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Reel 150B

1-3 The Maid of the Sweet Brown Knowe; 1 vs, sung by Mr, Fred
Redden,Mlcddle Musquodobéit; this is probably a
nice Scottish love song.

3-6 Paddy Haggerty's Sreechesj sung by Mr, Redden; 7 vs., of comic
Irish boarding house song, well sung.

6-7 Lady Gowrie; sung by Mr, Meddeny; 6 vs, pretty Sco tish love
songjtune played on bagpipes 152B and whistled
151By all by Mr, Redden

7=9 Young Jane and Her Gallant Hussar; sung by Mr, Reddenjpleasant
English folk song to same tune as Caroline and
Her Young Sailor Bold,SBNS.5 vs.

9«10 My lrish Jaunting Carj sung by Mr, ﬁedden;lo vs. in appreciation
of lreland; a jaunting car is a horse drawn vehicle

10-11 The Blarney Roses; sung by Mr, Redden; 3 vs. & cho.; amusing
Irish love song, with lilting tune

11- 15 Farewell to the Banks of the Roe; sung by Mr, Redden; 4 vs.
in praise of Mary who has gone:;Irish love song

15-16 Where the Fraties Growj sung by lir, Redden; 4 vs, & cho, of
well known Irish love songjbright and happy

16-18 Erin's Lovely Home; sung by Mr, Redden; 1 vs. of song different
fro:w those usually sung to this title; too bad
this was all he could recall

18-20 The County Tyronej sung by Wr, Redden; & vs.; pleasant Irish
love song

20=22 The Bard of Armagh; sung by Mr, Redden ; 4 vs.harper sings of
his love for Ireland to pleasant tune

RR=24 Molly Bawn; 1 vs.& cho. sung very nicely by Finvola Redden,
aged 14; for full version see Reel 151A;pretty
Irish song

24-27 The Mantle of “reen; sung by Mr, Kedden; 4 long vs. of one of
best known Irish songsjdream of beautiful girl,

Is also in SBNS,.

R7-23 Willie Riley: sung by Mr, Redden and Finvola; 1 vs. of what
must be a pretty irish love song. 4

R8-end Dixie's lsle; sung by Mr, Redden; 1} vs. of song in which girl
wants to follow lover to New “rleans. See also
reels 120A & 152A

All songs well sung by good singers



The ma:ﬁtm Sweet Brown Knows
Reel 1508
1-3

If I rap and call and pay for all

My money it is my own

I won't spend much of your fortune
For 1 fear that you have Xmmwm none
I won't spend much of your fortune
For I'm going to leave you Know

I will leave you where I found you
At the foot of the sweet brown knowe,

'e
Sung Mr, Fred Redden, Middle Musquodoboit, and recorded by Helen Creighton 195k.
August, '

it



Paddy Haggerty dﬁh«

Reel 150 B

At the sign of the bell on the road to (lonnel

Paddy Haggerty kept a house of aiten

S0ld pigs meat end bread kept lodging =nd bed

And was well liked in the country he lived in.

Himself and his wife they both struggled throught life
And on week days he mended the ditches

But on Sunday he dressed in a coat of fhe best

But his pride was his 0ld leather breefches,

at
Now for twentyeone year s, or least it appears
These breeches his father had run in,
And the morning he died he to his bedside
Called Paddy, his dutiful son in,
And the advife that he gavde'er he went to the grave
Was Paddy take care of vour riches
For it isn't no use to step inte me shoes
Unless you step into mg breeches,

3

Now one day the smow laid provisions so low
Poor FPaddy was ate out completely
With the snow coming down he could not go to town
Thoughts of hunger seoon bothered him greatly
That night as he lay snug anddreaming away
b{ Dwergers, fairies and witches
There came an uproar just outside the door
S0 he leaps up andfinto his breeches,

b

“ays Brian McTork with a voice like a Turk

"Come down Pab and get us some aitens®

Says big Andy Moore "Sure we'll break in the door
'Tis no night to be kept here a-waiting®

The words were scarce spoke when the door come in broke
Sure they tore it clear off of its hitches

By the grest Miry Bog if we don't pet some grog

Sure we'll ate you right out of your brikches,

5
Paddy in dread he went to the bed
That held Judfy his own darling wife in
And there they agreed for to give them a feed
And Paddy he brought a big knife in,
They cut them in stripes by the way they do tripe
And they ripped off the buttons and stitches
And little they knew that this lesther brugoo
Was made out of Paddy's old breechesf,



e B

.a,..i_‘ Reel 1508 3-6

Says My, w» mwn laya &mi.a wu wagh
Says Judy you're no ;mam of mutton” !
When Brian ¥cTorke on the point of his fork
Sure he m«w a big ivory button 5‘
Says Paddy what's that{ sure I thought # was m
Whem Mw leaps up and he screeches, «.
“ By the power above I've been trying tu a!awa
Me tmm throu %ﬂ ﬂmﬁt his hmahm.

Says Andy, "Make haste, snd go get the mma
By the beard of 8%, Patrick I'm dving"
, hey bad on poor ?mﬁy that mgm

‘am a o k out thellight
it m’ﬁ Mm M old leather breeches,

Sung by Nr, Fred Redden, and recorded by Helen Ureigiton, September 195K,




Lady Cowrie agtg; 1508

M'yas on a summer's afternoon
A Wee afore the sun went doon

My lassie in a braw

Came tﬁw %ezmm to Gowrie,

The mum in the morning shower
Blooms fresh within the sumny bower
But Katie was the fairest flower
That ever m;u& in Gowrie

I had no thought to do her wrong

But 'round her waist my arms I flung
And said my lassie will you go

To see the au?- of Gowrie,

" I111 take you to my father's hall
In yon green field beside shaw
Ammwmaﬁ’thﬂum
mmﬁummﬂ

Soft kisses on her lips I leid

The blush upon her cheeks soon spread
She whispered modestly and said,
%It go ﬁxthaw to Gowrie,

The old folks soon gave their consent
And for Preacher Johm they quickly sent
Whay tied us to m mm% content
And now Bhe's Lady Uowrie,

Sung by Mr, Fred Redden, Middle Musquodoboit, September 195% and recorded by
Helen ﬂmwhm.

Carse - bracken or gorse
Shaw - outbuilding




Young Jane and Ser Gallant Hussar

A dsmselff possessed of great beauty
As she stood by her Won father's gate
The gallant Husssrs were on duty
To view them t1is maiden did wait,
Their borses were danecing and praneing
Their accoutrements SH#@d-like a star
On phe plains thmtr advaneing
Youngyspied her gal Hussar,

00 2 ’
To the barracks next morning so early
This damsel she rode in her car
Becsuse she loved him sincerely
Young Edmund mr(z;mww Hussar,
WTwas while n!m comversed with herff oldier
These words bhey heard him say,
"Oh, Jane, had you heart to be *border
And re.uw mklnm. away,"

3

"Three months upon bread and cold water
My parents confined me from you

Oh, hard hearted perents to a deughter
Whm heart was so loysl and so true,
Unless they confine me forever

Or banish me from youpfar

1'11 faddow my laddie forever

And wed with ni gallant Hussar,"

® Oh Jane your parents you nust mind them

Or akse you're forever undone

They'll leave you X&K¥E no pomsm behind them
I pray do ny company shun,"

Says Jane, * If you but prove true<hearted
I've mld M’ny uncle's in store

From this time no more we'll be pmna

I'1} wed with t;m man, I adore,"

As he gazed on her beautiful features
The tears they did fall from each eye
*I11] wed with my beatbiful cresture

And quit cruel wers", he ﬂé ery.

S0 now they are MM

Friends think of them thwgh they're afar
Kind heaven protect them forever

Young Jane and her gallant Hussar,

7-9

Reel 1508

The car in this song ies 2 jaunting car, it has two seats back to back and is drawn

hy & horse,

Sung by Mrf, Fred Redden, Middle Musquodoboit, recorded by lelen Creighton, Sept, 195!




My Irish Jaunting Car Reel 150 B
910

I am an Irish ecar man
01d Erin is wy home
There's not a spot on all the earth
From hers I wish to, roan,
2 4
I like to trest the strangers
As I drive them nesr and far
To the sights and scenes of old ‘reland
On my Irlgh Jaunting car,

For Driving on my Jamnting car
From Ross Common to Kildare

- ¥rom Dublin town to Castlebarn
From thnthte County Clare,

From Cork to Wiecklow and Athlone
And home by Hullinger

You can view the Lakes of Killarney
From ny I;'iah jaunting car,

Sowe people now for change of scene
Go fer across the Main

To view the sights and scenery

0f Raly ?d of Bpain,

But 1f Nsture omly ecould commend
They wouldn't ve se far

But come and have 2 drive with me
On the Irish jemnbing cor,

7
01d Sreland for fine scenery
Commands the poet's pen
Sure lreland on the battle field
van place gha best of men,

ind in the i{ield of humanity

Is old lrelsnd's guiding star
S0 come mnd hove s drive with me
On the jaunbing car,

9
For diiving on m,y Jaunting car
From fosg Gommo ‘Mldam e
From Dublin down to Castdebarn
From that to Gounty Clare,
10
From Cork to Wieklow and Athlone
And home by Mullinger
You ean view the Lakes of Killarmey
From my Irish Jaunting cer,

Sung by ¥r, Fred fedden, Niddle Husquodoboit » recorded by Helen
Oreighton, September 195}45



The Blarney Roses

"Twas over in old Ireland
In the town of Cushen Dall |
' It ¥s there I met a xmk fair young maid
The fairest of them all
"Twas with my young afﬁctim,
And my money she did go,
Bnd she told me she bcl«ngud to where
The Blamy Roses grow,
, Chorus
and ody tell me where the B:lamcy roses grow.
It be down in limerick town
Or over in Mayo 3
It's somewhere in this Emerald ldle
“this I'd like to imow
Can M nll me where the Blamey roses gm.

2

There are mu in Kilarney

And the ssme in County Clare
But 'pon my word those rosel boys
I can't find anywhere, ..

~ She blarneyed me snd by, powers

She broke my heart you “enow
Did this colleen thet belonped to where
The may roses erow,

Her cheeks were like the roses

And her hair raven’hue

xmpmwc had done with me

Sure ‘was ravin' too

3he %m me sorely stronded,

Mot a coin she left you lnow

And she told me she belongedXo where

The Mm mn grow, Chorus

Reel 150 B
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Sung by Mrg Fred Redden, Middle Musquodobolt snd recorded by Helen Creighton, 1954,




Farewell to the Banks of the Roe

There's an Isle on the verge of the ocean

There's a lend where the shamrock grows groen

There's Mery with siohiakkie vhite bosom

She's the fairest I ever have seen

There's a stream that steéals lone through the mountain
Where my spirit's off wandering you know

In hailing pordress (?) from that fountain

And the crystdnni‘z stream is the Roe.

Then away with the sighing and crying

Buch feelings sre followed by pein »

Though in far distant lands T am dying

Yet in dreams I oft creep back sgain,
 There's a chair for the wenderer at evening b
There's a bed where the weary repose,

For the Triend there's a hundred welcomes

A buek-—lcilh(’)fa; sorrows snd woes (%)

There's a spirit to scoth you in trouble
And a hand to protect you from wrong,
Thewe's a heart to whom joys wyou may double
And at night there's a cheery old sang
Then how can' I leave you olé Brin 2

Sure ny eovl's in each mountain and rill
S5hall I never sce wiiteebosomed xary

Ne'er list to hﬁr strains on ﬁha hﬂl.

Round the gresn pole on May's hqnmd wmorning
How it'bounded with spirits of pokefx glee
When i natiure the birds were adorning

With the blackbizd,pthe sktylark,and thoe,
When I whispered the first tender breatning
Dear Bary how bright thy blue eyes,

Can I call back the scenes without grieving
Or untima that nm and n«t sigh?

Reel 150 B 11.15

: S
Sung by Er, Fred Redden, Middle Musquodoboit, recorded by Helen Creighton , 195K,




Where the Praties Grow

Have you ever been in love me boys?
Or have you felt a pain?
Oh, I'd rather be in jail myself
'l‘hm be in love again,
The girl 1 loved was beautifuvl
1'd have you all to know
And I met her in the garden
Where the cgmt.iu. grow,
Do
She was just the sort of creature
That nature did intend
To walk right through this wide world
Without a Grecian bend,
Bihd did she wenr a @hignw
I'11 have you all to lnow
That I met Ber in the garden
Where the p;*a:bim Frow,

Sure she was sigighng an Irish song
Nemed Phelin lMcGee
She wasy pnlike those cily girls
Jliho um 're moking free,"
She an me(ripht) nodestly (gw
And curtised very low
Yourewelcome to Lhe garden
Where the praties grow."

&
Says I, ’ﬁy;ﬁgzm
I'm tired of single life
And if yel've no ebjection
Sure I1'1l make yeo my sweet wife,"
She says," 1'1l ask my parents
And tomorrow I'11 lst you know
If you'll meet me inma garden
Where the pvzmw grow,”

Sure the parents they consented

And wée blessed with children three
Twe gals just like their mother

And Mm bay toe image of me,

WO‘]J. do W*wnz to bring them up,
The way bthey ought to go,

For to dig in the garden

Where the praties grow,

Chorus

3
Sung by Mr, Pred Redden, Hiddle Musquodoboit recorded by Helen Creighion, 195].

‘Reel 150 B
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Erin's Lovely Home Reel 1508  16-18

My father sold his other cow

And borrowed twenty pound

And was on the twenty-first of May

We sailed from Derry town

There was thousands more upon the shore
Unsble for to roam

Or to leave the land where they were raised
Called Erin's lovely home,

e
B
Sung by Mr, Redden , Middle Musquodoboit and recorded by Helen Ureighton, 195K.



The County Tyrone

My parents they told me they ne'er could control me
A draper they'd make me if I'd stay at hobh

But to prove them all liars I'll never deny it

I'm bound to MW‘;lath County Tyrone,

I took a great notionlfor & higher promotion

I courted a wee lass for a wife of mm my own
But when I come nigh her, she could not endure me
But still I Mh;w from the County Tyrone,

'Swas early one morning before da;
We travelled through Cavan and Cglon
Oh the guards did pursue us but mwrmm'rinu
thcm«smmanmgtwmﬂiaﬂyfm

This lovely young damsel 1:7 pinking and dwining
I offered her cordials that I brought from home

But she swore by her comscience that she'd run no chances

She would not taste zmu she'd seen Tyrone,

Mumummmmwtm shore

And unto the old boatman our secrets made known
He threw & plank to us and ship board he drew ub
We were sailing my;w the Couhty Tyrone,

PassingOffmagh before on the road to Dromore
And we tripped thwough the meadows in moonlight alone
In Tamaraloe Chapel our feet made no rattle
w.mmmmgumnmmm%m;mm_

We sailed tm to Banan, got inte Strabane

And we stayed at Devine's which they say is well known
To them we're no stranger we were wtatumm
lmmdtawﬁaghowzrwym. ;

Maunmmawtmmmuﬁlnm
Got into my father's in the County Ww
Five hundred pounds he freely paid down
And he ecrowned us with glory in the Courty Tyrone,

Sung by Mr, Fred Redden and recorded by Helen Creighton, 195K.

Reel 1508
- 18-20



G

The Bard of Apmagh 2022

Oh list %o the lay of u poor irish harper

-

Sung by Br, Pred fedden wnd recorded by #4se HelenGreighton, Septesber 195K




Here I am sad and lonely

Molly Bawn

Reel 150 B
22-2l



The Mantle of Green

One evening of late as I rambled

By the banks of a clear purling stream
X sat down on a bed of green mosses

And so gently fell into a dream.

I dresmed I beheld a fair dameel

Her equals 1'd ne're saw before

And she sighed for the wrongs of her country
As she strayed ;lon; Erin's green shore,
I qatakly addressed this fair dams 1
"My jewel come tell me your name
You'place of abode and your country

"I'm daughter of Daniel O'Comnell
And from England I've lately came o'er

In transport of joy I awakened

But found it was only a dream,

For the beautiful maiden had Tled me
Now I long for to slumber again

May ¢ mabmhhwgnrﬁm

-

5

Reel 1563
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Willie Riley Reel 150BR7-26

In Limerick town where 1 did dwell
With the Shannon flowing by me
There lived a lad I loved so well,
His name was Willie Riley.

Sung by Mr, Fred Redden andhis daughter Finvola aged 14,
and rec rded by Helen Creighton, Sept.195



Dixie's Isle Reel 150B28-end

Cur captal n he gave orders
And his orders must be so,
Our captain he gave orders,
No wonen allowed to go,
For your waist it is too slender love
And your fingers not the style,
1 hardly think you'll suit, my love,
Away down on Dixie's Isle,

R
For the scorching sun of New Orleans
Your beauty it would spoil,
Among the swamps and deserts love
Away down on Dixie's Isle,

Sung by Mr, Fred Redden, Middle Musquodoboit, and

<

recorded by Helen Creighton, Sept,1954¢



