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Program Notes
A collector of folk tunes, Lady Nairne (Carolina Oliphant) undoubtedly chose the traditional
Scottish air “Hey, Tuttie, Tattie” as the setting for her melancholy text because of its beauty and
simplicity. Also known as the melody to Robert Burns’ nationalistic “Scots Wha Hae”, the folk
tune has been part of Scottish life for centuries. Lady Nairne wrote her words upon the passing of
the only child of her friend, Mrs. Archibald Campbell Colquhoun. In her setting, the Land O’ The
Leal is a reference to heaven, where they will someday be reunited. This orchestral arrangement
of the old Scottish tune hopes to capture the serenity and hopefulness of her poem.
I’m wearin’ awa’ Jean,
Like snaw-wreaths in thaw, Jean,
I’m wearin’ awa’
Tae the land o‘ the leal.
There’s nae sorrow there, Jean
There’s neither cauld nor care, Jean,
The day’s aye fair
In the land o’ the leal.
Tae me ye hae been true Jean,
Yer task’s ended noo, Jean
For near kythes my view
O’ the land o’ the leal.
Oor bonnie bairn’s there, Jean,
She wid baith gid and fair, Jean,
And, oh! we grudged her fair
Tae the land o’ the leal.
But dry that tearfu’ e’e Jean,
Grieve na for her and me, Jean
Frae sin and sorrow free
I’ the land o’ the leal.
Noo fare ye weel, ma ain Jean!
This warld’s cares are vain, Jean,
We’ll meet and aye be fein
I’ the land o’ the leal.

