       Fires Of Calais
The fishing boats roll out across 

    the dark green channel waters

As they gather speed for Flanders

    they cut their nets away

It's not herring they'll be pulling

    from the waters on this morning

They'll reap the bitter harvest from

    the fires of Calais.

Twenty leagues from France I saw

    the amber-soaked horizon

And I leave the cliffs of Dover

    far beneath the channel waves

Where waters used to sing a song

    to soothe the hearts of fishers

Now we hear the rolling thunder from

    the fires of Calais.

As we pull in tight to shore, this

    armada bent on rescue

I curse the men behind the desks

    who sell our lives this way

I never signed on board to save them

    from this bloody lack of planning

That strands these fine young men beneath

    the fires of Calais.

On the beach Allied confusion-- will they

    stand, or are they running

And if it's run, where will they go to

    between the sea and the melee?

On the banks the troops advancing, and with

    heavy guns are firing

And not a mother's son could save them from

    the fires of Calais.

In scattered groups upon the shore, some look

    towards a safer harbor

Some set their eyes upon the flames that

    turn the night to day

Some yet standing, bold and ready, they stoutly

    guard the rear from Gerry

They'll need no flares to seem 'em 'neath

    the fires of Calais.

I've fished these channel waters since I

    was man enough to face them

For the herring and the flounder I

    have often hauled away

But a catch like this I've never had

    In forty years of sailing

Saving Tommies as they flounder 'neath

    the fires of Calais.

repeat first verse
words and music by James Keelaghan

© Tranquilla Music, CAPAC

                                      Visby

The medieval city of Visby is on the Island of Gotland in Sweden.

It is so beautiful that I can't imagine why anyone would ever want to leave.  But then, I was there in August.
"Come sail to the mainland", they said to me,

"And there achieve our liberty

Adventure in battle and riches we'll find

And leave this prison rock far behind."

But I do not share their lust or greed

To be a warrior is not to be freed

This is my homeland, this island dear

My heart's desire is nowhere if not here

And I could never leave here if I tried

My every dream comes back in with the tide

chorus:
The world is nothing but a piece of land

And fame and glory fit in the palm of your hand

Death will find me where I am today

And home is ever calling me to stay.

And so the restless ones put to sea

Only to find their lives to be

As empty as ever they were yesterday

Believing their dreams were one day away

And as their wooden ships sail out into the night

I set my wood ablaze and build the fire bright

chorus
words by Ken and Lisa Theriot

music by Ken Theriot

© Raven Boy Music, ASCAP

                      Avalon
My love has gone to Avalon

The winter here's too cold

As vanquished kings from fields of fog

Did in their days of old

As she moves through chilling climes

And views the ancient stones

I stand here on my hill alone.

I did as much as I could do

To bind my love to stay

From Lothian to Tintagel's

A long and weary way

No warlock Celt am I to bind

Her fancy to my own

I stand here on my hill alone.

My city stands full in the gaze

A proud and empty shell

A ruined chapel mocks the view

Above a barren well

An icy breeze from Greenland's coast

Denies the futile sun

I stand here on my hill alone.

Perhaps I'll go to Westmoreland

Where hills are not so high

Or make my way to Anglia

Where lowland pastures lie

A darkened town's no place of rest

For one who saw it shine

I stand here on my hill alone.

repeat first verse
words and music by Nick Keir

© Causey Music, MCPS/PRS

                           The Lock Keeper

I believe Stan Rogers saw a little of both of these characters in himself...the age-old dichotomy of the professional musician.
I am the Lock Keeper.
You say, "Well met again, Lock Keeper

We're laden even deeper than the time before

Oriental oils and tea brought down from Singapore"

As we wait for my lock to cycle

I say, "My wife has just given me a son"

"A son," you cry, "Is that all that you've done?"

She wears bougainvillea blossoms

You pluck 'em from her hair and toss 'em in the tide

Sweep her in your arms and carry her inside

Her sighs catch on your shoulder

Her moonlit eyes grow bold and wiser through
       her  tears, and I say,
"How could you stand to leave her for a year?"

chorus:
"Then come with me," you say,

"To where the Southern Cross rides high

    upon your shoulder

Oh come with me," you cry,

"Each day you tend this lock you're one day older

While your blood grows colder."

But that anchor chain's a fetter

And with it you are tethered to the foam

And I wouldn't trade your life

For one hour of home.

Sure, I'm stuck here on the seaway

While you compensate for leeway through the Trades

And you shoot the stars to see the miles you've made

And you laugh at hearts you've riven

But which of these has given us more love or life

You, your Tropic maids or me, my wife?

chorus
words and music by Stan Rogers

© Fogarty's Cove Music, CAPAC

      Ready For the Storm
The waves crash in and the tide pulls out

It's an angry sea, but there is no doubt

That the lighthouse will keep shining out

To warn the lonely sailor

The lightning strikes and the wind cuts cold

Through the sailor's bones to the sailor's soul

'Til there's nothing left that he can hold

Except the rolling ocean

chorus:
But I am ready for the storm

Yes Sir, ready

I am ready for the storm

I'm ready for the Storm

Oh, give me mercy for my dreams

For every confrontation seems

To tell me what it really means

To be the lonely sailor

And when you take me by your side

You love me warm, you love me

And I should have realized

I had no reason to be frightened

chorus
The distance it is no real friend

And time will take its time

And you will find that in the end

It brings you me, the lonely sailor

And when the sky begins to clear

The sun it melts away my fear

I'll cry a silent, weary tear

For those that need to love me

chorus
words and music by Dougie Maclean

© Limetree Arts & Music, MCPS

    Everything That Matters

When all is said and done, nothing matters 

more to me than Lisa.  
There were times I wondered if

I'd ever find a way to make the grade

Locked out from the golden crowd

Kicked around and passed by the parade

Banished in those early days

Everything I tried would turn out wrong

And though I tried to be like them

I could never keep it up for long

I found friends to spend time with

Each one shared a small piece of my soul

But even put together

All their pieces couldn't seem to make a whole

So as I went following

The road I traveled more and more alone

I could hear a voice ahead

A song that sounded so much like my own

She is everything that matters now

No worry stands a chance against her smile

And as long as she is in my life

I know that I can make it one more mile

Come and stay with me awhile

Now that she is here I know

My road was always meant to come to this

I look to the future

And I leave behind a past I'll never miss

She is such a part of me

I can't imagine how I got along

I guess it was believing I would find her

That allowed me to go on

She is everything that matters now

Her love gives me a shelter from my fears

And as long as she is in my life

Each day we'll share the laughter and the tears

Bound together through the years

words by Ken and Lisa Theriot

music by Ken Theriot

© Raven Boy Music, ASCAP

         Caledonia

I did not go until I was 29, yet I 

somehow feel a connection with

this beautiful country.  
I don't know if you can see

The changes that have come over me

In these last few days I've been afraid

That I might drift away

I've been telling old stories, singing songs

That make me think about where I came from

And that's the reason why I seem

So far away today

chorus:
Let me tell you that I love you

And I think about you all the time

Caledonia, you're calling me

And now I'm going home

And if I should become a stranger

You know that it would make me more than sad

Caledonia's been everything I've ever had

I have moved and I've kept on moving

Proved that points that I needed proving

Lost the friends that I needed losing

Found others on the way

I have kissed the ladies and left them crying

Stolen dreams, yes there's no denying

I have traveled hard, sometimes with conscience

    flying

Somewhere with the wind

chorus
Now I'm sitting here before the fire

The empty room, the forest choir

The flames that couldn't get any higher

They've withered now, they've gone

But I'm steady thinking, my way is clear

And I know what I will do tomorrow

When the hands have shaken and the kisses flowed

Well, I will disappear

chorus
words and music by Dougie Maclean

© Limetree Arts & Music, MCPS

          Isle of Eigg
'Twas in the merry month of May

When balmy winds first blow

I met my love in Arisaig

Where rhododendrons grow

I met my love in Arisaig

In the shadow of Craig Mor

The sun shone on the Isle of Eigg

Far from the silver shore

And in the months that followed

Our love and friendship grew

Warmed by the Summer sun

And the love that was so new

We walked along the hills and heard

The crashing ocean's roar

The sun shone on the Isle of Eigg

Far from the silver shore

Autumn came to Arisaig

With colors fair to view

Birds were flying South again

Soon we'd leave here, too

A sad song echoed in the hills

"Lochaber No More"

The sun shone on the Isle of Eigg

Far from the silver shore

repeat first verse
words and music by Robin Laing

© Grian Music

      Lochaber No More

Lisa found this in a book of fiddle

tunes after "Isle of Eigg" told of its 

sad echoing through the hills.  
instrumental (Ken Theriot, recorder and guitar)
music traditional, arranged by Ken Theriot

© Raven Boy Music, ASCAP

     The Mary Ellen Carter
She went down last October

In a pouring, driving rain

The Skipper, he'd been drinking

And the Mate, he felt no pain

Too close to Three Mile Rock

And she was dealt her mortal blow

And The Mary Ellen Carter settled low

There was just us five aboard us

When she finally was awash

We worked like Hell to save her

All heedless of the cost

And the groan she gave as she went down

It caused us to proclaim

That The Mary Ellen Carter would rise again

Well, the owners wrote her off

Not a nickel would they spend

"She gave twenty years of service, boys

Then met her sorry end

But insurance paid the loss to us

So let her rest below"

Then they laughed at us and said we had to go

But we've talked of her all winter

Some days around the clock

She's worth a quarter million

Afloat and at the dock

And with every jar that hit the bar

We swore we would remain

And make The Mary Ellen Carter rise again

chorus:
Rise again, rise again

That her name not be lost

To the knowledge of men

Those who loved her best

And were with her 'til the end

Will make The Mary Ellen Carter rise again

All Spring now we've been with her

On a barge lent by a friend

Three dives a day in a hard-hat suit

And twice I've had the bends

Thank God it's only sixty feet

And the currents here are slow

Or I'd never have the strength to go below

But we've patch her rents, stopped her vents

Dogged hatch and porthole down

Put cables to her, fore and aft

And girded her around

Tomorrow noon we'll hit the air

And then take up the strain

And make The Mary Ellen Carter rise again

chorus
For we couldn't leave her there, you see

To crumble into scale

She'd saved our lives so many times

Living through the gale

And the laughing, drunken rats

Who left her to a sorry grave

They won't be laughing in another day

And you, to whom adversity

Has dealt the final blow

With smiling bastards lying to you

Everywhere you go

Turn to, and put out all your strength

Of arm, and heart, and brain

And like The Mary Ellen Carter, rise again

Rise again, rise again

Though your heart it be broken

Or life about to end

No matter what you've lost

Be it a home, a love, a friend

Like The Mary Ellen Carter, rise again

words and music by Stan Rogers

© Fogarty's Cove Music, CAPAC

