


The Little Low Plain Reel 1386A0=061

Can you tell me the name of your foreman,
Describe him as well as you can,
For years I've taught school on this river,
And perhaps I have met the sane man.
R
His coat and his jacket werz dyed
From the back of a butternut tree,
His ghoes they were number eleven

3
He wore an open-faced ticker,
Strung down on an inches of chain,
And on it was stamped Johhny Murphy
From the banks‘og the little low plain,

And when I had finished my story
She fell on the ground like one dead,
1 dippedup my hat full of water
And I poured ## all over her head.
5
She opened e r eyes and exclaimed
"I1'l1 never teach school any more,
I'l1 travel through England and Ireland,
And I'll travel through Scotland and Spain,
But I'l11 never forget Johnny Murphy
From the banks of the little low plain,"

Story: She lost her lowver & d she couldn't finl him, and every
pPlace she'd go she'd ask about him and enquire, and she went

to this mill vhere they were sawing, and he described him and

it was this Johnny Murphy, but he had just left that day. There's
a whole lot of wrds ® it but I can't remember them alle I
remembermy sister singing it when 1 was a kid round Amherst.

Sung by Mrs. Ray LeBlanc, Eastern Passage, and recorded by
Helen Creighton, June 1958
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Her father admired youndg Willie
And vowed thatin sweet unity

If life should be sparzd 6 11 t -morrow
It's married this couple would be,

' 2 7

They got married and Caroline's portion

#Weighed overtwo thousand in gold,
And now they live cheerful and happy,
Caroline and her young sailor bold,

Sung by MMr. Augustine lMcDohald, North Svdney, and recorded
by Helen Creighton, June 1958




Hare's a ieal th to Bonny Scotlsnd Rest 1084 170e764

s ve Trisnds of the thistle,
an  ere @ 4 sing,
m rejolce In the triumph that ﬂm‘
By iae id Lthe hereo, the rose of his clen,
Well w Smtsaua ba am# of his neme.

Here's a hed th my S¢otland

The land of the Irave,

M'o s health to the hrave snd the true,

And p long wus ws thistle and e ather shall bloom,
'~ % & heaal th W Seotiand to thee.

CIt's no use W in:m vou how well shatl you know,
How the ipistmen challsnged ouk glan
But the mose of MacDonsld not yob in his bloom
Made hin fael what fw thﬂm containedy Choe

' m tm of engeganent bhad & ly errived
Q mq hed apgpered on the sz
ritk w win ias the contest & day
Mﬁu QM Scotehuan :mm riss from Ma m Choe

At t.m sast of Lake Aln-sa~lée where he wos bern,
How he rests with his lsurels well won,

And the nae of that Juke ! am proud to make known
He has engreved it in bright 1o tters of golde Choe

b mm& wmt‘ & the stery of timt = agl?
- I% was m& & fellow of the nme M‘ m&m&w giitis up in
Horgar wa de that ”n? km r Angus L. ¥aelonsld when
m Pun hi! first slostion in Hal if
ig“ he ran his flret elegtiond mc*: 8 long Lime ago,lsntt
Vs, lom@ tine agoe

Thai's & lovely tunes .

Yas, v.mtit a nioe ﬂr onto $t al 1 vighte .

ia that the air of o ®mag ol led Banny uutmt |
Wall it spartly the sane, pretiy nsmre 1 think It was - it aight
have boan b@ en off of mat. airighte

But the @ rds are ouwt Angus Le vaecbonald. lsn't thet nilce,
Yas, the tims that he ran ainst ~oh what Lhe dickens is that
uxxw in dalll ax there thut's prenler aowl

ey ut.uw schonald, North Sydmney,md recorded
PRy B B Ry ot Py . o




The Dumb Girl Resl 1864

ug‘ il ye psople wound ne and 1 sten to ay song, Lofw322
It%s of & youn; girl that was dumd dunb |
sm wis W et and ’M was trim,she wos reat in svery ﬂn

But sles peor al she was dumb,

She could bake m she could brew,

She could spin m ¢ she could sww

S$he conld swesp out the houss wzhn a8 broom broom hmoa;.
She was neat and she was trim, she was neat in svery r

But alas poor a!;t she was dumb,

Thers ¢ase a country led snd he gourted this falr msid,

50 he named her svd took her to his home, homs, home

She was neat in every pari and she plmn# him to tfu heart
But al'es pose gt:x she wan dunbe

Xu the mmtw he aross, to the dogtor ha did go,
ug Dogtor, d«ar docter, can't you cure the M‘I*

“oh &4 1% Gn easy part and 1 find it in oy heert

For Lo mase m? spoak who i dunbs®

The doctor then he brimps end he guis the prattering ﬂ.ﬂnx
And that woman got the wse of her tongue tongue tonge

Then her tongue muumm«mwimhwawwk
And he wished uﬁ # heart she was dunb,

-Hext morning he arvse, to the doctor he @id go,

Crying, "Doctor, dear doctor, I'm dome done done,

For you losrat ay wifs te seold and her unam 82 will not hold,
and she ratd es y;n my esars ke a drom,*

" will tell you what you'll do, what M !a of your wow,
Take & veil of a vessel that = at. reng strur

Thens bind hor body round $111 you £11 m; Mu with scund

And psrhaps m&awm mis 8 her held her tongues

“And if ¢ hat will ad & there's no other curs for you,
But & ths besy tial you ean can can,

And mind before you b ave that you never ars too late
Por that is the gx instion of a man.

"When I will undortik ¢ for to meé ¢ & woman speak

1t's & thing that is sasily done doms done,
But it's beyond the help of man, let hiwm do the Dast he can,
For to makke ascolding woman hold har longue,™

Mre Augustine dcbonald, North Sydney, and Fecorded
by Helen ﬂiagm.* June 1858 . o
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Quest ion: You must 'a ve been frightened.

Answer: They were more scared than 1 was. I szen him lots of
times in different shapes and forms, you know like evervything
you could think of pretty neare. I seen him once, I was wal king
the road down there in the country and hc wasjin the shape of a
horse , a great big horse, I inew because I had never scen a
horsz as tall, That'show I knew he was - a black horse, and a
l1ittle white star in his forehead. I was wal king along and} I
heard like ahorse cming d ong, the hooves you know striking

the rocks and the first thing I noticed, this little white star
aimoskx O my God, ashigh as a loft. He passed on one side of the
road and I passed on the othar.

O there's a lot of things Il seen down there in the

country. Nobody'll believe me, 1 was only crazy, 1 was a liar

and t is and that, just like they say about the sl2ction. When

1 told them how the election would comf off I was a dang fool

(He had forecast it exactly,and hzar soundsvery pleased about it).
Question: Did you ever talk to the devil?

Answar:No, just that. And I was passing the Catholic Church down
at Bay St. Lawrence one night and all the lights were lil. At that
time in the country they used kerosene lamps and they were here
and there on the wall, you know. 1 waspassing on one si de of the
church snd I coul see the lights 1it on the al tar and everything.
I got up to the poraveyard, a little short road 1 was going t hat way,
and I got up and 1 looked around, and no lights A couple of days
after 1 secen the priest and 1 told him what 1 seen, and he said
to me, "Why d dn't you come a d wake me up?" I says, "It was after
twelve o'clock and you were asleep., ""well," he says,"” if you ever
see the like again go to whatever place it is and wa - go to the
priest and wake him up right away. You don't know what that means?
1 savs, "Partly. Somebod y micht have give money to a priest some
time for to say a mass and perhaps the mass was mver said.” He
says, "You're right, but I'm going to tell you one thing," he
says, " if ycu see the devil on this world you'll never scze him

on the next,” Now I told that to a lot of people, an d nobodyt
believe me at al l.

Quest ion: And those lights were showing because a mass was supposed
to have been sal d and it wasn't said?

Answer: Somebody give the priest money o say a m ss for some body
that died, you know, /e said, "I'l11 say a mass to-morrow morning,"
he says.

Question: You never saw it again?
Answer: No,no more,

Talk with Mr. Augus tine iacDonald,North Sydnzy @ d Meat
Covz, recorded by flelen Creighton, June 1958,



St. John's Girls ; Reel

There is a girl in St. John's town
That{l an going b see,
Né fellow in the regiment,
No sir but only me,
She smiled so as 1 1-.ave her,
I thought it would break my hzart,
And & 's if I ever do find her out
From her 1'11 never depart.,
R
She's like the rose In colour,
soldler ever knew,
er eyes d shine like diamonds
And sparkles like the dew,
You may talkghout your Scotaland girls,
Frou Boston of the Strand,
But there is none of them in it like
The girls fron Newfoundland.
3
When the sumuer breczesjand sighing and
The starry nights are bright
1 take her to the Nickle
Most every week day night,
As we sit and watch the pictures
I oft to her did say,
"i hope you'll not forget me
When 1 am far away."
4

It's now I'm @ ing to leave you
And soon I'll have to go,
And soon I will be sailing
To fight the German foe,
And should 1 die In battle,
'Neath shell and cannon's roar,
There is one brave girl will think of me
On Terra Nova'sssxore.
O sweetheart keep your courage up,
Wherever you may be,
You'll find 1 ar mo slacker,
I'm not downhearted, no,
To fight for you and those at home
This khaki suit 1'll wear,
And fighting in the trenches
You may bet 1'11 do my share,

6

1 hope some day to please God
And when this war is o'er

The only girl 1 love on earth
On Terra Nova's shore,

156A3B419-



1 want no men to fight for me,

My country on me e@alls,

And I'm prepared to see it out

Or in the trenches fall,
7

Andnow the boys that's in the ranks

From Terra Nova shore

Have the cow age of their fathers
When their fighting days were oter,

Who gought’w
Likewise at Waterloo,

ell at Sebastapool,

And now their sons ‘takesjup their guns

To show what they can do,

Sung by Mr. Augustine
Meat Cove, md record:d by Hel

MacDonald, North Sydney and
en Creighton, June 1953



