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Reel 171A iAoy

1-8 Introduetion to "The Broken Ring"; this is & talk by HNr.
Jemes Bennermen, Toronto, to the CBC Wednesday
night presentetion of the folk opera based on
Nove Scotia songs end legends.

8~9 There Ceme One Jew; short singing gome es played by
gchool children st VWest Pubnico, sung and
deseribed by Mrs. Leurs MeNeil.

9-10 Mary Across the Wild Moor; sung by Linds CGilkie, aged 11,
Sembro, es learned from her fether, six verses;
interesting to see how e¢hild has sdopted her
father's unique menner of singing.

10-10% Freulein, sung by Linde Gilkie, es learned from redio,
words therefore not typed.

104-15 PFlug MeCarthy, sung by Mr. Williem Gilkie, Sambro,
one verse end chorus of Irish drinking song.

- 15-end VWreck of the "Atlentie”, sung by Mr, Williem Gilkle,
Sembro, 26 verses, not all recorded.
Interesting loeal song of ship wrecked off
Helifax Harbour.
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Introduetion to "Broken Ring" Reel 171A1-8

introduction to the CBC presentetion of

(This was recorded from Jemes Bannermen's
the folk opers inown &s "The Broken Ring")

One of the notesble programmes on the CBC Wednesdsy night
presentation is & folk opere cslled "The Broken Ring". It
comes to you from Helifex., I would like to start with the
folk opera first, sterting with what mey well be & bit of
heir splitting. There sre folk dences end folk songs end
folk ways end folk legends end folk all sorts of things.

But it doesn't seem to me that there ever hss been or ever
could be such & thing es & genmuine folk opers. The business
of putting en opers together is surely eltogether too complex
end in the best sense of the word too ertificisl to be a

folk setivity. "The Broken Ring", for example, was put to-
gether by Trevor Jones, who chose end errenged end orchestrated
the musie, &nd by Doneld Wetmore who wrote the libretto and
it will be produced by Ire Stewsrt end directed by Thomss
Meyer. And besides the combination of professional s&nd

fer from folksy skills thet they represent, the little opera
elso involves the professionsl skill of soprano Ksren Mills
and beritone Bernerd Johnston, nerretor Ray Simpson, the
Acedian Mesle Quartet and members of the Halifax Symphony
Orchestra. And that, mind you, is & reletively small

number of the kind of highly trained people who must col-
laborate kmfzxg in various ways before eny opers cen be
produced, which is why I meintain thet the production of
opera isn't & real folk setivity, end thet it is & contra-
dietion in terms to call something & folk opers.

However, it is & convenient deseription for sn opers
besed on & folk legend or on folk songs, end "The Broken
Ring" is based on both. The legend is the story of & mutiny
on boerd the ship "Ssledin" & little over & hundred years
ego, #nd of how it pasrted the csbin boy on her from his
feithful sweetheart, end of how they were reunited in the
end - & legend that is part of the rich folklore of Nove
Scotia. The songs sre Nova Seotisn folk songs by edoption
if not elways by origin, snd one of the songs in particuler
geve not only the title for tonight's opers but the story
es well through a sort of interyeeving with the legend.

The song I meen is of course "The Broken Ring". 1t was
Trevor Jones's point of departure when he begen to think
ebout composing the opers, snd it first ceme to his stten-
tion when he first ssw it in one of Helen Crd ghton's
collectiors of folk songs end balleds from Nove Seotia. And
yesterdey Mics Creighton told me how the song was seént to
her in 1937 in the living quarters of the Chebucto Hesd
lighthouse, :by lMrs. Gellegher, the wife of the keeper of
the lighty Chebucto Head is & steep promontory which
thrusts out to sea in the spproaches to Hselifsx Harbour,
and Mrs. Gallegher ssng "The Broken Ring" for Miss
Creighton one Ssturdesy sfternoon while she was serubbing

her kitchen floor. MMrs. Gellegher's housekeeping problems




(2)

weren't complicated by having all the rooms set one on top of
the other in & vertiesl line &s they are in the femous Eddy-
stone Light, for instence, whiceh consists of & single tepering
tower surmounted by the grest lemp. Chebueto Head has e
house like of the neet white houses that look so plessant in
the Nova Scotie countryside or in the little ports around the
coast, But her problems ass & mother of three sons were com-
pliceted by the house in that it stends nesmyr = steep place

on the rock, and es & ¢ onsequence Mrs., Gellazher had to

bring up her bables quite literslly on the edge of the ecliff.
In enother complicetion, or whet would heve seemed like one to
& good meny people, is that Chebucto Hesd is isoleted and
lonely. But Mrs, Gellagher and her femily were very happy,
end Miss Creighton remembers to this dey what Mrs, Gallagher
said when she esked her if she liked living there. Mrs,
Gellsgher smiled in & peeceful, contented wey end said, "I
might &s well like it; it's my home.” One reeson why isole-
tion didn't bother the Galleghers was that they conld a1l pley
some musicel instrument, the hermonice, or the asccordion or
the guiter, and they did pley them end thoroughly enjoy them-
selves, snd that Mres, Gallagher seng folk songs. She
thoroughly enjoyed herself too. But her spproseh to them
wasn't simply the metter of the plessure thet could could be
got from them. Before her merriesge she was & school teacher,
and she was more then usually aware of the specisl value of
folk songs and of the importence of treeting them with
respect 2nd of cherishing them.

S0 when she seng "The Broken Ring" to Miss Creighton that
Saturdsy afternoon while she was serubbing the kitehen floor
she did it partly sponteneously and, so to spesk, hospitably,
gince it was something she knew her visitor wented to hesr.
But she slso seng it in the knowledge thet "The Broken Ring”
belonged to the living archives of Nova Scotian history, snd
thet lMiss Creighton wes & fellow erchivist who would see thst
it was preserved e&s it ought to be, and tonight, at the
outset of the little operes thet it inspired, you will hear
& recording of Mrs. Gellegher's voice singing the last three
verses. It appears to me thet "The Broken Ring" couldn't
hsve & more heartwerming introduetion.

Mareh 22, 1956
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THERE CAME ONE JEW Reel 171A8-9

There ceme one Jew, all dressed in blue,
By the way he bent his knees.

No matter what you do, no metter whet you say,
It's you, you, you, you, you.

Then they'd point to one pupil, and he'd be "it". If there
wes & line of children, they'd point like you, you, you,
you, you, end the last one would be "it". Then the next
time it would be two Jews, end then three Jews, asnd four
Jews until &ll the ehildren were out. The last one in the
line would be out of the game sltogether. Then they'd
stert egein, snd the one who was "it" would be out of the
geme sgein, you see, until they were all out of the geme.
They'd merch, you see they would be going beckward snd
forward while they were singing that. It wes & game.
They'd mereh forwerd end backward until they were through
with "it" in time to the musie.

Sung bg'lra. Laure McNeil, West Pubnico, snd recorded by
Helen Creighton, June 1957

(Mechine hes bad hum)




MARY ACROSS THE WILD MOCR Reel 1714 9-10

It was on one cold winter's morn
When the wind blew across the wild moor,
When young Me ry ceme wesndering home ‘
With her child right home to her own fether's door.
2
"Desr fether, dear fsther", she oried,
"Come down and open the door
For the ehild in my arms will soon perish and die
From the wind thet blew 'eross the wild moor.”
S
Her faether was deaf to her ory,
Not & sound of her voice did he hear.
But the watch dogs did howl, and the village bells tolled,
And the wind blew scross the wild moor.

4
"Oh, why did I leeve this fair land,
Where I once wes so happy &nd free,
When now I must roam with no friends of my own,
Or no one to teke pity on me."
5

Oh how her fsther must have felt
When he came to the door the next morn,
ind found Msry there dead, and the child still slive,
Cluteched elose in his dead mother's amms.
6
In enger he tore his grey heir,
¥hile the teers down his cheeks they did flow,
When he sew how thet night Mary perished =nd died
¥rom the wind that b%ew aeross the wild moor.

Sung by Linde Gilkie, sged 11, Sembro, as learned ffom her
§ather ggd sung in his menner; recorded by Helen Creighton,
une 19




FLUG MoCARTHY Reel 1714 10%-15

Chorus:
For the element of the music it did play

It was my delight to see the sight
0f those Irishmen so gay.

Oh I never lsughed so heerty in the course of =ll my life
looking et Plug McCsrthy a-Tivertin' with his wirfe.

o 1

Four o'eloeck in the mornin' the reffle it wes o'er
John Gelly he got rolling drunk end stove esway the door.
Cleney with e bottle sure he'd 211 the windows broke
Crofge grebbed him by the throat #nd, boys, I thought he'd choke.

Sung by Mr. Williem Gilkie, S:mbro; recorded by Helen
Creighton, June 1957









The hardy men who gave such help
vgserve the hihest pralse,
O me'erforget their noble deeds
When thankful ::aos we raise,
The captain in that trying hour
Spoke kindly to the men,
Saying, "Be calm good men,” while angry waves
Swept i’ur!ou over them,
When ¥pr4d Sweet, a gentleman,
Quites frantic w«ith dsspair
From cabla came and in his arms
His little daughter bares

one 15
And o Xx, Zllery he sald,
"Charlie,pray téke =y cnlld
While I go my wife to sa2ek
The billows raging wild,”
And ssthe steward took ths child
And saw herface so falp,
His thoughts went quickly to his home,
He had cne na:slt there,
The father did the mother seek,
But neither onec cm e back
As angry waves soon swept them
From off the sinking wreck,
Poor ou:t‘crh‘ little innocent
it crizd out, "Papa cous, "
it's clothes were thin, Just taken from
it's little b“z;o wa e
it cried out "Pa" for a short time
But papa never came,
Expiring in the steward's arms
in pain and sufferings,
it's littie soul w heaven fled
To call it's paca thers,
1 hopes they handin hav d will walk
Through huml{emnslom faire.

Among those rescuedirom the wreek
Was John Hindley, a brave lad,
Who boldly struggled to the deeck
Bereft of d 1 he haas

His father, mother, brothsr too
Hadsunk to riss no more,

But he with help from strong men
Got safely to the shores

19
Kind friends then took him to their homes,
His wamts they did supply,
Strangers with pity in thelr hearts
Beheld the erphan boy,



When he arrived in Halifax
Warm welcoms he regeivaed,

And then w2 leave him Journeying home
with his slntga dear to live,

And never may those crusl rocks
Another victim galin,
Let lightships gruad our rocky ccast
For those who cross the main,
To those who perlished In the deep
#e gave a Christlien grave,
Our Joys would have been grsuter far
Had we the pow:r to save,

2
And now the hoble stleamer
%lﬁuc she is lost,

eh o'er the stormy ocean

Ofttimes before had erossed,
And sad sn d touching scenes
¥hich never could be told,
And many hundred lives ware lost,
And many hasarts made cold,

22
Now she will never sall again
Unto thut distant shore,
To those who look with tearful eve
For friends they'll see no more,
The dreadful sight will aever from
Our memories fade away
Till ehildren that surround us now
Are feeble, ows and greve

2

O angry ses gliveup tLhy dead,

O rocky reefs sink low,

How wuld vou part ® many friends,
Why did you cssuse such woe?

U goodly ship that proudly sailed
An hour befors the shock,

#hy did yvou not ke® 7ar avay

And shun the -g:loa(?) rocks.

with all our friends around us
We eloseour eyesin sleep,

Cur thoughts wlll ofttimes wander
Across the dreary daep,

And grieve for those who closed thelr eves,

No thought that death was near,

But wolts while sinking in the sea,

Shrieks sounding in thelr ecurs.
25

50 list with =2 my loving friends,

Fhere's breakers all around,
And In an unexp-cted hour
ine last great tromp may sound,

The shrieks and groans and eriesof those

Who fear the chastening red
All un
To mea




