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Reel R230A

Rain Rain the Wind Doth Blow; Singing Game sung by Mrs. Frances
Larter, Alberton,P.E.l. local names useds
nice for girlsjcompare sane game on Folkways
Record, Nova Scotia Folk Music § 3 vs,

The Gracie M. Farker: sung by lirs. Frances Larter, Alberton to
pleasant tunej; for fuller text sece reel 229B
local song of shipwreck

Go In and Out the Window; singing game using circle, sung and
explained by Mrs, Frances Larterjy 4 vs,

Counting Out Rhyme: for hide and seek; unusual use of word
Chérlie when those hiding not ready to be

_ soughts explain-d by Mrs. Frances Larter

Bob Skerry's Ball: sung by Mrs, Frances Larter; comic song about
local dance in which all characters mentioned
drank too muchy shows how lightly intoxicae
tion taken here, 8 vs., local interest,

Tuplin Millman Song: 2 ldnes sung, 2 hummed by Mrs, Frances
Larter; local tragic song of murder of
neglect.

Fiviess game using different kinds of ball throwing;
all moves done in fives explained by WMrs,
Alice Green, Alberton, P.E.l.

Rose of Britain's Isle: € vs, sung by Mr, Wilmot MacDonald,Glen=-
wood, NeBe at Miramichi Folk Song Festival,
Newcastle,N,B, 3 good song,but better versim
in SBNS

Maid of the Eastg 6 double vs.of tragic love song in which fath-
er takes daughter's life rather than have her
marry servant many old song,sung very slowly
by Mrs., Bateman,assisted by 4rs., Perley Hare
at 5th Miramichi Fook Song Festival

The Vacant Chair, or The Old Chair: 6 vs, of semtimental song 6 .
UeS5.Uivil War ; tear jerker,soldier kills
brother; sung guite well by Mr, Wilson Jonah
at Miramichi Folk Song Festival

Step Dance with harmonica and guitar accompaniment; names of pap
ticipants not written downi interesting.

The Wedding of Pierre MichaudiAcadian French, words not transe
cribed; words sung and spoken alternate}ly;

apparently amusing judging from appreciae
tion of au dience,

All items from P,E,l, and N,.B.



it

Rain Rain The Wind Doth Blow Reel 230

Question: Do you remember some singing games you used to play
when you were a chilad?

Answer: Well, the most popular was Rain Rain Rain,

Q: And how did you play that?

A: We all Joined hands and made a circle, and then we started goim g
round, you know,and we started to sing and we Jjust picled a certain
girl, and if there was any boy struck on her at that time s well weld
bring his name into it too. We sang this song:

Rain rain rain the wind blows nigh,
Snow is falling from the sky,

Mary Brown savs she'll die

For the fellow with the roguish eve,
She is handsome, she is pretty,

She is the pride of Alberton city,
She is the pride of one two three,
Prays to tell us who he'll be,.
Joha Smith says he'll have her,

All the boys are fighting for her,
Let the boys say what they will,
John Smith will have her still,

Then she, I think she was in the mlddle of the circle,and then she
Joined the ranks andd put somebody else in, that was her girl friend at
the time, you xnowe No no, it wouldn't be John Smith., It was usuallyh
the girls who played together, The boys wouldn't ba annoyed playing

with thz girls . They were beyond them, or above them,

Sung by Mrs. Frances Larter, Alberton, P.E.le and recorded
by Helen Creighton, August 1962.
Compare with same song on FAolkways Record Nova Scotia Folk

Musice The homz town 1Is substituted in each cases Tunes ars quite

similar.



Singing Game

Go In anéput the Window Reel 230
The whole circle, they all join hands, and one girl was chosen
to go in and out the window, and the circle sang:

Go in andout the window,

Go in and out the window,

Go in and out t he window

For the iron bars arc c¥pssed,

And then this girl chose the one she liked best and stood iIn
front of her and the circle sang;

Stand up and face your lover,

Stand up and face your lover,

Stand up and face your lover

For the iron bars ares crossed,

And then she knz2lt and the cirle sang:

Knezl down and face your lover,

Kneel down and face your lover,

Kneel down and face your lover

For the iron bars are crossed,

And then the girl who was Kneeling sang:

1 kneel because 1 love you,

1 kneel bacause 1 love you,

1 kneel because 1 love you

For the iron bhars are crossed,

And then the one that she knelt before was the one that went
in and out t he windew next time,

Question: And how did they go in and out the window?

Answers The circeec put their arms up In the air . All join2d hands,and
then she went in and out, wove all the way around the circle, in and
out, you see, and winen the iron bars ar: crossed, they held their ams
down, and then she stood and knelt in franﬁ'of the one she loved the
beste

Sung by Mrs., Frances Larter, Alberton, P,E,l. and recordzd by

Helen Creighton, August 1962




Counting Out Reel 230A
Question: When you played hide and seek, what did you do? How did
you choose , or what happened? Was the person blindfolded?

Answeri The one who was blindfolded and had to find the rest, had

tc say:
ten
Five, xken, fifteen twenty,

Twenty-five thirty, thirty-rive forty,

Forty-five fifty {(you can go on and on if you wau ted to make

m:
the game lenger end gi ve them more timz to hide, and then ghe san g
Ready or not you shall be caught

In your hiding place or not.

Going,going, gone,

A bushel of wheat, a bushel oi barley,

If you're not ready, 2514 out Charlie.

Lots of times we heard "Charlie," from away out
hind sing
beysnd the bern , They weren't hidden, They were supposed to maii
out Charlie, and then he went all over it again,

Five, teh, fifteen, twenty,

Twenty=five, thirty, and so on.

Sung by Mrs, Frances Larter, Alberton, P,E.I. and

recorded by Helen Creighton, August 1962,



Bob Skerry's Ball Reel 230A

Come al 1 you good people, come young old and feeble,
Come lend a good ear now and listen to all,
Come all to a time got up by Jim Tuplin,
Held out at Bob Skerry's latter part of the fall,

4
When the news it was given it spread through like leaven,
It rang in those young fellows ears like a chime,
And they all stuck together like molasses to a feather
And they made up some bzer to go to the Time.

3

And when they got there the music was playing,
And everything running as smoocth now as ile,
When in through the door they drug Long Raymond Bulger
And there on the floor they threw him in a pile.

4

This caused much chinning among the old women,
And some were in sorrow and some were in tears,
And out behind the barn a bunch of wild spreemen
Were whoopin' and yellin' and drinkin' their beer,
5

Our fiddler McKenna as full as a banana,
All into a hen-coop he chanced for to fall,
He thought he was aboard a freight train at Conway
And sang, " All aboard for Bob Skerry's ball,"

6
John Tuplin was there as rich as John Morgan,
He kept on a-playing the music so sweet,
And our little school teagher accompanied him on the organ
He kept very good time to Bill Tuplin's big feet,

7
Philip Game he was there, no man any prouder,
Got full as a tick though he kept his own place,
Ern Bulger got hold of a can full of powder
And sprinkled it all over poor Philip Game's face.

8

I guess that's about all, There may be other verses, but 1

don't know. It was made up locally, Bill Fitzgerald madz it. He was
quite the poet,

Question: When would he first sing it to the people?
Answers Oh I guess about two weeks after the dance, 1 suppose it would
be at the next dance when he'd get them all together.

Sung by Mrs, Frances lLarter, Alberton,P.E.l. and recorded by

Helen Creighton, August 1962,



The Rose of britain's Isle Reel 230

It's of a rich nobleman's daughter, his only pride aa d joy,
She fell in love with young Edmund, her father's servant boy,
Young Edmund lived quite happy till she did his heart beguile,
"By all above," he cried, "] love the Rose of Britain's Ilsle."
R
When Jane's old father came this to hear a-courting this couple were,
e almest went and striked out, in apger tore his hair,
He says, "You court my daughter and 1'11 banish you many a mileﬁ
In deep disdain to cross the main far far from Britain's Isle.
3
Oh he shipped him on board of a man o! war toc cross the raging maig
Left Jane & one to weep and mourn, her bosom full of pain,
She dressed herself in sal lor's clothes and in a little while
She was sailing d ong with young Edmund, the Rose off Britain's Isle.
4

They had not becn sailing very far when a storm it did arise,
Young Edmuhd he went up on deck, left Jane with watery eyes,
It's little did young Edmuhd think that Jane on him did smile,
For he'd been safely guarded by the Rose of Britain's Isle,

5

4t was on the coast of Spain my boys, the enemy gave zalarm,

When by a ball poor Jane did fall which shattered her right arm,

The sailor's all ran to her relief while Jane did on them smile,
Saying, "Behold I am no sal lor, 1'm the Rose of Britain's isle,”

€

h Jane's old father being dead and gone, good news to relate,

e left to her all his property, likewise his whole estate,

The bells did ring, the wedding went on, the villagers all did smile,
By young Ldnund's side there stands his bride, the Rose of Britain's

Isle,

Sung by Mr. Wilmot MacDonald, Glenwood, at the Fifth Miramichi
Folksong Festival, Newcastle,August 1962 and recordzd by ‘lelen

Creighton

Comment by Ken Homer, Master of “eremonies; I never can und:rstand

how these gals get away with it. They put on a sailer hat or something
and nobody's rzcognize them, 1 suppose we wouldn't have had a song at
all 1f we wer= realistic abeut it,




Maid of the Last Reel 230A

There was a maid lived in the east,
fler age was scarcely twenty,
And she had sweethearts of the best,
Dukes, lords, and squires plenty,
And she had sweethearts of the best,
And they doted on her,
But she loved her dearie ten times more,
Than all those men of hoenour,
4
One day as she walked through the grove
lier father chanced to meet her,
"Why do you throw yourself away,
You beautiful fond creature?
“To go and marry a servant maid man,
Whe has meither gold nor breeding
Not one pound portion shall you find,
Let this be your proceeding,"
3

She fell down on her bended knee
Saying, "Father at your pleasure,
But I do love my Jimmie dear
And with him I'm intended,
And if kind fortune favours us
With him %% I'11 live contented,"

4
There was a xaiier table in that room
And a Rxrkhirg piece lay en it, fowling
He picked it up inte his hands
And kRrewxikxRER through her bssiwm fired .
The first came in was her mother dear
Just as her child lay bleeding,
The fainting fit came on so fast
They caused her moth:r's ruin,

5
The next came in was her Jimmie dear,
His snow-white hands a-wringing,
He kissed his darling's naked breast
From whence the bleod was springing,
"How could you serve my darling se?
How could you be so cruel?
Why didn't you lay the blame on me
And spare to me my Jjewell"

6

He took his penknife in his hand
Saying, "Here 1'11 stay no lenger,

I'l11 cut the tender threadsmof life
And with my darling wander,

“The two were buried both in one grave,

Just like twe lovers loyal,

Way the God above look down on love
And grant us no such trial,

Sung by Mrs. Bateman and Mrs, Ferley Hare at the 5th Miramichi
Folk Song Festival, and recorded by Helen Creighton, August 1962



,

The Vacant Chair Reel 230 A
I'm afraid I've bittam off a little more than 1 can chew to-night
bfcausémy throat is not goods 1I'11 try to do the best 1 can about it.

It's an old song that was written about the time of the American Revol-
it
ut ion, anqbfter the Empire Loyalists, returned to this country when Saint

John was called Parr Town and they#{bttled in this country, It was the
lament of a mother who hadhost a couple of sons in the revolution. It
goes something like this, but if I can't sing the whole of it,1'l repeat
the rest.

They say that grief hasicrazed me and e'er the day is done
I1'11 draw three chairs to the fireside and sit in the midst alone,
I'11 lean my poor old aching head upon my careworn hands
And fill the vacant places with the voice from a spirit land,.
2
I thought of Robert the wanderer, my dear and [first-born son,
Whose home had been for many the day beneath the southeren sun,
And my prayer went up to heaven that where'er that he might be
Those eyes migkt never mcet their foe ,those dearest of al 1 to me.
would 3
Those prayers my frail lips ufittered in the watchesiof the night,
Those prayers my frail lips uttered through the summer long and bright,
When the amtumn leaves were burddng in great heaps around the door
The regiment returning home brought my loved one home once more,
4
But none but a mother's eye
Would have known that valiant soldier when they brought him home to die,
I talked to hip of better days that none but God can give
But said he, "My dearest mother pray to Him that I may not live, "

"Now listen dearest mother unto the story I will tell,
These outward wounds may all heal up but there's one can ne'er be well,
Was in the thickest of the fight 1 strove to do my part,
When around me still forever there fell many a waliant heart,
6
"But the foe it proved the stronger and we were forced to yield,
Oh bleeding then and wounded they bore me from the field,
And as 1 lay by the roadside , the evening calm and still,
A band of rebel zxd¥akk cavalry came a=flying down the hill,
6
"And as the last one struggled by on the road our men had fillown
I raised myself and fired and the horse went on alone,
And when the moon it had came up andcast her lustre o'er the place

1 dragfed myself across the road to look in the dead man's face.




e e

7
"Twas there ani then I got the wound that will never heal, my mother,
For the fage of the man turned up to the light was t he face of my

own dear brother,”

8
When the blossom breaks on the apple and spring had come once more
They broke the ground for my soldier boy e¢hole battle of life was

o'er

Ye cities and lofty places by whom thisw ar has came,
Upon you rest destruction such as has swept my humble home,

Wilson Jonah
Sung by lir. Jangs at the 5th Miramichi Folk Song Festival and
recorded by felen Creighton, August 1962,

This is also called
of songs of the Civil w;r.rhe Old Chatr It is not in the Silber book



Reel 230B

Conclusion of The Wedding of ‘lerre Michaud; Acadian French song;
gze 230A

The Dungarvon Wheoper: sung hv Mr. Billy Price: good local songp more
about fishing than the whooper; 12 vs,

Mary Mahoney: sung by Mr, Nicholas Underhill. Good local song of man
who,loses girl by oiving her fake jJjeweleryy 9 vs.
sung in distinctive style

Hind Horn; Child ballad number 17 well sung by Mre Melton Proun; 14
va, £0 good tune and with clear dictiong last few
words sPoKzn,

Three Men Went A-Hunting: singer's title,The Porkypine Song; firagment,
3 ve.,sung by Ar, Allen Kellyjsome words difficult
to make outj for hetter version see SBNS pl.201

Glou-glou=glous Acadian french song about drinking sung by Mr, Alien
Kelly; amusing and well sung

I Ap Going Homes Malisee Indian Song, nrobably nicked up from English
and adapted; nice song sung by Mr, R,5.Curry .
Indian title sounds like Vajahonny canooks.

When Pat Malone Forgot That ‘ie Was “ead; 4rish music hall song sung
by Mr, Joe Estey; 8 vs, but not recorded well on
machine; noisy and difficult to make oute

The Blades of Strawblane; (0ld Country titlesy The Bleacher Lass of
Ke¥vin Haugh),

All songs recorded at 5th Miramichi Folk Song festival,

Newcastle,N,B,, August 1962



The Dungarvon Whooper Reel 23083

The fishermen are coming to Charles so its said,

We're going to Dungarvon , you must go one day I heard,

And Bruce wil! go along with you with his wagon and his team,

For ® haul\the boat ad luggage through to the Dungarvon stream,
2

It was early the hext morning just at the dawn of day
We launchedpur boats, our paddles drew, we soon got under wa,
To go as far as Porter's Cove , 'bout nine miles down the(s tream,
Where Bruce agreed to mzet us with his wagon and his team.
3

According to a greement bold Eric met us there,
We loadedup our wagon , for that road we did prepare,
we bound our stuff on carefully to the best of our skill1
For we knew there'd be hard hauling going up Bill Porter's hill,
4
We worked our way up Porter's hill and got on level ground,
I'm sure there were ten miles or more you could see all around,
You could see the city of Boistown with its steeple built so high,
The theatre on the portage alllw ith the naked eye.
5

The night we reached Dungarvon the stream was very low,
The horses they were weary and we could no further go,
We built a fire large and high to camp therz for the night,
But the Dungarvon whooper was the terror of the night,.
6

There was beasts of all descriptions, the bear m d kangaroo,
The wildcat, wolf, and Indian devil, the moose and cariboo,

The wolverine = d porcupine , the skunk they don't smedl right,
But the Dungarvon whooper was the terror of the night,

For when this monster he came forth the rest did disape ar,

And believe me my good people it did banish all our fear,

It left us but the one to fight, and we felt very sure

That we could beat any whooper that was on Dungarvon shore,
8

We fought like valiam t heroes until the dawn of day,

And when he saw that he was beat he was forged to run away,

As he was going to leave us he give one long last wail,

And 1 saw him knock down little trees by the wagging of his tail.
9

It was the next morning early Just at the break of day

Poor Scott was taken with the cramps ,those wordd I heard him say,

"My side and back and arms doe¢s ache, my arms @ d legs are sore,"

Some thought he str?éned his muscle in the fight the night before.

Now come d 1 you salmon poachers who hides along the shore,

Kzep one eye always open and look out for Rol"ert Orr,

For if you don't you may repent and that will be cuite soon,

He will capture you and your canoe as he done Tommy Moon,
11

Now when we reachasd the settlement the news was no surprise,

To see that we were so deceived by Tom's infernal lies,

He told us that the stream was full of salmon, grilse,and trout,

But he never said with net a d spear he goes up and fished them oute.



12
So now my song is ended and I wish no man no ili,
And 1 hope next year we'll all appear and father at Burnt Hill,
And mafly the flies keep very few and scarce around the place
But not so bad as when Tom had to put shoe black on his face,

Sung by Mr, Billy Price,Ludlow, at the 5th Miramichi Folk

Song Festival, and recorded by Helen Creighton, August 1962



Mary Mahoney Reel 230B3

Come d | you Jjolly lumbermen and listen unto me

And I'11 sing to you of a pretty fair maid who lives in Miramichi,
Her name is Mary Mahoney , a sweet and comely maid,

The heart of this azlumberlng maid I'm told she has betrayed,

A brisk young man from Fradericton came down to Indian town,
And he fell in love with this pretty fair maid as soon as he came dowsy
For to start a conversation he thought hz would do this,
S0 he said unto this pratty fair maid,saying, "How do you do,miss? "
3

"Bill go away," this maid did say, "don't irritate me so,

For I would only fool my kind if along with you 1'd go,

For people they will only talk of { he company 1 keep,

Bill go away you silly jay,l think you need some sleep.”
4

Poor Archlie has retired to rest , he lay upon the clothes,
His heart did beat like lightning since he could get no rzpose,
His hezart did beat like lightning as he rolled from side to sid,
Saying, "This maid I wish I never saw since she won't be my bride,"
5
“earose by the next morning, downstairs did nimbly creep,
The landlady accosted him saying, "Young man how did you sleep?”
"i did not sleep dear madame, "he said, "for love torments me so,
And I am afrald your servant maid has proved my overthrow,"
6
The landlady Just only langhed and looked on him for shame,
Saying, "1f you want to gain her heart 1'l1 put you on a scheme, "
So she packed him up for Newcastle and what did he byy there
But five dollars wo;th of Jewelry bought to win this lady fair,.

we picked up all his Jewelery, for Indian town did steer,
Gay gold rings likewise he dropped, he purchased for his dear,
Fair Mary she was soon to lknow » anﬂpa.dto her surprise,
ATter wearing them a day or two found they were galvanized.
8

She quickly took ths Jewelery , saying, "What a lie vou told,
And when you bought those rings for me yo6u said they were pure gold,
You need not come from Fredericton to tell me such a lie,
And to buy me rings for pure pure gold when they are galvanized,”
Q

Now come all you Jjolly lumbermen and listen unto me,

fore you go a-courting be a hudge of jJewelery,
And have It close examined , see if it's fit for to rise the hair
And to suit the taste and fancy of any lady fair,

Sung by Mre Nicholas Underhill at the 5th Miramichi Folk Music
Festival, Newcastle,N,B. and recorded by Helen Creighton, August
1962

(The words in vs. 9, rise the hatr, may not be correct, but this
is the nearest 1 could come to it,)



Hind Horn Reel 230B4

"Where were you bred love, and where were you born?”
"In old Scotland 1 was bred and 1 was born,
Now I'm going away to leave you, so love do not mourn
Until the day that 1 do return.* "
2
"Now here is a ring I will give unto thee,
A token of our true love then let it be,
And when you look at the ring If it's growing pale @ d worn
You'll know that your love is with another man,”

So he sailed and he sal led and away salled he,
fe sal led till he came to a foreign counteree,
And he looked at the ring, it was growing pale s d worn
And he knew that his love was with another man.
4
So he turned around a1 d around turned he,
flg gai ledtill he came to higown counteree,
And the first one he saw wheén he stepped to the land
Who should it be but an old baggar mén,
5
"Good morning, good morning," he then did say,
"What good news have you for me to-dayg"
"Bad news, bad news," the old beggar man did say,
"For to-morrow is your true love's wedding day."
6
"Now 1'11 give to you my style and my clothes
And you'll give to me your old beagar clothes , "
"Oh your clothes and your style they ere far too good for me
And these old beggar clothes are not good enough for thee."

"Now let it be right or let it be wrong,

These ol d begoar clothes I must put on,

And 1'11 beg from the highest to the lowest of them all,

And 1'11 take nothing but the purest from the young bride's hand.,”
&

So he begged from Feter am d he beqged from faul,

He begged from the highest to the lcwest of them all,

fig begged till he came teo his true love's gate

And standing on the dderstep end leaning on the gate .
2

A pretty young damsel came a-tripping down the stairs,
Gold rings on her fingers and gold in her ears,
And a glass of wine which she held in her hand
She gave to the poor old beggar mane
10
Vut of the tumbeler he drank the wine,
Back into the tumbeler he droppzd a ring,
"Oh where did you get %k that, by sea or by land,
Or is it stolen from a dead man's hand2"

: 11
"Oh 1 didnot get it by sea or by land,
Nor did I steal il from a dead man's hand,
But it's a token of our love when we used to court $o gay

And now'lx%eturﬁ*lt on your wedding day."



12

Gold from her fingers she then did haul,
Gold from her hair she did let fall,
Saying, " Willie 1'11 go with thee for now and evermore,
Supposing that we beg from door to doore"
13

Now this young man stopped 'tween the kitchen and the hall,

His old beggar clothes he did let fall,

And his cloak and his style shone so far above them all,

Well he's the fimest looking young man that stands in the hall,
14

So early the next morning just at the break of day

This couple went to church and they made no delay,

And now they are married as you may understand,

No more will he be called the poor old beggar man.

Sung by Mr. Delton Brown at the 5th Miramichi Folk Seng Festival,
Newcastle,N,Bs. and recorded by Helen Creighton, August 1962



Three Men Went AéHunting

Threz men went a-hunting one
The first thing they came to
The Englishman said it was a
Oh, €he Frenchman said it's
2

Three men went a-hunting one
The first thing they came to
The Englishman said it was a
Oh the Frenchman said it's a

3
Threz men went a-hunting one
The first thing they came to
The Englishman said it was a

Reel 230R5

fine summer's day,
it was a stack of hay,
stack of hay and the Scotchman said no,

fine summer's day,

it was a porkupine,

porkupine, the Scotchman said no,

piancushion and the pins is stuck in the
wrong waye

fine summer's day,
it was a big turkey,
big turkey and the Scotchman said no,

Oh the Frenchman said it's the end of t he world, we'd better not
go that way.

(the last line of the 1st vs., is unintelligible; it sounds 1ike
"an ol of whom the wind had bloomed away")

Fragment of a well known song sung by dr, Allen Kelly at the 5th

Miramichi Folk Song Festival, Newcastle, NoBs,August 1962, and

recorded by Helen “reighton,

For better version see SBNS p. 201,



,

‘ Reel 23086
Glou=glou=gloy

Question by Ken Homer, Master of Ceremondes at 5th Miramichi Folk

Séng Festival: “r, Kelly sang a song for us, oh a couple of years
ago, wasn't it,Allen? And several people have asked for it again

to-nighte 4t's a French songy it has to do with elbow=bending,
and bottles, #nd I think a very descriptive sound that goes with
all that is the title of the song, Gloueglou-glou, the song he's
going to sing for us now.

Mr, Kelly teps feet in each chorus, This is a short song and won

great applause,




I Ap Going Home.(Maliseet Indian Song) Reel 230R7
Xajanay canasky maAarAyYxeanaakx

lMia jahenny canook, ma jahonny canook,
Ma jahongfiey canook , gaw dee mauchy noo,

Gaw dee mauchy noo,
Gaw dee mauchy noo,
Ma jahonny canook,

Gaw dee mauchy noo,

1 am going home, 1 am going home,
I am going home to die no more,

To die no more,
To die no more,
1 am going home
To die no more,
Question: Where did you learn this song?
Answer: Andover, New Brunswick
Question: You say there's a large indian reservation just near your
home?
A: Yes,
Q: When do they sing this song?
A: Oh, 1 don't know, It's the last fulleblooded Indiank that's on
the Point used to sing that. He was a very nice tenor singer,
Q: They didn't sing it as any special tribal custom or anything 1lilke
that?
A: We.
"~
Q: it wasn't the sort of traditional song they sang at certain periods
eh?
A: Yo,you never heard them sing very much Indian. They just picked

this up anésang it.

Sung by Mir. R,S.Curry,Andover,i now of Aroostik,N,B, and

recorded by Helen Creighton at Newca stle, August 1962
Male questioner,Alan Mills.

Words spelled as they sound
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When Pat Malone Forgot That He Was “ead Reel 230BS

There was hard times in Irishtown ,
Everything was golng down,

When Pat Malone was pushed for rcady cash,
With his 1life insurance spent,

All his money tc a cent

Then all of his aifa rs was going to smashe

R
When his wife spoke up andsaid,
"Now dear Pat ¥ you were dead
Sure it's twenty thousand dollars we could take,"
S0 Pat lay down and grisd tried
To make out that he had died
Until he'd spent theswhisky at his wake,

Pat #alone forgot that he was dead,
raised a hand ad shouted from the bed,
"1f this wake was on a minute
Now the corpse he must be in 1t,
You'll have to get me drunk ito keep me dead,”
4

rpse a sup,
iﬂth@!r%%V%n&“ef ?ied hin up,
And tney laid him out again updn the bed,
That by the morning grey
Everybody felt so gay
They all forgot thatsha had played of dead.

S0 they took him from the bunk
Still alive but awful drunk
And they laid him in the coffin with a prayer,
When the driver of t he cart
Says, "Bedad 1'11 never start
Till I see that someone pays the fare,"
6
30 the funeral started cutl
On the sevenwsthirty route

The women tried the widow to console,

And they stopped at the base,

At Malone's last resting place

And they fired me Lord Patrick in the hole,
7

Whzn Malone began to see

Just as plain asone, two, three,

That he'd forgot to reckon at the end,

When the sod began to drop

He broke off the coffin top

And quickly from the cemetary fled,
8

Pat palone forgot that hewas dead,

He quickly from the cemetary f led,

fie came almost going under,

It's a lucky job by thunder

That Pat Malone forfot that hewas dead,

Sung by Mr, Joe Estey, Sevogle, at the 5th Miramichi Folk
Sonq Festigal, and recorded by ‘lelen Créghton, August 1962
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The Blades of Strawblane Reel 230Bt0

One morning, one morning, one morning in June

t was down by a green bank I happened to roam,

‘ spied a pretty fair maid which made my heart beat,
She was reaching herlhome on the blades of Strawblane.

1 stepped up to this fair one and to her 1 did say
"Oh for six months or better love it has run in my mind
That we wouid get married if you are inclined,”
3
"et married, get married? Kind sir I'm too young,
For the most of those young man has a flattering tongue,
And my papa and mama oh angry thay'd be
if 1 marriedz a rover, then a rover I'd be,"

He turned himselif round with a tear in his eye,
Saying, "I wish you a good one, whoe'er he may be,
For the clouds they look heavy love, I'm afraidwe'll have rain, "
And they shook hands and parted on the blades of Strawblane,
8

"Come back laddie and say you'll be mine
For the last words you spoken have d tered my mind, "
" It has al tered your mind my love, it is quite out of time,
I will go seek some other love and leave you behind,"
6
Some marries for riches, that's the proud-hearted way,
Som- marries for beauty, but beauty fades away,
By if ever | get married it is plain you may see,
For the one that gets married is the fair one for me,

Sung by the Estey brothers, at the 5th Miramichi Folk Song

Festival, Newcastle, N,B, and recorded by Helen Creighton, Aug. 1962

(The tape did not take the last vs. which was transcribed
by hand),

Old Country title; The Eleacher Lass of Kelvin Haugh,



