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Reel 171 B

Lovely Jimmy. Sung by Mr. Fred Redden, Middle Musquodoboit.,
Father kills daughter's lover, Compare with same song later on ¥
reel, 5 versess {

Marquis of Huntley, Bagpipe tune, played on Bagpipes by Mr, Fred
Redden.,

Bonnie Wee Angus, composed and sugg by Finvola Medden, aged
16, Middle 'usquodoboit, Pleasant lullaby. 4 verses.,

Loch Shiel Side. Scottish folkesong with pleasant tune, sung by
Finvola Redden. 4 vyerses,

Sunset in Cape Breton. Local song, sung by Finvola Redden, In
these three songs Finvola plays her own piano accompanigment. 5 vs,

The Banks of Claudy. Sung by Mr., Ned MfcKay, .ittle Harbour ,
Broken ring theme, 7 verses,

Lovely Jimmie., oSung by Mr, Ned McBay, 7 verses.
Concéuded 172 A Johnie Scot. Child 99, 22 verses, sung by

Mr., Ned McKayj} Little Harbour., It is only from Mr, Mc®™ay and his
sistér (see Reel 124 B) that 4 have cver heard this ancient ballad.



Lovely Jimmy Reel 171Bi1-5

Une Saturday evening as the boys playsd at ball

There | saw my love Jimmy, he was proper, mest, and tall,
1 asied him to go with me & plece of the way

To my own tutmz'a dweliling, the place 1 gbode,

"There's a tree ia father's gardem loveiy Jhuay, ¥ said she,
"¥here young men aad msidens do walt upon me,

Mest me there lovelv Jilmay, you're the boy 1 love best,
And when thay're all slesping at thelr own silent rosty®

3
“ieet me there O lovely Jin v, your own dariing boy

4
Her cruel hearted father lay ambush forhim,
Anddd th a sharp weapon he plerced my love thwrough
And he fell on Lhe ground mever aore for to rlsde

5
"You cruslehearted father since It has des your will
The blovdef my Innocent Jlsmy to splil,
I w111 sit down on t.s ground whers he iles,
iay kind heaven :unn round him, he's uy own darlingboye”

How green grows the rushes aad the tops of Lhem ssall,
Love Is Lie moot of evil, It conquars us all,

And love lles as welghty as the stone on vy breast,
And the grave ls the Cirst plece 1 hope to find rest.

Smg by Mr, Fread Sgdden, Hiidle Musquodobolt, and
recerded by Hulen Craighton, Septe1057

Compare ssme song sung by Mr, Hed lchlay,same reel.
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Bonny Wee Angus feel 171867

There are laddles in Plctou thatwould make you look twice,
And many in Sydney so handsowe and nice,

There are boys around Windsor,some dark and some fair,
But there's none will compare wi' my Anguse

His hadr is so curly andhis eyes sre so bright,

} His eight little testh are so pearly and white,
His smilg ds all sparkling md so free from care,
Ho there s mmsu cozpare wi' uy Angus,

fhere are times when 18 's good, thers ars times when he's bad,
But 1 canna 'nae spank his, this bonay wee lad,

Hg would chnt afid be merry the wivie livelong day,

Ko there's nons «‘mu 89 gay as my AnQuUSe

Then when evening draws nsar and the sua's In the west
He will tiptoe up seftly en¢ lay on my breast,

He will sleep there sc pesceful 1ike abird im its naest,
He's an angel at rest, sy wee Anguse

Composed and sung by Flnvela Redden, aged 16, Mlddle
Musquodobolt, and recorded by Helen Creighton, June 1057




Lech Shisl Side Real 171879

1 mustgo mow, go to the willow

Under its shady boughs I will fiad my pillew,,

Thereon the mossy ledge whitelilles growing

As o'esr the wau;'l edge sweat breezes blovinge

Here "heath the o liow tree 1 coms for my pleasure,
And in the ol spring dy was Joy beyond measur

Hear how the jinnet o ngs his ®ng 8o swest and clear,
Music fit for ng king who happens Lo draw nearle

High in the worming alr the curlew’'s notes sre shrill,
And o'er Lhe misty lake is silence sad and stili,
Down ¢t ¢ Loch Shiel side 1 will no more wander,

Lake of my love :nd pride i will ses no longers

In the sweet springtime davs 1 could live forsver,

If 1 couid have my way 1 would 1eave home naver,

Par from the storzs ol 1ife undernsath the willow

1 would now lay my hesd on the coeol green piliow,
\
|

Sung by Flnvele Reddem, aoed 16, Mi:dle Musquodobolt, and
pregorded by Helen Crelghtol, June 1957



Sunset in Cape Braton Reall7iB0«32

when it's sunset in Cape Breton
Gler thebliis the golden gleans
As the shadows fal! arcund ue
In this ~den of my Jrscag,

2
wWhen 1.'s sumset in Cape Breton
When ‘he sea iIs calsm o d bright,
Oter the vater gulls ere gliding
in Lhelr coals gf sllzen white,
When it's nma’. in Cape Sreton,
“hen the celtie’s gome Lo rast,
Then t e robin's sweally singing
And the sparrow’s in Its neste

%
#hen It': sumetia Cepe Breton,
when the clres s-und oVor the hill,
Hear the heunting music calilag
To the d r 30 wara and still,

S
when it's sunset in Cape Braton
And the day’'s work hes been dome,
Than the ehlldren give thanksglving
Ap thay wateh the satting sune

Sung by Flaveala Redden, ag:d 16,Mlddle usqiododolt, and
record:¢ by Helam Creighton, Juna 1057,

Poebably writien a8 & poem by UHps Lillles Crewe “alsh,Glace
Bay and nw In oral tradition,



Reel 171 B
LGCREF O P8 G 12-18

The Banks of Claudy

It was on one pleasent morning
All in the month of May
Down by yon flowery garden
I carelessliyl did stray,
I over heard a fair one
Meost grievous lie complain
"1t is onto the Banke of Claudy
Where my Darling do remain,”
2
Now I b-1ldly stepp®d up to her
I took her on surprise,
My own she did not know me
1 being drassed in snrprtsz'it<1<*’*‘
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"Where are you going my fair one
My jo¥ and heart's delight,
Where are you going to wander
This dark and stormy night?”
3

"I am all in search of a young man
And Johhny is his name
He is crossing the wide ocean
For honour and for fame,
it is six long months or better
Since Jonny hasleft this shoe
He is crosing the wde ocean
Where the foaming billows roar,

4
"He is crossing the wide ocean
For honour and for fame
His ship's been wrecked ®0 I've been t ld
Down on the Spanish malin,
It is on the way to Claudy banks
®f you wi 11 please to show
Take pity on a stranger
For there 1 want to go."

5
"It is on the banks of Claudy
Fair maild thereon you stand
Now @ n't you believe young Johnny
For he's a false young man,
Now @ n't you believe young Johnny
For he'll not meet you here
Leg's you and I to the green wood go
No danger shall we fear,"

6
"§ince Johny has gone and left me
No other man I'11 take
To scme lonely groves and x@llpys
I will wander for his sake
When she beheld those dreadful news



She fell into despair
For the gka wringing of her tender hands
And the tearing of her hair.
7
When he beheld her loyalty
No longer could stand
Khen he fell into her arrums
Sayjng, "Betsy, I'm the man,
Now Betsy 1'm the young man,
That caused you all your pain
And since we met anto Claudy banks
We will never part again,"

Sungby Mrg, Willimm Gilkie, Sambro andrccorded by Miss Helen Creighton,
September, 1957.



Lovely Jimmy Reel 171 B
18=22

it was on one Saturday evening
As I played at a 11
I saw lovelie Jimmy
Most proper, neat and tall,
1 asked him to come wi th me
A piece of the pad vocd
And 1'd show him my Father's dwelling
And the place 1 abode,
2
| "There's a trece in my uncle's garden,
| Lovelie Jimmy, says she
"Where I la ve men and maidens
For to wait on me
Whilst they arez ae-sleeping
And taking their rest
Met mz there lovelie Jimmy,
You're the lad I love best.”
3
Now her cruel hearted father
Into ambush did lie
A=hearing those luvyers
What thzy had to say,
It's with his sharp weepon (weapon)
He instant liec he drew
And wRkea with the cold dagger
He plerceg my love through,

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

5

"Now you cruel hearted father

Since this be your will Tve
The blood of my innocent Jimmy you spilled
Come dig him a grave 1

Dig it long, wide, and deep
And » read it all over
With vidlets so sweet

6
"And I will then go
To some foreign countrie
Where 1 will know no one,
No one shall know me,
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Green grows the green laurel

And the tops of them small,

For love is a root that can conaunr 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, re€orded By Helen EXXB§XK Creighton,
“gptember 1957.



Johqﬁ!e Scot Reel 171 B
ZR= end

Concluded Reel
172 A

c
Lord Johhnie Sct went to the green=wood side a~hunting there awhile
The fairest lady in that hall,
Lord Johngie has got beguiled
2

"Of this be true, " the King he says,
"In what ve tell to me
K'11 have him put him into prison strong
11 3 fing the deed of thee,"
He wrote a letter to Lord Johﬁﬁie Scot
And sealed it by his knefe
And sent it to Lord Johngie 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 Johqﬂie says,
"In what he(ells 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 roded 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 mei®
°
"The garters that 1 used to wear
Were of the silk andsatin fine
But now theydre of the coldest irons
Around my legs do bind,
10

"The breast plate that I usedtowear
Were of the best of the bzating gold,
But now it's of the coldest steel
Th:t on my br-ast lies cold,"

11
"Now 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.



11 cont.
Or is it Lord Johnie Scot
His lady for to wind2"
12
"It is neither ithe Duke of Allmy
Nor yet 3ir James, our King,
But it is, Lord Johnie Scot,
His 1ad¥3for to win,”
"If this be true, " the King he says,
"If what you tell to me
Before tomorrow ten o'clock
All hang®d he shall be,"
14
Now up and speaks the youngest brother
The youngzst of t he thiee,
"Before we will be hung like dogs,
We will fight until we die,"
15
"Now if this be true," the King he says,
"In what you tell to me,
1 have an Italian In my house,
Out of ¥ty killed all but three,
And before temoorow 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 ame
A grosieme sight vas he
Betwixt his eyes three measured spans
And the hei ht of any man three,
18
"A goosieme sight," Lord Johnie cries,
"A grosieme sight, are thou,
But if thou art half as big as the devil himsclf
1 will bave a bout with thee,"
19
When they fought on like champions bold
With swords of tompcred steel
Till you'd have thought the very heart's blood
Come a-running to the field,
R0
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 sparrow fly.
R1
Lord Johnie bzing a wzllethought lad
And a wellethought was he,
It was+the point of his broad eword
The Italian he did die,



" A clerk, a clerk," the King he cries,

"To sign the dded ayes, "
"A priest, a priest," Lord Johnie cries,

"For to marry my lady and I."

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




