FsG30
23. 167 %

Reel 50 MF 214.

70-624 Rocking A Cradle.Sung by Mr, Bdward HBeal, Seabright

62«60, Apples,Pears & Peaches, This is another partof The
Long Peggin' Awl,reel 28,Sung by Edward Yeal,

60-52, Captain Wedderburn's Courtship.’nteresting.Sung by Mr,
George Hubley,Beabright

:
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52-42, Banks of Newfoundlandeocal.Sung by Mr, Edward Heal,Seabright

42=-404Stormy Weather Boys.Chanty.Sung by Mr,Utis Hubley, Seabright
40-30,The Mi11 at the Marrows,Good,Local,” " . y
30-28,Lady lsabel and the E1f Knight.3 vse " " .

28«24 ,Burns and His Highland Mary. Sung by Miss Elsie McDougall,
West Gore

R4-22,Jack the Sailor, Sung by Miss Elsie McDougall,West Gore
22=20,Meagher's Children,Sung by Mre Arthur White,Noel Road.
RO0-12,The Flying Cloud . " . SE,. . " . "

12-end,The Stowaway., Sung by Mp, John Harvey,Noel Road



Rocking A Cradle, Reel 5070-6R.No.1

As 1 wes m~walking one fine gummer's evening
It's down to the river 1 wendered alone,
There I espied an old men a-weeping and wailing,
A-rocking 8 cradle which was not his owne
l—‘ns‘;.'bo Cho‘
Singing »ecekaby=sweet baby lie easy,
Faith your old daddy might never be known,
For its weeping and wailing while rocking the cradle
For somebody's baby thzat is not your ommn,

Every night she would go to a ball or a perty
And lesve me a-rocking the oradle alone,
Poor innoccert baby he callg me his daddy
But littie he thinks thet he is nolt ny owne Choe
3
Now come all you young men bhas no wives, that are single,
I pray &l you fellows let women elone,
For by the Lord Harry, if ever you marry '
They'll bring you a baby and swear it's your owne Cho,

Sung by Edwerd Deal,Seabright, end recorded by Helen
Creighton,Augel850,



Applies,FPears and Peaches. Reel 50. 62=60.N0424

Apples, pears, and peaches,
When ripe they must be plucked,

Ané if vou meets a pretiy scheool ma'am

She surely should be kissed.

01d maids and widows,

School ma'ams and all

Seems to take a liking

To my little black moustache,

Now mother, decarest mother, now
I'm surely not to blaue,

For when you wesyeung

0 you surely déid the same,

You left your own country,

Your home, friends, and all,
And you followed dear old daddy
For his little black moustaches

Sung by Mr, Xdward Deal, Seabright, and recorded by

Helen Creighton,Aug.1e50

All he could remember nf what he

calls & little dittye

N
)3

e

1 ¥
s JJ B w2 ot



Captain Wedderburn's Courtship. Reel 50,60~52,N0s3

Now whaet is rounder than a ring,
What's higher than a tree,
" What is worse than women's tongues,
What's deeper than the sea,
What tree buds first, whaet bird singe hest,
fAnd where dogs the dew first fall?
80 you and I in onec bedlie
And you lie next the wall,
2 2
This world is rounder than a ring,
degaven's high exr than a trase,
The devil is worse than women's tongues,
Hell's deeper than the sea,
The oak bués first snd the thrush sings best,
The dew.on the grass first falls,
So you andI in one bed lie
And you lie next the walls
3

Now for my breakfast you must bring
Some chickens without hones,
And formy dinner you must bring
Some cherries without stones,
And for my supper you must bkring
A bird without a gall,
So you and I in one hed lie
Ané you lie next the wall,
4
Now when the chickens are in the shell
They haten't sy bone,
When cherrlies are in blossom
They haven't any stone,
The dove he is a gentle hird,
He flies withoutia gdll,
8o you and I in one bed lie
And I lie ovex alle

Sung by Mr. George Hubley,Seabright and recorded by
Helen Oreighton,Aus,1950, The singer secms uncertain oi the
tune at first, buthcs cgptured it feirly well by the end
of the songe

Sce =21s0o Traditional Songs From Nova Scotia pe2133 variem ts.

Mr. Arthur White,Noel Road,iants Co., remembers ihe enddng
of this song as,hcneath the stock or wall.



Banks of Neufoundloand. Reel £0,52-42, Nos4.

Vords as in Traditional Bongs From Nova. Scotia,p.227.
with these excepntionse

vBele wild winds,

vBe2sfare you well,

T8.3.3ently flow,

VSes6.00 ShOW

vE.8s20n6 mexry wall bas

Singe by Mre Léwerd Desl ,Seabyight, and recorded by Helen
& s vy

.

Creishton, Aug.l950,
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Storny Weatier Boyse Reel 50,42=40,1045,
Choe ;
And it's windy weather boys,stormy weather boys,
When the wind blows we're all together boys,
Blew your winds westcrly, blow your winds blow,
Jolly nor'wester how steady she goess
X 2
Up turne the eel with his slipper¥ tail
Saying,"Demn your eyes coptaln it's time to make sail,"Cho,.
2 b 4
Up turne the whale witk his shiny back,
Baying,"Parmn jyour eyves cajtain it's time for to tack.Cho.

Sung by dr., Otls Hubley,Seabright, and rccorded by Helen
Creighton,Auge19580, 1he singer's breeth gave out before he
had gone very far and he had to stop,

|
For a fuller version see Traditional Songs From Novae Scotia,
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The MNMill At the Narrow. Reel 50, 40«30, No.6

There's a mill at the narrows, she's one of the kind
For sawing good stays her equals you can't find,
She works with a eylinder and that's a good scheme,
She don't run b%hwater for she runs by steam,

Qe
Leddie why whack for lorrel,
laddie why whack fal ley,
Laddie why whack for lorrel
Sing torrel I dey.

2

Now there isold Andy, he feels pretty sore,

He always did work on a cylinder saw,

Tite Hubley came down here looking at Bob

And the first thing we knew he h:d old Andy's job. Cho,
3

Now there is Tite Hubley, a sawyer by trade,

He works on a cylinder for which he gets paid,

He works on the cylinder for which he gets paid

And the sZays that he saws they a:e gf a good grade. EBho,

Now Bob will go down hook on a big load of logs,

Before they get near up they'll bre&k out some cogs,

He'®l go to the boss,"Now it's mighty damn queer

The cogs in this hook up slip out every years™ Choe.

5 .
Now there is Hiram Hubley on the ghingle machine,
The sawyer and the joine®w which he stands between,
The sawyer and the JjoineW which he stands between,
He ¢an't saw fast for he's too bloody greene Cho.

| 6 7 ; ey
Howﬁthere is Peterx Béwera;as plain to be seen,
He's laying up hidden but he's mighty green,
He's laying up hidden it's plain to be seen
With one moccasin red and 'the other one greens Choe.
y pan :
Now there is Dick Byers in the back of the mill,
He looks like a battle upon & dung hill,
The saw that he works on/it has a good‘dish
And the stakk that he saws its for packing up fishe Cho,
8 /i A N

Now Lendy he goesto the bosg and\ do say,
"You better be careful when you go away,"
Fred turns on the pump and out he wil. scoot,
I'm afraid that old boiler will soon:tédke a shootd Cho.
9 s
*0 I wouldn't mi’nd but she's been thers so long,
She's gone through a fire and she can't. be strong,
I am so frightened you krow very well ' "
That if she do burst we will all go to hell." Cho,
10, Sl .
O the time it rolledon till it came twelve o'cloek,
The whistle it blew and the mill it did stop,
And when we came up to get what we eat
We took off our shoes and walkedin our'sock feet. Chos

Composed by Fred Byers, engineer at the Nusquodoboit
mill. There about as much more to the song whicht he singer
can't recall, made up about all the men who worked there.

Sang by Mr, Otis Hubley,Seabright, and recorded by
Helen Creighton,Aug.1950.



Lady Isabel end the E1lf Enighte Reel 50.50-28.30.7

0 she 1hen mount«d on her milk white stecd

And led hie fast +r9ve111hb rrey,

She rode till she came to her father's stdgble door
Juzt a1 thd break of daye

-nt -
")

She then wellked up to her father's cestle door
When the parrost to her did say,

%) where have you been my pretiy fair meld

This whole lonz sumaer's day?®

'Husk upghush up my pretty Poll dear,

Don vulumkuotuu$MAm,

For vwnﬂ/éag» thall be 'de of the purest of gold
And ,;up‘uaurs of ivorye

; uf ire Otis Hubley,Seabright,and recorded vy Helen
"lel,AUS.l?JO

For *u.ler vgnie, & see Traditional Songs From Nove 8Bcollia,
Pe B e
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Burns and Ilis Highland lMary. Heel 50.R28=24. 0.8

For words see vssld341l4,Traditional Songs ¥rom Nove
Scotiase "rosiss® is sang -or SrosesWs

Sung oy lMiss Hlaie ﬁcDougall,iest Gore as remcmbered
the singing of the late Sevah Harvey whose favorite song
wasy reforded by Helen Grelguton. Augze 1950



Jack the Sailore Reel D04 24«22, N0.9

For worde sce lst and lesgt verses ofthis song
Traditional Songs Froa Hova Scotia, p«167. Tume reecalle

in
=
from the singing of 2 lumberman on the HNoel Roads

Sung by iie leig Mglougal 1,West Gore,; and recorded
by Helen \ruapubun,huv.lﬁbOt




lleagher's Childrens Igel 50, 22=-20, 0,10,

For words see¢ Songes and Ballads From Hova Scotia pe292,
This ic just e fragment of the = nge Chagyges arel
VBels “ind Christians hecer
VB+2s Thile there

The¢ gsw them lesve.
V8.3, Weg Mary Elaizebeth, Margaret ieagher

Were thel  twe pretiy LEMEE

Twe fal rer creetuveq never aid

cme Nature ever frame,
V8.4, Here in

that dreadful

they feared by day
And the secreeching owls by nighte

Sung by Mr, Arthur ”hlte, Hoel Road, Hantis Co.,‘ana
record<d by Helen Creighton, Aug.l950.

Mr, Vhite says the song was composcd by a Hante Cﬂm;ﬁf
man nemed Danigd GCarfield Bloise



The Flying Cloud. Reel 50,

O my name is William Holland
As you may understand,
I was born in the county of Waterford
Near Paddy's happy land,
When I wes young and in my prime
Kind fortune on me smiled,
My parents reared me tenderly,
I being their only child,
2

My father bound me to a trade
Near Weterford's fair town,
He bound me to a cooper there
By the name of William Brown,
I served my master faithfully
For eighteen months or so,
When I shippedon board of the Ocean Queen
Bound down to Valparaiso shore.
)

When we arrived in Valparaiso
I met with Captain Moore,
He was commander of the F¥lying Cloud
Belonging to Trimore,
He said,"My boys how would you like
A slaving voyage to go
To the burning shores of Africa
Where sugar cane does growg"

4

We all agreed but five bold youths
And them we had to land,

Two of them was Boston men

"And two from Newfoundland,

The othe® was an Irish chap
Belonging to Trimore,

I wish to God I had joined them first
And went with them on shore.

20-12, No.ll

Sung by Mr. Arthur White,Noel Road, Hants Co., and recorded

by Helen Creighton.Aug.l950,

For a fuller variant see Songs a d Bellads From Nova

Scotia,p.)R6.



The Stowaway. Reel 50, l1l2-end. No.l1l2

From Liverpool across the Atlantic
Our good ship she sailed o'er the deep,
With the sun brightly beaming above us
And the waters beneath the salt sleet.
2
Not a bad tempered sailor among us,
A jollier crew never sailed,
Excepting the mate abit savage,
But abetter seaman never sailed.
-3
One dgy as We came from the low deck
A-grasping a child by the arm,
A poor ragged worn out little urchin
Who had better been home with his ma.
4
Our mate asked the boy very roughly
How he dared to be stowed away
A-cheating the owners and captain
,Eating,adligg, and all without paye.

This boy had aface bright and winning,
And pretty blue eyes like a girl,
Looked up in the mate's brushy eyebrows,
And brushed back his long shining curls.

6
And he spoke in a voice soft and pretty,
Saying, "My stepfather brought me on board,
And he stowed me waybdown there below decky
For to keep ?e he could not afford.
"And he told me this good ship would take me
To Helifax city so fal r,
And he told me that God was my father
Who dwells w-here the good angels are."

8
"It's a lie," said the mate,"not your father,
But some of these big skulkers here,
Sae dough~headed muke-hearted sailor
Speak up, teél the truth,do you hear%"

And the boys eyes were filledup with teardrops,
And félterinﬁohe asked,"May I pray?"
Then he knelt dwvwn there on the low deck
Clasped his hands o'er his dear baby breast,
As he ofttimes had done in his homeland
At nighttime when going to reste.

il

Low and clear came the first words,"Our Father,®
Low a d clear from his dear baby lips,
Though how like a trumpet it sounded
To each man og board of that shipe.

2
Now the whole of his prayer he has gone through
For ever and ever amen,
For &1 the bright shining gold ont he Indies
They would not have heardit again.

13
Then the boy from the low deck was lifted
And pressed to the mate's rugged breast,
And his husky voice murmured,"God bless you,"
As his lips t&4his forehead he pressed.

"You'll believe me now?" said the boy,

"Believe youd" and he kissed him once more,
#You havelaid down your life for the truth lad,
I'11 believe you for now and ever mores"

Sung by Mr. John Hervey,Noel Road ,Hants Co., and recorded by
Helen Creighton,Aug,1950,



