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70-50, Plains of Waterloo. GoodsSung by Mre Amos Jollimore,
Terrance Bay, ﬁaunting tune

50«404Robin Hood and Little John,Sung by Mrs, Gilbert Flemming,
Retch Harbour

40-36, Riot of Newfoundland, 1 vs. Sung by Mr, William Gilkie, Sambro

36-28, Gallant Brigantine, Good.Sung by Mrs.Edward Gallagher,
Chebucto Head,

RB8-224 Lakesof Ponchartrain.,Sung by Mr,Wm.8Howard Gilkie, Sambro
22=124 John Ladiner, Local,Sung by lir, Howard Gilikie,Sambro
12-3, The Brave Volunteer.Sung by Wm.& " " "

8-end, Bards of Sweet Dundee.Not usual song by this name, Sung by
. Mr, Howard Gilkie, Sambro,



Plains of Waterloo. Reel 51, 70=50.No.l

As 1 rode out one evening to view the fields and meadows,
Down by a flowery garden where I chanced for to stray,
I overheard a maeiden making sad recreation,
I stood in silent ambush to hear what she mi_ht say.
2
The song that she sang caused the walleys for to ring
And the sweet feathcred songsters around my love did fly,
Saying,"The wars are all over and peace it is proclaimed,
And my love's not yet returned from the plains of Waterloo."
3

I boldly steppedup to her saying,"Alas my fai r young creature,
How could I make so bold as to ask your true love's name?

For I have been in battle where cannons loud did rattle

And it's by Zour love's description I might have known the same."

“Oh.Willium Smith it is the name of my true lover,
s gone and he's left me in sorrow that is true,
And there's none I will enjoy but my own darling boy
O until he do return from the plains of Waterloo."
5
"If William Smith it be the neme of your true lover : .
It's all alone together we stood many's a cbampagne.(cafpaign)
Through Portugal and Prussia, through Italy and Russia,*
He wasmy loy=1l comrade through France and through Spain,
6

"Being on the sixth of March when we ended our great battle,
Like bold British heroes we did them pursue, ;
We fought them for three days till at last they werc defeated
Like the great Napoleon Boney on the plains of Waterloo.

7

"It being into France where we c¢nded our great battle,
Caused many's a bold hero to sigh and complain,

The drums they did beat and the cannons loud did rattle,
It wes by a grench soldier your true love he was slain.

"And as I passed by I saw your true love a-bleeding,
I scarcely took time for to bid him adieu,
With a soft and melting voice dhthose words I heard him mention,
'Fare you well my lovely Sally thét lies far from Waterloo.'"
9

Now when this fair maid heerd this sad recreation 4

Her red rosy cheeks they grew pale white with pain,

I was sorxy fxrto see herin that sad recreation,

I caught her én my;, arms crying,"Sally I'm the man.
1

"And here is the ring that between us was broken,

In the midst of all dangers it reminded me of you,"

Oh when sh e saw the ring that between them was broken,

"You are welcome lovely Jimmie’>from the plains of Waterloo."

l. pronounced Ryssia by singer,
2. lamentation?

- B¢ Willie?
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Robin Hood and Little John. Reel 51.50-40,
No.2

When Robin Hood he was about twenty years old :
He happened to meet Little John,
It was down by & brook his journey he took
And 2 stranger he happened to spy,
They heppened to meet on a long narrow bridge
When neither of them would give way,
S0 bold Robin Hood he firmly stood (pro.firm=-i=1y)
Say ing,"I'11l show you now Nottingham play."

2 :
"You speak like an ass," tﬁ?“btgiﬁéérc%éﬁtfia.
"Well armcd with your long bow you stand
To point =%t my breast, therefore I'll protest,
I'm here bu ¢t a staff in my hand."
"The name 2f a2 coward," says Robin,"I'll scorn,
Therefore mv long bow I'll lsy by,
It is for ycur cake a staff I will take,
The truth of vour mamhood to try.

3
Then awg goes Robin Hood to the thickest of the trees,
And he choosed out a staff of good oak,
When this he had done, Twas back he had come
And this to the stranger he spoke,
"low here's my staff, it's both lusty amd tough,
And here on this bridge let us play,
The first that falls in, the other will win,
The battle and we will away."

4

Andocihcigxkherexkheyd tdxfenrdshxahomxxxxxx
"Indeed," said the stranger,"my hearty brave soul,
I will scorn the least to give out,"
And without much to do "twas there he fell to
And it was there they did flourish about,
With that he gave Robin acrack on the crown
Which causing the blood to appear,
Then Robin in range so fiercly engaged
And followed his blows most severe.

5
With tha$ in 2 fury the stranser he grew,
He gave him one terrible loolgy
And with a stcut blow he laid him down low
And he tumbled him right in {ihe brook.
"Now where ex»t thou now, my hcarty brave soul?"
When 1au§h1n; the stren ger rerlice,
"Faith I'm in the brook," sai d %olu Robin Hood,
I'm“floating evy with the tides"

6
Then awgy swam Robin to the thiclest o £ trees
And he hails himgelf up by a thorn,
And on it at last he Blew a loud blast
Straightway on his fine bugle horn.
When the echo of it made the wvalleys to ringp
Soon then his fine bhowmen appeared,

Well clothed in green wor plain to be seen
Strdgaght up to their wa ier did steer,
7

"Dear master,decar mecter,® said Will Sidec-iy,
"Dear master, youre wct to { he skin,®

"No matter," sdaid he,"ihet 1lod that you see
By fighting hadtumbled e in,

"To duck him likewise," "No,"Robin replies,
"But he is a fine bowman for me.,"

Sung by Mrs Gilbert Blemming,Ketch Harbour, and recorded by
Helen Creighton,Sept11950., Part of vs. 4 is not on the record; t he
singer recalled it later., Learned from her father in Newfoundland.



Riot of Newfoundland Reel 51,40=36.,N0.3

On the fourteenth dgy of lovely lay
This riot did take place,

lly true love he was passing by

When a bayonet pierced his heart,

When a bayonet pierced his tender heart
Wpich leaves me in despair,

And I'm left broken hearted,

A lonely Belvedere,

Fragment sung by VWm.Gilkie,Sembro,snd recorded by Helen
Ureighton, September,1950



Gallant Brigantine. Reel 51, 36=28.No.4

As I strayed ashore one evening from my gallant brigantine

In the island of Jamaica where I have lately been,

O I being tired of rambling I sat me down to rest

And I sang a song of my native land, the land that I love best.
2

Now when my song was over I felt more at ease,

I rose to pick some oranges that hung down from the trees,

'Ywas there I spieda fair maid who filled me with delight,

She wore the garb of innocence, her dress was snowy white.
3

Her dress was snowy white my boys, her spender it was greep,

A silken scarf hung round her neck her shoulders for to screen,

Her hair hung down in ringlets, and it as black as sloes,

Her teeth were like the ivory white, and her cheek was like the rose.
4

S0 boldly I accosted her,"Good morning my pretty fair maid,"

So kindly she answered me,"Good morning sir," she said,

"I do think you are a sddlor just lately come fvom sea,"

"I belong to yonder ship lies anchored in the Bay."
5

Then we both sat down together and we chatted for a while,
I told her many a curious tale which caused her for to smile,
And as she rose to leave me these words to me addressed,
"O come and see my husband, he will treat you to the best."
6
It was then she introduced me to a noble looking man,
So kindly he saluted me and shook me by the hand,
The wine being on the table and dinner served up soon,
We all sat down toghether, spent a jolly afternoon.
|
Now there's one thing more I have to say before my tel e is done,
It's Hemry Rysall is my name, I am a married man,
Three weeks before I left the shore my troubles they'd begun,
By the powers above the wife I love brought me a baby sone.

Sung by lMrs. Edward Gallagher, Chebucto Head, and
recorded by Helen Creighton, at Sambro,Sept.1950,



Lakespf Ponchartrain

It was early early in the spring
When I bid Orleans adieuz
And on my way to Jackson's wall
Where I waes forced to go,
It being ‘'bout four in the afternoon
Part of my way I came,
It wes there I met the creole girl
On the lakesof Ponchartrain.

2
"Oh,"I said,"my pretty creole girl
My money's to you no good,
If it was not for those snakes and alliigators
This night I would lie in the woods."
"You're welcome home kind stranger,
Your money I do noi grave,
For we always tx gstranger well
On the lakesof Ponchartraine"

3

Oh all =round the creole's neck
Those wavely ringlets fell,

For me for to paint her beauty,

To me it would be in vain,

¥or so handsome was the creole girl
On the lakesof Ponchartraine

4
I've been in foreign counterees,
Stranpe faces 1 have seen,
But the equals of this creole girl
My eyesthey ne'er have seen,
Ané by her gentle kindness
She eased my heart from paln,
For so handsome was thAﬁpcreole girl
On the lakesiof Ponchartrain,

Reel 5Hl. 287‘22.1\10. 5

Sung by Wme.Gilkie anc loward Gilkie,Sambro, end recorded by

Helen Creighton,Septsl950



John Ladiner. Reel 51, 28%22-12.No.No.6

Come soupy friends, I pray draw near,
Come listen to my song,
While I rélate the cruel sad fate
Of a young maen's dead and gone,
Who now lies silent in his grave
Without m v thought or fear,
Prince Tdwerds Isle his native soil,
John Lecdiner by names

2

Was very young he left his home,
Relations far behind,
And started out unto St. Johns
Employment for to find.
He searched, he cruised, but was denied,
He searchedbut all in vain,
In deep despair he paid his fare
Unto the state of ‘laine,

)
Arriving in the state of lMaine
A job was quickly found,
His willing wgy soon earned the praise
From strangers al l around,
Contented heart no fault to find,
Successful every way,
Tith a willing hand he done his part
Until his dyigg daye

To the town of Morrisey

Young lediner did steer,

He 1laboured there for six long years
Mid winter frost and snow,

by worked, he slaved, his earnings saved,
Bot acent would foolish spend,

But little did his young life think

That death was drawing near,

Thanksgiving grought Joy to some,
While others” ¢id brought woe,

When John arese, put on his clothes,
Unto his wori did go

To roll those logs piled up so high
With a steady hand and skill,

To land them in that narrow brook
That flﬂats&heﬂ to the mille

He ofttimes stouu in danggr
And watched with s@s=afiul eye,
He done the same thal very day
They say who saw him die,
One horrible ecrash, one fatal blow,
Those logs came tumblin : down,
~One fatal log,
* Soon laid him low,

And him in dea;h did lies
His comrades rushed sround him
And tore those logs away,
Looked down with pity on that face
As ever cold in clay,
Come 41 young men a warnin: tcke,
Shun den ger if you can,
For unexpected death will ¢ ome
To each and every onee

Sung by Howard Gilkie,Sambro,und recorded by ficlen Creighton,
September,1950,



The Brave Volunteer., Reel 51.12-8.No.7

It was early oh early in the fine month of May
I saw a fine coupl’e a=-roving away,
One was a lady, a lady so f£aix gay,
And the other was a soldier, a brave volunteer.
2
"WThare are you going?" I said in surprise,
"Where are you going on such an hour as this?"
"I'm going far back to the banks of old Flyndy,
For to see the waters gliding, hear the nightingales sing."
3
I had not been there an hour or two
When out of his knapsack a fiddle he drew,
He played it so sweetly caused the vdlleys to ring,
"Hark,hark," cried the lady," hear the nightingales sing."
4
"0 now," said the soldier,"it is time to give o'er,"
"0 no,"said the lady,"play me one tune more,"
He played it so wweetly made the walleys a 1 ring,
"Hark,hark,"cried the lady," hear the nightingales sing."
5
"0 now,"said the lady," will you marry me?"
"0 no," said the soldier,"that never can Dbe,
I've a wife in old Flundy and children have three.
Have a1 other in the army,that's too many for me. "
6
I'11l go backk to old Flundy, I'll stg there one year,
Instwad of cold water I'll drink lager beer,
And when I return it'll be in the spring
To see the waters gliding, hear the nightingales sing.

Sung by William and Howard Gilkie,Sambro, and
recorded by Helen Creighton,Sept.1950,.

See record 48Bl,sung by Lorne Sweet in 1948,




f
Banks of Steet Dundees

OQur ship she lies at anohor

In the harbour of Dundee,

I think you are the faﬁrest one
That ever my eyes have seen,

I think you are the fairest one
That ever my eyes have seen,

And won't you take a wdk with me
This ni hat onamadeline.

"Oh it's I would t& e awdlk with you
But what would mother say?

For I have got smo ther

She is like some dernedold clown,
For when I would returning home
She'd sg ,""here have you been?

And what has kept you out so late
This night on Hedeline?‘

Oh with coaxing ang persuading
She doon give me consent,
And happy were tiose two three hours
Along with her I spent,
At last strange thoughts came so my mind,
Thet I may go to sea,
And leave the girl x ruined behind
On the banks Zf sweet Dundees
One night as I lie in my berth,
Lie in uy berth asleep,
I dreamt I was the father
Of 2 houncing fine young son,
I dreamt I saw his mother,
She wa: scarcely seventeen
And she was weeping bitteriy
That night on Madelines
5

Now emme all my g& young sailor bhoys
A warning t&e by me,

Never betrsy the young women
Whereveryou ma: bhe,

For if you don't intend to marry them
Just shun their company,

And never do ce 1 have done

On the banks of sweet Dundees

Reel H5l.8~end, No.8

Sung by Howard Gilkie s Sambro, @ d recorded by Helen

Creighton,Septenber 19504



