairt 
And likewise the dear lass wha fair won my hairt. 
The cold ice of Greenland my love will not chill 
And the longer my absence, more loving she’ll feel. 

Oor ship is weel rigged and she’s ready to sail 
Our crew they are anxious to follow the whale; 
Where the icebergs do float and the stormy winds blaw 
Where the land and the ocean are covered wi’ snaw. 

The cold coast of Greenland is barren and bare 
No seed-time nor harvest is ever known there. 
And the birds here sing sweetly on mountain and dale 
But there isnae a birdie tae sing tae the whale. 

There is no habitation for a man tae live there 
And the king o’ that country is the fierce Greenland bear. 
And there’ll  be no temptation to tarry long there 
Wi’ oor ship bumper full, we will homeward repair.

Repeat First Verse…..


The Sailor Laddie   (Starting Note E)
I’ve been East and I’ve been West 

An’ I’ve been in Dundee,

But the bonniest lad that e’re I saw 

He ploughs the raging sea.

Chorus:

Awa wi’ my sailor laddie, awa wi’ him I’ll go,

Awa wi’ my sailor laddie, awa wi’ him I’ll go.
I’ve been East and I’ve been West 

An’ I’ve been in Montrose,

But the bonniest lad that e’re I saw 

He wears the tarry clothes.  
I’ve been East and I’ve been West 

An’ I’ve been in Arbroath,

An’ that is where my bonnie lad,

And I, we pleadged oor troth.
He skips upon the plainsteens  (High harm grp only...)

An’ he sails upon the sea,

An’ he’s a bonnie sailor lad

The lad that I gang wi’.

His jersey’s o’ the bonnie blue,

His jacket’s o’ the white,

An’ he’s a curly kep wi’ a tinsel band

That sailor’s ma delight.

I saw ma laddie gang aboot  (Marjory alone…..)

I saw ma lad set sail,

I saw him turn his ship aboot

Awa tae catch the whale.

He bad me aye keep up ma hert,

He bad me nae be dull,

He bad me aye keep up ma hert,

‘Till he’ll tak me til himsel.

(Repeat Chorus x 2.)

Bonnie Glenshee
Oh dae ye see yon high hills,

A’ covered wi’ snaw?

They hae pairted mony’s a true love,

An’ they’ll soon pairt us twa.

Chorus:
Busk, busk, bonnie lassie,
And come awa wi' me,
And I'll take ye tae Glen Isla,
Near bonnie Glen Shee.
Oh dae ye see yon shepherds,
As they walk alang?
Wi’ their plaidies roon aboot them,
An’ their sheep they graze on.

Chorus.

Oh dae ye see yon soldiers
As they march alang?
Wi' their muskets on their shoulders
Their broadswords hangin’doon.

Chorus.

Oh it’s fain I wid gang wi’ ye,

For ye’re aye on ma mind.

It was never my intention,

To leave you behind.

Chorus.


Auld Lang Syne

Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 

And never brocht to mind? 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot 

And days o’ lang syne? 

Chorus

For auld lang syne, ma jo, 

For auld lang syne, 

We'll tak a cup o' kindness yet 

For auld lang syne. 

And surely, ye'll be your pint stowp! 

And surely I'll be mine! 

And we'll tak a cup o' kindness yet, 

For auld lang syne.

We twa hae run aboot the braes 

And pu'd the gowans fine; 

But we've wander'd mony a weary fitt 

Sin’ auld lang syne. 

We twa hae paidl’d in the burn, 

Frae morning sun till dine; 

But seas between us braid hae roar'd 

Sin' auld lang syne. 

And here's a hand, my trusty fiere!

And gie's a hand o' thine; 

And we'll tak' a richt gude-willie waught, 

For auld lang syne.

Haul Away Joe

Chorus:

Way, haul away, we'll haul away together
Way, Haul Away, We'll Haul Away, Joe
Way, Haul Away, we'll haul for better weather
Way, Haul Away, We'll Haul Away, Joe
Group 1 lead:

Now when I was a little lad, me mother always told me:
Way, haul away….

That if I didn’t kiss the girls me lips would grow all mouldy
Way, haul away….


Once I had a German girl, but she was fat and lazy!
And next I had an Irish girl, she damn near drove me crazy

Chorus

Group 2 lead:

King Louis was the king of France before the revolution

King Louis got his head cut off, and spoilt his constitution


Once I had a scolding wife, she wasn’t very civil,
I clapped a plaster on her mouth an’ sent her tae the devil

All together:

Way, haul away, we'll haul for better weather
Way, haul away, we'll haul and hang together.

Chorus – long “away” then quick finish on last line.


Dance Set (Starting Note A)
Woo’d an’ married an’ a’ Kissed an’ carried awa’

An’ is no the bride weel aff, Bride that’s woo’d an’ married

___________________

Macaphee turn yer cattle roon loch Oforum (x3)

Here an’ there an’ everywhere the kye are in the corn.

Waitin’ at the sheilin’, Mhairi bhan mo chri

Waitin’ at the sheilin’, far awa tae sea

Hame will come the bonnie boats, Mhairi bhan mo chri

Hame will come the bonnie boys, Mhairi bhan mo chri

_____________________

Sandy he belangs tae the mill (x3)

But the mill belangs tae Sandy

Said the man tae Sandy, lend me yer mill

Sandy said “I’ll lend ye the mill”

Sandy lent the man his mill,

But the mill belangs tae Sandy

Sandy lent the man his mill,

But the mill belangs tae Sandy still, 

Sandy lent the man his mill,

But the mill belangs tae Sandy

Repeat first verse

____________________

Tail toddle, tail toddle, Tammy gars ma tail toddle,

But an’ ben wi’ diddle doddle, Tammy gars ma tail toddle.

The Beggar Man

A beggar, a beggar cam ower the lea,
He was askin’ ludgins for charity,
He was askin’ ludgins for charity,
”Wad ye ludge a beggar-man o?
Lassie wi ma tow-row-ray"


'A beggar, a beggar I'll never ludge again;
I had ae dochter an Jeannie was her name,
I had ae dochter and Jeannie was her name,
She run awa wi the beggar-man o,
Laddie, wi ma tow-row-ray.'

'I'll bend my back an I"ll boo my knee;
And I'll pit a black patch owrer my e’e,
And a beggar, a beggar ye'll tak me tae be,
An’ awa wi you I'll gang o,
Laddie, wi ma tow-row-ray.'

'Oh lassie, oh lassie, ye're far too young,
An’ ye hinnae got the cant o the beggin’ tongue,
An’ ye hinnae got the cant o the beggin’ tongue,
And wi me ye will nae gang o,
Lassie, wi ma tow-row-ray.'

She's bent her back and she boo’d her knee,
An’ she's pit a black patch ower her e’e,
An’ she's kilted her skirts up abune her knee,
An’ awa wi him she's gan o,
Laddie, wi ma tow-row-ray.

'Yer dochter Jean's comin’ owre the lea;
She's takin hame her bairnies three,
She’s got yin on her back, an’ anither on her knee
And the ither yin's toddlin hame o,
Lassie, wi ma tow-row-ray.'

Repeat first verse…..


The Trawlin Trade

North to the Faeroe Islands, south to the coast of Spain
West with the whaling fleet and up to the pole again
Over the world of water, seventeen seas we've strayed
Now to the north we're sailin back to the trawlin' trade
Chorus (after each verse):
Come, ye bold sea-farin' lads
There's fortunes to be made
In the trawlin' trade
Back to the midnight landings, back to the fish salt smell
Back to the frozen winds that bite like the teeth of hell
Back to the strangest game that ever a man has played
Haul the stormy rollers back to the trawlin' trade
Doon wi yer nets and tackle, doon wi yer nets and gear
Wait for the winches winding, wait for the deckie's cheer
Up wi the shining harvest, glittering silver spray
Down to the decks below to pay for the trawlin' trade
Home wi the harvest wind and back to the Humber tide
Down to the water's edge and jump to the waterside
Roll with a rolling bunch of fishermen newly paid
Down to dockside pubs to drink to the trawlin' trade

Coventry Carol  (Starting Note Eb
O sisters too, what may we do, for to preserve this day?

This poor youngling, for whom we do sing, 

By by lully lulla.

Chorus:

Lully lulla, thou little tiny child,

By by lully lulla

Lully lulla, thou little tiny child,

By by lully lulla

Herod the king, in his raging, charged he hath this day,

His men of might, in his own sight,

All children young to slay.

That woe is me, poor child for thee, and ever morn and day,     For thy parting, nor say, nor sing,

By by lully lulla.
Harmonies:

1st Chorus: 2nd half only

2nd Chorus: All

3rd Chorus: All

Last verse – with harmony.

4th Chorus: All (1st time) + higher (2nd time)

Canadian (Huron) Carol (Starting Note B)
Twas in the moon of winter time ,

When all the birds had fled.

The mighty Gitchi manitou,

Sent angel choirs insead.

Before their light, the stars grew dim,

And wandering hunters heard their hymn.

Jesus your King is born, Jesus is born,

In excelsis gloria.

Twas in a ledge of broken bark,

The tender babe was found.

A ragged robe of rabbit skin,

Enwrapped his beauty round.

Before him braves and hunters knelt,

With gifts of fox and beaver pelt.

Jesus your King is born, Jesus is born,

In excelsis gloria.

Everybody’s Happy on Christmas Day (Starting Note C)
Harmony only to start:

Ma Ma, bake yer Johnny cake, Christmas comin’ (x2)

Christmas comin’, Christmas comin’. (x2)

Everybody’s happy on a Christmas Day (x4)

Kids go out in the yard an’ play on Christmas Day (x2)
I thought I heard ma mamma say “It’s Christmas Day” (x2)  (Left side 1st)
I thought I heard ma daddy say “It’s Christmas Day” (x2)

(Right side 1st)

Presents in the morning on Christmas Day  (Left side)
Turkey in the afternoon on Christmas Day  (Right side)
Everybody’s happy on a Christmas Day (x4)

Ma Ma, bake yer Johnny cake, Christmas comin’ (x2)

Christmas comin’, Christmas comin’. (x2)

Christmas comin’, Christmas comin’. (x2)

Christmas comin’, Christmas comin’. (x2 and fade…)


Winter Wonderland (Starting Note F)
Sleigh bells ring, are you listening?

In the lane, snow is glistening

A beautiful sight, we’re happy tonight,

Walkin’ in a winter wonderland.

Gone away, is the bluebird,

Here to stay, is a new bird,

He sings a love song, as we go along,

Walking in a winter wonderland.

In the meadow, we can build a snowman,

And pretend that he is Parson Brown

He’ll say “Are you married?”

We’ll say “No man”

But you can do the job when you’re in town.

Later on we’ll conspire, as we sit by the fire,

To face unafraid the plans that we made,

Walking in a winter wonderland.

Sleigh bells ring, are you listening?

In the lane, snow is glistening

A beautiful sight, we’re happy tonight,

Walkin’ in a winter wonderland.

The Sands O’ The Shore

(Trad.; as sung by Heather Heywood)

Chorus:
Oh the sands o' the shore and the waves o' the sea
When his back is turned he's a stranger tae me
He's a stranger tae me, ay, and sae let him be
For Ah care nae mair for him than the waves o' the sea

I aince had a sweetheart but noo Ah hae nane
He stole awa' ma heart but Ah got it back again
Ay, Ah got it back again, and sae let him be
For Ah care nae mair for him than the waves o' the sea
He bocht me a present o' a broad diamond ring
He thocht it wid entice me tae gang awa' wi' him
But Ah wisnae sae foolish as he'd ta'en me tae be
An’ Ah care nae mair for him than the waves o' the sea
Oh he is the son o' a high lord and king
An’ I am but the dochter o' a puir working man
Sae let him drink his wine, ay, and Ah'll drink ma tea
For Ah care nae mair for him than the waves o' the sea

Angus Folk Recruiting Song

Written by: Kathleen Dear

Tune: ‘The Road and the Miles to Dundee’

Cauld winter was howlin’ o’er moor and o’er mountain

There was nocht on the tele that I wanted tae see

So I got in my car an’ I headed for Kirrie

An’ I joined Angus Folk; well, the first class was free!

They meet ilka Tuesday in the Airlie in Kirrie

Twa hoors o’ singing, an’ a wee cup o’ tea

They come frae a’ ower the coonty o’ Angus

And some even come a’ the road frae Dundee

They stand in a circle and mak’ funny noises

Like ‘Kitty-Kit-Cat’ and a ‘Ma-May-Maw-Mee’

But this is just practice tae warm up their voices

For they’re real bonny singers I’m sure you’ll agree

They sing mony sangs frae a’ round the world

That tell aboot people, the land and the sea

Sangs that are bonny, and happy and joyful

And sangs that are shure tae bring tears tae yer ‘ee

They’re aye lookin’ for mair fowk tae join in the singin’

There’s fun and there’s freenship and great harmony

So dinna be sweir tae come up tae Kirrie

An’ join Angus Folk - ye’ll be welcomed like me.

Bonnie Glenshee
Oh dae ye see yon high hills,

A’ covered wi’ snaw?

They hae pairted mony’s a true love,

An’ they’ll soon pairt us twa.

Chorus:
Busk, busk, bonnie lassie,
And come awa wi' me,
And I'll take ye tae Glen Isla,
Near bonnie Glen Shee.
Oh dae ye see yon shepherds,
As they walk alang?
Wi’ their plaidies roon aboot them,
An’ their sheep they graze on.

Chorus.

Oh dae ye see yon soldiers
As they march alang?
Wi' their muskets on their shoulders
Their broadswords hangin’doon.

Chorus.

Oh it’s fain I wid gang wi’ ye,

For ye’re aye on ma mind.

It was never my intention,

To leave you behind.

Chorus.


My Ain Countrie

The sun rises bright in France, and fair sets he,

But he has lost the look he had, in my ain countrie.

Though gladness comes to many, a sorrow comes to me,

As I look ower the ocean wide tae my ain countrie.

It's no my ain ruin that saddens aye my ee,

But the love I left in Gallowa wi bonnie bairnies three.

My hamely hearth burns bonnie an smiles my sweet Marie;

I left my heart behind me, in my ain countrie.

The bird wins back tae summertime, and the blossom tae the tree,

But I'll win back, no never, tae my ain countrie.

I’m leal tae high heaven, that Mill prove leal tae me,

An I will meet ye a richt soon, frae my ain countrie

The land of sweet Bordeaux, is pleasant eye tae see,

But it’s no sae sweet as Gallowa, my ain countrie,

Though gladness comes to many, a sorrow comes to me,

As I look ower the ocean wide tae my ain countrie.

Will Ye Go Tae Flanders

Will ye go tae Flanders my Mally-o,

Will ye go tae Flanders my Mally-o,

There we'll get wine and brandy,

Sack and sugar candy,

Will ye go tae Flanders my Mally-o.

Will ye go tae Flanders my Mally-o,

Tae see the bonny sodgers there my Mally-o,

They'll gie us pipes tae blow,

Coats o’ red and kilts sae braw,

The finest o' them a' my Mally-o.

Will ye go tae Flanders my Mally-o,

Gin I tak the royal shillin' there my Mally-o,

Will ye tae a foreign shore,

Tae hear the cannons roar,

And the bloody shouts o' war oh my Mally-o.

Will ye go tae Flanders my Mally-o,

Tae see the chief commanders my Mally-o,

Ye'll see the bullets fly,

And the sodgers how they die,

And the ladies learn to cry, oh my Mal!y-o.

Repeat first verse…


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 Gallowa Hills

I'll tak my plaidie contented tae be,

A wee bittie kilted abune my knee,

An I'll gie my pipes anither blae,

An I'll gang oot oer the hills tae Gallowa.

Chorus:

Oh the Gallowa hills are covered wi broom,

Wi heather bells in bonnie bloom,

Wi heather bells an riv-ers a',

An I'll gang oot o'er the hills tae Gall-ow-a.

An it’s “O bonnie lass will ye come awa wi me?”
Tae share your lot in a strange country,

Tae share your lot when doon fa's a',

An' I'll gang oot ower the hills tae Gallowa.

For I'll sell my rock, I'll sell my reel,

I'll sell my granny's spinning wheel,

I will sell them a' when doon fa's a',

An' I'll gang oot ower the hills tae Gallowa..


The Yellow's on the Broom

Ah ken ye dinnae like it lass tae winter here in toon,

For the scaldies aye miscry us and they try tae bring us doon,

And it's hard tae raise three bairnies in a single flea-box room,

But Ah'll tak ye on the road again when the yellow's on the broom.

Refrain:



(Sing after each verse)

When the yellow's on the broom,
When the yellow's on the broom,

Last line of preceding verse

The scaldies ca' us tinker dirt and sconce oor bairns in school,

But wha cares whit a scaldie thinks for a scaldie's but a fool,

They never hear the yorlin's sang, nor see the flax in bloom,

For they're aye cooped up in hooses when the yellow's on the broom.

Nae sale for pegs nor baskets noo, sae jist tae stay alive,

We've had tae work at scaldie jobs fae nine o'clock till five,

But we ca’ nae man oor maister for we own the warld's room,

And we'll bid fareweel tae Brechin when the yellow's on the broom.

Ah'm wearied for the springtime when we tak the road aince mair,

Tae the plantin‘, and the pearlin' and the berry fields at Blair,

We'll meet up wi' oor kinfolk fae a' the country roon,

When the gang-aboot folk tak the road an yellow's on the broom.

I's the B'y


I's the b'y that builds the boat,
and I's the b'y that sails her,
I's the b'y that catches the fish,
And takes them home to Liza.

Chorus: 
Hip your partner, Sally Tibbo,
Hip your partner, Sally Brown,
Fogo, Twillingate, Morton's Harbour,
All around the circle

Sods and rinds to cover your flake,
Cake and tea for supper,
Codfish in the spring of the year,
Fried in maggoty butter!
Chorus

I don't want your maggoty fish,
That's no good for winter.
I could buy as good as that,
Down in Bonavista!
Chorus

I took Liza for a dance,
In faith, that she could travel!
Every step that Liza took
Was up to her knees in gravel!
Chorus

Susan White, she's out of sight,
Her petticoat needs a border,
Old Sam Oliver in the dark
He kissed her in the corner!
Chorus


Da Doo Ron Ron 

I met him on a Monday and my heart stood still
Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron
Some-body told me that his name was Bill
Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron
Yeah, my heart stood still, yeah, his name was Bill
And when he walked me home, 

Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron


I know what he was thinking when he caught my eye
Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron
He looked so quiet but, my oh my
Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron
Yeah, he caught my eye, yeah but my oh my
And when he walked me home, 

Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron


He picked me at seven and he looked so fine
Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron
Some day soon I'm gonna make him mine
Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron
Yeah, he looked so fine, yeah I’m gonna make him mine
And when he walked me home, 

Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron


Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron
Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron
Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron
Sae Will We Yet 

Sit doon here my cronies an gie us yer craic

Let the wind tak the cares o this life on its back

Oor herts tae despondency we never will submit

For we’ve ayeways been provided for an sae will we yet

An sae will we yet, an sae will we yet

We’ve ayeways been provided for an sae will we yet

Come bring us a tankard o nappy broon ale

It’ll comfort our herts an enliven the tale

We’ll aye be the merrier the langer that we sit

For we’ve drank the gather monies the time an sae will we yet

An sae will we yet, an sae will we yet

We’ve drank the gather monies the time an sae will we yet

Success ate the fairmer an prosper his ploo

Rewarding his eident toil, all the year through

His seed time an harvest we ever did get

We’ve lippen’d aye tae providence an sae will we yet

An sae will we yet, an sae will we yet

We’ve lippen’d aye tae providence an sae will we yet

So let the gless tak its coorse an gae merrily roon

For the sun it shall rise though the moon has gaen doon

An though the hoose be rennin roon aboot, its time enough tae flit

When we fell we aye got up again an sae will we yet

An sae will we yet, an sae will we yet

When we fell we aye got up again an sae will we yet


The Larks they Sang Melodious  
It was pleasant and delightful on a fine summer's morn

And the green fields and the meadows were covered in corn

And the blackbirds and thrushes sang on every green tree

And the larks they sang melodious at the dawning of the day

And the larks they sang melodious x3
At the dawning of the day.

A sailor and his true love were walking one day

Said the sailor to his true love "I am bound far away

I’m bound for the Indies where the load cannons roar

I must go and leave you Nancy you're the girl I adore

I must go and leave you Nancy x3
You're the girl that I adore.

So fare thee well my dearest Nancy, I'm bound far away

The ship is a-waiting out there in the bay

The anchor is hoisted she waits the next tide

And if ever I return again I will make you my bride

And if ever I return again x3

I will make you my bride
The ring from off her finger she instantly drew

Saying "Take this dearest William and me heart will go too"

And as he embraced her tears from her eyes fell

Saying, "May I go along with you?" "Oh no me love farewell"

Saying, "May I go along with you?" x3

"Oh no me love farewell"

Oh no dearest Willian, it is not “Fare ye well”,

For equality reigns on the deep ocean swell.

For I have enlisted, I am Nancy RN

Now your sly plans are scuppered, 

They have made me captain.

Now your sly plans are scuppered, x3
They have made me captain.

Follow The Heron


The back of the winter is broken
And light lingers long by the door
And the seeds of the summer have spoken
In gowans that bloom on the shore

Chorus:
By night and day we'll sport and we'll play
And delight as the dawn dances over the bay
Sleep blows the breath of the morning away
And we follow the heron home

In darkness we cradled our sorrow
And stoked all our fires with fear
Now these bones that lie empty and hollow
Are ready for gladness to cheer

Chorus
So long may you sing of the salmon
And the snow-scented sounds of your home
While the north wind delivers its sermon
Of ice and salt water and stone

Chorus twice

Down To The River To Pray

As I went down to the river to pray,

Studying about those good old ways,

And who shall wear the robe and crown?

Good Lord, show me the way

Oh Brother lets go down,

Lets go down, come on down,

Oh Brother lets go down,

Down to the river to pray

As I went down to the river to pray,   …
[+ high harmony]

Oh Sister lets go down,  ……

[+ high harmony]
As I went down to the river to pray,   …
[+ low only]

 Father lets go down,  ……

[+ low harmony]
As I went down to the river to pray,   …
[+ high & low]
Oh Mother lets go down,  ……

[+ both QUIET]
As I went down to the river to pray,   
[+ both V.Quiet]
Oh Sinners lets go down,  ……

[+ both LOUD]
As I went down to the river to pray,



Studying about those good old ways,

And who shall wear the robe and crown?

Good Lord, show me the way



Last verse, sing first 3 lines in unison and add both harmonies to last line only

Four Songs
Group 1  

Swing low sweet chariot, coming for to carry me home,

Swing low sweet chariot, coming for to carry me home.

Group 2

I’m gonna sing, sing, sing, I’m gonna dance, dance, dance

I’m gonna sing, I’m gonna dance, Allelu,

When those gates are open wide, I’ll be standing by your side,

I’m gonna sing, I’m gonna dance, Allelu.

Group 3

Oh when the saints, go marching in,

Oh when the saints go marching in,

I wanna be in that number,

Oh when the saints go marching in.

Group 4

This train is bound for glory, this train

This train is bound for glory, this train

This train is bound for glory, this train is bound for glory,

This train is bound for glory, this train


Rounds

Woo’d an married an’ aw

Kissed an carried awa

An is no the bride weel aff

Bride that’s woo’d an married

We will spin a ring so bright

Weave a web of golden light

Earth, air, fire an water

Bind us as one

Hey ho nobody home

No meat nor drink nor money do I own

Yet will I be cheery

Shalom haverim, Shalom haverim

Shalom, Shalom

L’hitra’ot, La’hitra’ot

Shalom Shalom


The Laighill  

Thomas Penny of Dunblane
When fields and woods are clad in Green,

And nature at its best is seen,

I like tae roam at morn or e’en,

At leisure ower the Laighill.

At ony season o the year

Be’t springtime, summer, winter drear

Or autumn, when the leaves are sear,

There’s beauty on the Laighill.

Langsyne in happy youthfu’ days

We rummled, tummeled ower the braes;

We pu’d the brambles and the slae’s

That grew ayont the Laighill.

And noo beside the broom and ferns

We’re happy wi oor men an bairns,

And whiles some bonnie wee thing learns

Tae toddle ower the Laighill.

A guid wheen folk forbye myself’,

Hoo mony I could hardly tell,

Whiles draik their throttles at the well

That famous made the Laighill.

Some sail awa’ across the main

Some gang tae France, some gang tae Spain,

For me, I winna leave Dunblane

Sae weel I lo’e the Laighill.

Sae when in years I’m getting auld

An my man beside me’s getting bauld

As langs my feeble legs will fauld,

I’ll totter ower the Laighill.


The Sally Gardens

Down by the Sally Gardens

My love and I did meet

She passed the Sally Gardens 

With little snow white feet

She bid me to take love easy

As the leaves grow on the tree

But I being young and foolish

With her did not agree

In a field down by the river

My love and I did stand

And on my leaning shoulder

She laid a snow white hand

She bid me take life easy

As the grass grows on the weirs

But I was young and foolish

And now I am full of tears
Good Friends When Gathered Together

Good friends when gathered together

Sing for the joy of singing

No matter what the weather

Good friends are happy together 

Prides Awa’ 

(Davie Robertson)
As I cam in by yonder toon

Through aw yer streets sae bleak an bare

I heard a wee bird pipe a tune

Pride’s awa an wha’s tae care

An it’s freedom you’re forever 

He cocked his head an shook his tail

Through aw yer streets sae bleak an bare

How did a’ they shipyairds fail?

Pride’s awa an wha’s tae care

An it’s freedom you’re forever

He shook his tail and cocked his heid

Through aw yer streets sae bleak an bare

How’s yon furnace cauld an deid?

Pride’s awa an wha’s tae care

An it’s freedom you’re forever

An then he sang all roon the toon

Through aw yer streets sae bleak an bare

How are aw they mines closed doon?

Pride’s awa an wha’s tae care

An it’s freedom you’re forever

An then he whistled at his ease

Through aw yer streets sae bleak an bare

How’s yon sheep fairm trenched fer tree’s

Pride’s awa an wha’s tae care

An it’s freedom you’re forever

Wee bird whaur dae oor maisters stay?

Through aw yer streets sae bleak an bare

Ower Carterbar an’ faur away?

Pride’s awa an wha’s tae care

An it’s freedom you’re forever

The craws are gaith’rin on the green

Through aw yer streets sae bleak an bare

An aye they craw God save the Queen

Pride’s awa an wha’s tae care

An it’s freedom you’re forever

Oomajonee, Oomajonee, Oomajonee, Oomajonee (x4)

Freedom is coming, freedom is coming,

Freedom is coming


Son of a Preacher Man

Billy-Ray was a preacher's son
And when his daddy would visit he'd come along

When they gathered round and started talkin'

That's when Billy would take me walkin'

A-through the back yard we'd go walkin'
Then he'd look into my eyes

Lord knows to my surprise

The only one who could ever reach me
Was the son of a preacher man
The only boy who could ever teach me
Was the son of a preacher man 
Yes he was, he was, oohhh, yes he was

Being good isn’t always easy

No matter how hard I try
When he started sweet-talkin' to me 
He'd come and tell me everything is all right

He'd kiss and tell me everything is all right

Can I get away again tonight?

 
The only one who could ever reach me
Was the son of a preacher man

The only boy who could ever teach me
Was the son of a preacher man
Yes he was, he was, oohhh, yes he was



How well I remember


That look that was in his eyes 

Stealin' kisses from me on the sly

Takin' time to make time

Tellin' me that he's all mine

Learnin' from each other's knowing


Lookin' to see how much we've grown and

The only one who could ever reach me 
Was the son of a preacher man

The only boy who could ever teach me
Was the son of a preacher man

Yes he was, he was, ohhhhh yes he…


The only one who could ever reach me 


Was the son of a preacher man

The only boy who could ever teach me

Was the son of a preacher man

Yes he was, he was, oh, yes he was

Whaur Dae Ye Lie?  

(Karine Polwart)
Chorus -  Whaur dae ye lie, my faither?

  Whaur dae ye lie, my son?

  Whaur dae ye lie, my ain true love

  When will the truth be won

Oor friends, they came tae protect us

Oor friends they bad us bide

Oor friends left us standing there naked

Wi nae place left tae hide

Oor neighbours, they came wi a hundred year hate

Oor neighbours, they came wi guns

Oor neighbours, they came for oor menfolk

An they slew them, everyone

I hae sought oot yer grave wi my mother

I hae sought oot yer grave in vain

I hae sought the bare banes o’ the truth and the men

Faither, whaur are ye lain?

I hae cried oot yer name tae the four winds

I hae cried oot yer name til the dawn

I hae cried in the arms o’ yer sister dear

Whaur dae ye lie my son

I hae dream’d o’ yer breath upon me

I hae dream’d o’ yer yella hair

I hae dream’d o’ the sounds o yer dyin love

Whaur dae ye lie, my dear


Coorie Doon      (Matt McGinn)
Coorie doon coorie doon coorie doon my darlin

Coorie doon the day

Coorie doon coorie doon coorie doon my darlin

Coorie doon the day

Lie doon my dear and in your ear

Tae help you close your eye

I’ll sing a song a slumbersong

A miners lullaby

Your daddies doon the mine my darlin

Doon in the cauld grey main

Your daddies howkin coal my darlin

For his ain wee wean

Theres darkness doon the mine my darlin

Darkness, dust and damp

But we maun hae oor heat, oor light

Oor fire and oor lamp

Your daddy coories doon my darlin

Doon in a three fit seam

So you can coorie doon my darlin

Coorie doon and dream


The Plooman Laddies

Doon yonder den, theres a plooman lad

And some simmers day he’ll be all my ain

Chorus - An sing laddie-aye and sing laddie o

  The plooman laddies are all the go

I love his teeth and I love his skin

I love the vera cairt he hurles in

Doon yonder den I coulda gotten a miller

But the reek o him woulda deen me ill

Doon yonder den I coulda gotten a merchant

But a his stuff wisnae worth a groat

Its ilka time I gyang tae the stack

I hear his wheep gie the ither crack

I see him comin frae yonder toon

Wi a his ribbons hangin roon an roon

But noo I’ve gotten my plooman lad

As bare as ever he left the ploo


Waterloo    
 (Jim Malcolm)

Spring comes tae Kirrie all the worlds in bloom

Winter is forgiven now fooled by Aprils gloom

Kirrie O Kirrie, you were aye my hame

Till Napoleons Bloody Cannon hit their aim

Jeannie O Jeannie, I am surely done

Stricken doon in battle, at the mooth o Boneys gun

Jeannie O jeannie, aye sae dear tae me

Let me hold you in my mind before I dee

Chorus:
For the cold returns in Autumn,when the wind rakes the trees
And the summer lies forgotten in the cold bed of leaves

As winter begins, I mind Boney, It wasn’t only you

Who was broken on the field of Waterloo

Surgeon o Surgeon leave me wi my pain

Save your knife for others, who will surely rise again

Surgeon, o surgeon, leave my blood tae pour

Let it drain intae the bitter clay once more

Chorus…

Daughter o Daughter, listen here tae me

Never wed a soldier or a widow you will be

Daughter o Daughter, curse yer lad tae die

Ere he catches the recruitin’ sergeants eye

Chorus…

Boney o Boney, war was aye yer game

Bloody field yer table, the cannons yours tae aim

Boney o Boney we aye lived the same

Drillin’ laddies not tae fear the muskets aim

Chorus… x2

Keep You In Peace   
 (Sarah Morgan 1992)
Chorus:

Warm be the sun that shines upon you

Soft be the winds as they breathe on you

Smooth be the roads that rise before you

Keep you in peace till we meet again.

May you have shelter in storm to hide you,

May you have stars in the night to guide you

May you have ever a friend beside you,

Keep you in peace till we meet again.

Chorus
May you not lack for good bread to feed you,

May you not lack for good hope to speed you,

And for your singing, a heart to heed you,

Keep you in peace till we meet again.

Chorus  (repeat last line)
Words inspired by a Celtic Blessing

Music based on “Mrs. Jameson’s Favourite” by Charles Grant of Aberlour


Minnie o’ Shirva’s Cradle Song

Da boatie sails an da boatie rowes

Dey set dir sails and dey hail dir towes

Hush a baa-baa, me peerie lamb,

Da faider is comin awa fae fram.

Da sheep dey baa, and da craas dey craa,

Dey flap dir wings an dey flee awa,

Hush a baa-baa, me peerie flee,

Aald Daa’ll be comin wi shalls ta dee.

Da burnie rins an da burnie rowes,

Da lambs dey dance ower da hedder-cowes

Hush a baa-baa, me treasure dear,

Dey’ll naebody hurt dee whin Mam is near.

Da laverick lifts and he sings tae aa,

Da Winter comes wi da caald an snaa,

Hush a baa-baa, me peerie flooer,

Lang willie is löin ahint da door.

Da mares dey böl an da kye comes hame,

We lay wis doon in da Gödie’s name,

Hush a baa-baa, me peerie ting,

He covers wis aa wi His holy wing.

Da boatie sails an da boatie rowes

Dey set dir sails and dey hail dir towes

Hush a baa-baa, me peerie lamb,

Da faider is comin awa fae fram.

