SHIAN ROAD
Will you walk the Shian Road again

And look out from Ardselma


across the wooded glen

Or see the Creagan mist burn on the bend

And will you walk the Shian Road again?

Chorus:


So hard the leaving

         So hard his leaving the hills and the glens

         So strong the feeling

         So strong the feeling he'd never return



 to Shian again.

The young man raced the sun across the sky

But older now, he stopped there,


the breeze a gentle sigh

I heard it whisper tae my father, "Stay",

And walk the lonely Shian Road today.

Remember when the days
        burned long and bright?

But now your sun is setting, 
        and by its fading light

I'll take you to the Highlands, and then

You'll walk the lonely Shian Road again.

(Ian McCalman, Causey Music, MCPS)

THE PRESENCE
It was out in the long Spring grass, she said

When the night was soft on the hill

He touched my ear with his voice, she said

And my blood ran sweet and chill

I laugh in my sleep at their jibes, she said

'Though they call me "old maid" still.

I have seen them sprinkled, weaned, and loved

The young girls fondled and wed

I've watched their dreams 
        grow as grey as the hair

That the limping sheepdog sheds

But mine are as green as the tall pines

That lean by Lochernhead

And he never came back to my father's byre

But on an April night

When the moon sits fat on a scudding cloud

And the stars are quick and white

I have known his clutch, like a cloak of fire

And his limbs, like swords of light

And my eye is wet by the fire, she said

But not with lust or shame

I mourn no shepherd laid low in the hills

I weep in the starry flame

With the joy of what I can never lose

But what I dare not name.

It was out in the long Spring grass, she said...

(Words by Stewart MacGregor

Music by Archie Fisher, MCPS)

OIGH Ù AGUS H-IÙRAIBH ÉILE
Seist:  Oigh ù agus h-iùraibh éile

           Oigh ù agus h-iùraibh éile

           H-iùraibh ò, 'sna hòro éile

           'S mo chruinneag dhonn


gur a trom a dh'eigh mi

Càite bheil i ann an Albainn

Cruinneag bhòidheach is gile calpa

Slios mar fhaoilinn air aodann fairge,

'S gur h-e do throm-ghaol a rinn mo mharbhadh.

'N uair a théid mi chun na féille,

Bidh mo shùil air a 'chruinneag ghlé-ghil,

Is binne Gàidhlig's as deise Beurla,

'S bidh sàiltean àrd air a brògan eutrom.

Tha do shùilean mar na smeuran,

No mar dhearcagan donn an t-sléibhe

Dubh a's donn ann am measg a chéile,

'S gu bheil ceann dubh air mo chruinneig

        ghlé-ghil.

English translation:
Maiden, you and no other 

Maiden, you and no other

No, not any other

But my brown-haired lady;

I shout my love!

Where is there a Scottish girl

A pretty lady with lovely legs

Curves like the seagull on the ocean's face

Her love will be the death of me.

When she goes with me to the market

My eyes are always on my fairest lady

Her sweet Gaelic, her proper English

And her dainty high-heeled shoes.

Are your eyes like the blackberry

Or like the brown nut on the mountain slope

Black and brown in amongst each other

In the dark head of my fairest lady.

(Traditional/Arranged by Lisa Theriot

English translation by Lisa Theriot)

LIES
At last the kids are gone now for the day

She reaches for her coffee

        as the schoolbus pulls away

Another day to tend the house and plan

For Friday at the legion when she's

        dancing with her man

Sure was a bitter winter, but Friday will be fine

And maybe last year's Easter dress

        will serve her one more time

She'd pass for twenty-nine but for her eyes

But winter lines are telling wicked lies

Chorus: All lies

              All those lines are telling wicked lies

              Lies--all lies

              Too many lines there in that face, 

              Too many to erase or to disguise.  

              They must be telling lies

Is this the face that won for her the man

Whose amazed and clumsy fingers

        put that ring upon her hand?

No need to search that mirror for the years

The menace in their message shouts

        across the blur of tears

So this is beauty's finish! 
        Like Rodin's "Belle Heaumiere"

The pretty maiden trapped inside

        the ranch wife's toil and care

Well after seven kids that's no surprise

But why cannot her mirror tell her lies?

Then she shakes off the bitter web she wove

And turns to set the mirror 
        gently face-down by the stove

She gathers up her apron in her hand

Pours a cup of coffee, 
        drips Carnation from the can

And thinks ahead to Friday,
        'cause Friday will be fine!

She'll look up in that weathered face

        that loves hers line for line

To see that maiden shining in his eyes

And laugh at how her mirror tells her lies

(Stan Rogers, Fogarty's Cove Music, PROC

Used by permission.)

THE HOLY GROUND
Farewell, my lovely Johnny, 

A thousand times adieu

You are going away from the Holy Ground

And the ones that you love true

You will sail the salt seas over

And return again for sure

To see again the ones you love

And the Holy Ground once more.

You are on the salt sea sailing

And I am safe behind

Fond letters I will write to you

The secrets of my mind

And the secrets of my mind, love


You're the one that I adore

And still I live in hopes you'll see


The Holy Ground once more.




I see the storm a-rising

And it's coming quick and soon

And the night so dark and cloudy


You can scarcely see the moon.




And the wind is fiercely blowing

And the waves crash on the shore

But still I live in hopes you'll see

The Holy Ground once more.

But now the storm is over

And you are safe and well

We will go into a public house

And we'll sit and drink our fill

We'll drink strong ale and porter

And we'll make the rafters roar

And when our money, it is all spent

You will go to sea once more.

You will sail the salt seas over

And return again for sure

To see again the ones you love

And the Holy Ground once more.

(Traditional/Arranged by Lisa Theriot)

FOLLOW ME UP TO CARLOW
Lift MacCahir Og your face

Brooding o'er the old disgrace

That Black FitzWilliam stormed your place

And drove you to the fern.

Grey said victory was sure

Soon the firebrand he'd secure

Until he met at Glenmalure

With Feach MacHugh O' Byrne.

Chorus:
Curse and swear Lord Kildare

               
Feach will do what Feach will dare


Now FitzWilliam, have a care


Fallen is your star low


Up with halberd, out with sword


On we'll go, for by the Lord


Feach MacHugh has given the word

"Follow me up to Carlow!"

See the swords of Glen Imayle



Flashing o'er the English pale

See all the children of the Gael

Beneath O'Byrne's banners

Rooster of a fighting stock

Would you let a Saxon cock

Crow out upon an Irish rock?

Fly up and teach him manners!

From Tassagart to Clonmore

Flows a stream of Saxon gore

Och, great is Rory Og O' More

At sending the loons to Hades

White is sick and Lane is fled

Now for Black FitzWilliam's head

We'll send it over, dripping red

To Queen Liza and her ladies!

(Traditional/Arranged by Lisa Theriot)

ROLLING HILLS OF THE
           BORDERS
Chorus:

When I die, bury me low

Where I can hear the bonny Tweed flow

A sweeter place I never did know

Than the Rolling Hills of the Borders.

I have traveled far and wide

Seen the Hudson and the Clyde

I've courted by Loch Lomondside

But I dearly love the Borders.

It's well that I can mind the day

With my laddie I stole by the Tay

But oh, its beauty fades away

Among the hills of the Borders.

There's a certain peace of mind

Bonny lasses there you'll find

The men are hard but yet so kind

Among the hills of the Borders.

(Matt McGinn, Hearthside Music, MCPS)
PARCEL OF ROGUES
Farewell tae all our Scottish fame

Farewell our ancient glory

Farewell even tae our Scottish name

Sae famed in martial story

Now Sark runs ower the Salway Sands

And Tweed runs tae the ocean

To mark where England's province stands

Such a parcel of rogues in a nation.

What force or guile could'na subdue

Through many warlike ages

Is wrought now by a coward few

For hireling traitor's wages

The English steel we could disdain

Secure in Valor's station

But English gold has been our bane

Such a parcel of rogues in a nation.

Oh, would 'ere I had seen the day

When treason thus could fell us

My auld grey head had lain in clay

Wi' Bruce and loyal Wallace

But pith and power, 'til my last hour

I'll make this declaration

We were bought and sold for English gold

Such a parcel of rogues in a nation.

(Traditional/Arranged by Lisa Theriot)

BEGGARS TO GOD
The song of Gypsy Davy rang


delighted through the night

The wise and foolish virgin


kept her candle burning bright

"Rise up, my young and foolish one


 and follow if you can

There'll be no need for candles


in the arms of such a man."

Chorus:
Make love to each other


Be free with each other


Be prisoners of love 'til you


     lie in the sod


Be friends to each other


Forgive one another


See God in each other


Be beggars to God.

The night was cold and dark and wet


as they wandered on alone

The sky became their canopy


the earth became their throne

And as their raiment ran to rags


they thought it nothing wrong

For earth and sky are robe enough


if you sing the Gypsies' song.

They sang and played the Gypsies' song


wherever they were sent

To some it seemed a dancing tune


to some a sad lament

But in every heart that heard them true


a tear became a smile

And a pauper or a prince became


a Gypsy for a while.

(Bob Franke, Telephone Pole Music, BMI)

AODANN SRATH BHAINN
'S mi ri imeachd nam aonar


anns an òg-mhadaim Mhàigh

Feadh lèantaichean uaine


mar fhear-fuadain gun stàth,

Nuair a chunnaic mi a' ghruagach


an taobh shuas dhiom a' tàmh

'S i ri nigh' a cuid aodaich 


mach air aodann Srath Bhàin.

An sin dhìrich mi suas far 'n robh


gruagach mo ghràidh

Is labhair mi rithe gu sìobhalta tlàth,

"Tha bliadhn' agus còrr bhon a thòisich an gràdh,

Is ma bhitheas tu deònach 


nì sinn pòsadh gun dàil."

"Gu pòsadh, gu pòsadh ro òg tha mi 'n dràsd'.

Gu bheil teang' aig do sheòrsa 


dhèanadh fògradh 's gach àit;

Gum  biodh m'athair 's mo mhàthair 


gam chàineadh gu bràth

Nam pòsainn do leithid, O fhleasgaich gun stàth."

Ach a nìonagan òga tha gun phòsadh 's gach àit,

Na diùltaibh fir òga le mòrchuis no tàir.

Nach muladach dhòmhsa 


bhith gun phòsadh gu bràth

'S fheudar fuireach nam aonar 


mach air aodann Srath Bhàin.

English Translation:
As I walked alone on a morning in May

Among the green fields on my sad, lonely way

I saw a young woman who lived a ways on

As she did her wash on the face of Strath Bàn.

I climbed up the hill to my love waiting there

And to her I spoke with politeness and care,

"For over a year we have courted this way,

So agree and we'll marry with no more delay."

"To marry, to marry, I'm too young right now

Your kind causes trouble with talk anyhow

My father and mother would scorn me for life

You fickle young fellow, if I were your wife."

To all you young women, unmarried and sweet

Don't turn down young men out of pride or 
       conceit

How sad that my one chance to marry is gone

I'll live all alone on the face of Strath Bàn.

(Traditional/Arranged by Capercaillie, 
Survival Music, BMG

English translation by Lisa Theriot)

JOCK OF HAZELDEAN
Why weep ye by the tide, lady,

Why weep ye by the tide?

I'll wed ye tae my youngest son

And ye shall be his bride.

And ye shall be his bride, Lady

Sae comely tae be seen

But aye, she's let the tears down fall

For Jock of Hazeldean.

Now let this willful grief be done,

And dry that cheek sae pale,

Young Frank is chief of Errington

And laird of Langley Dale.
.

His step is first in peaceful hall,

His sword in battle keen,

But aye, she's let the tears down fall

For Jock of Hazeldean.

A chain of gowd ye shall'na lack

Nor braid to bind your hair,

Nor mettled hound, nor managed hawk,

Nor palfrey fresh and fair.

And ye the fairest of them all

Shall ride our forest queen

But aye, she's let the tears down fall

For Jock of Hazeldean

The kirk was decked at morningtide

The tapers glimmered fair

The priest and bridegroom 'wait the bride

And dame and knight are there.

They've sought her baith by bower and hall

The lady was'na seen

She's ower the border and awa'

Wi' Jock of Hazeldean.

(Traditional/Arranged by Lisa Theriot)

GOODNIGHT AND JOY
The year is wearing tae the wane

And day is fading West awa'

Loud raves the torrent and the rain

And dark the cloud comes down the sha'

Let the tempest tout and blow

Upon his loudest winter horn

Goodnight and joy be wi' you all

We'll maybe meet again i' the morn

Oh, we hae wandered far and wide

O'er Scotland's hills, o'er firth and fell

Many a simple flower we've culled

And trimmed them wi' the heather bell

We've ranged the dingle and the dell

The hamlet and the baron's hall

Now let us take a kind farewell

Goodnight and joy be wi' you all.

Though I was wayward, you were kind

And sorrowed when I went astray

For oh, my strains were often wild

As winds upon a winter day

If ere I led you from the way

Forgi' your minstrel aince for all

A tear falls wi' my parting lay

Goodnight and joy be wi' you all.

(Traditional/Arranged by Dougie MacLean, Limetree Arts & Music, MCPS)

1.   SHIAN ROAD

"...so hard the leaving..."
Ian McCalman wrote this lovely song which expresses the increased longing for home we feel as we grow older.

2.   THE PRESENCE

"I have known his clutch, like a cloak of fire, and his limbs like swords of light..."
This poem by Stewart MacGregor, set to music by Archie Fisher, presents the feelings of a woman who has loved the wrong man and can't bring herself to regret it one bit!

3.   OIGH Ù AGUS H-IÙRAIBH ÉILE

"...is binne Gàidhlig's as deise Beurla, 's bidh sàiltean àrd air a brògan eutrom...
A traditional Gaelic song in praise of a lady; the author was obviously both learned and a foot fetishist, since he praises his lady's bilingual talents as well as her dainty high-heeled shoes.

4.   LIES

"She'll look up in that weathered face that loves hers, line for line..."
The only Stan Rogers song I dare perform, because being a woman, I have the one vital angle he could never bring to the song!  Every woman should have someone in whose eyes they are always beautiful.

5.   THE HOLY GROUND

"...still I live in hope you'll see the Holy Ground once more..."
I never liked this song the way most Irish bands do it (fast and loud), but Mary Black's recording made me realize what a terrific song it really is, or was, until it was taken to the pub and ruined!

6.   FOLLOW ME UP TO CARLOW

"Feach MacHugh has given the word...".

Reportedly set to a tune the pipers played at the Battle of Glenmalure(1580),  Patrick McCall wrote this gleeful paean to one of the earliest successful Irish rebellions.

7.   ROLLING HILLS OF THE BORDERS

"...a sweeter place I never did know..."
Matt McGinn's song is no less than the Borders deserve; personally, I much prefer the Borders to the oft-celebrated Highlands!

8.   PARCEL OF ROGUES

"...English gold has been our bane..."
Still is.  Robbie Burns could write a sequel about all the English people with vacation homes in Scotland.  It's a good thing the Scots hate waste, or England would have as much trouble with Scotland as they do with Ireland.

9.   BEGGARS TO GOD

"...there'll be no need for candles in the arms of such a man..."
This song by Bob Franke celebrates the old "Black Jack Davy" idea that a woman will live happily in poverty if she loves her man enough.  This idea was forwarded by MEN; the day my husband quits his job to roam the countryside, he's HISTORY!

10.   AODANN SRATH BHAINN

"...gum biodh m'athair 's mo mhàthair gam chàineadh gu bràth..."
This girl is MUCH more practical, cruelly spurning a poor young man rather than face her family's disapproval.

11.   JOCK OF HAZELDEAN

"..she's ower the border and awa' wi' Jock of Hazeldean..."
Here's another woman dumping a rich suitor for the man she loves.  Let's hope he at least has a job.

12.   GOODNIGHT AND JOY

"...we'll maybe meet again in the morn..."
James Hogg wrote this beautiful and wistful song.  This and a cup of warm milk should put you right out.

