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Galway Shawl

Trad. Ireland, Arr. B. Farmer
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2. As we kept on walking, she kept on talking, 

'Till her father's cottage came into view,

She said come in sir, and meet my father,

And for to please him, play The Foggy Dew.

4. 'twas early, early, all in the morning,

I hit the road for old Donegal,

She said goodbye sir, and her eyes seemed brighter,

And my heart remained with the Galway shawl.
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3. I played The Blackbird and The Stack of Barley,

Rodney's Glory and The Foggy Dew.

She sang each note like an Irish linnet,

And the tears they flowed in her eyes of blue.

˙

œ ˙
œ

˙ ™
˙

™
˙

œ œ ˙
œ

œ

˙

˙ ™ ˙ œ œ
˙

œ

˙
œ

˙ ™

œ
œ

œ
œ

™ œ ™
˙ œ ˙ œ ˙

Œ

2


