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Reel 934 Mmexe. 424

1-3. Lord Bateman, Sung by Mr, Nathan Hatt, Middle
River .24 vs, with interesting comment

=3¢ 1 Once Had A Duck, Sung by Mr, Ngthan Hatt,

M14dlz River, Comic,probably originally
much longer and better,

5-64 Gypsy Laddie, Sung by Mr., Nathan Hatt, Middle
River. ! vs, ¢ood tunejsoundsas though

: It had chorus originally.

6«7, Rock-A~By-RBaby, Sung by Mr, Nathen gatt, Middle
Rivere 1 vs, only cf old nursery song
but with different tune, - 4

7«84 Geordle, Sunq by Mr Mathan Hatt, Middle River,

b q20d variant well sung,

8=10 In the lLate Evening Dew, Sung by Mr. Nathan Hatt,
Middle River; love song with pessibile
tties, but last vs, Imppopaer and was

v not sung: 0ood tune,

RBO~12, The Farmer's Curst Wife, Sung by Mr. N&than
Hatt, Mtddle River, Tune dull and

' ; sonqg poorly remembered,

12-18, Brennan on th2 Msor. Sung by Mr, MNathan Hatt,
Middle River, well sungjinteresting
varlant,

18-22, California Brothers, Sung by Mr, Nathan Hatt,
Middle River, Latejdying brother send

: ‘ messages to familystunehymnal,

R<=24, He's Young But He's Daily A-Growing, Sung by
Mr, Nethan Hati Middle River, 43vs.

~ interesting tune and words,

24=27+ The Dying Soldier, Sung bv Mr, Nathan Hatt,
Middle River, 45 doubla vs, not well

- remembered nor well sunge

27-8nd, The Bonnv llousz e! Airlie, Sung by Mrs, Edward

Galla gher, Chebucto Head, See 93B 1,






1 Once Had A Duck Rez1 93A3«5,Noe2

once had a duck when 1 lived in the muck,

hnd very good luck when 1 ld4ved in that land,

11! some cruel thief he took lenqing for beef

And {c ceek out .ul\vi he reventuréd a plan,

By the head o* my bed oh my sweddie she fed,

"Be thehoke, "he bdla. 'Wed they broke open 2 hole,

One morning in #ay just before it was day

When 1 seck where she lay to my soul she was stnle.
‘quC

Sing fol or rol laddde

My darl ing duck swaddie,

Sing tor rol fol laddie

Ha ha hum thzz name,

S

vas no hother both one way the other,
cauie home at the cllose of t he day,
¢ to search from boih lake,stream,or brook
i rw~lxy Cabin had 1 need to stray
a lad wiho had steal it and yet don't conceal it,
1 wish to my 54“‘ he wouid nmever have luck,
May the weasles and ;4(3 build a nest in his hat,
May 10,060 Jrap leaches right close by him stuck,
May mad dogs affrignt him and everyvone siight him,
The divil that murdered my beautliful duck,

Tho,.
Sing tor rol a laddie,
My darl ing duck swaddie,
Ha ha ma nannie,
H ha hun de nev.

QUP’O Mr. Nathan Hatt, Middle Rlver, and
recorded by i Helen Creightong,May 1952,




1 have aot left my house nor my home,
# d not leave my Dbaby,

And come b - *ho T\ '<"\/’: 1.'. ‘
A Some. - to i gypsy s 4 AY »

PSRV

love

Sung by Mr, Mathan Hatt, Micdle River, and

recorded by Helen CrelghtongMay 1952a
A1l h 11 d remcmber, although he had sung it
quite recentlys Sour as though it has a chorus,



Rock a Bye Baby Reel 93A 6=7.No.4

Rock a bue baby all on the trezatop,

When the wind blows the cradle will rock,

And when the bough bemds the cradle will fall,
Down tumbles baby,yes,cradle and all,

Sungby lre MNathan Hatt, Middle River, and recorded
by hHelen Creighton,May 1852,

Says et endi;Come tumblin' decwn, That's a good
song,but that's all 1 know of it,

Mpe izttt says It is a long songa



Geordie Reel 93A7-8.No.5

As 1 walkedover London bridge
Oh so early in the morning,
1t was there I m2t a pretty fair mald
All lamenting for her Georgle.
2 s
"What has he done? Who has he killed?
Has h2 murdered anybody?"
"No he stole five pearls from the royals king
And he sold them in a hurrys "
3
"Go: brine to me my riding steed,
Go saddle up my pony
Five humd red pounds 1 will lay down
All to pleczd for the 1ife of Georgle,
"We will have him hung with a golden chain,
Such & chain thzre is not many,
We willl have him hurted wlth the same
For thelikes and the life of Georgies"
5 :
The Judge looked over his rlght shoulder,
- It was words he didn'’ t say many,
TRepalr yourself for dezth young man
For it's mercy you Shtﬂ’* have anys'
- 6
The Judge lookedover his laft sﬁouldar,
1t was words he didn t 32y many
"Itm afeared you came too Igt% fals maid
Fogyour loved ona !s Judged al:
7
0 if 1 had my Geor 1la on yoaders pla
1t would be kleses 1'd have many,
With a sword anﬁ h*‘*ﬁ? by my slde
111 die for the 11fa of Gaorale,”

Sungby Mr. Nathen Hatt, Middlz River, and
J

recorded by ilelen Creighton,May 1952,

Says at end: 1 ve qot such a tunderin cold in
my troat I can't cina,



In The Lgte Evening Dew Reei 93A8-10N046

& place of renown,
it a dandy fine town,
at the hour of nine
e me wllose heart 1 had wone

In fair Londen ¢

Some people call

As 1 went a-wa

wWith a damsel
2

I throwed my arms round her and away 1 did go

Over hills and through valleys through pl ces thatkshe did not

3
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And the grass being tall and her dress being new,

She's afrald she would soll it in the late evening dew,
o

My mama would chidz me If she had known this,
My costly fins muslin,my silks, my new dress,
Sha was afraid she would sofl it Just befause it was brand new
¥mile we went a-walking In the latzs evening dew,
4

Oh I have g new coat of a dark London brown,

I think 't no harm of lying it down,

Likewise a sl handkerchlef for to spread under youw,

It will keep vou quite safely from the late evening dew,

Sung by Mr, Mathan Hatt, Middle River, and

recorded by Helen Crfijitﬁﬂ,M¢y 1952

a_

There is another verse,but this is what they call
g dbad song: Mr, Hatt says Lhe lasi verce is roliens
It is evidently improper, as they 7id not consider it
féit for me to hear,




The Farmer's Curst Wife Reel 93A 1012, N&

ThHere was an old rarmerlived under a hill

And if he's not dead oh he's living there still,

g yekedup his pig and he crdered his ploug

It was this way and uuut way and the devil knows how,
2

Ch up speaks the devil, "We'll hist henup higher, "

She up wiih her fod and kicked ten In the fire,

A iittie blue devil paeeped over the wall,

"Take her the hell out oi ithis or she'l!l murder us all ¥

-~

3

Like an old fool he got heronic his back,
She clawed all Lhé skin off the devil's backbone,
And away sie weni “ux,,&4ub down all over the hill,
If the devil can't ke her I don'l know who can,

Choge
Sing fol the dol daddie,
ding fol ihe dol deye

-,‘

Sung by lr, HNgthan Hatt, Middle River, and

recorded by Helen Creighiton, May

Not well remembereds




Brennan on the Moor Reel 93A12~18 No, 6

It's of a highway robber a story I will tell,
His name was Willie Brennan, in lreland he did dwell
it wason the Gilver'!d mountains where he commenced his
wild career,
And a many a lord ad gentleman befordhim shook with fear,
Choe
Young Bre nnan on the moor, young Brennan on the moor,
Bold and undanied stood young Brgnnan on thz moor,
. e
A brace of loaded pistols he carried both night and day,
He never robled a poor man all on thekiag's: highway,
He took it from the rich like Turpin and Black Bess
And he shared it with the widows and orphans in despair, Cho,
3
Willie's wife she wenl 10 town provisions for to buyp
And when she saw her Willie she began to weep and cry, ;
"0 come unto me my dear, "said she, 'Lhese very words she spoke,
When she harddto him a blunderbuss from underneath her cloak,
Cho,
L& ; ;
"It's underdo this blunderddsh,l mean to leavefyou now
He robhed the heir of Cassery fivehundred pounds or more,
Five hundred pounds was offered for his apprecation . there,
And Willie and his horse for the mountain did repaires Chos
5
“¢ overtook a pack man ali on the king's highway,
They rede along together until the first break of day
When thepackman found that hz was robbed of money,watch and
chiain
He overcounted Wiliic amd he roble d him back again, Clo
; 6
When Willie found the paciman as good a man as he,
"1 will choose you for my comrade all on the king's highway, "
The packman he lay down his pack without the least delay,
#1 will chooseyou for my comrade until my dylng day." Cho,
‘ i ;
So Willle he was taken and bound in priscn stirong,
Theymarched him off totprison's Jjall,strong guards was him
surround,
The jJurymen found him guilty and the judge mad: this reply,
"For murflering on the king's highway young Breanan you
g must die," Cho,

O Willle he was an cutlaw all on the king's highway,
For prarie(?) and pitrarie(?) pursued him both night amd day,
Willie's foremost 1lttle finger It was shot off by a ball

And Willie and his comradec they werz taken after all, CHO.




‘

9
"It's fare you well my loveling wife,mig little ch ildren three,
Likewise my aged father who will shed tears for me,
Likewise my aged mother and 1l think I've heard her say;
"O 1 wish young Willie Brennan were in his cradle laid,"Cho,

Sung by Mn Hathan Hatt, Middle Rivar, and

recordaed by Helen Crelghton, May 1952,

Said at endgThen 1 left and went home,
This means that thz song is finished,



Rt

The California Brothers Reel 93A18-22 Noe9

"Lie up nearer brother nearer
For my !Imbs are growing celd
And your presence seems more dearep
When thine arms around me fold,

: R
"1 am going brother,dying, .
Soon you'll misgme from your berthp
Soon my form it will be lying
Beneath the ocean's briny shore,

; 3

"Tell my father when yocu meet him
That in death 1 prayed fonhim,
A~praying thatl nighi one day meet hinm
In a world that's free from care,

¢ 4 4
"Tell my mother, heaben bless her,
Tell her that she is growing old,

Tell heshow her son would glad have kissed her

When his lips grow pale and cold,
5

"Hark unto me, catch each whisper,

It i1s my wife I speak of now,

Tell oh tell her how I have missed her
When t he fever burnt my brow,

"Tell her for to kiss myv childrem
Like the kiss I lastimpressed,
Hold them as when lastl held them,
Feld them closely to my breast,

7

"It was for them I crossed the ocean ,
Where my hope s I'11 not tell,
But again an erphan's porticn,
Yetthey do it all things well,

"Bring them early teo thelir Savolr,
Putting al 1- their trust in God,

And he never willl forsake t'em

For he said sc In his Word,

9

"Oh my children, Ieaven bless them,
They were all my 1ife to me,

Would 1 could die oncemore see them,

ere 1 sink beneath the sesa,



10
"Tell my sister I do remember
Every kind in parting word,
And my heart it is kept tenderly
From the thoughts itsmemory stirred,
11 »
"Tell her I ne'er rzached the heaven,
There ! saw the precious Dove, -
I have gained thatpert called heaven
#here the gold shall never rot,

12
"Heard them to secure an entrance
For they'll find thzir brother there,
Faith in Jesus and fepentence,
It will secure for each a share,

13

"Hark 1 hear my Sevoir speaking,
It is His voice I know so well,
And when I'm gone then don't be weeping,
Brother here is my last farewell,"

Sung by Mr Nathan Hatt, Middle River, amd
recorded by Helen Crelghton, dxkyx%2§2 May 1952



(——————1

He's Young But He's Daily A=Growinge Reel 93A22-24JNo.10

The leazvestheyarz green and the trees they are tall,
All those happy summer days are all pastiand gone,
Here i am left on the coldest winter day,

He is young but he's daily are a=growing.

C father, dear father,you've done of me much wrong
For you heve married me to 2 boy that's too young,
For I am twice twelve and he's only thirteen
He is young but he's daily are a~growing.
3 :
O daughter, dear deughter,l done of you no wrong
For I had married you to a ric} farmer's: son,
And if you do byt levepim he'll be your lord and king,
He is young but he's daily are a-growing,

At the ageof thirteen a married man was he,

At the age of fourteen his cldest son was born,

At the age of sixteesn cn his grave the grass grows green,
He is young but he's daily are a-growings

(acded later)
Tie a bunch of blue ribbon all eround about his neck
For to let the girls all kaow that he's married,

Sung by Mr. Nathan Hatt, Middle River, and
recorded by ficlen Creighton, May 1952,



The Dying Soldier Reel 93A24~27Noc.li

The sun was sinking in the west
As it feXl with glimme ring ray,
Through the branchesef the forest
Where the dying soldle Ve
Beneath the shades of Palmgl
Bencath the sultry southeren sky
O so far from his New England
They lald him down to cie,

2
A group had gathered round him
As his comrades in the fight,
Their hearts sank ficep within them
As he gald his last ¢ood-night,
Onel ittle frlend and C“hﬁﬁﬁlﬂﬁ
Had knelt down by his side
For to try to stop his 1ife blood flowing,
Was all In valn they tried,

3
When they found it was a!l in vain

On this loving anp““v fhertears
The tears fzll lﬁwr l1ike rain,

As he spoke the !rm er.1d'9r
"Harry weep no more for me,
For 1 am cr:<°1nw the rarb river
Where all beyond is free,"

4

Now stand up borthers,clozely
Listen to the word I say,
Who will be to her a bréther,
Shield her with = father's care? ¥
The scoldiers spoke together,
Like one volce seemed to 731,,
"We will be to her a sister,
We'll protect her one and all,"

5
A smile of raven hrig 25S was
The halo o'er him a??r,
In one quick convulsion shudder
The soldier boy was dead,
On the banks of Palmoa
They laid him down to rest,
With his knapsack for his pillow
And his musket on his hroast
O so far from his New nnnland home
Where they lald him down to rest,

: Sung by Mr, Nathan fatt, Middle River,and
by Helen Creighton,Mav 1952,

recorded



