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A propos de l'artiste

Musicien dorénavant handicapé, il ne me reste que la composition.Mais
les partitions(bourrées,mazurkas,valses,reels,jigs....)s'accumulent inutilement.Elle ne sont jouées que par un
ordinateur ! J'ai donc décidé de les donner.Ce sont des partitions écrites pour harpe(clef de sol et FA 4)mais
jouable(partie supérieure) par un violon
,une flute, un tin-whistle,une mandoline,etc....Ah!Gros détail : je n'ai
déposé aucune partition.
Si vous me confiez votre adresse e.mail,je peux aussi vous envoyer l'audio au format non compressé
(wav.),de meilleurs qualité mais qui
prend plus de place que le mp3.Dominique Gauquelin
Qualification : Cinquante ans de musique mais si je pouvais avoir une deuxième vie pour la composition...
Page artiste : https://www.free-scores.com/partitions_gratuites_gauquelin.htm
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It's cold and raw the north winds blow
Black in the morning early
When all the hills were covered with snow
Oh then it was winter fairly
As I was riding o'er the moor
I met a farmer's daughter
Her cherry cheeks and sloe-black hair
They caused my heart to falter

I bowed my bonnet very low
To let her know my meaning
She answered with a courteous smile
Her looks they were engaging
"Where are you bound, my pretty maid
It's now in the morning early?"
The answer that she made to me
"Kind sir, to sell me barley"

"Now twenty guineas I've in my purse
And twenty more that's yearly
You need not go to the market town
For I'll buy all your barley
If twenty guineas would gain the heart
Of the maid I love so dearly
All for to tarry with me one night
And go home in the morning early"

As I was riding o'er the moor
The very evening after
It was my fortune for to meet
The farmer's only daughter
Although the weather being cold and raw
With her I thought to parley
The answer then she made to me
"Kind sir, I've sold me barley"
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