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1. What’s closest to the heart (chanson) – Pages 2, 3 
2. Roman boys (reels) – Page 4 

3. Valse du lundi  - High on a mountain (valse/chanson) - Page 5 
4. Kelt’ass (jigs) - Page 6 

5. Invit Gabriel  (reels) - Page 7, 8 
6. My epitaph  (chanson) - Page 9 

7. Little Camille's jig  (jigs) – Page 10 
8. The old maid of galway (reels) - Page 11 

9. Babhun (valse) – Page 12 
10. Breto� a (slips-jigs) - Page 13 
11. Ride on (chanson) – Page 14 

12. La valseline (valse/reels) - Pages 15, 16 
13. Suite de polkas (polkas)  - Page 17 

14. La poule sur le minaret (hornpipes/jig) - Pages 18- 19 
15. Return to Clifden (slow air) – Page 19 
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Cathie Ryan 
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What's closest to the heart comes out 
Closest, next or near it 

What's closest to the heart comes out 
Listen, you'll hear it 

We have come the weary roads 
Through the weather 

In the hollow of the wild 
Will we be together?  

 
Come in from the wind and rain 

Come in from the thunder 
Come in with your aching heart 

I won't see you go under 
I'll hold you from the bitter cold 

Through the wonder 
In the hollow of the wild 
No more need to hunger  

 
Chorus (Ryan Air) 

 
What's closest to the heart comes out 

Closest, next or near it 
What's closest to the heart comes out 

You'll hear it 
Music in the darkest night 

With you beside me 
In the hollow of the wild 

Come and feel the warming fire  
 

You and me, me and you 
Will you come? You're welcome to 

 
'A dtiocfá tú? x 1 (Will you come) 
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(Olabelle Reed) 

As I look at the valley down below 
It is green just as far as I can see 

As my memory returnes how my heart does yearn 
For you and the days that used to be 

 
 High on a mountain living free 

 thinking about the days that used to be 
 High on a mountain  standing alone 

 Wondering where the years my life have gone 
 

I wonder, if you ever think of me 
Or if times blotted out your memory 

As I listen to the breeze blow gently through the trees 
I'll always cherish what you meant to me 

High on a mountain living free 
thinking about the days that used to be 

High on a mountain  standing alone 
Wondering where the years my life have gone 

 
High on a mountain living free 

thinking about the days that used to be 
High on a mountain  standing alone 

Wondering where the years my life have gone 
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Ola belle reed 

 
When I go from this life, let me go in peace 
Don’t want your marble at my head and feet 

Don’t gather round me oh just to weep and moan 
Where that I’m going I won’t be alone 

 
 

The flowers you give, please give them today 
Don’t waste their beauty on cold lifeless clay 
One rose with love could do so much good 

And I think all would give it if they just understood 
 
 

Now God gives life freely, then he takes away 
What we do for eachother let us do it today 

For we have no promise that tomorrow will come 
Don’t sing my praises lord after I’m gone 

 
 

When life has departed it’s not me any more 
Just a form that has suffered, A still heart that was sore 

For the soul that has blossomed, it don’t need you anymore 
So let it freely to God’s evermore 
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(Christy Moore) 

 
 

[CHORUS: Anvil] 
 

True, you ride the finest horse I've ever seen, 
Standing sixteen, one or two, 

with eyes wide and green, 
And you ride the horse so well, 

hands light to the touch, 
I could never go with you 
no matter how I wanted to. 

 
R : Ride on, see you, 

I could never go with you 
No matter how I wanted to. 

 
[CHORUS: Anvil] 

 
When you ride into the night 

without a trace behind, 
Run your claw along my gut, one last time. 

I turn to face an empty space 
where you used to lie, 

And look for a spark that lights the night 
through a teardrop in my eye. 

 
R x 4: Ride on, see you, 

I could never go with you 
No matter how I wanted to.  
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