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70-38,4 Lord Bateman,Good., Sung by Mr, David Slaunwhite, TerranceBay,

Reel 56

38-22. The Soldier's Return.Sung by Mr, Willis Jollimore, " 3

22=10., The Ocean Queen, Local,wreck, Sung by Mr, Everett
Jollimore, Terrance Bay

10-~end, Come to the Woods, Nursery song.Good. Sung by Mrs,
Edward @allagher, Chebucto Head



The Soldier's Peturn

It wes 'fore man¥s 2 mounth was o'er
Before 1'd reec Hed my netive shore,
¥y porents ne'erthouBht to sec me moxe
And left for me as though was deads.
As I drew near my cottagexbleak
The evening fire was burning bright,
And through each window long I gazed
To view each friend with dear delight,
)
v
Ny father into his coxner eat,
Ky mother to her useful trades
By brother tried to make them %ell;
Ly sis ter baked the houschold bread,
"My Jessie the sat by the five
dnd in her eye there stood a teax,
Her bosom swelled with manys the sigh

For she little knew that her Jimmie wes nighd

3
Vhet would they do if I went in?
Surprised they'd feel, so tender heart,
Come story then I must invent
Anc ect a poor lame soldier's parte
I drev & bandage o'er uy eves
Andé elso crooked gpoor laweé knee,
And soon I found in that display
Not one dear friend to thought on me,

&
I ventured in,famed words %o tell
And csme unto my mother and,
"Come here,® she cries,"what camn you want?"®
Ancé with my famed story I began.
I eheanged ny voice tc that of fame,
A poar laue soldier's part I gained,
"Your very name your love's engaged,
A soldier boy's the best we'we had,"

5
My father saye he hed 2 son
And for agoldier he hod gone,
"Whalt is his name?" tue self replied,
"For behind me I ieft meny o one,
And meny'sthe message + heve brought
To families that I ne'er shell find,
Long for Joan Goodman's house I've soucht
To tell him his son's not far behind,

(ever)
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"0 does he live?" my father cried,
¥y mother hzd not dared to speak,
Ahd all the while my Jessie sighed
As if @ though her hesrt would breaks
"He lived indeed, ihe token seen,
A parting kiss dear Jessie gave,
g sent it far with love by me
fo show he still escapes the grave."
7
My fether danced around his son,
iy mother shook my hand away,
¥y brother says his glass may run,
He cares not now how soon the daye
*A swordsman love," ny fathexr crieq,
*"The wedding xtkxmitismrely f£irst we'll surely heave,
Onehundred years I vow they'll live
Since Jimmie escapsd the soldiexr's gravee"

Sung by Mr, Willis Jollimore, Terrerce Bay, and rccordcd by
Helen Creighton, BSeptsl950,.

The last words of the lines in the second verse may not
be correcty the dialeet im dlfficult to follow.



The Ocean Queen (or The Winter Scamon)s Reel DG6«22=10,
H0oed

0 in the wintersecason all through tue frost and snow
Ve left our noble harbour bound down to Geroges go,
There heavy winds do whistlie, blow heavy on our sail,
Whiletwe go oul a-spouting just like some frightened whales
Our sails they are msde stout and strong,made of the best of stuff,
Our rigging is manilla and rove through patent blocks,
Our schooner's built of white oak end fin&shed with grest haste,
To ride out every norther and stendthe wint er's tasks
3
It's now we are on Georges no tongue can e'er deseribe
The roughness of the weter and the swifiness of the tide,
There ice congeals like mounteing and heavy winds do olow
vhilst we poor souls of Neptune those hordships musi go throughs
4

Now '¢is hail, rain, and thunder and breakers on each side,
Whilst our noble vessel majestic she do ride,
-tk for one moment, listen, and what I say be true,
The Ocgcen Queen is wuiscing, she drowndcod all her crev.
5

Now nine they were in number, all in the prime of life,
Commanded by kmtix@pinme & captdn who lcaves a tendexr wile,
They were just one fortnight merried when fiom her he did part,
And now she's left a widow with a sad and broken heart.

6
Put she is not the only one those benks have Lleft to weel,
There are fathers, sons, snd brothers lle buriedin ithe deep,
I hone thet God will perdon them for I know the grief they feed,
‘There is 2 balm o'gilead that every wound might heals

Sung by Mr. Evereit Jollimore, Terrance Bay, and rceorded
by Helen Creighton,Sept.il850s

Scec #zl80 Reel 60,No0,6 by Amos Jollimore,Terrance Igy,and
52, by Mblliam andioward Gllkie Sembroe
150 BeBeNeSa Da290e
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Come To the Woodse Reel H6.,10=endNo.4

Come to the woode, cried Richard to Robin,
Come to the woods, cried Robin to Dobbin,
Come to the woods eried Jack in the lane,
Comeg to the woods, cried every ones

2
Wnat to do there? cxried Robin to Dobbin,
Waat to & there? eried Richard to Rubin,
What to & there? cried Jack in the lane,
what to do there? cried every one,

3
Shoot the wild deer,cried Richard to Robin,
Shoot the wild deer, cried Robin to Dobbin,
Shoot the wild deer, cried Jack in the lane,
Shoot the wild deer, cried every ones

. Sung by Mrs Edward Gallagher, Chebucto licad, and
recﬁrdea by Helen Creighton,8ept,1950,

The 2nd verse should probably have the same name sequence
es the other twoa




Lord Bateman, Recel 56, T0=38, Haglo

Lord Bateman was a noble lord,

A noble lord of high degree,

He shipped himself on board some sbiDPyy
Some foreign counterce for to go scce '

He safled east and he sdiled wesi

Until he e¢ame unto Turkey,

There he was taken snd put in prison
Until hig' life it wus almost gones

The ® ire had one only daughter,

An oply daughter, a lady ©

She stole the keys of her fa ﬁer's prison
Agg swore/ Lord Batemnn she would let free.
: — 4

She too)X hdm down in herfother's cellar
And trgated him to the hest of wine,
And every heal th that she drank unto him,
*I with Ldrd Bategan thet you were mine,®
She tgok down by the secaside,
She gagve to him a ship of faume,
"Parewell,farewell oh," she cries,"Lord Batemen,
I'm afraid I never shall sec you againe®
& 6

For sevgn yearsfthey made a vov,
And seéven more to keep it strong,
wIf sou don't wed with no other fair maid,
¥s I811 not wedeith no other mans"
When seven yearsit was passed and over,
And/ seven more it was drawing nigh,
She papkéd up all her gayest clothing
#nd swore,"Lord Bgteman I must go finde"
She sailed 'long until she came to Lord Bateman's castle,
8o loudly she rang the hell,
"Tho's there,who's there?™ cried this proud young porter,
'Who&o’there.wbo'g there, come and quickly tell.®

She said,"Oh is this Lord Bateman's castlegy
Or is Lord Bateman now withinf%"

"Oh yes,0h yes,"cried the proud young porier,
He's just now %akigg his new bride ine"®

"Te1l him to send me a slice of cake

Ané a2 bottle of his best of wine,

And to not forget oh this fair young ldy
That did release gﬁm of his close confine."

Away,away runs this proud young porter,
Away,away,and awgy run he,

And when he cane to Lord Bateman's office

Down on his two bggded knecs fell hes

*“Now what's the matter, my pround young porter,
What news, what news have you brought to me?"
"Outside the door stands a fair a creature

As ever at my two eyes did see€.

(over)
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"She has got rings #nto every finger,
And on the middle one she has got three,
There's as much gay gold hanging round her middle
That would buy all of Noith Cumberlee,
4
"She says to send her a slice of cake
And a bottle of your best of wine,
And to not forget oh that fair young lady
Since Susie Pye she has grossed the seas."
5
Lord Bateman into a passion flew,
He split his sword into splinters three,
"No more I'll ramble this wide world over
Since Susie Pye she hecs c{gseed the sea."
0 then up speaks the young bride's mother
Who never wes knowing for to speak = free,
"It's don't forget oh my only daughter
Which out of prison has sgg you free."
®*I never made your daughter my bride,
She's none the better or worse of me,
She came to me on a horse and saddle,
She may drive back on a coach and three."

Sung bz Mg David Slauenwhite,lerrance Bay, and recorded by
Helen Creighton,Sept«1950,

It sounds as though the singer says Bakeman for Bateman.In
vs.8 he started to sing,she sailed east and she sailéd west,
then he got muddled and probably left a verse out altogether,
In the 16th verse he hes also made a mistake as it was not the
new bride who had crossed the seae. The word is pronounced
%gg!g, For other variants of this ba.lad, see Traditional

ongs From Nova Scotia,pp.26-34.



Michel Fagen. Reel 57, 1l2-end. No. 9

0 the daybI left old Ireland
Not many years ago,
I left my home on Fago
Where the pigs and the murphys grow,
And since I left old Ireland
It alwvays wes my plan
For to show those yellow house ladies
I'm a true born Ilrishman,
Choe.
Hello there MicHel Fagen,
You could hear those ladies cry,
Hello there Michael Fagen,
On you I got my eye,
You're a credit to old Ireland,
Deny it no man can,
You're a herum scarum bung shalorum,
A true horn Irishman,
< 2
Down by the yellow house station
I struck a lucky Jjob,
Barrying brick and mo rtar
And my pay was eighteen bob,
I never spent a penny
But I drew up like & man
For to show those yellow house ladies
I'm a true gﬁrn Irishman,@ho.
Now amy lady present
Would like to marry me,
I d take them to my little home
So far across the sea,
I%d dress them in silk and satin,
I'11l dothe best I can
For to show those yellow house ladies
I'm a true born Irishmans Cho,.

Sung by Mr. Edward Deel ,Seabright, and recorded by Helen
Creighton, Sept.1950,




