e T o o C TR LI i e e B
‘"FSG30

Reel 109B CEr s
MF 269 - 4420

1-3. Dear Madam 1 Am A Soldier, sung by Mr, Tom Gamble,
Amherst,conclusion of 109A24-end

3-6, Mclellan's Son, sung by Mrs, Mary Bailey, Tatamagouchej
local song of accidental shootiingy 9 vse
nicely sunge

6-10,Fair Fanny Moore, sung by Mrs, Baileyj good seong of
love and tragedy with interesting tunej
9 vs. nicely sungs

10-11,Adam and Eve, sung by Mrs, Bailey; 3 vs.d clo.
recalled with difficulty,and a bit
mixed upjamusing .

11-12, Barbara Allan,sung by Mrs, giiley; 3 vs, only;
pleasant tunej this is my 14th variant,

12-15. Strawberry Roan,sung by Mr, W.A.McQueen, Tatama=-
gouche; 8 vs.all a bit mixed wp yjmay be
combination of 2 songsjcowboy;l earned
years ago in lumber woods,

15-29, Peter Emberley, sung by Mrs, Baileyglir, McQueen Jjoins
in where he cany 8 vs, nicely i sung;local
song of tragedy in lumber woodsjhave at

v s jeast: 64 vardants: ¢

x4y xBaxngxBackx kax€arky xsxnnxky MRy xKeQuURRRS X

19-21, Yellow Rose of Texas, sung by Mr. Arthur Tucker,
Tatamagouche, bodther of lirs.Bdiley;3vs.
& cho.pretty love song,but late;learned
in lumber woods 80 years agoe

Rl1=2441'm Going Back to Cork, sung by Mr, Will McQueenj4 vs.;
amusing,.

R4-end. The Indians' Lament, sung by Mrs. Mary Bailey and
Mr, Tuckery 5% vs.jvariant of Biirchen
Canoe,but different tunejquite nice,



MgLellan's 3Son Reel 102RB3-6

Was on September the efighteenth day

A cun was hecard, a mournful sound,
A jun was heard, a mournful sound, )
Like thunder tolled and shook the qround,) bis
o)
.

The people hurried to tre gpot
To where they heard this mournful shet
Anc¢ found In death's cold fetters bound)
A vietinm bleeding on the ground, ) bis
3
Close by him stood a man and gun
Who had thls drzzdful mischief done,
With rolling ~yes fixed on the ground
Heg told the truth to all around,
£
o | ju&t took out this curséd gun
Te snap heroff in careless fun
When this poor boy in spirits large
Came up the hill and met the charges
]
"1 knew not t here was load within
Untfl I saw him drop his chin,
QO mournful story, "TrunWM‘ﬂ tedl,
He turned to me and down he fell,
6
"Now this !s what I would have you do,
Take this same gun and shoot me too,
Where shall I hdde my gullty head?
I wish to God 1 too were decad,
7
"Now take poor Daniel to the door
And lay him on the barroom flocr,
Send for a justlce very soon
And let the jury fill th: roome "
8

The parents of thds murdered boy

Have given up all hope of jJoy

To think their son bo man had grown

To die by folly not his own,

Take warning all you careless yvouths,
Read these few lines and speak the truth,
Take warning by Mclellan's son

And never trifle with a gun,

Sung by Mrs, Mary Bailey, Tatamagouche,and
re€orded by Helen Creighton,Augs.1953,

She has known this since her child hood,and
is now 83,




MecLellan' Son Reel 109R

Was April on the fourteenth day,

S0 pray attend to what I say,

A gun was hsard in solemn sound
Like thunder rolling on the ground,

2 fVUrS g
They qulckly haste unte the spot
Where they had heard this mournful shot, a gy
0O a7 de o ol = V‘x v
“a yonders green stood man and gun, <3
Was he this curséd actlon donw.
3

"When this poor boy In courage large

Run up the hill and met this charge,

His dying eyes on me did roll

Just like an arrow pierced his soul,

4 . .

"It's take poor Daniel from his gore

And lay him on the barroom floor,

Go send for justige very soon

And la2t the Jury 111 the room."

o

The parents of this murderad hoy
They gave up all their hopes of Joy,
To think the son and man had gone,

t is how this curséd action done,

6

"Here's oneit hing more 1'd have you do,
Load this samz gun and shoot me too,
1 wish to God that 1 was dead,

Where shal!l ! hide my gquilty h:ad?

7

"I only went out in careless fun
“n purpese for to snap my qun,
1 did not know theload was in
Until I saw him drop his chine

8 e
“It's gracious wonder strange to tell
He turned from me and down he fell,
His dying eyes on me did roll
As If an arrow plerced his soul,"”

: Sung by Mn Nathan Hatt, Middle River,but
not recorded; colliected by Helen Creighton,May 1953,

Later lir, Hatt explained that the 7th verse means
that somebody loaded the gun and the man who carried
it didn't know. The young man ran towards him and
got shot.



‘anny Moore

Way down iIn TOﬂflr 1eadow stands a cottage &all folorn,
£ lect by grief over thrown,

g T
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Look in and *rm'?? sze some g *1( stains upon the ﬁuxx floor,)
But alas 'tis th2 blood of the fair Fanny Moore,

% 4
Young Fanny so blooming had two lovers of fame,

fered falr Fanny thair wealth and thelr name,
r gold m 4 thelr *1!"0r it would not fall sccure )
ave-burning hosom of the fair Fanny Moore,

B o a ame a-courting was Randolph the proud,
He offered fair Fannv his wealth and his werd,
But his 1d 3 113 stlver it did not fall secure
In the love-burnin~ bosom of the fair Fanny Moore.
The next that came a-courting was fenry of high degree,
He won her fond hzart and courafeous was he,
So off to the altar he quickly did secure
The hzart and the hand of the fair Fanny Mocre.

5
As Fanny was sitting in her cottage onc day
When business had called h:r fond husband away

13

Bold Randolph thetraitor he opened the door
And he clasnedin his arms the fair Fanny Moore,
6
"0 spare my life Randelph," fair Fanny did cry,
C spare my life anio1*h for I'm not fit to die,"
"Then go, "sai d the traltor, "into that land of rest "
And he buried his knife in her snowdy white breast.
7
Bold Randolph waes taken and gquilty when trled,
Bold Randolph was taken and guilty when tried,
Bold Randelph was hanged on a tree by the door
Fer spllling the blood of the fair Fanny Moore,
8
Young Henry so distracted he wandered till he died,
He wandered far away from his own native isle, !
But at last he was taken from his own cottage door
And was lzid in the grave with his fair Fanny Moore,

Sung by Mrs, “ary Bailey, Tatamagouche and
recorded by Helen Creighton,Aug/53

There is a break at vs, 7 where the words are
forgotten and singer picks the song up at a higher
keys song learned from a school teacherjduring a
mat hooking at the Tucker home there was not room for
everybody at the table so the singer sat at one side and
sang this song while waiting,

bis

~



Adam and Eve Reel 10SBI1B ~11

1%11 sing to. you of 1“C1Lnt days,

Of anclent people and anclent ways,

Our old granddads : W no ¢are,
They sat on stoc { chalrs,
In my young da wh a child
Folks livedin real cld-fashioned styles

Oh dear,Noh 't griewve
For the good an and Eve,
Our granddads too they acted wise
n getting up early to sece the larks rise,
wtt now our Jakes and C:ttys gay
lhey scethe larks rice by night ad not by day,
They dance and fiddle with all the gay varietles

- d .Li
#ithout the least regard to ihe temperance societiess Cho,

The young men their heads were so hollew

They were sufficlently big to contaln

Nine families en d each keep a pig,

Old dad used lace me up in catskin

The 1ittle old sleeve tucked up with a button,

Now they wear & dashing sash just like a leg of mutton, Cho,

Sung by Mrse *ary Dalley, Tatamagouche,and recorded
by HP’”ﬂ r'1"(7:'9lt,m‘i,.l—.,ug.'£9‘)'5.

is was put tog:iether with difficulty,aad
the last verse ls probably a comblnation of several
verses,
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Strawberry Roan Reel 109H12-18

I wag hanaina round town just snending mv time,

Snending nothing 2lse for I hadn't a dime

hen a fellow stepped un and h2 said, 1 suppose

Youire a Bronx rider bv the looidsiof your clothes,”
7

'You quesses m . riqht, I'n a good onal claim,
Do youn hannen to xwﬂw tRxknevxhave any bad unes to tame?"
") yes | have one, he's a bad one to buck,
for throwinn nood riders he'd had lots of inck, "
1 aets all 2xeited and that's what he miN paid
To ride tnat old broom tail for a couple of days,
)
tie of fered me ten snot, i says,"l'm your man
For the ponv never lived that 1 couldn't fan,
The pony never lived and he never drew breath
That 1 couldn't pide till I starved him to deathe"
lig savs, "it's a saddle, 1'll give vou a chance,”
50 he hops in the buckboard and rides to the danceg
5
what's all the attraction in that there corrall?
itls only a roan, a realy cowhov pal,
He's throwina nood riders it's time after time,
fle can turn on a circle as small as a dime,
6 ,
Now I just called vou bluff on the little old romm
For there's one cowhov vet he never has thrown,
Hie swung in the saddlie with the greatest of ease,
Oild Strawberry seemed to float in the breeze,
7 ;
When under his belly we saw the blue sky
And waver to the stranger a parting good-bye,
A flash of a hand and out came a gun,
There on the cerral the both of them hung.
8
Then came a voice soft s d low,
“I'm real sorgy boys, but one of us had to go v
But he suffered no hardships, we filled him with lead,
Took off his saddle and called it a day,
Old Strawberry roan has gone on his wayes

Sung by Mr, W.A.McQueen, Tatamagouche,and recarded
by Helen Creighton,Augd53

This may hbe a combination of two songs.

Learned in the lumber woods at McPherson's M!ll&




Peter Emherly Reel 109B15-19

My name 1s Peter tmberly as you will un derstand,
L helonn to Prince rdward™ -island close by the ocean stirand,
in eiqghteen hundrec and eighty-one when t he flowers were
brilliant tto view
I left mv native countrv my fortune to parsu€,
2 i
i landed in “ew <“runswick that lumbering counteresg
i nired to. work in ihe lumber woods which proved my destiny,
i hired to worly in tnelwabsr woods where they cut 'the spruce logs
o W down,
While loadina two sleds from the yard I received my death wound,
3
[herels danqger on the ocean where the waves roll mountains high,
ihere is danaer on the battle ficld where the aangry bullets fly,
There is danqger in thelumber woods ior deaths lurks everywhere,
And 1 have fallzd a victim to death's grcat monster snare.
Adieu unte my dearest friend, ! mean my mether dear,
She reared a sen that fell as snsen as he left her tender care,
But little did mv mother know when she sang lullaly
What country 1 would travel in or what death I woul d die,
5 .
Adieu unto my Tather, iiwas he who drove me here,
I thought him very cruel, his treatment too severs
It is not right to force a boy nor try to keep him down,
it will repuise him from his home when he is far too younge
5
Adieu unte mv younger friend and the island girls so true,

Long may ‘hey live to embrace the spot where firstimy breath 1 drew,

But the time will roll on just the same as beffore 4 passed away,
What signidies a mortal man when his form is lifeless clay?

7
Adieu Prénce Zdward island, that garden in the seg
No more 1'11 walk your sunny banks to 2njoy the summer's breeze,
Ne more 1l'llwwatch those gallant ships as they go sailimg by
With stireamers floating in the air far above theircanvas highe

8 \
There's one thing more when 4 am gone dear comrades that I crave,
“t is that some holy father will bless my peaceful grave,
itis hear the city of Boistown where my mouldering bones will lay
Waiting the Savoir's calling till that great Jjudgement day.

Sung by Mrs, Mary Bailey with Mr, MgQueen Jalining in
as best he couldjy recorded at Tatamagouche by Helen
Creighton,Aug/53.




Yellow Rose of Texas Reel

There' s a yvellow rosz in Texas Xhx
That 1 i goinq dovm to see,

o oth darkie knews henr
NO other one bhut me

3

b

U she cried so when 1 1»11 er
That it almost broke my art,
And if ever | come back qqq:q

From her 1'11 nsver nart,

Cho,
ohe's the sweetest rose o colours
fhat this darkie ever lnew,
‘er eyes‘hev shine 1i{ke diamonds,
ihev sparkie likes th~ dew,
You may talk about vour dearest maid
And sing of Resy lLee,
Lut the vellow rose of Texas

Leals the belle of lennescee,

?

129
NOW the Rio Grande is flowing
Alld the stars are shinmg bright,

we will flow down the river
All the silence of t he night,
And metninks that 1 remembep
vhen we parted lonqg ago
Thatl promised to come back again
And not to leave her so, Cho,

: .}
Now I'm goina down to sece hap
And my heart is filled with woe,
We will sinqg songs together
We sang so long aqo,
we will play the oanJo gally
And we'll sing songs of yore,
And the vellow rose of Texas
Shall be mine forever more, Cho,

109BB -21

Sung by Mr. Arthur Tucker, New Truro Road Tatamagnuchc,

and recorded hy Helen Cr?inhtnv , Pug/53

Learned in the lumber woods 60 years age where

it was popular,



I'm Going Back to Cork Reel 109B21-24

O it's I'm a Jolly lrishman,
1 just came over from ireland,
I came to this country
O forito get some work,
It's everywhere 1 went
There was someone there before me,
1'11 takethe next steamer
Going back into Corke
Choe :
I1'm bound ® leave on the first Atlantic steamer
alling away from the harbour of New York, <
f anybody knows me should ask you where I've gone to
Tell themthat this irishman went back into Cork.
R
O when 1 first landed
1 travelled round the country,
1've been tp Pennsylvania,
New Jersey and New York,
It's everywhere 1l went |
They called the blooming tarrier(?), ~
I'11 take the next steamer going back into Cork. Gho.
O when 1 first landed I had money in me pocket,
I soon spent it all,now I haven't got a cent,
And this country's no place for a man without money
So back into Cork in the morning I am bents Chos
4 : , : ;
Now 1 haven't got a cent, I1'l11 have to work me passage,
If 1 can't do that 1'l1 surely have to walk, ;
1f 1 perish on the way I1'l1 have it written on me dombstone,
'Died on the way walking back into Cork.' Cho.

Sung by Mr, Will McQueen, Tatamagouche, and
recorded by Helen Creighton,Aug/53



The Indian's Lament Reel 109B24-end

Poor Indian he sits in his lonely canoe

And paddles along o'er the waters so blue,
And he thinks of the time when the land was their own
Before those pale faces amdyst them were known,
Amongst them were knowm, amongst them were known,
Before those pale faces amongst them were known,
2
When first those white men they came to our land
We used them like brothers ,we gave them our hand,
Andwhen they were weary we gave them repose
Ne'er dreaming those white men would e'er be our P es, etc,
3

They drove us away from our own native home

Far back in the wild woods we were forced for to @,

They paid us in trinkets, pleased us for a while

Which caused us like children all on them to smile, etcs
4

O the graves of our forefathers,where are they nowt

They will soon be run over ax d turned by the plow,

Poor Indians may roam refjected and poor

For the graves of their forefathers they ne'er shal 1 see more,etc,
8 ..

They built their large cities all over our lands

And on our rich meadows their farm houses stand,

They own all the land from Texas to Maine,

Poor Indian may roam for his wigwam in vain ,etc,.
6 ;

The red deer and otters those hunters have slain,

And the white dzer they've firiven away from the plain

(rest of the last verse forgotten)

Sung by Mrs, Mary Bailey and Mr, Arthur Tucker,
Tatamagouche, a nd recorded by Helen Creighton,Aug/53.

The singers are brother and sister, of often used
to sing together unaccompanied like this.



