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Reel 173B

1 I Am A Boy From Africa; sungxkyxMx recited by Mr., Wiley Grant,
Gabarous; 3 long vs. story of boy who came from
Africa to Nova wcotla and ratarnad is a song
2 In Canso Strait; suig by dr, wm.J, “MacDonal 4, Gabarous; popudar
local folk song; & vs. quxte well sung for old
MdNe
3 I'm Not As Young As 1 Used to “e; sung by Mr, Wm,J. MacDonaldj
probably uusic hall ® ng; amusing; 3 vs. &
cho, quiite well sung.
4 Bonny Barbara Allany sung by Mr, MacDonald; 13 vs. words more
it eresting than tunejwell s ng for _ age 86
5 Three Crewe; sung by Mr, “acDonald; 4 vs.of Billy McYee Mdrw;
crows vary well,
6 lolly Lovelwiolly; sung by #rs, iuth ‘etcalfe,Louisburg aGabarous;
d ve, Ir etty little love o ng,tuneful &8 amusing
7 1 Am A Tinkery sung by birs Metcalfe~ 2 VSed ho,rretty 1ittke
love songipleasant tnne
8 A Tear From My Lady Loves a1 ng by Mrs. Metcalfey; 2 vs.boy goes®
to war, possibly Crusades,
9 Jolly Roving Tary sung by Mrs, #gicalfe; 1 vs.3see TSNS
11 ¥8The Cuckoo's Nest: sung by iirs, M¢taa1fe° 7 VSe as sung by
fishermen,then 2 vs, as sung by boys
12 xx Pown By Yon Green chan(Busnas) sung by Mrs, Metcalfe; fragmentj
varim t of Yreen Bushesjtune not gartic”1=r1y
interesting
13 %8 Margarzt and Johny sung by Mrs Yetcalfe; 1 vs, tune not too -
interesting. Shee The “rey Cock, TSNS
14 %& 1'l1 Never darry An Cld Man; sung by Mrs, “Yetcalfej i doulile
vse of what is probably good songy differeht
from Dornan's song of same title,
15 & The Girls of Tasmaniay sung by krs. etcalfejy 1 vs; sailer's
songs; secems ® be different from The Girj}s
of Australia,recel 196
16 x& Tall Story of Selling Stovej told by Mr. Chas. Pagnaj}; amusingj
draught brings trout out on kitchen floor,
17 XK Story of Newfoundla d N&an Who Gave Yp Smoking: told by Nrg
siegtcnlfe a'using
10 An Qid Man Came Cﬁurtlnq Mej sung by Mrs, "etcalfe; 1 vs, of
| what must be good song,.
| 18 1 Married A Scolding wife: recited by Mrs, Lillian Crewe Walsh,
Glace Bay and Neil's Harbour; 3 vs. & cho.}
| for tune sze reel 174B.




I Am A Boy From Africa Reel 173Ble=5

1 an a boy from Africa,
I just arrived to-day,
I thought 1'd come =n d see you for a while
S0 I cam e across the way,
They % 1d me Nova Scotia was a fine place
Where all is given free,
By golly,said I,if that's the plawe,
There's the place for me,
2
Away 1 went in roving bent,
1 paid my fare andmade everything square,
My uncles @ d cousins were there by the dozens,
My sweetheart was there, she was tearing herhair,
And so was my own mother, She sai d,
"Sambo, kiss your mother once more,
You go across the sea, the codfishing place,
They'll eat off your face,
You'll come back quick, you'dl be sure to be sick
On the ship that carries you over,"
3

The e xt dgy we left ad first came thunder,

Then came rain and I wish myself right home again,
And up cane a wave as swift as the wind,

Caught m in its grip, threw me over the ship,

Over the ndtion alone on the ocean,

1 thoughtof tales I'd read about whales,

One swallowed Johah Lthe Bible has told us,

The storm got thicker a1 d thicker and thicker,

And 1 got sicker and sicker ad sicker,

All in despair sg ing a prayer,

And up came amiker another swilfter tham the other,
Throw me in on top of some men,

Says one Frenchman, "You're jumping,1'l1l give you a thumping"
He up with his stick and hit me such a lick

He la id m flat on the broad of me back,

What rumbling an d tearing, what cursimg and swearing,
1 rolledon the floor and a big oath I swore,

If ever 1 get home no more I'l11 roam

On the ship that carried me over,

Recited by Mr, Wylie Grant,Gabarous, and recorded by Helen
Creighton,July 1957, Mr. Gran t had suffered a stroke m d could
not singe.




in Canso Strait Reel 173BNo.2
Singer's title: A Drunken Captain In A Heavy Gale

In the Straits of Canso we now do lie

When our drunken cp tal n got on a spree,

lig came aboard and to us did say,

"Break your anchor$ out and fill away,"
3

We filledaway at his command

With the wind southeast we left the land,

We left Sand Point all on our lee

And we steered herout in a heavy sea,

There came a squall from the agry skies,
fhe pitched and she plunged but she would not rise,
yerbibs she parted, she came into the wind,
€ hauled them down and nzw sheets bend.
4
We called the watch in a2 terrible fright
For the cabin was filliing through the deck skylight,
We asked him kindly to shorten sail
Or we'd all be lost in that hzavy gale,
3
He cursed and he swore and he tore his hair,
I'm captain here,amd you need not fear,
I1'm captain here and I will not fail
For to shoot thz first man that would start a sail,"
6
Then up spoke one of our brave young crew,
"There's twelve of us al 1 ready now,
We'll reef her down and to sea we'll go,
it you interfere you'il be tied below,"
4
We reefed her down, she bravely steerzd,
The durry reepers they disappeared,
We're heading up forlth ¢ Cape Shore now
And she knocks the whit ¢ foam from her bow,
8
We're homeward bound in deep success,
Like a weary seagull seeking rest,
When 1 get home 1'11 never sail
With a drunken captain in a heavy gale,

Sung by Mr. Wm,J. McDonald, Gabarous, andrecordzd by Helen Crelghtdn,
July 1057



I'm Not As Young As 1 Used To Be

Young folks come ltsten to my song
I'm old and I won't detain you longy
I'm eighty-four am® I1'd have y u Know
And the young folks call me Uncle Joe,
My hair once black has al 1 turned grey,
But wha t's the odds while I feel gay?
1 love to sing a song of glee
For it makes me as young as I used to be,
Cho.
Tidy hydie whoop dee do,
How 1'd love to sing for you, !
How I could slng with jJoy and glee
If Iwas asyoung as I 1 ed to be,
2
When 1 was young and in my prime
I was chasing the girls a lot of me time,
1 would them out each day for a ride
And 1 al ways had one by my sldes
I1'd hug and kiss them just for fun
And 1 ain't forgotit hz wy 1it's done,
So if any qgirl here gests in love with me
She'll find me as young as I B ed to bes. Cho,
3
When I was young 1 knew life's Joys,
But now I'm old yet I'm one of the boys,
1 can take a smile or sing a song
With anv good friend that ® mes alonge
I can tell a story, crack a joke,
And al ways refuse w drink and s.oke,
I1'm kkexgagezst a gay old port you'll all agree
And 1 feesl as young as I used to be. Cho.

Reel 173BNo.J

Sung by Mr, Wme.JeMacDohald, Gabarous, and recorded by Helen

Creighton, July 1957



Barbara Allan Reel

it was early early in the o ring
And a1 things were a-blooming,
A young man on his dzath bed lie
For the love of Barbara Allan,
R
She wrote her a letter to her home,
Her place where she was dwelling,
"Here's a letter my mmaster sent to you
Addressed to Barbara Allan,"
3
Then slowly slowly she arose
And slowly she went to him,
And when she got by his bedside,
Says she, "Young man you're dying,"
4

"Dying yes, indeed I am,
One kiss from you would save me, "
"One kiss from me you never shall have
If your false leart was breaking,
5
"Do ycu remember the oth:r night
While in the tavern drinking,
You drank 2 heal th to all your friends
And slighted Barbara Allan2"
6
"Then you look up by my bed head,
You'll see a napkin hanging,
There'smy gold watch and my gold chain,
Give that ®© DBarbara Allan,
7
"and you look down by my bedside,
You'll see a basin sitting,
It's filled with tears that ! have shed
For the love of Barbara Allan,"
6
He turned his pale face to the wall
And then began a-sighing,
And the only word$ he was R ard to say,
"May the Lord have mercy on him,"
9
Then slowly slowly she arose,
And sl owly she went from him,
She had not jone a mile from town
When she heard his death bell tollings
10
She looked to east and looked to west,
She saw his coffin coeming,
And bade the khzxmx bearers lay it down
Thay she might gaze upon him,
11

(over)

173BNo.4



11

"Father," she cried," dig me a grave
And dig it long and narrow,
Since my true love died for ne to-day
I'l1l die for him to-morrows"
12
They were buried to gether in the old gxurchkyadg churchyard,
'TWas there they lie tog:ther,
Out of her grave tharz grew a rose
And out of his abrier,
13
They grew together  the steeple top
Till they could growpo higher,
They entwined togetHer in a true lover's knot
For 4 1 true lovers ® ad:ire,

Sung by Mr, Wm.J, MacDonald, Gabarous, and recorded by
Helen Creighton, July 1957,



Three Crows Reel 173BNo.5

There were three crows sat on akree
O Billy McGee McGaw,
There were three crows sat on a tree
O Billy McGee McGaw,
There were threz crows sat on a tree
And they were black as black could be
And they all flapped their wings and cried
Haw, haw, haw, Billy McGee McGaw,
And they all flgp ned their wings and cried
Haw, haw, haw, Billy McGee McGawe
.
Sa idpne old crow unt his mate,
To Billy McGee lcGaw,
Said one old crow unto his mate,
To Billy McGee McGaw,
Where will we get some grub to eat?
And they all flepped their wings and cried
Haw, haw, haw, Bllliy licGee lMcUaw,
And they & 1 flp ped their wimgs and cried,
Haw haw haw, Billy McGee licGaws

There was a hamexanxxysmder horse on yonder plain
Oh Billy McGee McGaw,
There 1ies a horse on vonder plain
Oh Billy McGee McGaw,
There lies a horse on yonder plain
Whe by some cruel butcher slain,
And they all flp ped their wimgs and cried,
Haw haw haw, Billy McGee lcGaw,
<
We'll perch ourselvespn his backbone,
O Billy McGee McGaw,
We'll perch ourselves on his backbone,
O Billy McGee McGaw,
We'll perch ourselves on his backbone
And pick his eyes out one by one,
And they all flegpzd th eir wings and cried,
Haw haw haw, Billy McGee WcGaw .

Sung by Mr, Wme Je. MacDonald, Gabarous, and recerded by
Helen Creighton, July 1957




ks

Molly,Lovely Molly, | Reel 173BNo.6

I'm si ttingby my cottage door spinning, spinning,
A British soldier he went by, he was so winning,
The soldier boy he sai d to me, "Molly ,lovely Molly,
We tax the tea but love is free, Molly,Molly,"
2
I'm sitting here a one to-day spinning, spinning,
The soldier boy has gone his way, he was so winning,
Before he went he said to me, "Molly,lovely Molly,
We still tax tea ,still love is free, Molly, Molly,"
3
And ® my story ends you see gxsxxwhxxexxhxxzmﬂxhaxxaughkaxﬂ“kz,
Just where the end had ought to be
In folly, in folly.

Sung by Mrs, Ruth Metcalfe, Louisburg 3 Gabarous, and
recorded by lelen Creighton, July 1957



I Am A Tinker Rzel 173BNo.7

I am a tinker, 1 tinker on metal,

A lady criedput,"There's a hole in ay kettle,"

1 work and 1 solder , I fix it up fine,

I an paid with a kiss and it tastes like rare wine,
Cho: Fol the daw daddy oh dey

l am a tinker,l travel all day,
sleep where 1'¢ I zat where I may,
I make love ies, they pay me in coin,

v y €s,
And though love may be folly a kiss is dévine, Cho,

Sung by Mrs, Ruth Metcalfe, Gabarous and Louisburg, and recorded
by Helen Creighton, July 1957

Singer says to herousin VMr, Chas, Bagnall: This is Uncle
Wesley's song; you've heardit a thousand times,



A Tear From My Ladv Love Reel 173B No.8

She sezemed to think me a boy above
Her mge of low dagrse,
Hadl but loved with a bovish love
It would hav:z been better for me,
Away 1'11 speed my charger steed
And off to the war 1'11 fly
And 6n the fleld of Palestine
1'1]1 win my spurs or die,

2

fAikxiix And iff by the Saracens hand 1 fall
Mid the knightly and the brave,
A tear from my lady love is all
I'11 ask for awarrior's grave,

Singer says: it must go back to the Crusades. It's very olde 1
heard my fathsr sing it,m d that's all I remember, and 1 know
it's called A Tear From My Lads Love, That is the title he gave
it,

Sung by Mrs Ruth Metcalfe, Louisburg a:d Gabarous, and ragorded ‘
by Helen Creighton, July 1957



Jolly Roving Tar Reel 173BNo.9

Come down unto the riverside,

Come down unto the ¢ ore,

Itlis there you'll sze my father's ship
And s2e them all secure,

#hile thehightingales are singing

To the bright an d loneély stars

She walked the heach lam enting

For herljolly roving tar,

Sung by Mrs, Ruth Metcalfie, Louisburg and Gabarous, and

recorded by ilelen Crz2ighip n,July 1957,



An Old Man Came Courting Me Reel 173BNo.10

An oldman came wurting me, courting me,courting me,
An oldiman came courting me, 1 was so young,

When he fell asleep out of his arms I did creep

And into the arms of the bonny younc man,

Sung by Mrs, Ruth “ztealfe, Louisburg & Gabarous, recorded
by Helen Creighton, July 1957



The Cuckoo' Nest Reel 173BNo.ll

(Uncle Wesley lived h-re in Gabardus and he was one of the
best singers of his timey This is one of his songs)

Hi the cuckoo ha the @ ckoo RRYX
Hey The cuckoo's nest

Hi the cuckoo,ho the cuckoo

Hey the cuckoo's nest.

2

I will give you ten shillings

And a bottle of the best,

If you will show me a feather

Of thz cuckoo's neste

This was Uncle Wesley's version. The boys sang it this
ways
Hi t e cuckoo,ho the cuckoo,
Hey the cuckoo's nest,
Hi the cuckoo,ho the cuckoo,
Hey the cuckoo's neste
2
I will give any lass
My very very best
If she'll show me the road
To the cuckoo's neste

(This apra rently was & naughty version whieh the boys were
forbidden to sing, but d d.)

sung by Mrs. Ruth Metcalfe, Louisburg and Gabarous,and
recordzd by felen Creighton, July 1957



Down By Yon Green Ducan(Bushes) Reel 173BNo.R

And yondzr coming my true love 1 see
Down by yon green buchan where he hopes to meet me,

Sung by Mrs Huth Metcalfe, Louisburg & Gabarous,and recorded

by Helen Creighton,July 1957

Margaret and John Reel 173BNo.13

(This is a sd lor's chorus, I used o hear Sol Jacobs si ng
this when 1 was allittle girl, It goes like this):

"Where arz you going my handso ne little Johnny,

And when shdll I s:e you acain?"

"When the salt seas run dry , little fishes they will fly
And the lard rocks will melt vi th the sun,"

Sung by Mrs, Ruth Metcalfe, Louisburg & Gabarous, and recorded
by Helen Creighton, July 1957

I1'11 Nevar Marry An Old Man Reel 173BNo.14

I'll nevzer maryy an old man,
1'11 tell you the reson why,
The drop is ever from his nose,
His chin is never dry,
Butl will marry a young man
And me ke him a happy wife,
I'11 raise him bonny children
And 1'11 love him all his life,

Sung by Mrs, Ruth Metcalfe, Louisburg & Gabarous,and recorded
by Helen Creighton, July 1957

The Girls of Tasmania Reel 173B No,.l1l5

The girlspf Tasmania they dress very neat
Gold rings on their fingers, kid boots on their feet,
They will walk with a sailor just returning from sea
Every one to his fancy, Tasmania for me,.

Sung by Mrs, Ruth “etcalfe, Louisburg & Gabarous, and recorded
by Helen Creighton, July 1957



Tall Story eof Selling Stove Reel 173BNo.16

1 waslin Uppder Framboise selling stoves ~ ranges =
and thera was asecretary of schools, bicLeods I won't
mention his first name, He was wan ting to buy a stove, so
1 tal ked to him and had to give him a good sales talk, as
good as 1 coulds Oh hew as very particular, he wanted to
know a lot, how long it would last, wou}d the sections fall
apart W th the leat,after a while, andal 1 this kindof thing.
At last he asked me, "Has that stove got a good drafight?”

1 says, .

"Well, me bm “therin law had a stove like that,(it's
the truth I told,)in his workshop, a» d he went one mom ing
and made @ fire in the stove and in a little while he looked
on the floor of his workshop andfrere was three smelts. He
picked them up and laid them up on the work bench ., Down a
little while again threze more, @ dife lal d them up on the work
bench acaines Then he t ousht that vas mighty funny,and when
he come to look there werz three more, and then he found omt
that was the draz ght of the stove drawing them from the wager

of the harbour up.

: That's a true story; I sold the stove, It was only a
fourteen dolh r sale but 1l sold the stove,

Told by Mr. Chas. Bagnall,aged ‘0, Louisburg & Gabaro us,and
record:zd by Helen Creighton, July 1957

Story ol ¥amx¥Whax®awz Newfoundla d Man Who Gave Up Smoking,
Reel 173BNo.17

Some years agco 1l had en elderly Newfoundland o uple. I
was nursing them, They hadn'tbzen uscd to nurses, and the old
man was very religicuse He wouldn't say, "Nurse." Always he'd
say, "Maid, I wats to tell youl He had a middle-aged son,an d
every time the boy came t the house he'd have to leave his pipe
or cigar cutside, tie old man was so death agalnst tobacco, So one
evening I asked him why., He said,
'Well maid 1'l1l tell you, One time I went to a meating and
1 got cenvicted but I didn't get saved a dI was a-fishin', and
the next day I weatbut in the boat and I couldn't do a thing
right, me ra id, Not ath ng could I do right, The Lord was after
meg he roented me all day long,and finally I said, 'All right Lord
ye& can have 'un,' and so I Lhrew me pipe over one side of the boat,
I threw me baccy over the other and I threw ti.e ma tches over the
bow, m d 1 went home and I got down on wy knees and 1 got saved,"
The old dady was out in the next room and 1 heard her
ldttle piping voice , "Yes, Sammno, but he was apetter man to live
with when he was smokin'," '

Told by Mrs Ruth “ztcalfe, Louisburg & Gabaro
by Helen Creighton, July 1357 ’ g & Gabarous, and revorécd



I Marpied A Scolding wife Reel 1738 No 18

(This is one that an olf friend of ours used to sing years
ago at "eil's Harbour, Jinmy Carroll used to sing this o ng,)

I married a scolding wife oh some twenty e ars ago,
And ever since I 1iv:g a life of miserv and woe,
My wife she isg » terror, she knogcks me on the chair,
And whirls me to the divil W th a drink or two qf gin,

Zho 5
Oh she worries me, she hurriecs me,it is her chief delight,
To whirl me W th t ¢ fire shovel arsund the hiliswanXightx

house at night,

R
When I come homne at noon time her fury I can't s top,
She d wavys got the tay pot dr ined and I uust drink the slop
And should I try to man Straight she takes me by the haip
And spins me round Just like a top , "Now you taxe that me dear, "Cho,

3

I cal 1s out bloody murder, the policeman busts the door,
And there they found h.r baitin ' me so nzatly on the floor,
The n:ighbors g 1 come runnin:' in, they grab me scoldin' wifg

'Pon me soul jif it hadn't a been for them she 'g ended my sweet life.Co

Heci' ad by Mrs Lillian Crewe Walsh,Glace Bay and Neil's Harbour,
and recorded by Helen Creigh ton, July 1957,
(bad hum on tap e)
Tune on reej 174B,



