FSG20
23 43\ 2=

mEHD . 530
Reel 21198

1. The Hirandehl Pire,oung by fdavad J. fobichend st Srd, Hramiohi Polk Song
Foativals lo0sl tragedy ;21 va. Lo rather dull tuveizweh botter tune ip
Eavitise “alk Songy . Thin Cire ieportant hlsgerieal avant :

e The Wexiore Lage(aign kanen as The Mmexville Gizl) sung by Hr, “ilsgst
HoPensid and hie decghteve Jessie and Vers, This sadietic wony very popular in
this aves,even smony ob{ldren whe wing in quite hopplly. & we. to fair Turte.

Je Panke pi the Clyde,aung by e, Periey Havm Strathaden; o vi. of sad Soatab
smpinoldier lover goes to war sné is 4illed; Yate song. '

4. Rpilyond Sorg sens by Ny, Slanley Meclons i lewoestlier 5 ve.jrest of toag
hot recerdedisnseing for festival of thle mort WBut Bat & very good some,

, ALl gongs reBrded ot ird Kirsefodd Polk Soug Peetivel » August 1980,
smfrbenay Newoustle,N.0, by Helen Trelohion,




The Mirsmichi ¥ ire

This 4s the truth that I now tall wom
For mine eyes in part 4id see
What ba to the pesple
On the of the Mirsmichi,
2

The seventh evening of Ostober,

Aighteen hundred twanty-five,

Two hundred people fell by fire;

Seourged thore that did survive,
3

Some said Ltwash ecause the paaple's
Sine did rise to mountain high,
“hieh did sscend up to Jehowah,

He would not see m‘juttfy.

So in order to destroy their lusber
And country in distress,

He sent » fire in » whirlwind

Prok the heaving -u:wm-.

It w2 on the Nor'waest fivst dscovered,
men there did die

And whan 1t had awant a'er the Meadows

To Newgastle it did :xy.

¥hile the people wers s-sleeping,

Fire selzed upon tha town,

Though fine and handsome wae the village,
1t soon tusbled to tl'n ground/,

It burnt two vessels that were building,
Two wore at sachor lay,

Many that 214 see the i

Thought it was the J:l”ut Pay.

Twelbe more men were burnt by fire
In the compass of that town;
Twenty~five more on the water

In & scow upeet and ?mo

B e fo g SN
vere tr among ree
Father ;nother and three mu'-.-.
One an infant at ahol:unt.
Thirteen fanilies were residing
Just outeide of GretnaGreen,

&k All of them wereburnt by fire,
Only one alive was -gu.

Then it paseed to Bleck Niver
Where it did burn sinty sore;

S0 it forced ite way with fury
Ti11 4% resched the :;m shore,

Forty=two ailes one hundred
This great fire extend;
A11 was
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Forty-twe wmiles by one hundred

13

Jboth smart and active,

work on the Hor'vWeet,

they saw the fire coming,
tried their best.

i
1
;

It kijsed the wild bassts of the forests,
the river many fish,

fuch anather horrid fize

fee agein I do not wish.

by Mr. Bduand J. Robichaud,Newcastle,at the Zrd Miramichi Folk Somng
Festivael JAugust 1560 and recorded by Heien Creighson.



The Yexford Lass Cro.feel 2118
(also knoun o3 The ¥aexville Cfrl)

Noed

As Y was born dn Stephoay,brought up ofs high degvee,
Ny parents reored as tenderly, they Mad ne ¢hild bHut me,
TIIL T Jel) dn love with a Wewford lase with a dexk and rolling eye,
I promised for to warry her, the truik 1'11l not deny.
4
It'e as I went o her iather's house 'bout sight o'clock that night,
But l{ttle 6id thet faic oo thisk T owed o> her a spite,
I seked ber ifor to take & wolk to view those weadows® gey,
And parhape that se bight have » chevce to appeint owr wedding dey.
3 |
We wilkad along togethar, we cone to rigzing ground,
I pulled » stake out of the Zonce,wh with Lt ¥ krocked ber down, ‘
Sha fall coto her beuded knees ,for sercy she did cey,
It'e,"Do not wurder me Jisay for I's wot prepored to dle,©
&
But X grobbed ner Ly those yellew lacke, T drugged Mer rowmed the ground,
T threw ber into Lbe river thet flows through Nesford towa,
"Lie thore, lie ithare you pretiy fair maid, to we you"ll never be tied,
You naver ahall enjoy my life or ever be ny bride.”
b
Returning to sy feiber's house 2% tuelve o'clook that ndigns
Hy father rose (o let se ia whila searshiag up » ldght,
Crylog, Son ,desr songehrt have you done? “hat stalos your hands and elothes?”
The anguer that I gave bis waed-blesding from 2y nove.”
6
it's flvst I sehed tor & candle to light wy wsy tobed,
Likewiee I asked for » moaduerchisf o tie arcund sy head,
Far p~twisting saod a~whiriing o coforl ceuld I finct
#ay the getes B hall w2e onen, before my eyes did ghine.
7 thip
Abnut ten daye alter Xhex Wegxford liss was rfound,
A-flosting down the river that flowe through Yexlord tom,
Her sister swove ny life sway without one word of doubt,
They took we up ou swepicion fov mmviag this fair ane aut,
a
S0 come all you true el lovers,s waraing take by we,
And do not wurder your own true love no mstier whos she be,
Vor 4f you do you're sure to yue untll the day you'll die,
It'e nigh uporn the acaffuld you'll end wour days and dle,

dung bp v, vilmot MeaDounld and e daughlers Jeswle and Yera ot the Jxd
kirsmichi Folk Song Pestival.,swnd recorded by Helen ‘relghtonm,

Spid by Ken Houer,"aster pi Cerensties: Mover did I think ¥'¢d see Wilnost MacDonald
prompied by one of the younger pensration,but one of then got in s word tharg.

Ve mentioned thie busiuess pf spuge being paseed froa penerstuon to generation and
1sst night aud to-uight yoau've heard songs by Mrs., Paarley "are and by Harald ,
Whitney,and those of you who know the fasdly resiize thet they have comg by thelr
sioging botestly as thedr parents vere well Mnowe la their soevging warld,and they're
earrying on and probebiy the next generation will benefit by the frot that they have
basn » link between vne gensretlon and snother. We're going to beor Harold Vhdtney
agein nowy he's going to sing & very sy ssseing ditty,'The Yedding pufhdt of Derby
HoShawm,
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banke of the Clyde stecd & 1a¢ and his lassie,
] ;:q wan fn Upsrdie,ithe lsssie’s was Jeau,

§
gg

rew we vound bia,she cried to the pless,
e wxas mw fight fpr his queen.

wve hia 2 xmt af har bright soburs tresses,

She kissed hin apd pressed hlu eone more to her heart,

Uekid hev eyos spoke She love thet her lips eould not uiter,
The last M!;t spoken,they kissed aod they puri.

Cver the burniag plaing of Pgypt,
.rmkr » acewehlng oung

e thought of tha gtory he'd have fpr %o toli
1o kils love n!mn the fight wag wom,

44
f?

111
g

Esgh yaar ba'd ;zrcpnu that desr laok of halr

For big own derling Jeuny he prayed,

Borh Bie prayers wgre in waln for a2ba'll ne'‘sx sae again
Her lad in the Scoteh Brigade.

Boe the ocenn ddvides » i:6 fzow biz lassie,
Far Geovéle vne fordef to g6 over ths foam,
i is »ewm roof was the sky but hie bed wes the x Sexswek desert,
His bosxy for hic Jgory wes always at howe,

tive norning ot e o $he that faued day of battle
Tguad Gaordie a~dolng a true herat's part,

TH11 an end o his bullet broaght with it ity ballaset,
iy burled Lhe G:ut lack »f haly in his beact.

On the bank of tha TUlyds lives 2 heavtebroken mother,
Thay told her pf how that brave vistory was wpse,

fat the glexy o Nnglaad weems 0 her neant no sualort
Ty glery to ber aeant the loss of her soae

8
But Jeuale s with her to love and to cherian,
Iogether they weap awd pgether they pray,
Yot Jennie her dsugbter #1ll be while she lives
For tie make of der ladtfle thet ¢led for away,

Sung Sy Mr, Perley Mare st tha 2rd Miranichi Yol iasic Fastival ,levcnstie,

Nefla a0 vonnrded by Holen Crefghton,fug.isel,



k.

Railroad Song Cr 2118 Hexix No.4

Hoster of Ceremonies,Xen Homer:"Calling Stanley MacDomald to the stage for a very
special reason, I understand that in our audience to-night Mr., R.V.Groham,the
recontly retired assistant-mopexsxsxgmomixtiex general manager of the C.N.7, ig
watehing and listening to our songs,and that Stanley bas » railroad song, which he
sang for us last year. We're going to let him sing this little railroad song in
honour off the Grahems, "

Wy nnmetis Geordie Johmston true,the truth Iwill relste to you ,
While working on Section Bumber 2 I'm a decent rishaan,
The conductor came to he one day and unto me those words did say,
"Johnston how would you like to be a brakesman on the train?™

2

Oh he took me into the station yard and into my hands he placed a card,
He said that braking was not hard if I was only game,
Onto uy head he placed a cap,he saild it was wore by akdoacbamsxarspy Oliver Crap,
Another decent Irish chap while braking on the traim.
3
Oh they sent me out to Wumber 10,then my trouble aid begin,
One would send me for a thing ,the other would call me back,
They wove(]) an old lantern o'er my h0ad,1¢ was A signal so they said
whieh eau the engine to go ahead that I was much to blawe,
Care and le cams down the hHill, tha aondertor eays, "You are a ghkikkyix gill,
It's a0 awful pity you hadd't been killed while brakesaan on the traiu,”
@

Now there's my Sunday clothes in an awful state that was cause by loading freight,
A hole iv my pants s3 big ae Kew York,the skin come shining through, your
And the factory girls shout all the while,"Johnston whare did you get xkw style?”
Which cause my Irish Blosd to beil while braking on the train,

s

But the night we arrived fn Buffals, Mely Vecer bow it did blow,

Fnough te pilerce me through and through ,an Irish man like e,

;:n I jusged off to swing a switch ,denped the ol engiine into the ditch,
conduector

(recording finished bere;do not know why)

Sung by Vr. Stanley MseDonald,3rd Miramieni Pallk Song Pestival Aug,.1060
and recorded by Helen Craighton,



