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Reel 199K B

1 The Irish Rebel Spy: sung by Mr. Jones, Newcastle39 vaquietly
sung about girl who is leader of Finians.

2 The Volunteer; surg by Mrs. Wm,Buckley,Chatham Head, n French;
is about young man who went to lst world war;
words not transcribed

3 Rocky Brook: surng by Mr. John Holland,Glenwood; 9 vs.sad song
of lumberman's deathjlocal

4 Peelhead:sung by Mr., Art Matchett, local lumberman's song with
5 vss & cho, Mr.Ednund Robichaud,

5 The Miramichi Fires; sung by Xrx«Jamael lagesgNewecastie, 21 vs,.
to dull tune, but sung feeclinglyjhave better
tune forthis in Maritime Folk Songs

6 The Cedar Grove ; sung by Mr, Samuel Jagoey song of wreck; for
words sze 117A
7 Peter Emberley: sang by Mr Wilmot MacDonald, Glenwood,6 vs,
local © g of man killed in lumber woods; this
ture orchestrated by “delsy Jones,andvery nice
it 1s.,
8 James tacDohddd, or Ann O'Brien; sung by Mr.Wilmot McDonald;
9 vs, murder song to good tuneysong vopular in
Marit imes,

9 La Complainte du Soldat: voung man comes home with medal and his
mother xills himy sung bv Mn, Allan Kelly, Deer
Brook Station, to beatiful tunejy words not
trars cribed.
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The fri sh Rebel Spy Reel 199B1

in the city of near the county of
There lived a comely mal den, her skin as white as snow,
Her cheeks were like the roses with a dark and a rolling eye,
And the sober name she goes by is the Irish Rebel Spy.
4

She'd got one only brother that she worshipped in her soul,
She had one only true love she loved beyond control,
They were Finian little lealers and it's for her they would die,
She's our little Finian leader, she's the irish rebel spy.

3
She's as bold as any lion, shz's as supple as ajdeer,
She's hardier than the wi ld cat or some roving mountain's deer,
And she often slaps the hillside with no covering but the sky,
And the soberhame she goes by is the Irish rebel spy.

4

O those pearls @1 d those red coats in those guisebf hunting came,
@ne day as she was walking across the filelds they came,
She knew they were detectives by ajtwinkle of her eye
And determined to outwit them was the irish rebel spy.

5
"O good morning, "said the spokesman, "oh good morning sig" sald|s he,
"I've a letter from your brother Jim Stevens s ent by me,
Tell me where those bears are lying, ""They are lying snug and dry,
In a hollow of their dwelling," said the Irish rebel spy

6

She wrapped her cleak around her and she led ther on thqway,

4nd as they followed after her she led them far astray,

She talked them of destruction and she winked at them so sly

Till one sl ippedfm nu his saddle for to kiss that rebel soy.
7

Like awizard in the saddle oh that fair one she could f! Ye
Like old Mermer(?) in his firmer days this faigone shz ¢ ould ride,
Over hills : d over fencespoh this fai r one she did glide,
Until she reached those heroes and 8he hal ted by their side,

8
"Hurry up boys, they are ming, they are just beyond the hill,
And as the ground should open and swallow them they fled
They baffled at the Irish with their curses long smd sly
But determined to outwit them was the irish rebel spy.

9
Now she sleeps in old Irelaxd with no stone to mark the spot,
But her name fonus in Ircladd will never be forgot,
Her name & d fallyth will carry us until the day we die,
She's our little Finian leader, she's the Irish rebel SPYe

Sung by Jones,Newcastle,N.B. and rccorded by Helen
Creighton at Miramichi Folk Song fest val, 1958,



Rocky Brook Reel 199BNo,3

O you feeling hearts, you Christians, throughout this counteree,
I hope you'll all pay attention and listen unto me,
Concerning Samuel Allen who was  true and brave
And on iLhe streams of Rocky Brook met his watery grave
2
He left his agéd parents so well along in years,
Likewise a fond young sweetheart to weep forhim in tears,
Hds father bid him a fond farewell as the Gibson(?) train passed by,
As he locked towards his home again,a tear rolled in his eye,
3
He was neat,tall,and handsome,his age about twenty-one,
And if 1 do remember right he was their only son,

4 Now I will tell you about Rocky Brook,it's a bad and aldreary placwe,
No matter where you're workin' in 'twill stare you in the face,
For the rocks stands up like mountains for miles along the shore
All thrill your heart with misery to hear the waters roar.

5
At seven o'd ock in the morning when the sun was s ining d ear
Samuel had left the camp without el ther dread or fear,
He went down to the rolling strcam to see what he could deo
Trying to prepare the dam to sluice the lumber through

5

He run first stopping(?) down the breok andwatching for a jam
The waters gave a mighty roll and tore away the dam,
The boom that he was standirg on was quicklie torn away
Oh soon beheath the rolling waves his lifeless body lay.
7

At ten o'clock in the morning he received his d eadlie blow,

The people say he lost his l1ife there in the undertow,

The hai rwas torn from off his head and his body it was bare,

Oh what a sightiitmust have been for comrades who was there,
2

We took,him to his father's home,twould grieve your heart full sore,
To see the friends he loved so well a-weeping round the door,
Was one fair form amongst them whose name I will not tell,
Who hoped to be his wedded wife when home he came agaim.
9
Now in that village churchgard his mouldering body lays,
There he lays no more to ralse till that great judgement day,
When friends and foes will raisec and go to thex Almiggty's call,
Oh they'll rest in peace for evermore,the Father of us all,

Sung by Mr. John Holland, Glenwood,aged 856,and rec rded by Helen
Creighton at the Miramichi Folk Song Festival, $2pt,1958,Endzd this
sad song with step dance,an d shuffled a dance step to his seate.



Peel Heand Rsel 1998 Ne. 4

Come all ve jJolly lusberaen
Thatluabsred in the west,
Never hire a brindle reaser
ryd' t Mﬂuy&*' tha bests

Mck hurray hurmh for lusbaraen,
Hurrsy hurrah hurreys,

Hurray hurrdh fonlumbsrmaon

For Poelhead he's tug byee

He mih # Mru fron Whilney,
mtm Bob waye,

d got m: sl eds from Gubby Stewart
Mx on that ver: dy 3

He started for the lunber woods

To cut & hall of » shine,

But @ 1 the hind o' logs m got

Was soa 11 rough twgin* pinde Choe

Bill Balsley was our chopper's name,
A man ofnoted skill,

And Peslhesdwss oul Leamster

And the owmerof the uill,

Our swamper's nasse thmw Scott,
Our tendetean 4t wag

Our yard pller Guorge AnGerson,

A brother of ?mlh«m& Chow

He e ¢ bogk s the m»ml Foad

Ti11 he geb &% wos thare,

He drev a Nm 81l of the ground

And o8ve & plece to Hape

lgm gzﬁ &x{t rﬁh of f tm‘?ruml mu
4 o Sugery

- But allthe kind of logs hzh sok
Was mmn l'mh u»&gn* Mm Choe

T hpe’ . gz

you mEy do we
= 1 hope thatyou'l} Mum enough

AlY B rtonpay your men,

And not 1ilke It wap lott sunmer

When you said there'd be good tinmes,

And some of your memyou owe six monthe

And more you do owe ninss Choe

Sung by Mre Art Matehett,Newcastle, NeBy and r scordad at tm Miramichi
Folx Song Vestival by Helen Creighton, Seplel®58, liss Loulse Manny say
this typieal lusber camp song was ¢ d by imelicKay of the ﬂar'mw
may heve be: Dborrewsd by & version the mrw Rame




The Miramichi Fire

This is the truth now 1 tell you,
For my eyes in part did see
What did happen to t hdpeople
On the baakgof thz Miramichi,

2
The seventh evening of Octo ber
Eighteen hundred and twentye-five,
Two hundrzd people fell by fire
And it sgorched those whe did surviee,

3
Some said it was becau sqtheoeople's
Sins did raiselif¥e mountzins high,
Which did ascend up © Jehovah,
He would not see and just fy,

4

In order © destroy their{lumber
And county In distress,
He sent a fire in a whirlwind
From the heaving wilderness.

5 ar
It was on the Nor'West first discoved,
Twenty-iwo men there did die,
And when it had swept o'er the Meadows
To Newcastle it did fly.

6
While the people were a-sleeping
Fire seized upon the town,
Though fine eand hando me was the village
It soon tumbled to the ground,

It burnt three vessels that were building,
Two more that at anchor lay,
Many that flid see the fire
Thoughtiit was the Judgement Day,
8
Twelve more men were burnt by fire
In the compassjof that town,
Twenty-five more on the water
In a scow upset and drowned,
m 9
A fa ily below Newcastle
Were destroyed amongj the rast,
Father, mother, and three children,
One m infant at the Ir easte.
1Q.
Thirteen families werceresiding
Just out back of Gretna Green,
All of them were burnt by fire,
Only one a ive was sggn.
Then it passed to Black River
Whereit did burn sixty more,
Till its winds it weighed with fury
Till it reached the briny shore,

Reel
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12
Forty-two miles by one hundred
This great fire did extend,

Al] was done within eicht hours,
Not exceeding over ten,
13
Now thatll have spoken of things colk ctive
1 intend © personate,
And speak of sonéoflny acwauintance
With whom 1 was intimate,
14
A\hady was drove tc t he water
Where she stood both wet and cold,
Notwithstanding her la te illness
Had a babe but thre: days old,.
15
Six voung men both smart andactive
Were to otk on the Nor 'west,
Wwhen they saw the fire coming
To escape they krszizd tried their best,
16
Not two miles from where their camp stood
The y were found, cach one of them,
But to paint their sad appearance
I cannot with tongue or pen.

To sece these fine, these blooming young men
All lay dead upon the ground,
And their brothers standirg moandng
Spread a dismal scene arcund,
18
1 heard the sighs, thelc rieg the groanings,
Saw the fal l1ing of the tears,
By me this wi ll not be forgotten
Should 1 live a hundred vears.
19
Sister crying for her brother,
Father crying for his son,
And with bitter heartfelt sorrow
Says the mother, "I 'm undone,”
20
It killed the wild beasts of t he forest,
In the river all the fish
Such another horrid fire
See again I do not wish,
(verse omitted here should come after 13)
Then ve dug agrave and buried
Those whon did the fire burn,
Then each of us t hat are living
To our dwelling did rzturn..
Edmund Robichand
Sung by Mn Samuel-Jagee,Newcastle,N,B, and recorded at
The Miramichi Folk Song Festival by ﬁelan Craighwn,Sept.!ﬁ Be
Song composed by ¥Mn John Jardine,Black River,Northumberland Co.,
soon after the Yrzat Fire of 1825



