Scotland the Brave

Hark, when the night is falling

Hear, hear the pipes are calling

Loudly and proudly calling 
down through the glen

There where the hills are sleeping

now feel the blood a leaping

high as the spirits of the old highland men

Towering in gallant fame

Scotland my mountain hame

High may your proud standards gloriously wave
Land o' the high endeavour

Land o' the shining river

land o' my heart forever

Scotland the brave

High in the Misty highlands,

out by the purple islands

brave are the hearts that beat 
beneath Scottish skies

wild are the winds to meet you

staunch are the friends that greet you

kind as the love that shines 
from fair maidens eyes.

Far off in sunlit places,

Sad are the Scottish faces,

Yearning to feel the kiss Of sweet Scottish rain.

Where tropic skies are beaming,

Love sets the heart a-dreaming,

Longing and dreaming for the homeland again.
Flower Of Scotland

Oh flower of Scotland

When will we see Your like again

That fought and died for

Your wee bit hill and glen

And stood against him Proud Edward's army

And sent him homeward Tae think again.

The hills are bare now

And autumn leaves lie Thick and still

O'er land that is lost now

Which those so dearly held

And stood against him Proud Edward's army

And sent him homeward Tae think again.

Those days are passed now

And in the past They must remain

But we can still rise now

And be the nation again

That stood against him Proud Edward's army

And sent him homeward Tae think again. 


Eriskay Love Lilt

Bheir me o, horo van o

Bheir me o, horo van ee

Bheir me o, o horo ho

Sad am I, without thee.
Thou'rt the music of my heart

Harp of joy, o cruit mo chruidh

Moon of guidance by night

Strength and light thou'rt to me.

In the morning, when I go

To the white and shining sea

In the calling of the seals

Thy soft calling to me.

When I'm lonely, dear white heart

Black the night and wild the sea

By love's light, my foot finds

The old pathway to thee.

Annie Laurie

Maxwellton braes are bonnie,

Where early fa's the dew,

And 'twas there that Annie Laurie

Gave me her promise true.

Gave me her promise true,

Which ne'er forgot will be,

And for bonnie Annie Laurie,

I lay me doon and dee.

Her brow is like the snowdrift,

Her throat is like a swan,

Her face it is the fairest

That e'er the sun shone on.

That e'er the sun shone on,

And dark blue is her ee,

And for bonnie Annie Laurie

I lay me doon and dee.

Like dew on th' gowan lying,

Is the fa' o' her fairy feet,

And like winds in summer sighing

Her voice is low and sweet.

Her voice is low and sweet,

And she's a' the world to me,

And for bonnie Annie Laurie,

I lay me doon and dee.

Road to the Isles

A far croonin' is pullin' me away

As take I wi' my cromach to the road.

The far Cuillins are puttin' love on me

As step I wi' the sunlight for my load.

Sure by Tummel and Loch Rannoch and Lochaber I will go

By heather tracks wi' heaven in their wiles.

If it's thinkin' in your inner heart the braggart's in my step

You've never smelled the tangle o' the Isles.

Oh the far Cuillins are puttin' love on me

As step I wi' my cromach to the Isles.

It's by Shiel water the track is to the west

By Ailort and by Morar to the sea

The cool cresses I am thinkin' of for pluck

And bracken for a wink on Mother´s knee.

The blue islands are pullin' me away

Their laughter puts the leap upon the lame

The blue islands from the Skerries to the Lews

Wi' heather honey taste upon each name.

Mhairie's Wedding

Step we gaily on we go,

Heel for heel and toe for toe,

Arm in arm and row and row,

All for Mhairies wedding.

Over hillways up and down,

Myrtle green and the bracken brown,

Past the sheiling through the town,

Is our darling Mhairie.

Red her cheeks as rowans are.

Bright her eyes as any star,

Fairest o them all by far,

Is our darling Mhairie.

Plenty herring plenty meal,

Plenty peat tae fill her creel,

Plenty bonnie bairns as weel,

Thats the toast for Mhairie.


My Love is Like a Red, Red Rose

O, my love is like a red, red rose, 

That's newly sprung in June: 

O, my love is like the melody, 

That's sweetly play'd in tune. 

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass, 

So deep in love am I 

And I will love thee still, my dear, 

Till a' the seas gang dry. 

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear, 

And the rocks melt wi' the sun! 

And I will love thee still, my dear, 

While the sands o' life shall run. 

And fare thee weel, my only love, 

And fare thee weel a while! 

And I will come again, my love 

Tho' 'twere ten thousand mile! 

Ye Banks and Braes

Ye banks and braes o' bonnie Doon,

How can ye bloom sae fresh and fair?

How can ye chant, ye little birds,

And I sae weary, fu' o' care!

Thou'll break my heart, thou warbling bird,

That wantons thro' the flowering thorn!

Thou minds me o' departed joys,

Departed, never to return.

Aft hae I rov'd by bonnie Doon

To see the rose and woodbine twine;

And ilka bird sang o' its luve,

And fondly sae did I o' mine;

Wi' lightsome heart I pu'd a rose,

Fu' sweet upon its thorny tree!

And my fause luver stole my rose -

But, ah! he left the thorn wi' me.

Gallowa Hills

Oh I'll tak' my plaidie contented tae be

A wee bittie kilted aboon my knee

And I'll gie my pipes anither blaw

And I'll gan oot ower the hills tae Gallowa'

Oh the Gallowa' hills are covered wi' broom

Wi' heather bells in bonnie bloom

Wi' heather bells and rivers a'

An I'll gan oot ower the hills tae Gallowa'

For I say, bonnie lass, it's will ye come wi' me

Tae share yer lot in a strange country

For tae share yer lot when doon fa's a'

And I'll gan oot ower the hills tae Gallowa'

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

I'll sell my grannie's spinning wheel

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

An I'll gan oot ower the hills tae Gallowa'
Auld lang syne 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,

and never brought to mind?

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,

and auld lang syne?

Chorus:

For auld lang syne, my jo,

for auld lang syne,

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

for auld lang syne.
We twa hae run about the braes,

and pou'd the gowans fine;

But we've wander'd mony a weary fit,

sin' auld lang syne.

And there's a hand, my trusty fiere!

and gie's a hand o' thine!

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

for auld lang syne.

Skye Boat Song

Chorus

Speed bonnie boat like a bird on the wing

Onward the sailors cry.

Carry the lad that's born to be king

Over the sea to Skye

Loud the wind howls, loud the waves roar

Thunderclaps rend the air

Baffled our foes stand by the shore

Follow they will not dare

Many's the lad fought on that day

Well the claymore did wield

When the night came, silently lay

Dead on Culloden field

Though the waves heave soft will ye sleep

Ocean's a royal bed

Rocked in the deep Flora will keep

Watch by your weary head

Burned are their homes, exile and death

Scatter the loyal men;

Yet ere the sword cool in the sheath

Charlie will come again.


Comin' Thro' The Rye
Gin a body meet a body

Comin' thro' the rye

Gin a body kiss a body

Need a body cry?

Ilka lassie has her laddie

Nane, they say, hae I

Yet a' the lads they smile at me

When comin' thro' the rye.

Gin a body meet a body

Comin' frae the town

Gin a body kiss a body

Need a body frown?

Ilka lassie has her laddie

Nane, they say, hae I

Yet a' the lads they smile at me

When comin' thro' the rye.

'Mang the train there is a swain

I dearly lo'e myself

But what his name or whaur his hame

I dinna care to tell

Ilka lassie has her laddie

Nane, they say, hae I

Yet a' the lads they smile at me

When comin' thro' the rye.

Leezie Lindsay

Chorus:

Will ye gang tae the heilands Leezie Lindsay,

Will ye gang tae the heilands wi me,

Will ye gang tae the heilands leezie lindsay,

My bride and my darling tae be.

I dinna ken how that can be sir,

I dinna ken how that can be,

For I ken nae the land that ye live in,

Nor ken I the lad Im gaun wi

Ye dinna ken much then Leezie Lindsay,

If its true that ye dinna ken me,

For my name is Lord Ronald of MacDonald,

A Cheiftain o the highest degree.

Ill buy ye a gown o green satin,

Tae wear right up tae your knee,

And Ill make ye a Lady,

A Cheiftain o the highest degree.

She has kilted her gown o green satin,

She has kilted them up tae her knee,

And shes gone wi Lord Ronald MacDonald,

His bride and his darling tae be.

Mingulay Boat Song

Hill you ho, boys; Let her go, boys;

Bring her head round, now all together.

Hill you ho, boys; Let her go, boys;

Sailing home, home to Mingulay.

What care we though white the Minch is?

What care we for wind or weather?

Let her go boys! ev'ry inch is

Wearing home, home to Mingulay.

Wives are waiting on the bank, or

Looking seaward from the heather;

Pull her round boys! and we'll anchor,

Ere the sun sets at Mingulay.

I Love A Lassie
I love a lassie, a bonnie Hielan' lassie,

If you saw her you would fancy her as well:

I met her in September, popped the question in November,

So I'll soon be havin' her a' to ma-sel'.

Her faither has consented, so I'm feelin' quite contented,

'Cause I've been and sealed the bargain wi' a kiss.

I sit and weary weary, when I think aboot ma deary,

An' you'll always hear me singing this...

Chorus

I love a lassie, a bonnie bonnie lassie,

She's as pure as a lily in the dell,

She's sweet as the heather, the bonnie bloomin' heather,

Mary, my Scots bluebell.

I love a lassie, a bonnie Hielan' lassie,

She can warble like like a blackbird in the dell.

She's an angel ev'ry Sunday, but a jolly lass on Monday:

She's as modest as her namesake the bluebell.

She's nice, she's neat, she's tidy and I meet her ev'ry Friday:

That's a special nicht, you bet, I never miss.

I'm enchanted, I'm enraptured, since ma heart the darlin'captur'd,

She's intoxicated me with bliss...


I love a lassie, a bonnie Hielan' lassie,

I could sit an' let her tease me for a week:

For the way she keeps behavin' well, I never pay for shavin',

'Cause she rubs ma whiskers clean off with her cheek.

And underneath ma bonnet, where the hair was, there's none on it,

For the way she pats ma head has made me bald.

I know she means no harm, for she'll keep me nice and warm,

On the frosty nichts sae very cauld...

Bluebells of Scotland

Oh where, tell me where, is your Highland laddie gone?

Oh where, tell me where, is your Highland laddie gone?

He's gone wi' streaming banners where noble deeds are done

And it's oh, in my heart I wish him safe at home

Oh where, tell me where, did your Highland laddie dwell?

Oh where, tell me where, did your Highland laddie dwell?

He dwelt in Bonnie Scotland, where blooms the sweet blue bell

And it's oh, in my heart I lo'ed my laddie well

Oh what, tell me what, does your Highland laddie wear?

Oh what, tell me what, does your Highland laddie wear?

A bonnet with a lofty plume, and on his breast a plaid

And it's oh, in my heart I lo'ed my Highland lad

Oh what, tell me what, if your Highland laddie is slain?

Oh what, tell me what, if your Highland laddie is slain?

Oh no, true love will be his guard and bring him safe again

For it's oh, my heart would break if my Highland lad were slain

