Glengarry My Home

Ken MacRae
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In the hills of Glen - gar - ry my heart lin - gers still, by the
Though the hea - ther blooms not where the Scotch Riv - er flows, still a
It's been two hun - dred years since the High - lan - ders song, fir - st
‘When the end of life's sto - 1y comes clo - ser to me, by a
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lake - side, the burn - side, the sturdy sto - ne mill; In my
love for the old land in every hea - rt Srows; Don't for -
rang through the woods on the winters ni - ghts long; Th - ey
bend in the n - ver 11 bide just a wee; Be it
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dreams there 1 wan - der with friends of my own, In that
get the old coun -ty wh - ev - er you roam, For it's
sang of their hills and the life they had known, of their
hot day in sum - mer or win - ter winds blow, Have a
N st o - - e |
7 T ® I nd | . I I I | I il
y T I I ) I o o Py I ] il
(1 | ' 174 | I | i—‘—|—P | d | 7] il
Y ' T I I | I I | I I i
Y] v 1 v |
old Scot - tish coun -ty Gl - en - gar - ry My Home
proud you should be if Gl - en - gar - ry's your home.
once hap - Py days in th - eir old High - land home.
pi - per play for me Gl - en - gar - ry My Home.
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Through the woods and the wilds all the high - lan - ders came, They brought
How 1 love the old coun -ty 'tis hea - ven to see, as 1
They were stripped of their Gae - lic, their tar - tan and song; They had
Wrap me ‘round in my tar - tan and my old sgian dudh, With my
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fame to Glen - gar - ry and gave it the name. And I
love the young las - sie who's wai - ting for me, And I
no thing but mem - 'ries which they passed a - long, There's no
crom ach in hand then I bid you a - dieu, Thou it's
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can not for - get it wh ev - er 1 roam, 'tis a
can not for - get it wh ev - er 1 roam, 'tis a
myth, there's no won - der just let it be known, all their
far 1 must tra - vel, I feel not a - lone, hea - ven's
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Scot's bit o' hea - ven Gl - en - gar - ry My Home
Scot's bit of hea - ven Gl - en - gar - ry My Home
mem 'ries still live in Gl - en - gar - ry My Home
filled with old friends from Gl - en - gar - ry My Home



