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The Young Deserter
@oon e xAk k xbix xbiah k& xGomanasax Reel 103A5-7.Nog2

Come al 1 yg noble comorades I pray you lend an ear,
Come listen to my sad stéfy and for me shed a tear,
1 am heavy bound in Ireland to waiting my sad doom,
I am here alone far from my home in some North Caroliny state,

R
When 1 were young and foolish 1 left my nativehome
To see&kk for sport and pleasure so far away 1 did roam,
I8ve 'listed in the northern war to fight for gold so bright,
They used me there so cruel severe I left them in the night.

2 4
1 soon was overtaking and bidden for to stand,
They bound my feet in irons strong,they handcuffed my hands,
They've locked me up in this disamal cell to waiting my sad doom,
I'm here alone far from my home in some North Caroliny state.

4
Now fare you well my loveling father and when he reads these line:
Likewise my aged mother, where will she comfort find?
And fare you well my comorades,and for me give a s igh,
And when I think of my fond home it's hard for me to dée,.

v 8

Here's onerequest I'11 have to makask, to carry‘my body home,
- Lay it beside my sister dear,at my head a marble stone

It's plant upon my youthful breast a wezping willow trme,
That some brave souls and tender learts for me may shed a tear,

Sung by Mr. Nathan Hatt, Middle River, and re-
corded by Helen Creighton, August 1952,

Also sings vs. 4 with the last 2 lines this way: 2
At ten o'clock I am doomed to die, it's by my comrodes hand

When 1 do think of my fond home it's hard for me to die,

See same song sung by Mr, Sandy Stoddard Reel 97,



Cantain Jinks Reel 103A7-8,No3

O Captain Jinkspf the horse marigxgmarines
A captain in the army,

To feed your horse on oats and beans

To WegH upon the railway,

Sung by Mn MNathan Hatt, Middle River, and
re€orded by Helen Creighton,August 1952,

The sun comes peeping o'er the hillsy
Dries up the dew in the morning,
Those little birds begin to sing

And rejoicing it is turninge

Sung by Mr. Nathan fatt, but not recorded,
May 19555






















And the maiden she did hold me down
Till they beat me black and blue,
When I came to my watch was gone,

My money,chain,and all,

Since that I never went near the girl
That wore the waterfall,

Sing by Mr, Allen V, Teal,Bridgewater, and
recorded by felen Creighton, May 1953




Enoch Arden Reel 103A20-24

Once a noble youth and maiden
Wooed and wed beside the shore,
They dwelt beneath a cottage
That/looked the ocean o'er,
And the fishing boat he daily rowed
Gavebut a scanty fare
So he left his wife and children
A sailor's home to share,
Choe

And shewdted long for his return
Across the waters blue, v
And she mourned for Enoch Ardag,
Annie Arden, Annie true,
And she mournedfor Enoch Arden,
Annie Arden, Annie true,

2 ¢
She was faithful,Annie Arden,
And shewaited longjin vain
Till they told her he hadperished
Far far across the main,
So she wed anotherkind and true
For loveam d pity said
That the children must be cared for,
Have clothing and be fedeCho,

Bt
From allone and barren island
Where the sailor had been thrown
He wandered back all weary
To m2et his wife, his own,
But they told him e'er he reached his home
Another love reigned there,
So he left his coming secret
His Annie's grief to share, Cho,

4 : .
In the garden in the evening
Where no one could seepor hear,
He hadwatched his Annie darling
With all his lifeheld dear,
But the smiles he oft bestowed he saw
His children playing there,
Forhis boy had grown so manly,
His girl had grown so faire Cho.

5
How his noble heart was yzarning
To press thoseforms again,
But he loved them still too fondly
To give their bosoms pain,



With a broken heart he turned away,
He cared not now to live,

Tell my Annie how | love her,

My life for her 1'11 give,

Sung by Mr, Allen V, Teal, Bridgewater, and
recorded by Helen Creighton, May 1953,
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Bachelor's Hall Reel 103A25-26 |

The girls around herethey liveon the shore,

If you speak one word you will hear it twice o'er,

The more theyr put to it they will if they can

For most of the young girls they are fond of the men,
2ho.

And sing wo wo wo hellie wo,

And sing wo wo wo nellie wo,
2 '

The boys they dress up so neat and so fine,

- A=courting the girls is all of their sign. ]
They'll go to their houses and there they will stay,
And they'll kee the girls up till it'qalmost days Choe.

3 ;
The girls go to bed and sleep all the next day.
Their mothers will curse, the devil to pay,
| - Saying, "Mother, oh mother, we'renot to be blamed
| For when you were young you were fond of the game, "Cho,
4 5

The boys they getup,' they'll stagger and reel

A-cursing the girls,"Héw sleepy 1 feel,

If this you call courting 1'11 court none at all,

1'd rather stay single and keep bachelor's hall,®# Cho,
. i ;

|
7 i Bachelor's hall is one of the best,
Be drunk or be sober you're always at rest,
No wife to scold, no children to bawl,
And happy is the man that has no wife at all, Cho,
When a man's single he lives at his ease,
Gets up when he likes, lays down when he please,
He lays himself down on his bed of old straw
And he eats his corn cake if it's doneor be raw,Cho.
7
Oh now to conclude and finishg my songe.
I hope 1 have offended none,
If it's anyone here to take an offense
They can go to the devil and seek recompense, Cho,

Sung by Mr. Allen Ve Teal, Bridgewater, and
recorded by Helen Creighton, May 1953,
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Bonnets On the Brain Reel 103A 26-end

it seems to me the ladies now
Dress up most awful quezer
With narrow skirts and little hoops,
How funny they appear,
Their hair they frizz in fancy shape,
1 laughed and laughed again
To seehow queer the ladies look
With bonney on the brain,
Cho.
On woman, so pretty and so vain,
They f1lit around like butterflies
With fashion on the bgain,
Last night 1 met a little miss
Rigged up in wondrous style,
She had a little bonnet on
That really made me smile,
'Twas smaller than a cabbage leaf
Dried up for want of rain,
How awful queer the ladies look
With bonnetoon tge braine Cho,.
They say they wear their dresses short
To show their pretty feet,
But if their boots were number eights
Extremes will never meet,
Or if they wear their dresses long
Or dragging in a train,
How awful queer the ladiesllook
With bonnet on the braine. Cho,

Sung by Mr. Allen V. Teal, Bridgewater, and

recorded by Helen Creighton, May 1953
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