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In beginning of Mrs, Walsh's reciting, the first

vs. or two soundsas though it has been recorded
by Crawleys at wrong speed., Have Carmen check the

original. It later picks up andsounds al 1 right.
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1. Bonny Barbara Allan,concluded from 174A: sung by MrsRuth
Metcalfe, ek ven vs., Nfld.versionjwords more
interesting than tune,
2.1'm A Bonny Scotch Lassie: recited by Mrs. X¥mteaifsx Lillian Crewe
& Wwalsh, then sung by Mrs. Metcalfe; 5 ws.Scotch
3 folk songjgirl regrets she has no laddieynice song.
5 @8, Green Broom; 2 Vs, sarg by Mrs. Walsh,for words see reel

}74A
6 8§ Lovely Willie(usually known as Jimmy); surg by Mrs.Walshy 5 vs.,
hut onlv onz recordedjfather stabs daughter's

lovere.

7 8 The Old Volunteer; one vs, sung by Mrs.Walsh; for words see

8 %, The Brig Hurmon¥:7gﬁé vs, sung by Mrs, Walsh; for words see

9 %, The Bbéys of Bristgg? 2 vs., sung by Mrs, Walsh, for words see

10 &. My Bonny Young lizgg Boy; 5 vs., surg by Mr. Fred arsh, New
Waterfords

4, 1 Am A Jolly Sailor Lad: 5 vs.8 cho, sung by Mrs, wdlsh; for
words see 174A; nice singable little sorg of
girl who insists upon making own cheice of husband,
11 . xMyxBaanyxYaung irishxBeyyxarng:byxMrixRradxMarsh, New:Wa taerfordg
, 5xugy faithicssxtavergfair tunes
(2.11. Marrow Bones: sung by Mre Marshj 11 vs. a bit mixed; I have

better variants.

12.The Broken Ring; sun by Mr. Marshy O vs.; vwords more interest g

than tune.

13.The Glouczster Fisherm@ny sug by Mr, Marsh; 6 vs. sbout life of
fishe rmenjquite well sung,but wordsjsome tims

difficult © make out,
14 Yolly Malone: sung by Mrs Ruth Metcalfe; nice little courting
sorg but has only one vs.

15, The Loss of the Cien Fougeious; sung kx and composed by lMrs.
1T1an Crewe Walshy 6 vs, showing @ shermen's

del ight when wrecked ship gives salvapej aood

local song.

16, Trimmy Down On the Big Shoal; ® mposed and sung by Mrs Walshg
amusing local song about Scatari fisherman &
his 0 ne

18 .The Canso Causzway: a stirring song on opening of Canso
Causeway in 1955 composed & 1 wvs.,sung by
rse Walsh to tune of Road o the ld es.

Reoprdzd in Nova Scotiae



i'm A Bonny Scotch Lassie Re'l 174“‘.2&3

(This is an old Scotchisong, I do not know who it was written by,
whette rit was Bobby Burns or not. )

I'm a bonny Scotch 1 assie,my name it is Jane,
My father's a shepherd, keeps sheep on yon plain,
It was no good in beauty(?) it was no good at d 1
When there's no bonny laddie to t& e me awa'y to take me awa',
2
When Sunday comes round for churd we prepare,
Na' thinkin' o' preachin',na' thinkin' o' prayer,
The ma n who is preachin' give gifts to us all
But never says, "laddie t& ¢ lassie awa',"tdte lassie awal"
Never says, "Laddie take lassie awa',"
3
When 1 get home my old mother will cry
With @1 your gay dresses the lads pass ye Dy,
when 1 was your age, Justtwenty and twal,
There was lots of bra'! laddies to take me awal,
There were lots of bra' laddies to take me awa',
4 set
The wo rds of my mother they hae maxig me mad
To think I'm not courted by any young lad,
But there's a day comin', then God speed the day
When some bonny laddie will tdte me away, take me away,
When some bonny laddie will take me away.
5
When 1 get married 1'11 & a1l 1 can
To keep a clean house and to please my old man,
When 1 get@sixpence 1'11 cut it in twa!
Give half t he laddie who took me awa',

Recited by Mrs, Lillian Crewe Walsh,Glace Bay & Neil's Harbour,
Questi on; That was a ® ng you used to hear at home?
Answer: Oh ves,l wouldn'tlike ® say too long age now,
Q: And you can'thum the ai r?

A: No,if Icould sing it for you 1'd be glad te do that,
Qs Well Mrs, Metcalfe wkix can,
A; Yes I gwss shewill., She seems good-hatured anyway,

1 an a Scotech lassie, my name it is Jean,
My father's a shepherd, keeps sh eep on yon plain,
I've plenty of money, that makes me feel bral,
But I've nae bonny laddle to take me awal,
No I've nae bonny laddie © take me awa's

2
when Sundyy come s roundfor church 1 prepare,
Without thinking of singing or preaching or prayer,
The parson he preaches the grace to us all
But he never says, "Laddie take lassie awa'!,"”
Buthe never says, "kaddie take lassie awa',"

3
When I get homemy mother will say
With all your gay dresses the lads pass you by,
When I wasyour age Jjust sixteen and twa'
I had plenty of laddiesib take me awa',
1 had plenty of laddiesr.o take me awa',



4

The vwo rds of my mother they nigh drive me mad,

To think I'm not adairzd by aye bonny lad,

But there's the day coming, it 's coming I know

When there'll bz bonnv laddies to take me awa',

When t-erz!ll ba bonny laddiecs to take me awa'e
3

When 1'11 cet mard ed I'11 do what I can

To keep a fine house and ip pleass my good man,

And when 1 g2t sixpence ['11 brzak it in twalt

And give hel £ @ the laddie that taxes me awal,

And aiva hal f to the laddle tmt takes ma awal,

Sung by Mrs Ruth deicalfie, Louisburg and Gabarus, and recorded
by Helen Creichton, July 1957

MEsrrixisnz




bvely willie Reel 174BNo.A(,
(other siingers ca 1 in Lovely Jimny)

it was last Saturdy evening I was on my way home,
1 metid th lovely Willie, he\w as neat,tall and trim,
I askedhinm to go with me was a .plece of theroad,
1'd show him my father's dwelling, the place off my abode,
2
"There's a rose in father's garden lovely Willie,"said she,
"which young men andmai dens have longed for to see,
While they are sleeping in theirown silent rest
Meetme there lovely Willie, you'rz the lad I love best,"
3

flerfold fatherlay in amnbush and he heard what they said,
Herpld father lay in a bush those deeds for to do,
And with a sharp weapon he pierced her love through,

; 4

"Oh cruel cruel father, you have had your heart's will,
The innocent blood ofmy Willis to spill,
1 shall.lie by his side till the day that 1 die,
May the heavens shine upon him,he'qby own darling boy."
S
O it's green grow the rushes and the tops of them small,
Love is a root that can conquer us all,
And love lies asheavy as a stone on my breast
And the grave is the next place where I hope to find rest,

The final verse only recorded by Mrs Lillian Crewe Walsh,

Glace Bay and Neil's Harbour andrecordzd by Helen Creighton, July 1957



My Bonny Young 4rish Boy Reel 174BNo.g o

Oh first when 1 was o urted by a bonny young Irish boy
Hs kissed me andhe cd led me his pride and only Jloy,

Whils down i{n lohdon city @ place calied 7
When first my bonny voung Irish boy a-courting hz did mome,
<

He cowr ted m2 for three long ycars but always to complain(?)

And ] pachied all of wy clothing and followed him by night,

But when I reached him to dear old Dublin town

I heard thagmv laddie was married » a lady of renown,
3 and

#ngr: the mzadows are springing green their vallzys are flashing gay,

Wvhers me an my bonny voung irish boy “spent manys the happy day,

fdis ahzzkx are 1ike the ivory,his chesks as red as rosg

tecth ‘

And hefll breat thz ke art of evzary girl no matter where he goes,
4

My love he's tdl! m d handseme, his halr it is dark brown,

And it hangs down over nis shoulders in a locse lock hanging down,

His tkethg ure llizz the ivery, his cheeks azs red as rose,

And hae'll bredt the heart of every girl no matter whara he goeS,
5

And nov friends I zm dying, hete's one request 1'11 say

Come @ d taie iy bones ® Irzlaend v d lay them in the clay,

And mark upen my tembstons o show a | passers by,

That 1 died broken=hearted for my bonny voung Irish boy.

Sung by lMir. Fr:d Marsh,New Weterford, and recorded by
Hzlen Creishton, July 1957,



Marrow Bones Reel 174BNo.#0 ()

There were an old wman in London did dwell,
And she dearly loved her husband and @ other twice as well,
Cho.

May a toodin eye a toodin eye

A toodin sye din aye,
2

She wenfite the doctor to see what she could find, b

Cf al the patent medicine would mke her husband blin d. Cho.
3

The doctor he told her to get two marrow bones

And make him suck them all till he couldn't see at ai. Cho.
4

The old woman went home, got the two marrow bones,

Then she made him suck them all til1l she couldn't see at d 1. Cho.
5

The old man he sald, "I'd drown myself

If 1 could find a way," Cho,
6

"Hang on my dear beloved husband,
1'11 show you the way," Cho.
7

They wal ked and they tal ked # 11 they came to River Hrin,
The old mn said,"I'1] jump now if you can shove me im." Cho.
8

"Come dong my dear beloved husband, I'l11 show you the way,Cho,.
9

The old woman attempt for to shove the old san in,

But thepld man stepped aside and she tubbled head fi“rst in. Cho.
10

The old man he thoujht the old woman she could swim

And he up with a jigger pole and shoved her further in. Cho.
11

"Now you are gene to your long and happy home
Where the fish will eat your body and the devil have your bones,Cho.

Sung by Mr.Fred Marsh,New Waterford who learned{it from a
Newfoundl®m d chap 42 v ars ago; r ecorded by Helen Creighton,July 1957,



The Broken Ring Reel 174BNo.il
singer's title: Seven Years 1 Loved A Sailer)

A pretty maid sat by awindow,
A brisk young sal lor passed by the way,
He gazed upon her as if he krew her,
Saying, "Pretty maid can you fancy me?"
<
"Fancy vou, a mn of honcur?
A man of homour you seem to be,
1'11 not be your waiting maiden,
Your waiting ma id 1 shal 1 never be.,"
- 3
"My wal ting maid I'11 never ask you,
But for to be my wedded bride,
I'11 have servants to wal t upon you
Whilst you andl in ow carriage ride."
4
"Seven wars I've loved a sai ler,
Oh seven e ars he has been Lo sea,
And seven more I will wal t upon him
Till he returns D r to marry me.#
L
"RPoolish girl, are you soc foolish
For ® wait on any young man,
Perngp s he's dead, perhaps he's buried,
Perhgp s he's sick in some foreign land,"
6
"If he's dead I'11 wish him heaven,
And if he'! sfmmrried 1'11 wish him joy,
If het's sick 1'11 wish him better
Till he r eturns for to marry me."
7
When he found that she was so loyal,
And when he found that she was so true, |
Put his hand down in hispocket, :
Pullede out a ring that they broke in iwo.
8

Saying, "Seven years 1 loved 2 maiden,

Oh seven years 1 have been (o sea,

And seven years she will wal t no lon%er,

For now l've come for to marry thee, |
XXRXXK

Sung by Mn Fred Marsh,New Waterford, and r ecorded by Helsn
Creighton, July 1987



The Gloucester Fishermen Reel 174BNo.12

sad been my nisforune in the year of thirty-thrae,
shippzd riatht=of’ a Gloucester boat rigit off a drunken spree,
on board
curse on rum and whiss<ey boys and orandy also,
! 1 of 1ed a sober life I wight have stayed on shore,
&
The big festern Licht 2 on passed by. left Gloucester far behind,
We steered our cowse oh zaest by north the Grand Banks for to find,
The hzlibut being pleaty boys we ran our fishiag gear,
wora he wuld f111 her up supposint! 1t todk half a year,

oy
~

o M
¢,

esihdyvs, our fishin' gear llueulise,

a word it was darn and bugger your eye,
a dory boys, an anchor, or a inifs,

own agalnast you and you may depend your life,.

A

‘ning wos loud our cosk did bawl,
d ea ir breaxfast boys and then go haul your trawl,"
carcely timz © light your pipe when over youridories geo,
You'ld hzve b mat2 thres sets 3 day no matter how sheZ blows,
b
O after we ram ined thersa eighty devs we heard our captain shout,
O glve her the big malnsail boys & d brsak your anchors out,
For our provisiorsare getting scarce, no lenger can we stay,
So give her the big n#@insall boys and gzt her under way,

8
O new our machor has filled our bows a.d nomeward we are @ ond,
And whan we'll =2t io Gloucester vort we'll toss the glasses round,
we'll ¢o down to Johnuny theo Logger's boys and there wdll spend a night,
Anc we'll drink a hz2d th te the Gleucester ¢irls, success to the
Bastern Light,

Sung b, Mn Fr ed ¥Mersh,lew ¥ terford,and rccorded by Helen
Creignton, July 1937
: on,lirs, Metcalfes Do wven .now who I heard sing thaet when |
: sirigxtitsinzsx8al <dagabs in Louisburg? It was Sol
lg d & lovely voicey, and he sarng The
_ ig t sloucester, wvou know. Rather he lrept
his beats in Gloucestzr In the winter Lime, eceuse he could come in
ic& behind tha ts in Gloucester whercas in Newfoundland he was crowded in,
and he d waw s cane to Loulsbura and bouoht bait there, and my father had
sailed with hin as o young man., They zl 1 wouled come to ourslace, l've
sez the place crowded with them,and they uould have fust ehout 2 drinks

of Jamaica rum. They'd put thehoizer in the fire - make the poiker hot and
mull the rum.And seme 6f th> Gloucester wan )lkad buttered rum - if you
could only j2t o record of iLhem = 15 or <0 m n singing withbem tiful
veices, Sol Jaccbs had a lovely voices S° hadmy father, Then it would

¥
LB § Rt
il
1

Gloucestermen, He fishing

4 L9 &

Sy

%)

be Captain Alfrzd Bagnall & d Captain Solonsr Thomes. Capteln Ira
Stacey and Captaln every other one, They weren't drinking mene Tweo
drinks or rum. But they would sing to gplit their throats, ! often think

of it at night, volices,
MroMarsh: Some of thos:c va s had word erful.l rerember ry fathesr toee,



- |
Molly Malone Reel 174BNO.1}

"ls your motheriin Molly Malone?"
Molly cried, "She'spout, "
"Is your fatherin lMolly Malone?"
Melly cried, "Me's out, "
"Could I come in by the fireside
To have a chat with you,"
"Hold your whist for a while,"
Molly said with a snile,
"For the fire's out too."

Rx

Sung by Mrs Ruth Metcalfe, Louisburg and Gabarus,and
recordzd by Helen Creich® n July 1957,




sights

15
The Loss of the Cien Fougeious Reel 174BNo.l4

(Lost in 1930)

July the nineteeth ]'11 never forget,

The day it was st rmy, so bleak mmd so wet,

Loud shrieked the wind, high rolled the seca,

As it flung up its spray around old Scatari,
Cho,

R
Some men from the islavd were visiting round,
""Gfiirg""“é"f"ﬂmtinto som@ other towns,
The men around home were wel 1 content
In smoking theiﬁpipes, oh their time was well spent. Cho.
gathere 3
They were,together atiTom Nash's place
When in came John Harris, a smile on his face,
Oh these words he did say as he opened the door,
"1 believe Charlie bye therc's a steamer ashore." Cho.
4
His words they proved true and I wish I could tell
ALl of the things that the people befell,
Theywent for the lifeboat and soon we did see
Wonderful doings on old Scatari. Cho.
5
With agargo of pine the Cien Fougeious got lost, (pronounced Fugus)
She smashed al 1 to pieces upon Marks's Rocks,
Through the rain and the fog the fishermen towed
To Bastern Harbour some wonderful loads. Cho.
6
O how they toiled and sweat at the logs,
They didn't mind waterno more tha the dogs,
And this is the mard 1'l1 tell you my boys
Though the logs they were wet the good money was dty. Cha

Oh sing laddie I oh.

Composed and sung by Mrs. Lillain Crewe Walsh, Gdace Bay and
Neil's Harbour,and recorded by ‘lelen Creighton July,1957. They
were able to sell the logs for sa vage, She sy s she composed the
tune, It varies all the way through,and includes several familiar ones,
She sl sit with the enjoyment the men felt as they got their salvage.

At the beginning Mrs.Walsh gives the date as 1930 which ispprobably
right,although at the end I meve dnot e sayim 1913,



Trimmy Down én the Big Shoal Reel 174BNo.15(6

Come listen to me, oh Lord bless my soul,
And I'11 tell @ out Trimmy down on the big shoal,
Oh there's dm gars on land and there's dangers on sea,
And den gers in plehty around Scatari.
& Cho.Oh her right daddy trim,
Trimmy stood on the beach and he gazed at the sky,
Then loudly he called to young Henry his boy,
"O we're late,and me boy what makes you so slow,
For the boats have gone fishin' down on the big shoal"Cho.
3

The lanched offjtheir flat mu d soon reached the big boat,
Painted whitellike a fairy, like a cork she did float,
"Now Henry me bye put the reef in the sall,
But by the looks of the sky I expect quite a gale." Cho,
4 "
"Now you take the tillerandl hate this old beat
And 1 wish you would|sell her,
A big boat like this should be easy  sell
Then we could g=t one like Wentworth Martell,"Che.
5
"My bye ye talk foolish, I thought you had sense,
His boat cost a fortune in dollars and cents,
And that's © say nothing of spark plugs and ile,
If we had that dlome we would have quite a pile,"Cho,
6
"Ch it's going © st rm,look atjthat foolish thing,
1 believe it's John Harris going down wing and wing, "
Even ashe spoke there blew such a twister
it ?ﬁﬁ'ghis red flannel fmom out his sou' wester. Cha
o £8.3 7
"0 Henry, dear Henry, my own lovin' son,
May the dear Lord forgive us the sins we have done,
We're going ® be drowned this boat won't sail,
Backifrom the shoals in the teesth of the gale." Cho,
8
But they safely reached harbour, I'11 finish my song,
They got safely to land in the good flat Ping Pong,
But often in wint:r thes tory is told
OffTrimmy's adventures down on the Big Shoal,

Composed and sing by Mrs Lillian Crewe Walsh,and recorded
by Helen Creighton, July 1957. The story is of real peogdle,



/(
Opening of the Canso Causeway Reel 174BNO.L€/

®xwe skoasd anxdear Qapexirrtaxnxaxdaur he arks warexRilkgdwithxprl de
Whenxxe heardxthexpizersxcomingxaterxgke mitey

We heard the pipers @ming from the hills and from the glens,
We heard the stird m music o'er the miles, A
When they gathered on the mainland down by the Canso Straiit
To march across the Causewyg to the Isle.
R
O si lent were the pipers, they came down firom hill an d glen
For every man remembered Angus L.,
For our beloved chieftal n didhot live © see the day
When they marched across the Causeway to the Isle,
3
O boldly stepped the pipers, unnuffled every drum,
For Cape Brzton's honoured son would have it so,
Sorrow was forgotten upon that happy day
When they marched across the Causeway to the lsle.
4
O the music of the bagpipes were wafted by the breeze
And the fishermen all listened with a smile,
There was magic in the music and the boats came sailing home
When the piperscame a-march ing to the Isle,
3
The s tately wooded Porcupine kept watch o'er Canso Strait
Where the waters flowed as swiftly as the Nile,
Through the y-ars we shal 1 remember she gave her rocks and clay
To build the mighty Causeway to the lsle.
6

~Men of couwmage,fai thyand vision through the years have firmly stood
And pleaded for assistance for the Isle,
Their fad th has beem rewarded upon that happy day
When the pipers came a-marching to the Isle,
7
O we stood in dear Cape Breton and our hearts were thrijldd with pride
When we I ard the pipers coming o'er the mile,
We joined the cheering thousands when they crossed the conquered tide
To bring the m inland over to the lsle,
]
There were Beatons and lacDonalds and McPhersons by the score,
You knew the happy Irish by their smile,
There were Brodies and McAreks with Dubinsky from the Bay
To bid the mainland welcome to the lsle.
9
O tie ferries are fotgotten, they belong to former days,
The trains and cars coe speeding ta the Isle,
But the locks are firmly anchored on our dear Cape Breton shore
To keep for us our title tdg the Isle,

Composed and sung by Mrs, Lillian Crewe Walsh,Glace Bayjtune is

Road to thelsles; vs., 2 may be used as a chorusj recordedby Helen
Creighton, July 1957,

Vs.2. Angus L. refers to Premier Angus L.MacDonald,Cape Breton native
who la d the causeway built,but di dn't live for the openingsvs.5 Porcupine
was the mountain on the peninsula that supplied the rocks and 2 arth and
that is why vs.? sped s of bringing the mainland to the Isle. The
opening was in 1954,



