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Bonny House o' Airlie Reel 93B 1«8,No.l

Lady Ogilvie liooked over the castle wall
And she vowed and sne siched riqght fairly
whein site saw tne great Argyle and all his highland men
Come to piunder the bonny honse of Aprlies
2
Louwe down,mme down Lady Uoilvie 7 he cried
"and 1 will kiss weou riaht fairlv
“p L sweair by the bradth of my bonnv broadsword
Il wili not ileave & stending stone in Adrlie."
\) P
‘I will not come down to you qreat Argyle,
Heither will I kiss you right fairly,
i willi not come down to voun agreat Argvle
Though youmwould not leave a standing stone in Airlie,
4
“lf my guldmen were ave here to-day
But he's oif awai for Prince Charlie,
it would not be vou or all vour highland men
wWho would plunder the bonny house of Alrlie,
"Iit's seven sons to him 1 have born
And the youngest has never seen his daddy,
But Lf 1 had as many manv more
They'd all carrv arms for Frince Charlie,"
‘ é ; i
Then they wen it to work worse than heathens or Turks
fmd they plundered the mansion so fairly,
And iL was a solemn day as ever you did see
When they burned down the bonny housepf Airlie,

Sungby iMrs Ldward Uallaqher, Chebucto Head,
and recorded by Helen Creighton, July 1952




The Bold Pedlar and Robin Hoode Reel 93 8-9,No.R

-3

here was: a pzéi“r,aua a pzdlar bold,
A plzasant pedla e scemzsd to be,
And he put hi“‘=fk all on his back
And he went ¢linking all o'er the leas
")
as he was clinking all o'er the lea
He met two msu,ﬂaarrelsomc men they seemed to be,
{3 : hun in$ hold Robin Hocd
ttle John so0 free,

o (R 1 (“"

r pack?"eried Little Johm,
o me most speedilee,”
uitspf the “ panish qJ.l{'
stri pns =T'° two or threee"

7

And I have bow

"If you've scven sults of the Spanish silk
And you have bow stringsiit's two or thres,
1 will pledge myse!f, "said Little Hohn,
"1f one half of them do not fall to me.
5
The pedlar then he 10wer9d his pack,
He lowered it fown unto his knee, v
Say? ng,'bhow me: the men '1l put me two foot back
And the pack nd all will be his fee,"
Tha Little Jﬁhﬂ he pulled out his sword
And the pedisr he pulled out his brand
And they swiped thz2ir swords till the sweat dld run,
He cried, "’ov'M pedlar come hold your hand,
7
Now Robkin Hood he been standing by,
As angry a man as there could be,
Saying, "l know a man of a smaller scale
Who could whip ghe pediarald win the fee,"

- "Go' try him master,"cried Little John,

"Go try him mastermost speedilee,

For there's not a man in fair Voftingham

Who can whip the podlar and win the fee,"
L

Then R8bin Hood he pulled out his sword

And the pedlar he pulled out his brand

And they swiped thelir swordsti 1l the biood did run,
He cried, "Lovely pedlar come hold your hands"



10 :

"What i{s your name?" oried Little John,
"Come quickly tell it unto me,"
"Oh thz divil 3 bit of wxu my name you'll gat
Till the hath of vours ven have told to mee”

'
Néw Robin-~ Hood he been standing by,
As pleasant a man s there could be,
Saying, "Theonepf us is bold Robin Hood
And the otheriittle John so free,"

12 ;
Now the pediar said, "1 have both your names,
For the both of them yo1 have told to me,
And now 1t lies within my own breast ~
Whether 1711 tell my name to eigher he or thee,

13 : ¥ 0 10
But ~ my namelhe saifl, it is voung Gamewell,
1 have travelle dfaroverilend and sea,
For killing a man in mv fatheris court
In my own defence ! was forced to fiee,"

14 o
Now RobintHood he been standing by,
As pleasant a man astherz could be,
"We are tvo sister's sons, " he said?
"And what nearer kindred can we bel"

Sungby Mrs Sdward Gallagner, Chebucto Head, and
recérded by Helen Creighton, July 1952,

Words very slightly from baliad by same singer
1!’1 T.S‘F:QS‘ p' 67.



The Herbert S. Fuller Reel 93 9-18,Noe3

We sallbed awgsr from Boston on the Sth day of July,
The day was fia: whilz on the dock we bid our friends good-bye,
Our barquentine belng irim and neat hepr flag flew in the breezs,

f murder,brutal murder on the seas,

-+
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Our crew being mixed of Europeans from a nation o'er the foam,
The captain and the first mate claimed Americay their ihome,

The second muie a champion who once lived at his: ease,

But now at home hir friend do grieve he was murdered on the seas,

s
assznger !:ft anmong,came with us on the ship,
elth all Tor his health he meant to make ‘the trip,
Witl. parent. dear he llved ai home in luxury and ease,
He 1ittle thought of murdergbrutal murder on the seas,
48

o oar

de salled away for several days end all went smooth and well,
BBt llsten to me for = while, a sac sad tale 1'11 tell,
The morning of the fourteenth day the first mate at his ease
Withxaxxirmxhag Vent boldly forth with am in hand to murder on the
S@ns,
5
The second mate lay sound asleep when down upon hlis head
The cruel ax descended and his 1ife it quickly fled,
And then into the captain's rcom so cauticusly he crept,
And reising high the bloody ex he slew him while he slept,
6 s
The Captain Brown bzing at the wheml and saw that frightful sigh
Inrooted to thet spot he stood on that eventful night,
A-scared to icave his wheel or post,he dearly loved his 1life,
When Bran went to anotherroom to kill the captaints wife,
4
He struck one blow, the woman screamed and furiously she fought,
With cruel odds against her she was murdered on the spot,
The passenger he heard her scream, with oisto! iIn his hand
He met a mate upon the deck and heldly bid him stand,

The murder was discovered nzar about the break of day,

The matehe called the crew on deck,thosawords to them did say,
"The living must not suffer feor the deed both one and all,
These are t he story you must tell while into port we call,

The captain found the second mate a=-sleeping with his ﬂ!‘i,

When thereupon he seized an ax and quickly took her life,

The man being strong resisted and they both fought side by side,
When bleeding from the ghastly wound they both fell down and died
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10 ,

He found his story would not work,the crew was wide awake,
The mate was aquiculy put in irons,no outdry dare he make,
They sewzd the hodieshn fn sheets and placed them in the boat

And

The

lanch2d the load of human freight upon the scas to float,
i1
passenger and steward thean took full charge of theship,

'o head her for the nearest port end 2nd this ghastly trip,
they made the port of 'allfux and soon they told their tale,

All

The
was
ihe
was

The
The
But,
Ana

hands weare soon arrested and qulekly lodged in Jaill,

12 ;
victims of the murder then by undertaker Snow
taken from the vegsel bold lupressively and slow,
second mate they burled while the caplain and his wife
embaimed and sent to “arrigan where he spent his boyhood 1ife

19 ;

crew wrs sent to Boston,then it's there they will de tried,
cruel pate had not confessed, his gulit he tried to hide,
still the Yankee stars and stripes are flying in the breezs,
God looks down on murder, hrutal murder on the seas/

Sung by kr, Jack Turple, Hennetcook, and recorded

by lleien Creighton, July 195a,

Mr, Turple heard thils song and learned it in

Halifaxs He was therdwhen the bodles were brought in,
A short hearing was ogiven in Halifax and the erew was
sent on to Buston where they were triede Mr. Turple
says that Bram get off: he saw him about tem years
after the event,

(Heve 15 vs. of same song €rem Clark's Harbour,

copied from oid note book)



The Liberal Song Reel 93B 18=20 No.4

The Toriesput on an election
And soon it did derive,
The twenty-third day of October
In eighteen forty-five,
The people they went to the poll,
It wasa glorious sioght,
And even to the C.,C,F,
Put ywp a desperate fight,
2

Now the C.C,F, and Tories
They spenfi money to galore
To buy the ones upon the fence
But ah they needed more,
For 2 candldate he did get in
And pushed them all away,
And now the Lihzsral aovernment
Is running strong teo-day,

b

Now if you'll kindly listen
I will quickly to vou tell
About this Liberal government
That's using you so well,
You mothers whoy have familiesg
Be careful what you ssy,
Rememberyou're recelving cheques
For your children to~day,

4
Now opposition's the life of trzde
But I'm very pleased to say
That thégpresent Liberal government
Has nothing in their wey,
For the Toriesthey have disappzared,
They'll never run no more,
Nor starve their people as thev did
In nineteen thirtv-four,

S
Now I was just a-sincing
As 1 come alona to-dav,
And wondering what vossessed a man
To vote that foolish way,
For the Toriesthey will getl von
As they did in days oi vore,
My God, I1'11 mever Forget the timn> there was
In twentv=three and four,

6
Now to conclude and finish
These linesjthat I have penrod,
Wedll call upont he Liberals
Who is your only frienrd,




Likewise ye good old Tories
Wherever you may b : ;
Before you vote Jjust stop and think
Of the hard times in lweniy-three,

Composed and sung by Mr., Jack Turple, Upper
Kenneteook, and recorded by Helen Creighton,
July 1952




Old Age Pensions Reel 93B 20-2l Noe5

A story, be aisy, don't tempt me nd more
With a pension you promised so often before,
Appear you bzen lying till lately I swore
I turned to a Libergl right through to the core,
2 _
Since Murray has left us there's none of his race
Begerra who's it for to stand in his pleace,
Hemay have mismanaged, bul one thing Is sure,
He never took back what he promised the poore
3 _

One promise he made t hat was doubted afar
When he told the ~um sellzr that held elose up his bar
But hez closed them up tight like hz said he would do,
That showedthat his promises evaer were true,

4 ol
But the Toriesihey holleredfore money we need,
So to heil with old Murray and all of his creed,
There ere several Torles we'lll have to secure,
So we'll let them sell liquor to pension the poors”
And we'll send the comnissioner to spy out the land,
To see just how much thz poor da2vils can stiand,
But as yet begobs there's no pension in signt,
But they s2nt up the Nountiesto make us do righis

€

The writing will dc and 1'11 tell you heregplain

It will be done at thegpoll when we megt there again,
And when the poll closes welll rino in our cheers

And we'll send beck the Liberals for forty more yearse

Composed and sung by Mre Jack Turple, Uppse
Kennetcock, ancd raecorded by Helen Creighton,July 1952,



The Hard Surface Reel 93B 21-22N0.6

1 don't hgve to roam now days from my home
For there s werk on the highway to-day,
The miserable birds ofttimes can be heard
When they said that hard surface won't stays
Zho.,
Home, home it {s strange
To be working so nzar cevery day,
The Tories detained oh tihe man who proclaimed
That hard surface is coming to staye
- 2

They saved all the old who had bean in the cold
Jf their penslons ha? naver been passed,

f they'd done as they told In the way that was bold
And thz budget was balanced at lasts

Cho,

Home homz {t s strange
To be working so near avery day,
The Torilee detained oh the man who proclaimed
That he'd balance the budget some day,
2

+ Tds: none but a ool would objeet to the rule

Giving books to the poor without cost,

But ofttimes i= heard a discouraging word

That the money spent thul way is losle
Cho.

Home home it Is strange

To: be working so near every day,

The Tories detained oh the man who proclaimed

That he'd pay for our school books some daye
4

1'11 now take my stand in my own netive land
Where proscerity flowed likz a siream,
Where work can be found almost anywherz round
And it's not a mere mysticai drzam,

Choy
Home home it ig strange
To be working so near every day,
The Torles detalnsdnh th= man who proclaiaed
That he’d drive all our hard tims=s away

,_}I.

Sung by Mry Jack Turple, Upper Kennetecook, and
recorded by ‘lelen Creighton, luly 1252,



Morrissey and the Black Reel 93B 224-28No, 7

Come all ye bold heroes

Who listaen to me,

1'11 sing you the pralses

Of John Morrissey,

Who has latelie baen challenged
To ten thousand pounds

To fight Ned the Dlack

Of Bawmberry town,

Sung bv Mr, Frank Jhite, Noel Road,
recordsd by l¢ien Creighto July 1":;.

(A1l the singer could remember, Recorded for tunes)

and



#11kenney Reel 93B 28-3nd No.8

In the town of Kilkenney there runs a fait stream,
In the town of Kilienney there lives a falr dame,
Hap cheeks ere 1ike red roses and her lips somewhat the same,
Like a dish of ripe strawberries all smomthered in cream,
2
O Kilhemngy 1s o pratiy place, it shineswhere it stands
And thz more that I think of it the more my heart yearns,
For if ! wa2re in Kilkenney ! woudd {hink mysell atihome
For it's there 1'd havea sweeziheart while here 1 have nones
2

I will dbuitd my love a casile on Kilkenney's free graund
Whare no dukes or no squlires they will eler pull it down,
And if anvone happens fotr to ask you my namne,

1 am Iriesh born in exile, from Kilkenney 1 camee

Sung by Mr, Frank White, lNoel Roadp and recorded
by Helen Crelghton, July 1952,



