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Reel 171 B

1-5 Sung by Mr. Fred Redden, Middle Musquodobo1t.
Compare with same song later on f*

Lovely Jimmy.
Father kills daughter's lover, 
reel. v5 verses.

^ ' :»< •5-6 Marquis of Huntley. 
Redden.

Bagpipe tune, played on Bagpipes by Mr. Fred

6-7 composed and sngg by Finvola rtedden, aged 
Pleasant lullaby.

Scottish folk-song with pleasant tune, sung by 
4 verses.

Sunset in Cape Breton. Local song, sung by Finvola Redden. In 
these three songs ^invola plays her own piano accompanijtmjnt.

Sung by Mr. Ned M/fcKay, little Harbour .
7 verses.

18-22 Lovely Jimmie, oung by Mr. hed Mc^y,

22-end Concluded 172 A

Bonnie Wee Angus.
16, Middle usquodoboit. 4 verses.

7-9 Loch Shiel Side. 
Finvola Redden.

9-12
5 vs.

12-18 The Banks of Claudy. 
Broken ring theme.

7 verses.

Child 99, 22 verses, sung by 
It is only from Mr. MclVay and his 

have ever heard this ancient ballad.

Johnie Scot.
ed McKay^ Little Harbour, 

sister (see Reel 124 B) that A
Mr
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M»v«ly Jiamy

>«tuj day 5v«snin 3 a» boys plsysa <it bsil 
par# i saw tsy lova Jlswyf h# w#s proper, nast, anJ tali,
I ss4#<J liiw to go with W4 a ploets of tha way- 
lb ay own fathor^s iwalllng, tha placo 1 aboda.

,Th«r<,8 a tr#« in father’s gar ion iov«iy J|.a;y, * said tho# 
4&sra ysuag a«n and a si dans do wait upon ao(
Moot ®4 tbaro iovalp Jias«y# you*r« tho boy I lova bast,
Hftd whan thay*?* all sloping at tholr own s 11 ant r;aU*

Raai l?iBi-3

a
'voot s»« tb*r* O lovaly Jim y, your own darling boy

4
H#r cruol h#«rt03 fathar lay aabuslt f rhi®,
/didsi th a sharp was/on ho pioreod ay lovo tltrough 
And ho foil on t o ground nov tr saoro for to r 1 s ;#

5
’You cniai«h«*rtad fsthor sinco it has boos yo*r will 
Fho bloodof ay Inocont Jitmy to spill,
1 will sit down on t a ground whoro ho lies,
Jay Hlod hoavosi saiio round hla, ho*s ay own darl iiigboy.*

6
«o-w groan grows Uio rushos and t;>« tops of uasn sjiuil,
Lovo is tho *»,t of evil. It conguors us all.
And lovo lies as ^oighty as tho stono on <y broast,
Ani tho gravo Is tho first placo 1 hopo to find rost.

Song by Mr, Prod Roidon, ^ii dU usquociob It, and 
Walon wroighton, S«tpt« 1957roc sr dun by

Caspar« s « song sunp b tsr, Hod -chay,s o rool*

3



Sonny Aagu»

rhor* In Ptciou tt>»twould yog look tvicg.
And a&i^ In Sy€to#-/ ao h^ndita^o und nic«#
Th#r« are boy# around A'indaor^aoja* d^rk and torn* fair. 
t3ut lhara*8 none will cosapara wl • «y Angus.

ills hair la so curly undhts #yas *r# so bright.
His sight Uttla taatb sra so paariy and whits.
His w&llq is all sparkling «n d sa fraa frwa 
Ho tnsra « non# to co^para wl * :ay /aagus.

ra ar4 whan is *s gaod. thara ara U«as wIms ha's bad.
but 1 canna ’nas spank hisi, this bonny waa lad, 
aa would ciiaat add ba marry tha whola livalong day,
«» thara*s non® quits so gay as ay . ngus.

4
whan av^nlng draws aaar and tha sua,s In tiia wast 

fl* will tlptoa up softly ani lay on ay broust, 
ha will slaap thara so p^esful lika abird la its n^st.
Ha*s an snisl at rast, ;ny was Angus.

rtaal 171S6-7

t
c«r«.

Co.4po»«d and sung by FInvola k« kan, agad 16, klddla 
Husquodobolt, and racordad by H*l«i Crai ghton, Juna 1957
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k**l J71B7-9Loch %hl*l Sid*

i austg.) aov, go 1 th* wl l low,
Ond*r It* »h*4y Ijough* l will i‘in4 ay pillow,, 
Tfitroon it** aassy ledgo whl Mil ilia* growl Rf 
a* o’*r ih* '«at«r’8 *ur**i br««**s blowing*

Z
H«r* 'fcoatfc tbtt 4 llo« tr*« 2 com* f »r ay pUaaur®,
And In the o»ol sprian Ay oat Joy boyond asesurt.
Hoar bo* tha Mnn«t at iigt bit ® ng ».» sweat and clear,

y king wto Jiappana t* draw near*
3

High In the morning air the curlew5* i*ote» are thrill.
And o’er I'.n nitty lake It silence tad and tiiii,
Down t * Loch Sblel side 1 will m mor* wander*
Lake of my love and pride 1/will toe no longer*

* / 1
In the tweet epringtiae days 1 could live forever*
If 1 could h«ive ay .ay I would 1 e»*ve hone n ver.
Par from the si r:-i» oi life underneath the 2low 
I would now lay "ay bead on t ie cool green pillow*

Sung by PlitvcU A* .-*n, a *d 16, Mi die ^usquodoboU, end 
recorded by Helen Craightob, June 1957

Music fit f r

__________________



Summit In Cap# 8r jWn

i t*s subset In Csj># a\ tton 
G**r th* 'jold«r« Qi^an#
a# th« #ha4.Jw« fall around uo 
in this “d#n of ay ir«aa#«

2
mm It ’# jsunaot in C#p« §r«t4fi 
whan n# «aa is cals «n d bright,
©•ar tu# vi«tar gulls &r<t gliding 
In l hair too vs of siliion white,

3
mm It’s suos#t in Cap# Breton, 
when the cattle1® gone to rest.
Than t « r bin’s swaatiy singing 
And tha sparrow’s in Us nast*

4
#hsi. it* 8 suns at in Cmprn breton,
»ti«n tha pi -as a>«utd o’er iha hill, 
ria.r tha haunting mmlc calling 
TO t a J r so warn and still,

. 5
»h*n It s s nset in Cai>e Urston 
An? the day’s wor* has bean dona.
Than the chli troa give thanksgiving
As lhay v*aten tha setting sun,

auitg by F|j>v4a H#4«iant ag-d l#,Hli4ia usg odobait, and 
record d by H#l«? Crsightoa, June 1957,

Mbahly writ''an ns a po 
flay and a w 1st oral tradition.

by ir% Lillian Craw a >uish,4uco



Reel 171 B 
12-18K&mi&x&tm

The Banks of Claudy

It was on one pleasant .iornlng 
All in the month of May 
Down by yon flowery garden 
I carel ;ssly^J did stray,
I over heard a fair one 
Most grievous lie complain 

"It is onto the Bank® of Claudy 
Where mv uarllng do remain."

2
Now I b Idly stepped up to her 
I took her on surprise.
My own she did not know me 
I being dressed in su rpriss', .I'**} ^ 
KWXXtf « \;tdXWXhdXKjC 
'Where are you going my fair one 

My jojr and heart*s delight.
Where are you going to wander 
This dark ^nd stormy night?"

< s —-

3
"I am all in search of a young man 
And Johhny Is his name 
He Is crossing the wide ocean 
For h nour and for fame.
It is six long months or better 
Since JoViny has left this shoie 
He is crosing the wde ocean 
«vh re the ibaming billows roar.

4
"He is crossing the wide ocean 
For honour and for fame
His ship^ been wrecked eo I’ve been told 
Down on the Spanish main.
It is on the w<iy to Claudy banks 
©x you vi 11 please to show 
Take pity on a stranger 
For there I want to go."

5
"It is on the banks of Claudy 
Fair maid thereon you stand 
Now ® n’t you believe young Johnny 
For he’s a false young man.
Now ob n’t yo i believe young Johnny 
For he’ll not meet you here 
Lei’s you and I to the green wood go 
No danger shall we fear."

6
"Since Johny has gone and left me 
No other man I’ll take 
To some lonely groves ni galleys 
I will wander for his sake.
When she beheld those dreadful news



*
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She fell into despair
For the xixa wringing of her tender hands 
And the tearing of her hair.

7
When he beheld her loyalty 
No longer could stand 
Mhen he fell into her arrums 
Say/ng, "Betsy, I *m the man.
Now Betsy 1*m the young man.
That caused you ail your pain 
And since we met onto Claudy banks 
We will never part again,"

£

Sungby Mr/, William Gilkie, Sambro andrecorded by Miss Helen Creighton, 
September, 1957,



Lovely Jiminy Reel 171 B 
18-22

It was on one Saturday evening 
.as I played at all 
I saw lovelie Jimmy 
Most proper, neat and tall,
I asked him to come v4 th me 
A piece of he ©-ad- /ot^- 
And I’d show him my Father’s dwelling 
And the place I abode.

2
"There’s a tr=;e in my uncle’s garden, 
Lovelie Jimmy^ says she 

"Where I la ve men and maidens 
For to wait on me 
Whilst they are a-sleeping 
And taking their rest 
Met me there lovelie Jimmy,
You’re th. lad I love best."

3
Now her cruel hearted fath r 
Into ambush did lie 
A-hearing t ose luvyers 
What they had to say.
It’s with his sharp weepon (weapon)
He instant"-!Ie he dnew 
And xhKn with the cold dagger 
He pierced my love through.

4
Now he fell on the ground 
Never more for to rise 
I threw myself down on the ground 
Where he lies.
May the heavens shine ar und him 
He is my darling boy,

5
"Now you cruel hearted father 
Since this be your will 
The blood of my innocent Jimmy you^, spilled 
Come dig him a grave '
Dig it long, wide, and deep 
And s'- road it all over 
With viMets so sweet

• ve

6
"And I will then go 
To some foreign countrie 
Where 1 will know no one. 
No one shall know me



r

2

Green grows the green laurel 
And the tops of them small.
For love is a root that can conquer us all. 
For love awake like a stone on my breast 
And the grave is the first place 
1 hope to find rest.

Sung by Mr. Ned McKay, Little Harbour, recorded by Helen Creighton,
September 1957.



Johnnie Scot Heel 171 B

ZZ~ end

Concluded Reel 
172 A

Lord Johimie Set went to the green-wood 
The fairest lady in that hall.
Lord Johniiie has got beguiled 

2
"Of this be true," the King he says,
"In what ye tell to
I'll have him put him into prison strong 
'Til I find the deed of thee,w

3
He wrote a letter to Lord 
And sealed it by his knejfe 
And sent it to Lord Johnnie Scot 
To come to him immediately,

4
The very first line that he wrote down 
It caused him for to smile.
And the very next line that he looked on 
He hung his head and cried.

5
"If this be true, " Lord Johnrfie says,
"In what helells to me, '
In spite of all old England's lords 
I will set my lady free."

6
Lord Johnnie onto hosseback sat,
A grosieme sight was he 
There were not a married man 
Into all his company,

7
Now when he came to the King's castle 
He rode/( it round about.
Then who should he see by the window 
Was his true love a-looking out,

8
"Come down, come down, " Lord Johnnie cries, 
’Come down, come down, " says he,
"For how can I come down.
When King Edward has ’prisoned me?®1 

9
"The garters that I used to wear 
Were of the silk an^satin fine 
But now theyflre of the coldest irons 
Aro nd my legs do bind.

10
"The breast plate that I used(tooear 
Were of the best of the beating gold,
But now it's of the coldest steel 
Th t on my br ast lies cold,"

11
"Wow who is this," the King he cries.
Rides my castle round about.
Now is it the duke of Allmy

Or yet Sir '"ames our King.

side a-hunting there awhile

me

Johiyiie Scot
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11 cont*
Or is it Lord Johnie Scot 
His lady for to win/?"

12
It is nsither the Duke of Allmy 

Nor yet oir James, our King,
But it is,. Lord Johnie Scot,
His lady for to win.

13
'If this be true, ^ the King he says,

”I£ what you tell to me 
Before tomorrow ten o'clock 
All hanged he shall be."

14
Now up and speaks the youngest brother 
The youngest of t he three,
"Before we will be hung like dogs.
We will fight until we die,"

15
"Now if this be true, " the King he say3,
"In what you tell to me,
I have an Italian in my house.
Out of ffty killed all but three.
And before tomoorow ten o’clock 

You shall die in the hands of thee."
16

The night passed on 
And day come on.
They all went to the plain 
The lady and her maidens all 
For to see Lord Johnie slain,

17
When out of the banks the Italian came 
A grosieme sight as he 
Betwixt his eyes three measured spans 
And the hei ht of any man three.

18
"A gcosieme sight," Lord Johnie cries,
"A grosieme sight, are thou.
But if thou art half as big as the devil himself 
1 will have a bout with thee."

19
When they fought on like champions bold 
With swords of t mpered steel
Till you’d have thought the very heart’s blood 
Come a-running to the field.

20
But at last the Italian then he found 
A conqueror he could not be 
It was over the top of Lord Johnie’s head 
Like a sparrov/ fly.

21
Lord Johnie being a wel1-thought lad 
And a w.el 1-thought was he.
It was-ithe point of his broad eword 
The Italian he did die.
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" A clerk, a clerl^, ' the Kinq he cries, 
"To sign the ddetf ayes,"
"A priest, a priest," Lord Johnie cries, 
"For to marry my lady and I."

Sung by Mr. Ned McKay, Little Harbour, recorded by Hiss Helen Creighton. 
September 1957.


