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- Lin Was A Cniosman,sung by ¥rs, Jack Wells,Alberton,P.i.l. Used as
) lullaby for chiidren;? vs/4 cho
. The Quangle #angle © ¥y ¥ " " lullaby,nonsenss song,’ VS
nice for littie children
Baby Bunting of the Socking Horse Brigede,“rs.wells,for children,perhgs
- not quite folk 3 4 double vs,
v It Snow, It Blows,sung by Mrs, Wells, singing gume, a form of Urep
_ the handkerchiefl
* Over In the dMeadow ® * - incomplete here, for longer
“version see 227B
.~ Rosalie the ‘rairie Flower," . song for childrem,used to put
them to sleeps sad 2 vs.dcho.

Old Black Joe, A game without musicjchildren are
sheep, taken off one by one
. Bow Wow Wow " lul hﬁy about & dog wanting to go

for a runj 2 ve.see¢ ind singing
~ Poor Jabes In the Wood = " é::hhy: 3 vee 88 in Mother
3¢
v 4l Kellle Yo Nellle,or Nslly Bly " sony for childrempvs, added as
, e taken down In 1929,
Le Beiv+ Rose,sung by Mrs. fector Richard; Acadian French song,words
aot transcpibed; quits nice
Fifty Years Agogsung by Me. Heotor Richerds local song of boyhood days
) quite well sungpli vs.,in English.
Evangeline, sung by Mred srs.Richard; Acadlan french song quite nicely
_, : sungiwords not transcribed
The Horth Star,sung by Mre Richard: think this is sbout & shipgsung In
French,words aot tramscribed

(badground gruats In last two songs are from inebriated man who
came Lo house and sat next to sincer. All of #prs, Wells' songs have
baen loved by childrea) _
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2, 4Ys% An Acadisn Errzat, Acadlan French song,sung by Mrs,Hector Richard,
Tignish,P.8.1s words not transcribed
59 SteAnn's Heel, fiddis tune played not too well by Mrs. Richard,

Tignish
(40 voney W 4 B " " "
Tignish
([ The Miramichi Fire, secessevsssese 2 V8o sung for melody by Mr. Hector
Richard, Tignish
(,V'rﬁ! Hew Brealwateélecscessescesssess Bmusing local songe7 VS, Sung Lo oo
. tune by Mr, Richard
L% Story of 8 Mul€esssesvsvsncnceses this sounds like & folk tale,probabl
d : : mndtu.uuug : .
6% Once 1 Had A Littie KitlYessneres 4 va, nice littis lullaly for saall
children,sung by Mrs Jack Wells,
- Alberton,P.E.1s
(S Over In the Meadow seesssssrscess 7 VS, nice song as lullaby er for
young children sung by Mrs, Wells.
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Lin Was A Chinaman Reel 227Al

Lin was a Chinese laundry man
Crotchety, proud,and old,
Chinn was a dealer in teas 1 wéen,
Rich in his mine of gold.
Lin he had a daughter fair,
She was his hope and pride,
Chinn all wrinkled with age and care
Courted her for his bride.
Cho.

Singing ring a ching ching a ching
Ching ching ching,
Ring a ching ching ching ching ching ching ching,
Ring a ching ching a ching ching ching ching,
Ring a ching ching ching ching a ching Jo.

R

The day of the marriage soon approached,
Soon all would have been o'er

When a barbarian Englishman

Quietly stepped on shore,

He was charmed with her tiny feet,

In love with her dark blue eyes,

And away to the British fleet

He carricd her for his bride, Cho.

Sung by Mrs. Jack Wells,Alberton,P.,E,l. and reco rded
By Helen Creighton,August 1962




The Quangle wWangle Reel 227A 2

And the Quangle wangle salid

From his home in the crotchety tree,

Jam, jelly,and bread

Are the best of foods for me,

But the longer 1 live on the crumpety tree
The plainer than ever it secems to me

Life on the whole is far from gay

Said the Quangle Wangle quee,

2
Such a hat you did never see,
It had ribbons and bibbons and loops and lace
AAnd nobody ever could see the face
Of the Quangle Wangle quee,

Sung by Mrs, Jack wells, Alberton,P.,Z,l,,and recorded by
Helen Creighton, August 1962



Baby Bunting of the Rocking Horse Prigade Reel 227A3

Uear little baby bunting,

Mama's darling four years old,

Sits on his rocking horsle

Playing l1ike a soldier bold,

fahypy and mama's sweetheart,

Pretty little blue-eyed miss,

flgre him say, "1'm off to battle,"
Mama said good-bye with tender kiss.

Fora captain baby bunting

“f the rocking horse brigade,

At home his mother's waiting

With a pretty little witty blue-eyed maid,
Little soldier when you're older

May your courage never Rakiy fade,

Dear captain baby bunting

Of the rocking horse brigade,

Years are nét long in passing,

Duty called, he marched away,
Gladly they read the message

Saying how he'd won the day,

Tramp tramp troops returning,

Eyes of loving hearts grow dim,
"Wwhose the horse without a rider,
Who'sg¢ the missing hero left behind?

'Tis captain baby bunting

“f the rocking horse brigade,

At home his mother's waiting

With a pretty little witty blue-eyed maid,
The soldier when you're older

May your courage never fade,

Dear captain baby bunting

Of the rocking horse brigade.

_Sung by Mrs. Jack wells,Alberton,P.,E,1, and recorded by
Helen Creighton, Auqust 1962



It Snows, It Blows Reel 227A4
(Drop the Handkerchief)

(This i{s a singing game, A group of children stood up in a
row and one walked up and down and sang it., They had a handkerchief
and dropped it,)

It snows and it blows and it's cold stormy weather,
1 and my true love ?o marching together,

He goes as reefer, go as binder,

1 lost a pretty girl and where shall 1 find her?

'Tis you, or you, or you. (Then they drop the handkerchief and
the other one has to run around and pick it up, You see they'd stand &
in a row and one would have the handkerchief and she'd walk back and
forth and sing this and then she'd drop the handkerchief suddenly
and the one she dropped it in front of had to pick it up quickly and

run around to the empty place and fill it in before she got there.)

Sung by Mrs, Jack Wells, Alberton, P.E,l. and recorded by
Helen Creighton, August 1962




Resalie the Prairie Flower Reel 22746

On the distant prairies where the heather wild
in its quiet beauty hbloomed and smiled,
In a lonely cottage dwelt a lovely child,
Rosalie the prairie flower,

Cho.
Fair as a lily, Joyous and free,
Light of that prairie home was s he,
Every one that knew her felt the gentle power
Of Rosalie the prairie flower,

2
When the shades of evening gathered in the west
And the birds and flowers had gone to rest,
Came an angel stealing, caught her to his breast,
Took away our prairie flower, Cho,

Sung by Mrs, Jack Wells, Alberton,P,E,I.,and recorded by
Helen Creighton, August 1962



Bow Wow Wow Reel 227A 8

Bow wow wow, bow wow wow,
Puppy dog what are you barking for now?
Bow wow wow, bow wow wow,
Puppy dog what are you barking for now?
vk

Theychained me up here, such a long time,Oh dear,
Master has put on his hat,

ls my collar undoney let me go for a run,

Bow wow, I thank you for that,

Lullaby sung by Mrs, Jack Wells,Alberton,P.E,I. andﬁecorded by

Helen Creighton, August 1962

This was sung over and over until the child went to sleep.
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Poor Babes In the Wood Reel 227A9

Lullaby

Oh my dears don't you know that a long time age

Two dear little children whose names 1 don't know

They were stolen away on a fine summer day

And were left in the woods so 1've heard people say,
-4 oh

And when it was night how sad was their plight,

For the moon it went down and the stars gave no light,

And they sighed and they sighed and they bitterly cried,

Poor babes in the wood, they lay down and died,
3

And the robin so red sang sweet songs o'er their head,

Took strawberry leaves and over them spread,

And al 1 the night long they sang that sad song,

Poor babesin the wood, poor babes in the wood,

Suhg by Mrs, Hack Wells, Alberton,P.E.l. and recorded by
Helen Creighton, August 1962

sung to little children who loved it.

(These words are in Mother Goose; I remember it from my own
childhood.)
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Hi Nellie, Ho Nellie Reel 227A 10

Hl Nellle,ho Nellie, listen unto me,

I'11 sing for you and play for you the sweetest melody,
Pass me the pumpkimsand mushes made of corn,

There's corn and pumpkins plenty love lying in the barn,

sung by Mrs. Jack wells, Alberton,P,E,l, and recorded by
Helen Crelghton, August 1962,

(She thinks there may be other verses,but this is adl she

ever knew, She learned them from her husband's aunt,an old lady).

The f llowing verses were taken down am from ¥rs., ¥m,
McNab,Halifax circa 1929, They appear to be the same song, in
southern negro dialect.

xMekiyxhiy

‘ Nellie Bly
Ngllie Bly shuts her eye when she goes to sleep,
And when she wakens up again her eyes begin to peep,
The way she walk she 1ift one foot an' then she puts it down,
An' when she does derz's music flar in dat part ob t he town.
Cho.
Hi Nellie, ho Nellie, listen lub to me,
1'11 sing for you, 1'11 play for you a dulcet melody.
2

Nellie Bly has a véice like a turtle dove,

1 hears it Iin de meadow and 1 hears it In the grove,

Nellie Bly h:s a heart warm as a cup o' tea,

An' big as any sweet potata down In Tennessze, Choe
3

Negliie Bly, Nellie Bly, neber,neber sigh,

And neber let a tear drop in de corner ob yer eye,

For de pie is made o' pumpkin an' de mush am made ob corn,

An' dere's corak and pumpkin plenty love lyin' in de barn. Che,




Fifty Years Ago Resl Z27AlZ%

i visfted sy native hons after lnni'l‘d been away,

And stood on the banks of the Tigalsh on a gierious suwmerSday,
1 walked aléng the river bank andacro=t the trlige 4id go,
Whare we used to r a=fishing some (ifty vears w00

The woods that ¢ hard by the bridge where once we used to play,
And the church that stood withia the woods looks much the same Lo-day,
1 scarched in vain for Blumphry's{?) grave hers whare ths tide dogs !
e peopled it wtusehuu and things soms {ifty years age. flow,

The and his »irch bark camp that stood in days gone by
Along the winding river bonk no more of them greet the eve,
The bovs our hapry pleysates were with arrow and with bow,
A8 hunters in tm‘wwﬁa we played some Lifty years &poes

The house and bara where Faul Richard, our nelghbor kiad and good,
Has once resigedd, hess gone and laft no trace of where It sood,
Hars lived and dled the Wardie(7?) men without such cutward show,
His daath toek plag« as 1 recull gsome Fifty years agos

Of Francis Hughes mow i must speak, his feuily beside,
At home no betisr people 1lved in all the whole world wide,
1 see from whare 1 sit the cows a8 Lo Lhe XERRREs Lhey 00,

spr
Ta driak, and mziu bring me back to rsrw%n Ag0e

The old log house where 1 was born has met ihe uwsual fate

Has been lorn down and been replaced by one wore up to dute
TTwas there 1 spent my boyhood days along with Tew and Joe,
while Nike had Wg to man's estate some fIfty ears 470

m&m goss back to happy days when friendshlp ¢id abgung, ™
hen frignds md wtnnz;o in our home a weloone always [ound,
And Christaas was the day of days in that blessed coiicge low,
For hospitality m: good cheer soms fiffy ysars ago.

1 wandersd on still further along the river bri

And 1 knelt we down at Hughes's spring In order to get & uriak,
The dball loolied much the same to me, the moss waved Lo and fro,
The wator tasted J;m. as good as fifty years agos

The engelus is ringlag in tie chureh upon the hiil

1 ifsten and ¢ mekes my wind with solesn fuungc'nu,
parsats In the wm;&nn sleeps the slesp Lhe good may know,
r 1ived & tlmlﬁn happy 1ife some fIfty veurs agos

The sounding bell reminds we of ¢t he youny prisst stnigm and tall,
whe used to gulde cur youthful steps from dangerous pitfalls,

Good Father 14 stili looks young, he steps itts lively due(?)
His step is not w”xlwzy 88 It was some [ifty years ago.

1 visited the swimming hole and stood swhile to muse,
Whmre brother Tom and ] used to go with Bed wod Johnay Hughep
And every svening after st@hool ae-swimming we would ge,

tTwas & designated on shors seme Tifty vasurs ago,
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flow all are scattered far and near, some aross the Sraat Divide,
And Tom now sleeps in Tennessee on a sunny green hillside,

And when our hearts do cease to beat as the ysars aleng do roli,
1 hopaour spirits can come back to the dear old swimming hole.

Composed by Mr, Chas. Dillon about 35 years ago

Sung by Mr. Hector Richard, Tignish,P.S.l. and rec rded by Helen
Craighton, Augnst 1962



