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70-44, Peter Imberley, Sung by Mr, Norman Kennedy,Boutilier's

Point. Local,lumbering woods tragedyjgood
variant and quite well sung,

44-30. Erin's Lovely Home,Sung by Mr. Grace Clergy,East
Petpeswick, 10 long verses; song of
lovers parted by father and dnited
later; good, :

30«20, In Rogersvilie

> Clty, Sung by Mr. Bernard Young,
Rast Tetpeswichke 10 vs, song takes a
lot of singingslove and press gang:
quite nice,
d0 LG Efin.] Mvrays Sung by Mr, Bernard Young, Zast
Pegpeswick. Boy diason battiefield;good
of 1ts kind,
Mountains of Mourne, Sung by Mr, Bernard Young,
“ast Petpes wich, Comiec Irish and
good of its kind,
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Peter Emberley Reel 67,70-44,No.1

aneis Peter Emberley

give you to understand,

orng to Brince Zdvard island
bybthe ocsan strand,

gighteen hundrad and eighty-one

« B
g
: O e

s

5y "
:

S

:

&

v e L
M
L A

l-l < b9
When flowers ware bhrilliant to view
1 left nmy native countersge

fortune to pursue,
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I landedin Hew Brunswick
In that lumbering counteree,
I hire? 1o work in” the lumbering woods
Which provad my destliny,
I hire? to work in the lumbering woods
Where they cut the tall spruce down,
1t was loadlng two slats from the earth
I received my deathly wound,

3
There's dangeron the ocean
vihere the waves rol! mounteins high,
There's danger on the hattlefield
Where the angry bulless fly,
There's danger in the lumbering woods
For death lucks silent there,
I fell a victim unto death
In that great monstrous snare,
ilere’s adieu unto my fatler,
Was him who drove me here,
I thought him very cruel,
In his treatment toofs evere,
It Is not right to force a boy
Nor try to keep him down,
It will repulse him from his home
when he is far tco young.

5

Here's adieu unto my dearest friend,
1 mean my mother dear, ;
She's reared a son that's fallen
Soon as he left her care,
ikrxthexeikyxaflxRoyiztan
Hknxxxmxxmﬂniﬂxxiaithazaxﬁaxhxiin
NakkkngxaxxSavkanrksxeaiking:x
Anxxhakxgreatxjndgenrnkxday, x
It was little @id my mother know
When she sang sweet lullabies
What country 1 should travel to
Or what death I should die,

5}
Here's adieu to Prince Edward island,
That garden on the sea,
No more I 1l viewjits sunny banks
Nor enjoy a summer breeze,

(over)



No more I 11 see thoeo qqllant ships
A8 they qo sailina by,
With streamers 1laatzn~ {n the air
rar from their canvas high,

>
fere's adieu unto mv younger friend,
ihat hiaghiand airl s» true,
Long may shelive and blo%s the isle
Where my first breath l drew,
its years mav rol! on Just xhrxsam as fast
As before I passed awey,
What signifies a mortal men
¥hose name is generovs clay?

8
i know my lot seems very hard
Since fortune nroved severe,
but death,qrim death, the wor%t to come,
1 have no mo reito fwﬁr
it will relieve those deathly pains
And liberate me soon,
1111 sleep the long ~ﬂd silent slezep
All slumbzring in the tomb,

9

‘here's one request 1'41 have to ask
And that 1 have to crave,
That some kind-hearted Father
wOuld bless my sleeping grave,
~lt's in the city of PBeylston
Where my meuldering bones will lie,
Waiting the Savionr's calling
On that great judgement dav,

Sunq by Mr, Norman Kennedy, Boutilier's Point,
and recorded by Helen Qreighton, July/51.

See Songs and Ballads From Nova Scotia, p.301




Erin's Lovely Home Reel 67,44«30,N0,2

All who are at liberty I hope you will draw near

To a sad and mournfu! story I mean to lzt you hear,:
i'm nere in close confinement and anguish for to mourh,
Gar frow my friends and narants in Erin's lovely home.

s
¢

When [ was voung and in my prime,my age Just twaaty-one
Il acted as a servant unte a gentleman,
I served him trus ond honest and very well it's known,
But in cruelty he banished me from Wrin's lovely homee
D
The reason why he banished me 1 mean to let you hear,
I owned I loved his daunghter,and she loved m asgdear,
bhe hed a large fortune, and riches 1 had none,
we'll bid adien to all our friends in Erin's lovely home.
4
vas in her father's garden in the lovely month « June
We were viewing those flowers all {n their youthful bloom,
She says, “My dearest William, 4f with me you will roam
#e'll bid adieu to all our friends in Erin's lovely home."
S
i gave consent that very night away with her to roam
From her father's dwelllng which causedmy overthpowy
The ni~ht wasbright bv moonlight, we both set out alone
Thinking to get safe away from Zrin's lovely home,.
6 \
When we came to Beliast was by the break of day,
My love she then got ready our nassage for to pay,
Five thousand pounds she counted down sayinq,“This shall be your own
But de not mourn for those yon left in Erin's lovely home,"
it's of our sad misfertunel mean te let you hear,
iTwas in & few hours after her father he appeared,
e marched me back to Homer({?)jail in the county of Tyrone,
And there 1 was transported from Erin's lovely home,
8

As [ lay under sentence before I sailed away,
My love she came into the jail and thus to me did say,
“Cheer up your heart,don't bz dismayed,for I1'l1 not youdisown,
Until you do return again to Erin's lovely home,"
9

i &
Wile 1 lay under sentence it griewmed my heart full sore,
Blt theparting from my own true love i{thgrieved me ten times more,
! had seven links uvon my chain,for every link a year,
Before I could retarn again to the arrums of my dear,
10
When seven vears was over and he came back again
He called upon this pra2ttv girl and she loved hinm the same,
This couple now are married and they no more shall roam
Injsweet content their lives are spent in Erin's lovely home.

(The singer forgot vs.6 and added it at end, but in
quite a different key)

Sung by Mrs 8race Clergy,East Petpeswick, and recorded
by Helen Creighton,Aug/51/



In Rogersville City Reel 67,3020.N0s3

In Rogersville city there iived a fair damsel,
For wit ad for beauty her none could excel,
Adnired she was by many a suitor, b4 %

While William(/) of all he loved her right well,

~ L ‘ 3 n )
This charming young fair one sheloved a votg sailer
” . ¥4 ’

Long time it hmd been since he‘dprossed the wide main,
When the smericans insulted our Eritish flag royal,
When the fmericans insvited cur British flag royal

We were sumnons to go, wewerz summons to geo,
We were suamnmons to no put ana fight them again,

3 ;

This jolly younn seilor of late been reported

Had been bui a very short time on the shore,

As lie and his true love togecvher were walking

He by a large press gang all from her was tore,
4

We see anipercieve that you are a young sailor,

All fit for to flaht for your country and king,

And as we want sallors you must ploungh the ocean,

And as we want sailors you must plou?h-the ocean,

No :xcuses we'll have, no excuses we'll have,

You must go out and fight those bold rebels againe
5

BQearly next morning as thz day was a~dawning

A letter this becautiful damsel received,

It was to inform her our ship she weighsd anchor,

With grief’ and vexation this fair one did gtieve,
6

She cries, "These wars to me they prove cruel,

They rob me of him whom I love so dear,

My mind is tormented with grief and vexation,

With grief and vexation my nind Is tormented,"

While from her bright eyes,whlle from nher bright eves,

While from her bright eyes there fell mamy a tear,
7 : _ A

In reading these few lines don't be disappointed,

Once more I'm compellied to cross the wild sea,

Nevertheless my dear girl don't you be daynted,

And it's you and you only it's constant 1 11 be.

!t's many a fair one 1'll seg ther-'s no doubt of,
While I am in port and in anchor delay,
Not one will induce me to think of another,
Not one will induce me to think of another,
While I am away, while I an away,
And 1 hope in retura love you'll do so by mes
9
So farewsll lovely Sally, the next time I see you
Our ship's bound to india all with a fair gale,
Right early to-morrow the day is appointed,
All hands must prepare to go and not fail,

(over)



10
hav thv heavens protesci you till the next tlme I see you,
I hope in a short time thosz wars will be o ter,
And then my dear Sally we wild be united,
And then my dezar sally we will be united
in swzet harmony, Iin sweet harmony,
And we'll live our lives happy and safe on the shorc.

Sung Ly kir. Bernard Young, East Petpeswick, and
acorded by ‘elen Creighion,Aug/51



O1d Brin Far Away Reel 67/20-10.N044 -

down over the Erin skles

The sun had gon

Andthe dzadly fight waes oler,

And ‘Hrw“*wfs ley on the battleflelds

And life COLI\ claim no more.

The pale moon shone cn the cold damp ground
Where a o ii'x- soldier lay

Far away from the ones that he loved so dear
In old Erin for zway,

A passing comrad-heard his moan
And goon the soldler found,

And gently raised his aching head

From off tu? cold damp qF'Jﬂb

He says softly and gently, ")y comrade deast
I not lnnu in this world to stay,

For a vision bright bore o'ermy sight

In old Erin far awaye :

- -t N
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"Here's a lock of my halr I pray you bear

To my moth=2r that's o'er the sea,

And avery time she looks at it

I know she will think of ne,

Tel® her at home I'll no more roam

As in chil mn«. wa used to play,

Where the green grass blade In the evergreen shades
In old Brin far away, .

4

"Tell my brother that we bravely fought

Asnour forvfathcr& daid,

With bayonets bhargiqq through the air

And green laurels on our heads,

*Twas{in my heart to conquer,

And hurd*eds more to slay,
*While 2 vision bright brOHﬂ o'er my sight

In old ”r:n far away,

"Tell my oisterit s been lonq long years
- Since last 1 saw her face,

But her form stands pleasant In my mind

And her features I can trace,

Tell her at home Ifl]l no more roam

As in chlldhood we use to play,

Where the green grass,blades in the evergraen shades
In old Brin far away.

6

The dyving soldier breathed a °igh

As he turnec his aching M ad,

His spirit left this wide wide world,

The soldier boy was dead,

The grave was made and in there laid

The bones of a soldier gay,

And he'll no more rcam to his childhood home
In old Erin far away.

(over)



7 v

His comrades gatherad round his grave
For to takeithel r last farewell
++ Of as true and as gallant a hero
+ A8 ever in battle fell,
« As they lowsd him down in the celd damp ground
- His bright vision seered to say,
MMy ovarents will miss we when I'm gone

In old Erin far away,"

' Sung by Mr. Bernard Young,East Petpeswick, and
recorded by Helen Creighton, Aug./51

The singer always sings the place name as though it
were Ervian, but I think he must mean Erin.

Mr, Young hadn't sung this for some time, and he
thinks he had some of the veises mixed upe



Méuntains of Mournec Reel 6%10-end.No,.5

Dear Mary this London is a wonderful sight .
Whare the people are working the day end the night,

i+ They don't sow potatozs nor barley nor wheat,

Oh therel's genas of them digging: for gold in the street,
At least when 1 asked them that's whet 1 was teld,

So I Just took = hand in this digging for geld,

But for all that 1 got shure I might es well be

Where the mounieins of Mourne sweep down to the sea,

? i
You revember wien writing a wish you expressed
As to- how the fine ladies of: London do dress,

Now I1f wyoutll bellzve me when asked to a hall

Sure they don't wear no top to their dresses at all,

]I seen them myself surz and could not in troth

Say if they were bound for a ball or a bhoss,

Don't be starting this fashion anow Mary Macree

Where the mountains of VMourne sweaep down to the seas

3

You remembder young Dennis, old Lachlan of course,

Now here he is now at the head of the force,

I methim one 2ay I was crossing the strand

And he stoppzd the whole strzet with a wave of his handg

And there we stood talking til1l daylight had gone

While the whole population of London looked on,

But for all his grzat powers he's wishful! to be

Where the mountalns of Mourne sweep down to the sca,
4

After mass on last Sunday 1 went for a walk

Justto seeihe fine ladlies ride out in the park,

You'd think would be fine to be driving around

In a carriage that cost maybe twenty-fédue pounds,

But for all the diversion that I did perceive

Sure ! sagen just as good at the side of a grave,

For a fashionable wzdding i{s a far bzttaer spree
Whaere the mountains of Mourne sweep down to the sea,
5 §

O I seen England's king from the tép of a bus,

Sure he didn't know me though he's meant to know us,
And though by the Saxon we were once opnressed

1 cheered,God forgive me, ! cheered with the rest,

But now that he's visltzd old Erin's green shore

We'll bhe mueh better friends than we've been heretoforg
When we get all we want we're as quiet as can be

Wh2re the mountains of Mourne sweep down tc the sea,

Sung by Mr, Bernard Young,East Peatpeswick, and
recorded by Helen Creighton,Aug/51/

{Mr, and dps, Fowkz from Torento were with me at the
time, and the simer finishes with a flourish and all
the volume he can muster).



