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l. Adam in Paradise 
FutherAdum 

Eddie Butcher 1966 

1-~ 170 .(. 

~•t /1;.u vlF~ r=u 1, ~ UJ IF~ H 
1 When Ad•am was in par•ad•ise In the first of re-ere - a - tion 

Al· though he was in - plen • ti•ness He mur, mured at our - Sta - tion; 

Al·thoughhen•ev•erseen--thefair Butsye- - hisno--tion - itwasthere 

fj ,~t~ 
' I 

\,/ith- you, my dear , I'll part 'nd share And I'll hu g you in my - bos•om . 

► I ) J F V I' F c..t F y i F V ~ ~ ! i i ~ ·:J' y 
Ref . Fill your gla· ssee to the br• im, Toast a-bout the Jor • um bo 

That ev'• ry la d may get the 1· ass 

When Adam was in Paradi se 
lnth efirstofrccreation 

A lthou gh he was in plentincss 
He munnurcd a t our s1ation; 

Althou gh he never seen the fair 
But aye his notion it was there, 
- Wi1h you, my dear , I'll part and share 

And 1'11 hug you in my boso m. 

Fill your glasses to the brim, 
Toust abom the Jorumbo 
That every lad may ge1 the luss 
That he lo,,es in his bosom. 

2 When Adam he was all alo ne 
A s lumber it was grante d him, 

A rib was 1aken from his side 
To make up what was wan1ing; 

That he loves in ' is- bos-om. 

But when thi s rib became a maid 
Ju st like a rose or b lossom blown 
Th en Adam he began his trade 

For to hug her in his bosom. 

3 - Oh lassie, will you take a walk 
To view fair Natu re in its bloom 

And see the corn grow ing from the s1alk? 
And so will I, my deari e. 

To yonder bowe r we did prepare 
In searc hofpl eas urea ndfr esh air 
And the lassie said she was con tent 

For to lie in his bosom 

Adam and Eve figure in many traditional songs. ·When Adam was first cre ated" (see 
Dean-Smith) takes !he subjec1 serious ly and indeed so sole mnly that light-hearted 
treatments may have ar isen asa reaction 10 it. The Irish 'New song called the Garden 
of Eden' expresses simi lar sentime nts to Eddic's song, though without textual or 
for mal simi larity . "Adam was king of all nations ·, from Cavan. has two perhaps 
fortuitously simila r lines: sec No1es 10 text. But Eddic's song remains uniquely 
expressive of innocence before temptation, and remained a unique version too until 
another fragmentary te,o turned up lately in a nineteenth-century MS. not un­
expectedl y Scots (A). 
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2. Alexander 
The rejected Jover The two tme lovers I'll travel 10 Mount Nebo 

Eddie Butcher 1968 

i J,,., - ce"-~ m . 'lf.il iJ)H, 1.i-1 r n r r I ert;r.Glh VI ! ·fla: r i 1 
1 Oh i t's do·n't you kno1o1- t he r•eas--- on l•ov e th•i s night that I--- am- here? 

,gn lf' f-1' d1g;r r .n I r· ' ~ r1 g.ri-iJ,;i I J-11 ~ 
l t- isino, .. deic to ob·t si n--- the- l ove of- you---, m ' yd ea r. 

~, z . cf . 11 9 :Z, cf . 10. 11 

i,Hlr(' i,, 11&1, zcrJI c1n 1@t'11 1 
I a■ - • cc• o f• M •n.' o- u ce , • ·Y- But- U h• wun---d od lov,(er) 

- Oh, il'sdon't you know the reason, love, this night that I am here? 
It is in order to obtain the love of you, my dear 

2 Your swee t celestical charms they have wounded quite my brain, 
Your skin's far whiter than the swan swims o'er yon purling stream. 

3 You are tall, gen teel and handsome, you arc modest, mild and free 
And as the lodes1one varies you draw the heart from me. 

4 The reason my love slights me is because that I am JX)Or 
But I have what's allowed for me and I can ask no more. 

5 She thinks she's come of noble birth, me of a mean degree , 
- But I am come of Adam's race, my dear , as well as you. 

6 Don"t place your mind on riches. love , nor no such worldly store 
Just think on Alexandra and you ' ll love me the more. 

7 When he had conquered 1he whole world he sat down and wept full sore 
Because there were but the one world and he cou ld gain no more. 

8 I will travel to Mount Hareb where Noah' s ark doe s stand, 
From that un to Mount Alba rccn where Moses viewed the land. 

9 I never will quit roving while I can wear a shoe 
But like a wounded lover, my dear, I will mourn for you. 

10 Till his sorrowful lamentation, to her true love she gave car, 
She took him in her arms and embraced him as her dear. 

11 So now they arc got married, the truth I will unfold 
And her father has bestowed to them five hundred pounds in gold. 

This is not readily recognizable as a night-visi1 song, for the lover 's complai n1·is so 
rich in imagery and intensely lyrical that it leave s no room for the doors, windows, 
etc . wh ich arc the usual distinguishing m3rks of the night-visit scene. But another 
version is largely devo ted to a commonp lace night-visit dialo gue (C).There are few 
vers ions and they diverge considerably: the poetic beau ty of Eddic 's is especially 
arresting. The amplitude of mountain scenery was the first stimulus to its retrieva l; 
he began by recalling v. 8 duri ng an outing in Wicklow, and on a fine summer's day 
sang the who le song immediately at Glenmalurc . From its melody and poetic style , as 
well as its distribution. it may be surmised Irish; the text suggests a date for the 
original around 1800 or not much later. 
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3. Another man's wedding 
The nobleman's/noble lord's/laird's/An old lover's/The noble rich wedding 
The faullless/faithless bride The wicon.stant lover The love token 
The bark and the tree Orange and blue All round my hat Green wiJJow 
Down in my garden 

Edd ie Butc her 1966 

All - by a fair i.i , one that proved - so un - - kind 

And aye as - she thought - on - ' er old - for•me:r - lov · er i < > 'L > 

1 I ~ <6 jj J ,J "tj.U , .i,: ,. ,, J 1 ~ 
I ► 7 r 

The- thoughts of her dar•l - in ' still ran - in 'er mind, 

I was invited 10 anothe r man's wedding 
A ll by a fair one that proved so unkind 

And aye as she thought on her old forme r lover 
The thoughts of her da rling still ran in her mind. 

2 When dinne r was over and all things were completed 
It fell each young man's lot to sing a love song 

And it happened to fall on her old former lover: 
To sing those few verses ii winnae keep you long. 

3 - Oh, many's the lo rd was seven years from his lady 
And many's the lord he never came back again 

But I was only one year away from my darling 
When an uncons tant lover to me she became 

4 Oh, how can you sit at another man' s table 
O r how can you drink of another man' s wine 

O r how can you lie in the arms of another, 
You that was so long a true lover of mine? 

5 The bride she was seated at the head of the table 
And every word she remembered it well; 

To bear it in mind this fair maid she was not able 
And down at the groom's feet she instantlie fell. 

6 - There is one request and I will ask you for no other, 
The first and the last , love, perhaps it may be: 

Only this one night to stay with my mother, 
The rest of my time I will share it all with you. 

7 The request it was asked and just immediately granted, 
Sighing and sobbing she went into her bed 

And early the next morning when the young groom awoken 
He went into her chamber and found that she was dead. 
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8 He lifled her up from her soft and downy pillow. 
He carried her out into the garden so green. 

With sheets and fine pillows, oh, soon they did surrou nd her 
Still thinkin g tha1 his young wife she might come to life again. 

9 -O h Sally. lovely Sally. when you and I were courting 
You vowed and declared that you loved no one but me, 

But them that depends upon fair maiden's folly 
Their love it will decay like the bark on the tree. 

10 All around my hat I will wear a weeping willow. 
All around my hat unti l death it comes to me 

And if anybody asks me why I wear the willow 
It is all for my true love that I never more will see. 

Robert Butcher 1961 

,).c5J. ~mu I r u r I F r u I .I-d J I J J 4 VI .,, 
1 I waa kind•lie- in • vit•ed to a no •ble•111&n'a wedd - ing 

All by - a fair - maid that ;,roved kind 

, r r I F' r r r I I' • J ii I J- J J I J " 1 
And - - still aa - ahe thought - on her old form,er lov - er 

The thoughts of her darl - ing still ran in - her 111ind, 

Dating probably from the eighteenth century, this English lyrical ballad has had 
more applause in Ireland than any similar song. From the 1850s it became the object 
of Anglo-Irish literary adaptation and Irish airs were ofte n published for it. Present­
day versions vary greatly, perhaps because the Irish popular press had little hand in 
its dissemina tion . The narrative is simple and clear: textual variation consists mainly 
of lyric enibellishment of the theme. though in one recent version lyric em­
be llishment looks like taking over (S). 

The Magilligan V!!rsions, MNQR, agree quite closely in text. They reduce, 
cha nging its meaning, the proverbial image of bark and tree prominent in one 
Donegal version: 

Now all you young men who intend to g,:t married. 
l praytakcawamingb y me: 
Ah.neveryoubcintoomuchahurr} ' 
Orncn:ryougobctwccn1hcharkand1hctrcc .. (/') 

On the other hand. Eddie and Rober! present a well-developed story in which the 
slight ed lover's reproach is particularly impressive. 
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4. The Arranmor e disaster 
Jo hn Butcher juni or 1969 

A - bout a gre a t - di• sa • ster that o - ccu r red off Don • e • gal; 

The w• ild At • l• a• n • tic o - cean has a , dded to its toll 

A-no·ther nine·teen vi · ctiros :ma.y th •e- Lord re • cei ve each soul . 2 ' Tw. 

Good people dear , pray lend an ear , I 'II te ll you one and all 
A bout a great disaster that occurr ed off Donega l; 
The wild A 1lanti coce an has added to its toll 
An other ninetee n victims: may the Lord receive each soul. 

2 'Twas in the yea r of thir ty-five on a bleak Nove mber eve 
Thi s awful t rage dy occur red , it caused us all to grieve; 
Th ose chee rful lads return ing from the Scottish har vest field 
Unt o the stonn y ocean their lives were forced to yie ld. 

3 ::'oh:i~~~~;f~i\;:~•¥f~i~sh:~:tt~~~i;a:~n:f 7r~:; :Altg up Lough Foyle 
Th eir linl e boa t came slowly on through Crees lough and Gwee dore: 
Oh God, who'd 1hink they ne 'e r would reach their na1ive Arranm ore! 

4 When the y arr ived at Bu rtonpo rt they were met upon the pier, 
Th ey laughed and chatted with their friends a ll in the best of cheer ; 
Th ey set out for the island but they neve r reached i1s shore; 
A cloud of grief and sorrow hangs ove r home ly Arranmore. 

5 Th eir little boa t by God 's will doom ed across 1he waves dii sail, 
Ther e was o nly o ne out of a score survived to te ll the tale; 
He saved two other passengers that peri shed in the cold; 
Th e high est praise must be his du e, this hero tru e and bold . 

6 So now, kind friends, there's one requ est 1"11 ask of on e and all: 
Pray for the ninetee n victims that were lost off Donega l. 
Wit h St Patr ick and St Bridget may they dwell for ever more 
In a land where hardships ar c unknown far awa y from Ar ranmor e. 

Spoken: That 's a heavy song, Eddi e! 

"One November evening in !Y35, a boat-load of migratO[)" workers. on 1hc lasl Slagc of their way home 
from lhe Scon ish harvest fields. set out from Bur10npor1 to Arranmore. The boat struck a rock i11 the dar k, 
and the lone survivo r of the par ly was picked up nex1 morni11g. clinging 10 an uplllrncd boat, a11d holding 
on101hedeadbodyo f hisfothcr . · 

- Peadar O"Donnell The bothy fi~an,Jg/J 1h01 Ouhlin 1937. preface to an article repr. fron . the Irish 
l'ress. 15Nov . l935(newsrcportsll - 14Nov.);scealsoSwanp.21. 

Thi s rece nt co me-a ll-ye is known chiefly in the nor1hwest, but a Wexford version 
of 1948 (A ) is a remind er of wider circulation. probably due to the po pular press. The 
theme and co mposition of the text are more thoro ughly tradi tional than its idiom. 
~ven so, the sub stitut ion in Magilligan of a "boa t" for a ' !rain" in 3.3 - geographi cally 
mc pt - ass imila tes the song to older convention . After crossing by stea mer from 
G lasgow to Derry th e migrants actuall y trave lled by railway via Crccs lough and 
G weedo re to Burt onpo rt , the end of t he line. 
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5. The banks of Kilrea 
The b(Jnks of sweet Drumreu gh 

Jimmy Butcher 1966 

I i - ,.,o~b", m J' Jf-.l J' ,; r I u, ,I ,)'Ji.J;b~6; l 
1 One,hn eve.ni ,n' for my - re.cr -e - a - tion 

♦ j n +1 
'4i1••·? ••· 1 • , J• • •~" ;, EL'erJ .11J JJt 

as l str ayed by - the - love - - - ly Hoss Bann - e 

,, 
A-ha cou • ple,e were in - con . ver - sa . tion, 

i t •e cau - se d• e me there - - - for,e t o s tan', 

A - - young man was.e coa - xing his - dar - - - lin '-e, 

in •e •v i •tin g-her--- kind, ly a- way 

And she vowed - she- would n ·ot - Leave •e her· e par•ents-

all- al•oneon - l:h e banks - - - of Kil·rea. 

One evening for my recr ea tion as I strayed by the lovely Moss Bann 
A coup le were in conversation, it caused me there for to stand , 
A young man was coax ing his darling , inviting her kindly away 
And she vowed she would not leave her par ents all alone on the bank s or Kilrea . 

2 He says , - Love, you're one or the faire st, my hear ! you have wounded full sore, 
Come, we' ll leave lhis land or oppression and old Ireland we"ll neve r see more. 
And if you consent to go with me your passa ge I'm able to pay 
And we ' II reap the fruits of ou r labour far far from !he banks of Kilrea. 

3 She says th en, - It' s folly to flatt er , I neve r will cross o'er the main, 
Ther e is dang er in crossing deep water, so 1her efo re your coaxing's in vain, 
For at home I have peac e and I have plen1y, my passage I am able to pa y 
And I'll reap the fruits of our labour here at home on the banks of Kilrea . 
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4 He says then, - If s don't you remember the promise you made un10 me? 
It was in 1he month of November, we were talkiog of crossing the sea; 
You said I would leave you to mourn, you invited me here for to stay 
And when that the spring would return we would both leave the banks of Kilrea. 

5 So now to conclude and to finish I mean for to leave down my pen. 
Here ·s a hea lth to the love ly Bann water and 1he fair maids around the Brid ge end; 
Farewe ll 10 my comrade s forever for it 's now I am going away 
An d you' ll never see my face again, neve r, on the lovely sweet banks of Kilrea. 

Kilrea, o n the Derry side of the lower Bann, is 1he setting of this song in all bu l one of 
the few known versions. Socia l conditions of the ninete ent h century arc fitted into an 
older framework so tha1 the dialogue which the poet eavesdropper over hea rs (sec 
p.22) is an emigrant's farewell. Eddie, John and Jimmy Butcher all sang this song­
Jimm y sa id he lea rned it from John - so ii is worth not ing the main textual varia nts of 
the two versions not pub lished (D , F).Their npwery air is a favourite in Ulster folk 
tradition, though little known to the mode m general public 
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6. The banks of Newfoundland 
The barqu e 'Mariner' 

Eddie But cher 1968, jv.2 1954] 

l Oh, su r e- they m•a y- ble88 thelr ha.ppy lot, 8 

Fre e - fro11 • e t he - bill·ows and the w • lnds that r · ound poor sea · m· en r oar 

For- litt·l e we - kne w the hard·ships that - we - were o·bliged--- to stand 

♦ ,....._ J n ~ V • 

n I~ J fi Irr n r r ~·1 r J .i I d n I J n IM ~ 
FQr•e fou r t - een- days - and foun-een nights on the banb o( - New•found,1,and. 

Oh , sure they may bless their happy 101 that lies serene on shore 
Fre e from the billows and the winds that round poor seamen roa r 
For littl e we knew the hard ships that we were obliged to stand 
For fourteen days and fou rtee n nigh ts on the bank s of Newfoundland. 

2 (Our good ship nevercouped before on the sto rmy wes tern waves 
But the seas !hey came down like mo untain s and they beat her into staves: 
She was built of green unseasoned wood and she could not well stand 
When the hurrican e blew severe lie on the banks of Newfound land.] 

3 We were a lmost starved wi1h the co ld as we sa iled from Quebec 
And every now and then we were obliged to walk her deck, 
But we were hardy Irishmen and our vessel did well man 
And the captain doubled each man 's grog on the bank s of Newfoundland. 

4 We fasted fo r three days and nights, provi sion had run out, 
An d on the morning of the four th we cast the lots about: 
The lot it fe ll on the captain's son and not thinki ng relief was at hand 
We spar ed his life anot her da y on the ban ks o f Newfoundland . \ 

5 Then on the morning of the fifth he go t orders to prepar e, 
We on lie gave him one shon hou r to offe r up a prayer ; 
Bu t Providence proved kind to us and kept blood from every hand 
When an English vesse l appea red in sight on the bank s o f Newfoundland. 

6 Th ey took us from our wreck«!d ship, we were more like ghosts than men, 
They fed us and they clothed us and they brough t us back aga in, 
Though five of our brave Irishmen said they would swim to land 
Al thoug h they were one hundr ed miles on the banks of Newfoundland . 

7 Th e num ber of our passengers was four hund red and thirty-tv. ·o, 
Ther e were none of them ofpassenge rsco uld te ll the siege but two; 
Their parents may shed tears for them that's on their na1ive s1rand 

> 

Whil e mou ntains of waves rolls o'er their graves on the banks of Newfou ndla nd . 
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'I s.aw more ice on the banks of Ne--•fourldland. or rather the Northrcn coasts. nor if I had lived in Ireland 
10 the age of Mcthus.alcm. and for size we had ii from the smalksl piece 10 the largest hill in Knockaduff . 
You may think our slate was miserable "'hen the captain was seen droping tce rs. The captain and male 
wcrn upto the masthead and found us incloscd in every side. Bu1 we had reason 1obks s God for his mercys 
umo us. The sea was very calm. We had as good a captain as ever sailed the sea ; he was never seen 
intoxicated . The Sy mmet ry isa fine brig. only she sprung a lake and had to be pumpedda)· and night from 
the 6th of May unlill "''C landed in Quebec · - John Anderson to his parent s in Co . Derry . Quebec 
1832.facsimileinC rawfordp .49. 

The title ·Banks of Newfoundland' is common 10 a number of songs. including an 
English one which has been an especial favourite in America (Laws K25). Ame rican 
ve rsions of Eddie ·s song have also been found , but two Nort h of England broadsides 
are our on ly evidence of it in Britain. The theme ·Rescue averts the ea ting of a 
shipmate· suits balladry well and recurs in Eddie's ·1t is now for New England" (see 
p.13). In other versions. two more verses omilled here justify the castaways' 
behaviou r by a fuller description of hardships which incite them to folly: 

Somc jumped inearne s1inthe seas and s.aidthe y"d swim1oland; 
But alas. ,,,c were one hundred k:agues from the ,hor~ s of Newfoundland. (D) 

In Eddic'svcrsion these lines occur at the moment of rescue, so that folly gives way to 
exhibition ism. 
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7. The banks of the Bann 
The brown girl/maid 

Eddie Butch er 1964 

1 hWhen- first to th•is•e coun • try a - etran •ger l - came 

, ...J 
I - plac ed my o - ffec•tion on - a uid - that - was young, 

• rP"'11 r d rt I en 7U I FI E2'f? I tn Z 
She bein' young- ao.d- ten,der, her , e " , aiat 1111,111 and--- Blen-der, 

] .-, 1, J. , ~.· rj 1 , J. z fii 1 .o n PI Ji.Z ~ 
Kind - Na . ture had, II formed her for- m , y - ov, er - 11, throw. 

rrf1; I ij ' • ' t I I I , n I" 
lrvh•••-1 Hut N•hdd her She ••ppu.ud HU sun- J,...,o, tho.t 

lutI ' lldo•• ••1n•••dU.v•ou r to1•1n 

When first to thi s country a stranger I came 
I placed my affectio n on a maid that was young; 
She being young and tender , her waist small and slender , 
Kind Nature had fanned her for my overthrow. 

2 On the bank s o f the Bann there where I first beheld her 
She appeared like grcal Jun o, tha t fair Grecian queen; 
Her eyes shone like diamonds or stars bright ly shining , 
Her cheeks bloomed like roses or blood drops on snow. 

3 It was her cruel parent s that first caused our variance 
Because she was rich and above my degree, 
But I'll do my endeavour to gain my love's favour 
The more she is come of a rich family. 

4 Had I all the mone y that lies in the Ind ies 
O r all the bright diamonds that' s in the qu een ·s sto re 
I wou ld spe nd it in shining diamonds for to deck you, my darling , 
For there's no othe r charmer on earth I adore . 

5 Now since I have gained her I'll be conten ted for eve r , 
I' ll put rings on her fingers and gold in her ears, 
And here on the lovely bank s of the bonny Bann water 
In all sorts of pleasu re I'll reside with my dear . 

Mid-nineteenth-century broadsides put this Irish lyric song into common circulation 
under the tit le 'The brown girl' . In it traditional motifs of female beau ty are handled 
naively but express ively, and these must be the chief source of its widespread 
popu larity. Th ough not revived in recent times , it was issued on a disc in the 1930s 
(L). Fo r ano ther Ulster broadside song en titled 'The bank s of t he Ban n·, of which we 
have a local fragme ntary version, see the Index . 
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8. Barbro Allen 
Bonny Barbara All en &c Mary Ellen 

Charlie Somers 1969 

I 4 . . 
love's house, 

page dwell . in' , 

l!Hy - ma - ster - wants one - word - of - you 

11-©I~ V >©u l; i ~ 
If y, ou be - Bar - e , bro All , en, 

Ear ly ear ly in the spring 
When nowers the y were blooming 

Ifs a young man fell bad in love, 
I hear he's ju st a-dying. 

2 He sen t a page to his love's house, 
A page unto her dwelling , 

- My master wants one word of you 
If you be Barbro Allen. 

3 - One word of me he shall not gel 
Ifhewasjusta-dying, 

Nor the better of me he never shall be 
If I !iaw his heart' s blood flying. 

4 - Arise,arise,hcrmothersays , 
Arise and go and see him . 

- Oh mother , don 't you mind the time 
You told me to forget him? 

S -A rise , arise , herfathcrsays , 
Arise and go and see him. 

- Oh father, don't you mind 1he time 
You told me to forget him? 

6 Slowly slowly she arose 
And slowly she put on her 

And slowly 10 her true lover's house. 
- I hear, young man, you're lying. 

7 - Oh yes, my love, I'm very bad 
And death is in my dwelling, 

But o ne sweet kiss' II make me well 
lfyoubeDarbroAllcn. 
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8 - Oh, one sweet kiss you shall not get 
lf youwerejusta-dying, 

Nor the be tier of me you never shall be 
If I saw you r heart's blood flying. 

9 - Oh love, look down at my bed head 
And there you 'II find them hanging, 

A gay gold watch and a diamond ring 
I bought for Darbro Allen. 

10 - I won't look down at your bed head 
Nor I shall not find them hanging 

For a gay gold wa1ch and a diamond ring 
Was ne'er boug h1 for Darbro Allen. 

11 Oh love,o h love, don 't you mind the time 
When in yon garde n walking 

You pulled a flower to each fair maid 
But none to Darbro Allen ? 

12 - Yes, my love, I mind the time 
When in yon garden walking 

I pulled a flower to every fair maid 
And a rose to Darbro Allen . 

13 - Oh love, o h love, don't you mind the time 
When in yon tavern drinking 

You drank a health to every fair maid 
But none to Barbro Allen ? 

14 - Oh yes, my love, I mind the time 
Wheninyontaverndrinking 

I drank a health to every fair maid 
And a toast to Darbro Allen. 



15 Asshewento'erherfather's stile 
She hea rd the dea th be ll toning 

An d every tone it seemed to say 
- Hard- hearted Barbro Allen. 

16 As she went o·e r her father's stile 
She saw the funeral comi ng, 

- Leave him down , leave him down, till I see him once more 
- Hard -hear ted Barbro Allen. 

17 -O h mother , mother, make my bed. 
It' s make it long and narrow ; 

My true love died for me today, 
1·11 die for him tomorrow . 

18 -O h father, father,digmy grave, 
It"s dig it long and narrow; 

My true love died for me today , 
I'll die for him tomorrow. 

19 The one was buried in the church-yard 
And the other in the bower 

And out of the one grew a red red rose 
And out o( the other grew a briar. 

20 Oh, they grew, they grew and they twisted through 
Till they could grow m_> higher 

And they both grew intill a true-lover's knot 
And the re remain s (spoken) forever . 

Char lie sang 'on demand ' during a pause from haymakin g when I called on him on a 
sunny afte rnoon wi1h Eddie Butcher. His ·Barbara Allen', learn t from his mother, is 
equalled in length by on ly one I know (F). It introduces an unusua l dialogue between 
the gir l and her parent s, v.4-5, implying a history of domestic misunderstanding ; 
only thre e othe r Ulster versions and one American one with Irish ancest ry show 
somethi ng similar (FOW; Flanders 11285-7). Remarkable too for their effec t are the 
lover 's replies to Barbara's reproaches, v. 12, 14; the garden scene, though 
commonplace in Ireland , has come to my notice elsewhere only in one or two Scots 
versions. Thes e features contribute to a well-ordei-ed story of love turned tragic 
through misunderstanding , estrange ment and lost opportu nity, correcting the 
tendencies , for which this ballad has bee n criticised, to degenerate into absurdit y or 
parody. ' 
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9. The blazing star of Drung 
Th~ maid of Drim 

Rober t Butch er se nior 1961 

Jz.17-9!5 oJ n f, u n .., ps n-P I r F=,ar., J I rrq a;p;u~::,, r' Qt, ,: , In 
1 Sur e -- the first time that--- I saw my-- love--- th e a toi-•my- -- winds did blow, 

•t1,rlr Dr ~t l U ~ ~@:tu rf ct 1F l 
The- hills and the dalea were cov,er' ,d e v•ith a heav,y fr , o-hoat and sn • ov; 

. 
It• B w-1 1 too hl,ate a fr, i end - to trate th at- cau1 , ed 0 e me0 he to str • ay, ~a· ,-~~ t.S U!u n 'er s, ctt.i .vy + 4iUr >141 U e; J , I J.l 
Ther •hr•hre t be •he l--d e th at c:harm-- ln g--- maid- and ahe 1 tol e - my- heart a • way . 

{h•bl) •t a- - tl oo - an d--, d.,.,ll,!111 • 

Sure the first time that I saw my love the stormy winds did blow , 
Th e hills and the da les were cove red with a hea vy frost and snow; 
It was too late a friend to 1rcat thal cauSCd me 10 stray, 
There I beheld that charm ing maid and she sto le my heart away. 

2 Th en the next time th3t I saw my love she smiled and passed me by, 
Says I, - My fair and come lie maid , where does you r dwelling lie? 
She answered.me right mode stly with a cute deluding tongue 
- Kind sir , my habitation and my dwelling lies in Drung. 

3 Th en I courted her that leelong night and part of the next day 
And I do wish from all my heart I had her on the sea; 
I asked he r from her father and he sa id she was too you ng. 
Till the day I die I'll ne 'e r den y bu t I love that maid in Drung. 

4 Then farewell to Ballymone y. the place where I was bred , 
And likewise sweet Dungi ven town. it's there I gm my trade , 
Far ewe ll to friends and par ents, our good ship"s now going down, 
And twice farewe ll to the bonny wee girl , she's the blazing star of Drun g. 

Drun g may be the townland appear ing on map s, from the seventee nth centur y, on 
the lnishowen shore of Lo ugh Foy le betwee n Redcastl e and Whitecas tle: see Notes, 
B, and J . H . Andrews in long Room VII (1973)20"d rong·. Also contending however 
are 'Drun g' on the west of the lnishowen penin sula and. plausibly enough in view of 
the Derry and Antrim places mentio ned in v. 4, the town land 'Drum ' 2-3 ml. NW of 
Dungiven (Derry). The so ng is at any rate a local one, commonpla ce in its 
description of court sh ip. love and part ing. broad enough in its appea l to have taken 
root on the mar gin of Scotland . 
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10. The bonny Irish boy 
My bonny Irish boy The bonny boy The maid's lamem fo r her pretty/bo nny Irish 
boy The Irish girl's complaint in Bedlam The Irish girl 

Lizzie O ' Hagan 1966 

1 On-c e I wa s cour · ted by a hon n· y lr • ish boy, 

He called me his dar · ling and his heart ' s de ·li gh · t a nd joy ; 

0 - ften we tal - ke · d a , bou - tour ge . tting wed , 

J : .-&it. 
The n in a short time a - f t e r my bonn •y boy he fled . 

2 I bun•dlad up ■y own - cloth u &nd f01l•c ve dh la b y nl3ht 
J I hu rdrt lov e .._ a .. rr•led to • la d• y of r e •nown 
4 The cur• ou cfycu r ,.. dd- • d wl h .. 111 n• ' • r be brought Ofl af. 

On ce I was courted by a bonn y Irish boy, 
He called me his darlin g and his heart 's deli ght and joy; 
Often we 1alked abo ut our gettin g wed, 
Th en in a short time after my bonny boy he ned . 

2 He bund led up his clothes and for England too k his flight, 
I bundl ed up my own clothes and followed him by night ; 
I wrote my love a letter , sure , I vow and declare, 
He wrot e to me the answer that he would mee t me there. 

3 Wh en that I land ed in fair Lond on town 
I heard my love was married to a lady of renown ; 
But when he came be fore me he on his knee s did fall 
Saying, - Mary , I'll go with you, love, in spite of them all. 

4 - Oh no , my darling Jami e , such thi ngs will neve r be , 
Th e curses of your wedded wife will ne 'e r be brought on me , 
Your wedd ed vows and promises will ne' er be brok e by me, 
For I can go home to my own country. 

5 Down in !he lowlands where often we walked, 
Down in the lowlands wher e often we talked , 
Th e bird s they sat whistling and the lark s they sang high, 
But the song I kept singing was 'M y bonny Irish boy' . 
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From ea rly in the ninet eenth centu ry the textual prot otype of this song was a 
favourite of the popu lar press in Britain and Ireland. Its ·bonny· boy's un repen tant 
infidelity finally caused the girl to go mad : 

Ranlinginherchainson as 1rongbo::d$hclics, 
Andstitlshccr~soutforhcrbonny lm.hboy, 
In the Strong walls of Bedlam she is plain 10 be Ken. 
Shcis1poo r distracledgirlhcr1gcj11s1si~1ccn . (H) 

Modem ora l traditi on has dropped such stro ng mea t and progressively shortened the 
text. finally introd ucing a mora lizing note in the girl's wistful comment on the 
sa nclity of marriage. In the last line there is possibly an allusion to a real so ng. A 
num ber of nineteenth-century songs were enti1led 'My{The bonny Irish boy', bul the 
one which bid most to ouldo this one in populari ty, Irish in origin, described a girl 
whosucc~ssfully followed an errant lover across the sea: lnde;t(, ' Bonny Irish boy''. A 
thema tic syn1hesis of the two songs has also been printed and continues to be sung: B' 
p. 14b, n.p.d. ; 6802, S. Ant . 1968. 
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11. The bonny moorhen 
The mulberry bog 

Hugh Somers 1969 

J 
~- ,.90 nib.Ito " 

~ / 11 J, i It r r I r· ttUlf 
I ahothigh- noryetve r -ylow 

JI neith•er (?) shot &c 

But fair in the midd•le - an' dovn she did go; 

And if ev - er I chance to come thi s road ag · ain 

I'll ruff.le the feath •era o' me bonn•y ll!Oor•hen . 

Ky-b<>nn·y aoo r,h en • he fU u lligh In th e &ky 

cil'C'tl 1 u 1 1,, ,11 

[My bo nny moorhen has) feathers again 
Of different colours but few of them blue; 
She changes them often 10 cheat the young men 
And (then they doj call her the Bonny Moorhen. 

2 My bonny moorhen she flies high in the sky 
Above her degree (and] she cheats the young men 
Bythewinkofhereye; 
And if ever I chance to come this road again 
I'll ruffl e the feathers of my bonny moor hen. 

3 I ( neither J sho t high nor yet very low 
But fair in the middle and down she did go; 
And if ever I chance 10 come this road again 
I' ll ruffle 1he feathers ofmy bonny moorhen. 

1 1H ,IJ 

The erotic meaning of this song, as orally transm itted in Ulster versions, over­
shadows any possible poli1ical interpretation. So textually slight is !heir tradition that 
ii is hard to say whether they may be substantiall y identified with another hunting 
allegory of love which shares tex1 with 1hem: 'The bonny brown hen/black hare'. On 
1he other hand, Hogg's 'My bonny moorhen' is unmistakably Jacobite in sense: the 
Moor hen is one o r 01her of the Pret enders and one gets the impression that an older 
love song has been adapted. Burns referred to a tune en titled 'The bonny moorhen' 
and wrote a ' Hunting song' with a 'bo nie moor-hen' in its refrain: te;t(tually unlike our 
song but in similar lyric style and 1he same verse form - Burns' p. 169, Bums ' 
I 377-8, cf. Ill 1257. There also exists, on broadsides, a North of England miners' 
song 'The bonny moor hen' which seems both formally and textually inspired by a 
Scots 'Moorhen', whether polilica l or erotic. 

No doubt the Ulster 'Moorhen s' could descend from an old Scots love song 
unknown to us but known 10 the authors of these various pieces. Or more simply, 
Ibey could renew some Jacobite 'Moo rhen' less literary than Hogg's - who has only 
lwo lines agree ing close ly with the Ulster texts - at the same time pe rhaps borrowing 
text from 'The bonny brown hen ' because of its similar 1i1le. 
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12. The braes of Strathblane 
The braes of Sirathdon The bleaches so green The beach of Strablane 
The Chippewa girl 

Annie Swee ney 1969 

J,,,65-JO E ~ . 
~ l r-i::±~ ~ :• p' ~ V r ~l•Jii7 J 1v1 ==:: : ¥ - I · - =--or== _ A 4, ,, " 

1 Nea r the town of brave A· thril l• i ck s one - ev •e n · in ' in June 

To the woods I know dai •sies and the mea ,dows - in bloom 

I - spied a wee l a• ssie at the butt of - thee - lane, 

rr ~,_fn tr r =Pi, u1J( Ot J I; l 
I ~ r I 7l 

She was blea-chin ' - her - lin · ens on the brae s - of St r ath · bla ne . 

Near the town of brave Athrillick s one eve ning in Jun e 
To the woods I know (sic) dai sies and the meadows in bloom 
I spied a wee lassie at th e bun o( the lane, 
She was bleaching her linens on the bra es o f Strathb lane. 

2 I step ped the re up to her , I mad e my addr ess , 
- Ar e you bleachin g your linens, my channin g wee lass? 
If s twe lve month s and bett e r I had it in mind 
Th at we wo uld ge t married if you were so inclined . 

3 - To marr y, to marry , kind sir , I am too youn g, 
Bes ides, a ll you young men has a flatt e ring tongue; 
My mamm y and daddy quit e angry would be 
If I wo uld go mar ry a rover like thee . 

4 - Co nsen t , yo u wee lassie , and do not say no, 
You do n·, know the pain , love, that I under go. 
The clouds they loo k weighty, I fear we' ll have rain 
And I'll court some o ther on the braeso f Stra thb lane. 

5 Co me a ll you wee lass ies, tak e a warnin g from me, 
Don 't slight yo ur wee ladd ie o r his fath er dea r ; 
For the slightin g of my love J fea r I'll ge t none 
A nd I' ll co urt some oth er on the bra es of Strathbl ane . 

'Doggere l' as famil ia r in the Blan e valley , north of G lasgow, as 'th e lines o f the 23rd 
psalm ' was Ford 's desc riptionofhi s nine-verse text (C ) . Dogge re l o r not the song has 
tr avelle d , turnin g up unr ecog nized in Am erica as 'Th e beac h of Strabl ane', 'Th e 
bleaches so green·, eve n 'The Chippew a girl'. The other alte rnat ive titl e is used in 
Aberdee nshire , wher e Strathd on is situated. Our Derry vers ion was sung when 
~ nnie.Swee ney, living in Scotland , was back on holiday in her native M~gilligan. But 
it was m Magilligan from her grandfa ther , sa id Annie, tha t she lea rned 11. 
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13. Carrowclare 
The maid of Carrowclare Ki/Jydare 

by Jimmy McCurry and Eddie Butcher 

Robert Butcher junior 1969, (v.3 1961] 

g J,.,13s > > ._ ,. 

ffeWj] &IJ.,_;1~ f rl•t'r cm JlrR!GI r; h l@fa• 
l On- a fine and SUlllll>-er's eve,ndn'- as my walks I- did•e pul" - eue -

~,i r fEt r 1lltr-tJr It,,; J, 1-,~ z q: I" c:,Jl.i ~ Illµ 
J er ., •' 

The flow , ers - e w-ere bloom--in' freeh- an ' fair- , they ha.ad-- a ver,dant hue-. 

On a fine and summe r's evening as my walks I did pursue 
The nowers were blooming fresh and fair, they had a verdant hue. 

2 And as Luna spread her golden rays disclosing many's a scene 
I ove rheard that you 1hful pair conversing on the green. 

3 [As 1he skylark dropped her evening notes, left Nature quiet and st ill, 
For to hear their conversation I was forced to use my skill.] 

4 By the cornc rake loudly calling they my footslepsdid not hear 
And the hawthorn proved my trusty friend and to them I drew near. 

5 Till a1 length he broke the silence and he un10 her did say 
- It' s I'm about to sail away to fair Columbia's shore 
On board of that great ship calle d Bri1annia and strange lands I will explore. 

6 When she heard of his depanure she her arms around him threw 
And the falling tears that bedimmed her eyes 1hey wel her locks like dew. 

7 - For ifs when you reach Co lumbia' s shore some pretty maids you' ll find 
Dressed in their cou n1ry's fashion, you'll soon bear me from you r mind. 

8 - Oh, no, no, my dear, ~ ere'er I roam in distanl lands 101oil 
I will ne'er forget the days we spe nl when sailing on Lough Foyle. 

9 O h no, no, my dear, where'er I roam a stranger's fate to share 
I will ne'er forget the nigh1s I spenl with you around Carrowclare. 

10 Then he clasped her to his bosom while the tea rs did gently flow, 
He says, - We will ge1 married, love, and that before I go. 

11 For it's if I were to leave you here and go across the foam 
Whal pleasure wou ld there be for me if I left you at home? 

12 Then she gaveconse nt ·to marry then, her young heart kind and true; 
They joined their hand s in wedlock's bonds, what more could fond lovers do? 

13 And from Derry quay they sailed away on breezes fresh and fair, 
And now we are in America, far far from Carrowclare. 
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Jimmy McCurry, the blind fiddler , lived at Carrowcla re on the shore of Lough Foyle, 
where in 1969 I met his great-nephew Bob McCurry - 6913, interview , and p.20 
above. Of the songs by Jimmy which have come down to us this is the most traditional 
in theme and style, being partly adapted from a well-known Ulster 'eavesdropping 
song', 'Dobbi n's flowery vale' - see Index. The latter ended with a lover's parting, 
and so did Jimmy's song when I first heard it from Eddie Bu1cherin 1954 (B ', cf . A). 
But Edd ie did not like this ending; laler he told me that he had added eight more lines 
of text to it in which the pair got wed and emigrated together. He gave me lhese extra 
verses, and by 1961 was regularly singing them as proper to rhe song (BJ..<). His 
nephew Robert heard and learned them from a neighbour , so giving us an interesting 
version, ora lly transmitted , of a song the joint authorship of which is fully 
documented . Comp lete textual variants of Eddie's verses, 10-13, are given in the 
Notes as obtained over the period 1954-69. 

Sam Hen ry identified the lovers, presumably from local enquiry, as a boy called 
Moore and a girl called Peoples. 
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14. The close of an Irish day 
Charlie Begley 1961, [Eddie Butcher 1961] 

";f! J - 160 , A ~•• 1 ' 

@ .i r r d I ~J J Id r• I~ n 1 · r I r r , I ~ ; I J 11 
1 Oh - , to-night- in fan ,cy come and- take a trip- a , croll8 th e sea 

~ai r r(t r1r r"FrJ IJ JJ rrn1 1 
And meet your old tom , pan , ions in - a place they long to be; 

There stamped- u•pon•a our - - mem•or--iea are - - the friends we used to know 

And-- jullt- to•night,e we ' ll re,vel in the - - thoughts- of long a - go , 

~ tii , I I H I i 1 r I F 
youfcor,n ,er• pl .d&••dJour...,rd 

Oh, tonight in fancy come and take a trip across the sea 
And meet your old companions in a place the y long 10 be; 
There stamped upon ou r memorie s are the friends we used to know 
And just tonight we'll revel in the thoughts of long ago. 

2 Through little lane s and meadows green we'll take a suoll once more 
And meet the laughing boys and girls we met in days of yore; 
Th e rivers , roads and moonlight nights have the same old charm still 
And the whistler on a summer's eve comes rambling o'er the hill. 

3 (We will take a walk through yon green groves with our young hearts light and gay, 
With the golden rays of the setting sun at the close of an Irish day, 
For the music fills the hills around reecho clea r and true 
As down !he path we wander 'mid the fragra nt scented dew . J 

4 - Don't you recall, swee theart of mine , the place where I met you 
Like a rosy bud of happiness whe re love 's young dreams came true ? 
The air was fu ll of love's sweet song as I promised to be thine 
And you forever pledged your word that you would be always mine. 

5 (J will never forget when we set sail to cross o'er the ocean blue, 
As I stood on deck and watched the mountains swiftly fade from view; 
At the last glimpse of old Erin sure our hearts went up in prayer , 
Oh, it is God forbid we would e'er forget our dear littl e isle so fair. 

6 But if ever I return again back to my native shor e 
And meet those laughing boys and girls that we met in the days of yore 
It is there I will settle down for life oh nevermore to st ray 
Whil e the golden ·rays of the setting sun makes the close of an Iri sh day .] 

Thi s recent song in traditional sty le has been sung all over Ireland , evidently 
supported by the popular p ress, though I have noticed only one printed text. In 1961 
Charlie sang three of the printed verses while Eddie sang all five together with a sixth 
which he was already singing in 1954 and which in 1966and again in 1969 he identified 
as his own composition. Thi s verse brings the poet's sentimental musing to a pleasant 
and less abrupt conclusion. Its imagined pictu re of a homecoming answers an 
emotiona l need in much the same way as the extra text added by Eddie to 
'Carrowcla re' (no 13). 
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15. The cocks is crowing 
er. The drowsy :sl«pu Ar ire, arise, you drowsy maiden A wake, awake 
I will put/set my ship in ordu Who's that kriocking? Oh, who ir that that 
raps at my window? Who cont6 tapping w my window? Let the hills and 
i,atleys be covered with snow &c. 

John Butche r se nior 1969, [Eddie Butcher 1966) 

JB J • S1 

? Well --- go a - way, l · ove, an ' aak your 11, a• Ill• my 

Go ••a , way th , en and ask your ■, 

If , a she'll a,l low you my bride to - - - be 

If - - v ahe'll a • D• 1, low you - my bride to - be 

And tf 1he saya - o - - th • en r, e,cur, n a, n ' - tell- 1111!. 

For-- - -- ~ o·igh<I•ll-~<•oo-bl,y•o••o>a.~ 

- this is the 1, Ht night I will•Z. trou•ble ay•ou , 

John: Oh, the cocks is crowing, day light's appearing, 
It' s drawing nigh to 1he break of day, 

- Arise, my charmer, out of your slumber 
And listen unto what your 1n1e-love says. 

2 He wa lked on to his true-lov e's window, 
He knee lCd low down upon a ston e, 

And thr o ugh a pane he did whisper slow ly 
- Arise, my darling, and let me in. 

3 -O h, who is that that isat my window 
Or who is that that knows me so well? 

- It's I, it's I , a poor wou nded lover 
Who fain would talk , love, to you a while. 
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4 Well go away, love, and ask your daddy 
lfhe '\I allow you my bride 10 be 

And if he says no the n return and tell me 
For th is is the lasl night I'll tro uble you. 

5 - Well mydadai s in his bed-chambe r, 
He is fasl asleep in his bed of ease; 

Bui in his pocke l there lies a lette r 
Which readts far , Jove, to your dispraise . 

6 - Oh , what dispraise can he give unto me? 
A faithfu l husband to you I'll be 

And what all the neighbours has round their houses 
The same, my da rling, you' ll have with me. 

7 Well go away, love, and ask your mammy 
If she'll allow you my bride tobe 

And if she says no then return and tell me 
For this is the last night I'll troub le you. 

8 - Well my mama she's an old-aged person, 
She scarce cou ld hear me, one word I'd say, 

But she says you go, love, and coun some other 
For I'm not fitting, love, your bride to be. 

9 - Well I may go bul I' ll court no other, 
My heart's still linkCd all on your charms; 

I would have you wed, love, and leave your mammy 
For you' re just fit to lie in your !rue-love's arms. 

lO Now Kellybawn it is mine in cho rus (sic} 
And the green fields they are mine in white 

And ifmy pen was made of the 1emperste el 
Sure my true-love's praises I could never write. 

II But I' ll goofftolhe wild mountains 
Where I' ll see no thing but the wild deers 

Nor I'll eat nothing but the wild herbs 
Nor I' ll drink no1hing but my true-love's(spokm) tears . 

Spobn: ... I just disremembe r who learned me thal song. 

This beautiful text represents not so much a song as a large song family. Dialogue at 
the window is the basic family theme , bu1 it is a theme much diversified, especia lly in 
the concl usion . A crue l father may threat en 1ransporta tion and his daughter demand 
and obtain both lover and 'po rtion': A cf. D. A girlm ayopenthedoo rt oo latetoher 
sailo r and, finding she is abando ned, drown herse lf: Gre ig LIV, Ord p. 318. lbe 
sailor may be initially thwarted by a decci1ful step mother certainly borrowed from 
"The lass of Roch Royal' , though this version, unlike the old ballad, ends happi ly 
wi1h the deparlure of the loven: Ch ristie I 224-5. 

The family may be enlarged by 'ma trimony'. A song of double suicide, 'The silver 
dagger'. seems to have bestowed its oonclusion on one branch: JJNOetc , cf. Cox p. 
348-52, Laws1 G21. Another night-visil song known variously as 'Here's a health 10 
all true loven', 'Jack the rove r', and ' I must away', has formed different narrative 
alliances with family members: ELQR. On the other hand, lyric features may 
dominate, as in the pol•pourri of verses recorded in Belfast (f) or in an eccen1ric 
Arkansas deriva1ive of one of the double suicide versions: T. Coffin in Southern 
folklore quarterly X IV ( 1950) 87-96 . 

None of the main thematic variations is specifically Irish. The 'Who is at my 
window?' motif is noticed in sixteen1h-cen1ury Britain : Baskervill p. 580- 7. Bui the 
lyrico-narr ative texts constitu 1ed as we know !hem hard ly have a history older 1han 
the eighteen1h or late seven teenth century. The extended dialogue of 1he Magilligan 
version , common also in America , is one of the oldest lypes. Many versions conclude 
with some ' impossible' exp ressed in traditio nal tenns, !hough the intense imagery of 
our Magilligan version is exceptiona l. 
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16. Come all you rakish fine young men 
John Butcher senior 1<)69 

t7 i CJ.fe,., i i C A 7 
Ne ·v e r t rust • e your s e - er • ets t o fr • i end s nor - -- com --- r · ad es - , 

w i u1lr, t.:r .;rl ITTr r ~ fi JA (r J]l4 M 
For lik e Ju·d as ---- they'·ll de · ce iv e--- you an' th a t· e be·fo•r e you kn• ow-- - , 

I ha ve cr ie d- i t by--- e·xp e r- i · ence andln · ow have- fo und- - - i tso. 

J3't.EJ1~~ ~. o'Jn1, 
)'<>uvlll o, e, ve r - be- - b• ·« • r • d. 

Come all you rakish fine young men that courts a bloo ming maid , 
Neve r trust your secre ts 10 friends nor comrades, 
Fo r like Ju das they ' ll dece ive you and that befo re you know, 
I have tri ed it by experience and I now have found it so . 

2 Once I cour ted a bloo ming maid, the da rling o f my hea rt , 
Sur e we thought the first time th at we met that we would never pa rt ; 
Bu t it was some simple ta les o f love I to ld 10 a young man , 
For I though! I co uld depend on him for he ofttim es stood my friend . 

3 Now he went to thi s blooming maid , he un to her did say 
- I would ha ve you stop 1his false young man and come along with me, 
For he says he will dece ive you and that will happen soo n , 
If yo u do no t stop his compan y he will spo il your you1hful b loom. 

4 When she hea rd the story it grieved her heart full so re 
A nd when she thought on her 1rue love it gr ieved her more and more , 
- Fo r many man y was 1he hour and pleasa nt was the night 
Tha t I spe nl in my love's co mpany and in him too k grea t delight . 

5 When she saw her own tru e love she thus to him made known 
- You sa id yo u would deceive me and leave me here my lone, 
Yo u said you wou ld dece ive me and that would happen soo n, 
If I wo uld no t stop your comp any you would spo il my youth ful bloom . 

6 - Oh, who to ld you th at story, he unto her did say, 
O r wha ten a young man was it that proved so false to me'! 
Wh en she made ment ion of the nam e the same he soon did know , 
- A nd in spite o f all his falsity th is nigh t with you I'll go . 

7 So it's now we are go t marri ed , I mean to d rop my pe n , 
Here 's a hea lth to eve ry true young man, likewise a tru sty friend, 
A nd may they ga in the victory when court ing a blooming maid : 
If you lea m to kee p your ow n secre ts you will neve r be betraye d . 

his strange 1ha1 these rakish fine young men a re so littl e known . From its poet ic style 
t~e so ng must date from the heyda y of Irish bro adside balladry , probab ly the ear ly 
nmeteen1h centu ry , though perha ps never appear ing in print . Its 'Ju das' type is o ne 
o f those legac ies o f courtl y medieva l love song, a basic tra it o f which was the need 10 
avo id sha ring co nfidences . Th is song merit s a wider publi c, and sure ly must have had 
one , in U lste r at leas !, in the oral cu ltur e o f i1s ea rly days. 
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17. Copper John 
Cofer John 

Eddie Butcher 1966, Michael O'Ha ra 1975, Tom Ander son 1975 

Oh - • • Co • fer John giv e me a wink, He says, Collll! in to you get a dr- ink; 

1i:1J I .....,. I Li - H I ;-sJ Ji :BE= • • rn TJ .i ;. • . ~ 
He says to 11-e, It's a brav bright day , Would you hire wt' me to the twelth o' May? 

Eddie : Oh, Cofer John give me a wink 
He says, -Co me in to you get a drink ; 
He says 10 me, - It' s a braw bright day, 
Would you hire with me to the twe lfth of May? 

Michael : Copper John's a civil ma n , 
When he goes to the town he takes a dra m , 
A civil man when he gets that , 
He loo ks a swell in his wee hard ha! . 

Tom: Coppe r John give me the wink, 
- Come on in to we hae a dri nk . 
Coppe r John and me set down, 
He slipped me owcr half a crown. 
Coppe r John has a fine young maid, 
If she leaves me down the bread and tay 
I' ll stay with her till the twe lfth of May. 
Spoke n: That' s a ll I know of ii . 

Copper sugges1s to ughness, and 'Cofe r' /kobr / may be for 'Co pper ' /ko~ r/. These 
loose verses see m 10 hint al a fu lle r lexl, but I know of none. For further discussio n of 
them and of1he air, see no27; for hiring fairs, no22 and p . 11. 
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18. Craiganee 
The flower of Craiganee The hills of TandrtJgee lnnisfree Bonaghee 

Bill Quig ley 1969 

&4 'c'.:,irl" r1r,,;,IJ,,r:$J, IJ ; I J 4 J 14 widn 
1 Come all you aa·cred mu•aera that fre•quenta- our nat,ive- - isle-, 

I hope you 'll pay a • te en • tion till I drop my slen • der quill 

~ '~ '"'" F "' • h I J J IJ t I r r I' I F tJ I ? n I ...... 
Sayin ' , I will go an' seek a hol!le all 1n some l · and that's free 

r 1 ! rooer1 nJ: J,(#Jg, I~-r; I ~4'~ 51 ~ 29;,1@1 ~ 
And I'll hid- ad•ieu to sweet l, ough Foyle,like,wise- co Craig,a-n. ee. 

Co me all you sacred Muses that frequents our native isle, 
I hope you' ll pay attention till I drop my slender quill, 
Saying, I will go and seek a home all in some land that's free 
And I' ll bid adieu to swee t Lough Foyle, likewise 10 Craiganee. 

2 When he rises in the morning he oils and he combs his hair, 
He dresses up in superfine, goes out to meet his fair; 
Her name I will not men1ion for offe nded she might be, 
For she's one of the fairesl flowers eve r bloomed in Craiganee. 

3 When she rises in the morning she walks down by the shore 
To walch lhe foaming billows as they roll o'e r and o'er; 
She's watching for the small boa l that bo re her love 10 sea 
A nd she says, - Young Johnny Harki n , you're far from Craiganee. 

4 Then I own I loved old Eri n's isle, I never could Jove more, 
Above all 01her nations that I ever saw before; 
Whe n I am on 1he ocea n deep, neither friend nor foe be ing near, 
I'll be think ing on my old sweetheart I left in Craiganee. 

5 Adieu unlo you, Alhleen 's rocks, I hat guard our native shore, 
Likewise unto my old sweetheart, will I never sec you more? 
But if we meet each other all in some land that's free 
We will live and love each ol hers as we did in Craiga (spoken) nee. 

The Cra iganee in quest ion is evidently the one between Ballintoy and Ballycastle in 
N, Ant., a district lo which other names occurr ing in other versions also attach the 
song: see Notes. Version £ is alleged lo derive from Keny , but this is probably an 
error for ot her versions are confined to N. Ulster. There is, however, no Craiganee 
nea.r Lough Foyle. In v. 2 courts hip motifs are rather unexpected ly prefixed to an 
~migrant's farewell, less incongruously perhaps in Cwhere 1he male 1oilette of2. J-2 
IS replaced by a fema le toilene . We must take 'he' and 'I' in Bill's 1ext of this verse to 
represent lhe same person. The motif of concea lmen1 of the girl's identity in 2.3-4, of 
ear ly courtly origin, recurs in Eddie Butcher's 'The flower of Corby mill': 

Now her rea l nam e I won't mention, no, l dare nac nam e her name, 
Her parents would be angry and l would be much to blame; 
She'samillgirlto hertra dcandshchasthebcsiofskill 
For she's the blooming star of Antrim and the flower of Corby mill. 
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19. The crockery ware 
Eddie Butcher 1966 

I h§J;D IO; ; 17,n 
1 Oh, my love she'• but al • a. sate oh, A la. aaie oh , a la. asie oh , 

' ' ' 11 /q r;ID ~ ► F p 
n l J;n 1r.1J1 

twill lee her a t,nd a year or two And ,he'll not be half as aa, ••Yoh, 

For I kissed her once,ahe nev,e r said N•o And then I kissed her tvice me love to ahoy 

MI a --- l w I; .i @ fJ):0 fuc ,_D •• • V -::I= 
And she aaya,Your whi, akera- tick 0 lea me- ao,i, Keep on doin'- it, San•dy,oh. 

Oh , my love she's but a lassie oh, 
A lassie o h , a lassie oh , 
I will lei her stand a yea r o r two 
And she'll not be half as saucy oh. 
For I kissed her once, she never said no 
And then I kissed her twice my love to show 
And she says, - Your whiskeNl tickles me so, 
Keep on doing it, Sandy, oh. 

2 This young man a ll in the dark 
Was looking fo r his ow n sweetheart 
When his toe catched on the rail of the chair 
And down ca me all the crockery ware. 
- Oh madam dear , do me excuse 
For I was taken by surprise, 
I lost my way and I caught in your chair 
And I broke my shins on you r crockery ware. 

'The crockery ware' is a comic Englis h song: in i1s full teJtl a boy visits a girl at nigh t, 
she places the ·crockery ware' - chamberpot - in his path causing him to wake the old 
woman, who summon s a bobby and ex trac ts the price o( a new crockery ware from 
the intruder. Her e Eddie has adde d eight lines o( this song to eight lines of Sco ts 
·mouth music': 11. l-4 com mon in tradition, II. 5-8 facetious and vulgar, probably 
taken from a comic Seo1s song o( music-hall origin, d . IFM 93 (Westm . 1972). See 
no 27 for further discussion o( this amalgam and its air (the serond half of which is 
used exclusive ly in v. 2) . 
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The Bold Lieutenant. 
hil.ondoncit ythe reliff<lalad y. 

Who wu ro--<I of a Y»l -; 

"'t..:.'i:, 'j:°k:,":t ~1::,' :!,hz-:~ 
Th iolad.7 madealfl<ll,,1_ion 

T~ ;:~ ~~t~:t::!1~~t .. ~~ 
Alli 111hewanb yland and-. 

•Therewu lwobl'OUlcnwhobea ,aelo~cn. 
Thc)'.bothaJ,ni....J1h i1!adyl&ir, 

And did enJa.....,r to goin her fu.,.. ,. 
Likowioe1opl.,...lurwMal l lheireo re, 

O•~,i~~i: :::.:.:r:t:.:n::':/~;, 
TM<KMl"bewual!OblclinN-Mnt, 

On i-d U.. T iger ""'~• •at. 
The ,~k-lt brOlhe_r loc •• • ""~" • 

Orealprolotu,UOll•oflo•cd,Q ..... e; 

T'ttr.~~:.:.~~1C:.-:..~t:--
n .. 1, ... w,Nidob., l'llbd awaytouydia,. 

fok nowwhich.Cthtm the--..i, 
,\ncl M 1h11 •ill thm bcl'l.l• • Ula 1,n.,,_, 

Shallbcthe go•crn<><of..,yheat1 · 

Shc dc.i ... lhcrco«h,aanfortog.cradr 
£arlybythebrealr.ofUlly, 

T helady anclhcrl'll(O•e,:liketwro., 

\\';:. J~~;:·!·~:~;:.i•~;... 
Shct hrewhttfani11tolhehon 'ada,, 

Sayiug,hcUl.twioh.Ntog&inalady, 
JhM.bri ngmeb.c k •yl'an eg&i,.. 

Tl~'t-.""~~~~~1l:':t..c1~ • 
Tohvttil.,lan ,1crl-no~, 

e .. rh::C ~ f:.! ::i -~~•:;...;,.. 
f ot toapp<'O«hlhemlclo ct11P1'"'-. , 

s..me~- .......... r.r-or<Jut ... , 
S-.od>cTehaapiea•OIOlpinyoni.,.,, 

Thn, out bnpo ke the Y"°".ICOI hrOUlcr, 

To:~~~:E:; :~~ h~~~~:.7~::~;:~:c~b~:• 

11;.t.:t:::;:-;;.::;J.=t~:i;t:,·~-:t::i~· 
Andthenhc. . .c,.,,r,odfvrth efau andlm,u11h1i1, 

He •Y•• 11 thi• ii , my Jarlii'I 1weci,U 

Thc:gollant•<1ion itno•beingo•tt , 
Andtot helactyhe toolt hi•••y ; 

Whil~ I~ 1 .. ,1, in her co,oclr NI tnmblinr, 

Bu~;:~:-2Er ... ~~1:,: ... ~· 
Wilhopmarmoll>edidmrbraa,h l"', 

S.ying,tak~thepriw ,lo •t ,y...,ban•on. 

~0~'1.;':1';~0,~~; ~::: :1r .i'::7'· 
:::~~:~;i~~!r~~~~r~-· 

And madrhlmoJmirol.,..erll,el,luc, 
And101hiolad7UO.Cni«h11ox""'rriw, 

Seewba tt hcpowcn ol lo•tca11J.,, 
"The bold lieuten ant' : 
broadsideedilionofabo ut 

L-- ------- -------~ l844(no260:'Thefan') 
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20. The dark-eyed gipsy 
The gipsy laddie The brown-eyed gypsies Seven yellow gipsies 
The raggle-taggle gipsies &c. 

Tilly Quigley 1%9 

i. J.,,, ~u· 'f 1 11 '' r r·2t I A JP ,L 
l The' were three gip•aies, the' lived- in the East 

~ _,_,. 
• J: a , , r I r r r I o r-· Cr rh 

f 

And they - were - braw and - bo -

And the' sang - - so sweet, so ver - y ver,y sweet 

The' char•m'd the heart of a 1 , ad , y oh - . 

Ibere were three gipsies, they lived in the East 
And 1hey were braw and bonny oh 

And they sang so swee t , so very very sweet, 
They channed the heart of a lady oh . 

2 She gave to them the spa rkling wine, 
She gave 10 them the brandy 100 

And the gay gold ring that the lady wore 
She gave it to the dark-eyed gipsy oh. 

3 When the lord of the castle came home 
He enquir ed for his lady oh, 

- She's gone, she's gone, said the brave servant boy, 
She's away with the dark-eyed gipsy oh. 

4 Charles then put spurs to his horse 
And off he rode so speed ily too 

Un til he fell in wilh his gay wedded Jove 
Along wilh the dark-eyed gipsy oh. 

5 - Are you going to forsake your house and land? 
Are you going to forsake your childr en three? 

Are you going to forsake your gay wedded love 
And go with the dark-eyed gipsy oh? 

6 - What cares I for my house and home? 
Whatcareslformychildrenthree? 

For I lay last night in a fine feather bed 
In the arms of a dark-eyed gipsy oh. 
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'The dark-eyed gipsy', as it is usually called in Ireland, was almost the only old British 
ba llad prin ted by the Irish popu lar press. I have noticed Dubl in and Cork impr ints 
only. but the plentiful Ulster oral versions clearly show broadside textual influence. 
Eddie Butche r's fragment Y was my first clue to Tilly's version , which she learned 
from 1he ce ntenaria n Sarah Sweeney: see p.20. As in most Irish versions, it is by 
singing that the gipsies cas t their spe ll over the lady, but the gifts which in 2.1-2 are 
tokens of her hosp itali ty to them perhaps rep lace the narcot ic spices given in some 
versions by them to her: see Notes. Overtaken by he r husband, neither the lady nor 
the gipsies are punished. Irish versions mostly end with e;,i:pression of the lady"s 
perfec t devotion to her gipsy, and con tain little to recall the historical features which 
are said 10 link the ba llad with sixteenth-or seven teent h-century Scotland. 
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21. David's flowery vale 
Young McCance Drummond's land Divis mountain 

Edd ie Butc her 1966 

I catched- her- by- the li,ly,..,hite- hand-, I --- led- 'er - round- the coach, 

- f]. "~ 
Mff Equr1tttt '~ @c r 1tJ er n U IF1 
I shoved- her- all m, y fa , ther's-- ships chat---- were bound - for- Ca •atr•el,e fair, 

Rad it n • ot been you, fair l, a - - - dy, I '•m sure I , e would- been- there, 

n al; j 

t l'he.-oth, uda y- u - I rov • dout• • for to vl • v~ --- f a - th er'- • l- and 

It is dow n by Dav id's flowery vale whe re the wate r does run calm 
A purling stream does gently glide, it divides my father's land; 
It's covered o'er with linen cloth that was woven near Tandragee , 
It was purchased by Owen M'Kye and a boy called Robert Lee. 

2 The ot her day as I roved out for to view my father's land 
The Alma coach it passed me by well loaded to the ground; 
I put my prospect to my eye, I viewed it all around, 
In the froni of it who did I spy but a lady of renown. 

3 So then a thought came in my mind it was her I would approach, 
I catched her by the lily-white hand, I led her round the coach, 
I showed her all my father 's ships that were bound for Castrel fair . 
- Had it not been you, fair lady, I' m sure I would been there. 

4 Oh I says, - My honoured lady, we'll go down to yonder inn 
An d we will have a glass of wine our cou rtship to begin, 
For I have losl a diamond ring more precious far than gold 
And you're the one has found it, fair lady , I am told. 

5 - Kind sir , I'm not a lady , the mo re I wear fine clothes, 
Nor for keeping young men's company I'm sure l"m not exposed; 
I am but a hirCd servant girl that lives near to Tandragee 
And for furthe r informatio n enquire for Robert Lee . 
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Mag illigan had its bleach-gree n in Dun crun until the 1760s (OS I) but it is to the 
Belfast districl and a somewhat later epoc h that lhis song belongs. Fuller versions 
prolong the co urt ship inconclu sively and identify the narrat or as ·young McCa ncc· of 
th e Falls (W. Belfast) who lived 'A l the foo t of De vis mountai n"; a youth o f fortun e 
frust ra ted in an affair wi1h a girl below his rank . For the part played by lhc McCa nce 
fami ly o f Suffolk, near Dunmur ry. in the line n trade. see Green p. 77. Th e first 
·A rmagh coac h' (2.2 ·Alm a·) bega n to run in 1he summer of 18Cll: Bt lfust Ntw sletur, 
24 Jun e 1808. h s 1er minus was in Ar lhur St. . abo ut 600 yards from lhe qua ys: sec 
Not es,2 .2a nd 3.2 . 
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22. The daysman 
A srory in rhym e of the hiring/air 

Eddie Butcher 1966 

I (( & I ; ; o J ~ n I r--r J J 
1 I - oncet wa1 a- day s •m8n, I - wrought cause an-ent 

j-j I JJ V .J217 I, ; J 1 J 7/Y'I 
And a day in the - week waa kep' off for the r . ent ; 

We had a row o'er the- hou,n, my- blood bein'- on- fire , 

So 1 packed up - bun,dle- and I atar ,ted- to hire, 

I once was a daysman, I wrought cause anent 
And a day in 1he week was kept off for the rent, 
We had a row o'e r the hours, my blood being on fire, 
So I packed up my bund le and I starte d to hire. 

2 My mother with neeching she near made me cunc, 
She says,- You' ll go furthe r and maybe fare wo~. 
I had a fiver saved up, it was hid in the byre, 
So I broke up the bank and set off for 10 hire. 

3 I stood in the fair from mo rning till eve, 
Not a bid for my body did I e'er receive ; 
Says I to myself, - It's a glass you requir e 
And stre tch away home for you 're not going to hire . 

4 I just had reso lved when two lassies came by 
And the one was well featured on me cast her eye; 
Says she to the ot her , - Jean, here's our desi re , 
This man with the bu ndle he ·s want ing to hire . 

5 I knew by the joke and the way they were dressed 
They were two servant lasses, no more nor no less, 
Though the ir impude nt chec k I was forced to admire 
T he well featu red one that had asked me 10 hire. 

6 Ten pounds I was offered for to milk night and morn, 
From all sorts of drink to be teeto tal sworn, 
O n my nigh ts with the neig hbo urs to no ca ll and pass 
And then keep my hand off the young servan t lass. 

7 I was to be fed on the best of Strong tea , 
A duck egg to my brea kfast and that every day; 
But in case that the servant no courting might stand 
Says I , - On the mistress 1·11 first try my hand. 
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8 I threw my arm round her, she struggled and fought, 
She seen that I had her, she knew she was caught; 
So I split up the fiver and a drink I did share 
And I courted her home the night of the fair. 

9 But sti ll I'm a daysman and I work cause anent 
And the day in the week's aye kept off for the rent. 
But I have no fiver now to hide in the byre 
For the bank is the wee lass that asked me to hire. 

Thi s recent song is the Ulster equivalent of a 'bothy ballad'. 'If you·re working cause 
anent,' said Eddie, 'you're feeding yourself and you're getting the mone y but no 
meat you'd be paid so much a week. You're no fed nor clad nor nae thing .. 
you ge t something extra when you're cause anent.' - 6919. The expression, properl y 
'cost anen t ', is Scots in origin and common in Ulster: see UFL VII I ( 1962) 41. Hiring 
fairs were held 1wice yearly in May and November (see p .l I): this amorous skirmish 
with consequences no doubt took place in May . In 1961 Eddie left out v. S with its 
explanation that the "lassies' were two servants; without this verse the story is 
altered , with it a kind of rural irony adds relish to the good 'offer' made in v. 6-7. 
During Oct. - Nov . 1932, correspondence in the Northern Constitution revealed 
widespread discontent among fann workers hired for the season; boys wer e said to 
have emigrated to Canada because they were being offered £6-£8 for six months (5 
Nov .). 
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23. Do n't come again 
You shan't come again The rejected lover 

Eddie and G racie Butcher 1975 

1 Oh, the first place that I sa w-- my love it waa at a ball, 

► ; I r .n 1JI ; N f.1 n' r ~ I r n ftJ 
I looked on her , I gazed on her, oh far a • bove them all; 

But aye she loo . ked on me with . n and dit, dain 

- •E 
And the bo,nny wee 

1
!::~~:~, an,1wer was to no come a , gain, 

Wa■ to no COllle a , ga i n, 

And the bo,nny la11 • '1 
wee l••••ie'a an,awer 

O h , the first place that I saw my love it was at a ball, 
I loo ked on her, I gazed on her, oh, far above them all; 
But aye she loo ked on me with sco rn and disdai n 
And the bonny wee lass's E. } answer was to no come again, 

lassie'sG. 
Was to no come again, 

A nd the bo nny wee lass's E. } answe r was 10 no come agai n. 
lassie's G. 

2 Th e next p lace that I saw my love it was at a wake, 
I loo ked on he r , I gazed on her, I thou ght my hea rt wou ld break; 
Bui aye she loo~ d on me with scorn and disdai n 
And 1he bo nn y wee lass's£. } answer was to no come again, &c. 

lassie•sG. 

3 II being in six mon ths after, a little or above, 
When Cup id shot his arrow and he wounded my I rue love; 
He wou nded her severely , it caused her to complain 
A nd she wro le to me a letter saying, - You migh1 come again, &c . 
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4 Iwroteherbackananswerallfortoletherknow 
While life was in my body il's there I would nae go, 
While life was in my body and while it does rema in 
I will aye mind the girl that said , - Don't come agai n, &c. 

5 Come all you prelly fair maids , a warning take by me , 
Never slight a young man wherever they may be , 
For i£you do you're sure to rue, they'll cause you to complain 
And you' ll aye rue E. } the day that you said , - Don 't come again, 

mind G. 
You said,- Don't come again, 

You will aye rue the day that you said , - Don'1 come again. 

Eddie sang the complete 1ext in 1955 and recorded it twenty years later , though 
somewha l uncenain of the words in 1966. At that time, it became dear that his wife 
Gracie also knew the song - which derives from the singing of one of her aunt s - and 
in 1975 she was indu ced to sing it in duet with Eddie . Their few individual variants are 
show n followed by their initials . The song came from English broadsides and was 
printed on at lea st one Irish sheet, but I have found no other Irish ora l version. The 
Appalach ian versio ns are textually diverse and in1roduce older lyric oommonplace s. 
At the same time, like Eddie 's and G racie's , they shorten the broadside text omitting 
hints that the girl 's change of heart is motivated by pregnancy . 
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24. Down by the canal 
Bonny Kilwarlin 

Eddie Butcher 1968 

1Aa- Iwenta•w•al • kin ' one- eve• nin' in June 

To - view the green fields and - the m, ea - dows in -- bloom 

I - spied a fair ma1 - den and - on - her•e did - call 

(rlril(rlS m, CrlJ .i ~IJ4. ~ 
Juat- 1111 I - waa w, al, kin' - down- by thee can. awl. 

As I went a-wa lking one even ing in June 
To view the green fields and the meadows in bloom 
I spied a fair maiden and on her did call 
Just as I was walking down by the canal. 

2 - We have met in good pleasure, we have met in good time, 
If this place was convenient I would tell you my mind; 
Come sit down bes ide me and I'll sit by thee 
And we'll have a fine courtship in a sho11 time, you' ll see. 

3 - To sit down beside you I'm afra id it's too late, 
My journey is far and my message is great ; 
Fo rbye, I have suffered a lot over you, 
Both sleep, meat and drink, love, you have hindered from me. 

4 - You must apply to some doctor, take the blame all off me, 
Or some skilful surgeon you r vision to see; 
It's all a distempe r that runs through your brain, 
You must ge t your veins lanced, love , it will ease all your pain. 

5 - To apply to some doctor I inten d it to do 
But before that I do it I'll be counselled by you 
For you are my docto r and surgeon also, 
You can cure all the pains, love , that I unde rgo. 

6 Do you see yon bright Phoebus going down by the west 
And all feathered fowls are going home to their nest? 
Dark shades they are approach ing and I must away , 
Let those few words excuse me, no longer can stay. 

7 She hastened to go then when softly he said 
- Let this ring be a token you have me betrayed ; 
She smiled and consented and blessed the day 
That down by Gill"s water she happened to stray . 
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The retrieval of this song was an interesti ng affair. On 12 July 1966 while slaying with 
me in Dubli n Edd ie allended a ceili he ld for foreign university students and heard a 
girl sing Padraic Colum's 'She moved lhrough the fair '. Th is overworked poem is 
based on a traditional song which Eddie himse lf sings - see Shields'", especially p. 
281•4 - ye1 he then appeared unacqua inted with i1s tex.t. On the 01her hand , the 
traditional air reminded him of an unfam iliar song. We recorded a scrap of it righ1 
away, and about a week later in Magilligan ano 1her still incomplete rend ition 
(lacking 2.3-3.3 , 7.3-4). In a rad io programme of some of his songs I appealed for 
information about this one. None came. It was Eddie himself, visiting Dub lin again 
two years later , who restored a full tex.t (which formed the basis of ano ther 
broadcast). 

Our only other version is a fragment which localizes the scene at Kilwarlin, 
described by the singer Robert Cinnamond as 'a district bes ide Moira [N. Down] . 
very fertile .. . and there's lovely farms and groves of t rees ' . 'Gill's wa1er' (7.4) is an 
understandable alteration of 'Kilwarlin'; the canal in question is the old Lagan 
Navigation Waterwa y, built 1756-9 4, which linked Belfast to Lough Neagh. It is now 
closed and the Kilwarlin stretc h is incorporated in a motorway. See Shields" p. 3-4. 

The song dates perhaps from the ear ly nineteenth century, but is full of older 
traditiona l poe try that distances the love scene. The doctor motif adapts a lyric 
commonplace found notab ly in 'The brown girl' (Child no 295) and its derivativ e 
'T he sailor from Dover' , some versions of which are sung to melodie s similar to 
Eddie's: Bronson IV 404-7, nos 3-11, cf. Henry 72. In these songs the motif is 
followe d by the retu rn of a ring or plighted troth, in our Ulster song on the other hand 
by the giving of a ring. It is given with so little fuss that we might wonder whether v. 7 
ab ridges two concluding verses. 
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25. Erin 's lovely home 
Mary Ellen Butcher 1969, (Jimmy Butcher 1966] 

~ - J, ,,o ' V n i a1JJJ,.,u1rr 1tr 11Wr~J!t, ,:Jl1 
l You pa•tron so,ns of Pa•ddy's la·nd, come U - sten - un - to me, 

Com - mu·ni·cate· e till - I re·l·ate- this - mourn·ful tra ge • dy, 

• ~Cl ~ , ' ~ ~ r •1•r• 1 !,,rj1vr" r l(rnjjU JEr •?llii 
For th e want of trade - has thou · sands made - all a·n·xious- they- might- roam 

To !·eave the l•a -nd where- we wer e reared- called E·r·in's love · ly 

Yo u patron sons of Paddy's land, come listen unto me, 
Communicate till I relate this mournfu l tragedy, 
For the want of trade has thousands made all anxious they might roam 
To leave the land where we were reared called Erin's lovely home . 

2 [My father was a farming man reared to industry, 
He had two sons, they were man big, and loving daughters three; 
Ou r land was small 10 serve us all, some of us had to roam 
To leave the land where we were reared called Erin's love ly home.J 

3 My fa I her so ld his seco nd cow and borrowed twenty pou nd, 
All in lhe merry month of May we sailed from Derry quay; 
The re were thousands more along rhe shore all anxious I hey might roam 
To leave 1he land where we were reared called Erin's lovely home. 

4 We were scarcely seven days sailing when a fever plagued our crew, 
They were falling like the autumn leaves, bidding friends and lives adie u ; 
We raised a praye r to heaven: alas that ever we did roam 
To leave the land where we were reared called Erin's lovely home. 

5 Alas, my sister she fell sick, her life it was taken away, 
II grieved me ten times more 10 see her body thrown in the deep; 
Down in lhe deep her body lies and it rolls in a terrible foam, 
Her friends may mourn but she'll ne'e r return to Erin's lovely home . 

This song is distinct from a well-known broadside ballad with the same title: Shield s' 
p. 47-8, It was not printed on broadsides, nor has any more recent printed text come 
to my notice. Yet it seems to have enjoyed wide usage, in Ireland at least. In Dublin 
in 1966 Frank Harte asked Eddie Butcher ifhe cou ld sing it and Eddie provided one 
verse . In Limavady soon after, Eddie elicited a full version from his bro1her Jimmy. 
Three years later, Mary Ellen to ld me that it was from her uncle J immy tha1 she had 
learnt her version, which is given here with an extra verse (2) from her uncle. Dating 
no doubt from 1he post-Famine period, the song recalls one of the most serious 
hazards to which emigran1s were exposed: sickness during the voyage. 
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26. The fan 
The bold lieutenant The lions' den The den of lions The lady's/an The glove 
and the lions The lover's test The fai thful lover, or, the hero rewarded 
The distressed lady, or, a trial of true love The/airest fody in London city 
The Bostonshire lady 

Eddie Butcher 1966 

there - liv ed a 1 . a. dy 

, 
I a 

W , orth ten - th • ou - sand pounds a year 

And for - - hei- w, it and her 1111ld be . hav . iour 

Few with this 1 , a - dy there - - could - com - pare. 

This - i. , dy •he n>ade - a re, ao, lu - - tion,e . 
I 

,, j J,5rJ,Jg 
That she - - would "' , ed 

~ I 1 ~ J ,1 @w l'.i,; •tul m.i ,, 
Who - would pr , ove him, self brave by - val - iou r 

. J; ~ I r,.i p~ fl_O IJ-(l) ~ 
At,e the war -- by - - lan' or -- sea . 

,T~jl,H w •l ,;~1.J, I ,11, 
Shear-OH- th a 11ut-,r,"10'- tar,l y - by- th a breakof day 

;;'(' r'f f"'fr = r ' 1 W n t ) , , ; I 
llepullad tha acab,b,,rd frm,off hh r u -- f.r- And ha• ••n•l 1 -

Lleu- t1t11.u,t, ~ bela' head-
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In sweet Argyll there lived a lady 
Worth ten thousand pounds a year 

And for her wit and her mild behaviour 
Few with this lady there could compare. 

This lady she made a rerolution 
That she would wed with no one but he 

Who would prove himse lf brave by valour 
At the war by land or sea. 

2 There were two brothers, they became lovers, 
They envied other both night and day; 

To see which of them would gain this lady 
Great protestations unto her made. 

The youngest brother was a bold sea cap1ain 
Sailed on the brave Tiger man-o ' -war, 

The other he was a bold lieutenant 
He being head barrister of O"Connor's law. 

3 The youngest brother being a bold sea captain 
Great protestations to her did make 

That he would venture both life and fortune, 
Both life and fortune all for her sake. 

This lady soon found a way to try him, 
She ordered her coachman for to prepare 

Saying, - I'll be there bytimes tomorrow 
And all those nobles I will meet there. 

4 She arose the next morning 
Early by the break of day, 

She ordered her coachman for to get ready, 
To the Tower of London they drove away. 

And when she came to the Tower of London 
She threw her fan in the lions' den 

Saying, - Whoever wants now to gain a lady 
They will bring to me back my fan again. 

5 Then out bespeaks the bold sea captain 
Just like a man was distre ssed in mind 

Saying, - In the war I was ne'er a coward , 
For to face the foe I was well inclined, 

But to venture in through wild beasts and tigers 
My life would be at an endless cost, 

So there when I will not venture my life 
Some other champion must gain your love. 

6 Then out bespeaks the bold lieutenant 
With voice like thunder both loud and high 

Saying, - Here am I that will man lie venmre 
For to bring to you back your fan or die. 

He pulled the scabbard from off his rapier 
And he manly ventured those lions all, 

With valiant action and mild behav iour 
Two of those lions he soon made fall. 

7 And when the rest they saw him so daring 
Down at the conqueror's feet they lay; 

He stooped down - he was quick on motion -
Gathered up his fan and made no delay . 

This young lady she stood trembling 
And not one word unto them cou ld say 

For she was waiting there every moment 
To sec him becoming the lions' prey. 

8 And when this lady she saw him coming 
And unto him was no harm done 

With open arms she did embrace him 
Saying, - Take the prize, love, that you havew 

She raised him up then from third lieutenant 
And she made him admiral o ·er the Blue; 

Tha t v<::ry same night those two got married , 
See what the powers of love can dot 

Thi s story circulated in European literature from the sixteenth century, though in 
most literary versions the hero sharply rejects the lady for putting his life 'at an 
endless cost' - needlessly in danger. The popular ballad had no room for such a 
conclusion, and attributed the reproach to a faint-hearted rival evidently invented 
for the purpose . It thus achieved a narrative the amazing popularity of which is due 
partly to its 'self-parody ing' character. Dating from the eighteenth century, it first 
appears in that per iod in an eccentric version of no less than 55 verses which enhance 
the lieutenant's valour by having him previously lose a leg in the wars!- Harvard no. 
780. 

The conclusion has variations distributed on an approximately national basis. The 
full text survives well in Scotland and to some extent in Ireland: it describes the 
lieutenant's promotion by the king, who shows no chagrin at the slaying of his lions 
(FGHL). Eddie, like his brother Robert, shortens this narrative in an unusual way 
by means of an abridgement which still shows in the melodic treatment of v. 7-8: see 
Notes . To explain the lady's power to promote the lieutenant herself, Eddie 
commented after one o f his renditions: "She be tae be a big heifer .' In English 
versions , and also in J, on the other hand , a more abrupt truncation of the story is 
made at an earlierpo in1 ( = 8.4), reflecting popular printed editions like A which cut 
the text to save space. This curtailment has been attenuated by American versions; 
most of these add to the truncated text a lyric verse in which the unsuccessful suitor 
retires expressing grief. 
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27. The farmer's daugh ter 
Eddie Butcher 1966 

H 
Oh - , the' were a farm•er's daugh•n•ter And ehe long•ed for a bab • y 

rJ F . 
And - - she rowl,ed up a big grey hen And she put 1t in, to the crad • le oh • . . 

q LJjqz ' 
Aye she rocked and aye she sung and aye she rocked the er , ad , le 

,. ,. ,. rl n fa I ~ ~ H I ,, n DJ j,..,) ~ - - - ~J .r •• 
Say•in ' If it waa•nae for your big lang neb I would gie ye a draw o' the didd •y oh. 

Oh, there were a farmer's daughter 
And she longt!d for a baby 

And she rollCd up a big grey hen 
And she put it into the cradle oh. 

Aye she rocked and aye she sung 
And aye she rocked the cradle 

Saying, - !fit wasnae for your big lang neb 
I would gie ye a draw of the diddy oh. 

The snatches whic h comprise nos 17, 19 and 27 are all sung by Eddie Butche r to the 
same spr ightly air, most common ly called 'The rose tree' . Though they include 1he 
remnant of at least one full-length song (no 19.2). one verse tend s to borrow 
ano1hcr in a sequence upon which unity is impressed merely by the use of a melody 
a~nouncing c~mic intent. So far as we know, ·~he farmer 's daughter' is complete in 
e ight lines. It 1s sung i.'1 the same way in its native Scotland, where the girl rolls her 
'faither'sgreyhou nd ' in a 'plaidie' and longs 10 •kiss( itsJgabbie ' (B).For these 'loose 
vcrscs'secp.24 . 
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28. The Faughan side 
Edd ie Butcher 196 1 

Spoken: She's ready for the music now?- Yes . 

Eac.h - bush and cree•a they- 109 -nk'd so gay and- IIIE'a-dows in --- their- prime; 

The- black-bird and --- the- gol•ding thrush- they tune-a th,eir notes--- so- gay, 

C Jl Ji~~ r· r I u r J J ~ I ,1 • µ ;i I J. 1 •• I ,J ,., I J j ~ i J,U1 ~ 
Oh, but still- I have--- a n , o,i,tion- of goin' Am,er,i- cay. 

Oh, a stream like crystal it runs down, it's rare for to be seen, 
Where there you' ll see the Irish oak 1rimmed with the ivy green ; 
The shamrock, rose and thistle and the lily too beside 
They do flourish all together, boys, along the Faughan side. 

2 If you but seen this lovely place all in the summer time 
Each bush and tree they looked so gay and meadows in thei r prime ; 
The blackbird and the golden thrush they tune their no tes so gay, 
O h, but still I have a notion of going to America. 

3 Farewell unto this lovely place, from it I mean to roam 
To leave my friends in Ireland, my own dear Irish home, 
Fa rewe ll unto my comrades all and the place where they reside 
For many a pleasant day we spe nt along the Faughan side. 

4 l t"s about th ree mile from Derry to the bridge of Drumahoe 
Where there I spent some happy nights, I would have yous all to know , 
Where lambs do sport, fair maids do court and sma ll fish gently glide, 
In the blooming spring small birds does sing along the Faughan side. 

5 The leaving of this lovely place it grieves my hea rt full sore 
But the parting with my own wee girl it grieves me ten times more: 
If eve r I return again I will make her my bride . 
I will roll her in my arms down along the Faughan (spoken) side. 

This is a favourite of Eddie 's and was among the first songs he sang me and the very 
first one we recorded. For one of those 'topographical lyrics' which abound in 
Anglo- Irish, it is unu sually economical and well made . The Faughan river flows into 
Lough Foyle o n the east side of Derry city. The on ly printed version I have see n is 
Henry 's Co. Antrim one dating from 1935, when the song must have been on ly a 
ge neration or two old. Edd ie's version and the Antrim one are textually close . 
Recently , 1he song has been taken up by groups performing traditional mus ic in 
Ulste r . See a lso no 39, commentary. 
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29. Finvola, the gem of the Roe 
The gem of the Roe 

Eddie Butcher 1%1 

im'"f·'&;:;1-r;-.m )lq /! "ih !,..,; ) ) 1 .i z 
1 In•e th•e land of- - O'Ca•han - where- the dark moun•taina rise, 

Plr r P IJJ h ·:1 I J) , i 

O'er•e cheirrugg,ed- topa- sty •e cloud - flies, 

n 1r n d 1n),,pr 1r·~-1l;,) !nl 1 
Deep•e sunk in - that - vall - ey a - - f a ir - rose•e did grow 

And - they called - her Fin , vol - a, the gem of - the Roe, 

> 

qJ ~ I ,=J· J, ,, ) i )J) " : ~ Ji") , i J 
• I And - they called - her Fin,vol - a, the gem of - the Roe . 

In the land or O'Cahan where the dark mountains rise, 
O'er their rugged lops where the dusty cloud flies, 
Deep sunk in that valley a fair rose did grow 
And they called her Finvola, the gem of the Roe, 
And they called her Finvola. the gem of the Roe. 

2 From the Fai r isle of Scotland appeared in my view 
A lad clad in tartan as plain as it's true, 
With the star on his breast and unslung was his bow 
And he sighed for Finvola, the gem of the Roe, &c. 

3 No more up the mountain our maidens shall hie 
Where wind the cold cheek that bedims the blue eye, 
In silent affection our sorrow will flow 
Since gone is Finvola, the gem of the Roe, &c. 

The 'land of O'Cahan' centres on the district of Limavady and Oungiven, with which 
the song is associated. The text first appears, to my knowledge , in a book by 
Archiba ld M'Sparran, who was a native of Drumsum near Oungiven and died in 
America in 1848. M'Sparran may have been the author of the poem: neither its text 
nor Eddie's air, taken straight from one of Moore 's Melodies, has much traditional 
character. Yet the local esteem in which the song is held earns it a place here: seep. 
I~. M'Sparran tells us that Finvola O'Cahan married a McDonnell of the Isles and 
die~ in Scotland in the early fourteenth century. Her body was brought home and 

t%1

:it ~~~: :t~~ r~~ynt:~ni'oa~: ~~;r,T::1~!~~:~~~ ~•~a~!~~~!:~~~e
0
~it:r~ 
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30. Free and easy to jog along 
To m Ande rson 1969. [Eddi e Butcher 196 1] 

1 Oh, it's of - my - ram - b l es I'm goin' - sing 

r rri r ,C.: ~-, 
Like y black bird spring 

When th e sun o u t for to . • ble s s the l • and 

l am free . nd ea - ay to - jog a - long. 

Oh, it' s of my rambles I'm go ing to sing 
Lik e any blackbird o r thrush in spring ; 
Wh en lhe sun co mes ou t for 10 bless the land 
I am free and easy to jog alo ng. 

2 Th e first place we land ed was on Ballantra e 
About d tree miles distant from Biscay Bay 
And they sat me down there to sing a song, 
I was free and easy to jog along. 

3 The next place we landed was on Glasgow Green 
Where lads and lasses were to be see n 
And I was the gayest amongs t the throng , 
I was free and easy to jog along. 

4 I had not tra ve lled but a very short space 
When a bonny wee lassie smiled in my face 
And she says 10 me , -A re you a married man ? 
- No, I'm free and easy to jog a long. 

5 I took my love down into yonder inn 
Where we drunk porte r , strong a le and gin 
And she pre ssed on me to jo in hea rt and hand 
A nd forget ' Free and easy 10 jog along' . 

6 - Oh no , my wee lassie, such thing s couldn't be , 
I hav e too k a no tion to cross the sea; 
When a man gets mar ried his race is run, 
Bu t I'm free and easy to jog alo ng . 

7 (Do you see yon sirea ms how the y gently glide ? 
The y can go no furthe r than they are allowed , 
Th ey ca n go no fu rther than they get command , 
Bu t I am free and easy fo r to jog alo ng.] 

A ve rsion in the Northern Cons titution is the only printed one I know ; the English 
broads ide 'Free and easy' in, for exa mp le, L : LR 271 a 2, II 72, is a different song. 
Th e No rthern Co n.stituzion gives Tom' s six verses, but the Butchers add a seve nth 
with an image well suit ed to Magilligan , wher e "The high grounds in the par ish are 
suppl ied with num erous and exce llent sp rings, which gush out from the mountain '. -
OS I. Mention o f Ballantrae and Glasgow is hard ly enoug h to make the song 
Soonish , wh ile the rhyme along impl ied, though not used, by the Magilligan ve rsions 
in v. I , 4, 5, 7, is ju st as accep tabl e in Ulster as in Scotla nd . II is evide ntly a fai rly la te 
nine teent h-ce ntu ry song which has ado pted a com mon traditiona l air . 
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31. The good ship Cambria 
Cha rl ie Somers 1969 

e.r1r r rr :JIJ-i 
l You-hou l -r1 1h •men- both one and all, wher-ev,er you - m••Y be , 

t p J.• n vu ~ 

,a 1~ · r r r p l1·dr u 11r r fr; I J 1 
I t's- raise your vo •ic e in so•rra now and,e murn a l ,ong - with me 

'JOI~,£& ; ..sNI; r E G iR r r1•1PIJ,1111 ~ 
With a hunn -e rd an' ae-ven , cy n.ine on boar d bo u,n' for t he SMm-roek shor e, 

You Irishmen both one and all, whereve r you may be , 
l l's raise you r voice in sor row now and mourn along with me 
For 1he loss of our good ship Cambria that has sunk to rise no more 
With a hundred and seve nty-nine on boa rd bound for the Shamrock Shore. 

2 On the nint h da y of Octobe r last from New Yo rk we set sail 
On board the gallant Camb ria wi1h a swcc l and pleasanl gale. 

3 For 1en day s and nights we plou ghed the seas, no danger did we fear, 
Unto our nativ e Irish coas ts in sight they did appear. 

4 Both man and boy did loud ly cry,'-O ur toi ls and troub le's o'e r , 
We'll short ly meet our loving friends around the Sham rock Shore . 

5 Then down be low we all did go to wail for morning clear, 
When a dreadful shock against a rock it filled our heart s with fea r . 

6 The passe ngers all ru shed on deck and stormy seas did roa r 
And wome n's cries did reach the skies as they sank to rise no more. 

7 Then fore and aft o ur seamen rushed, but fiercely rolled the tide, 
- Hands stand clear ! fou r boats we re hoist and launched across the side . 

8 Both men and women they were filled with sorrow, I dep lore, 
But only one survivor eve r reac hed the Sham rock Shore. 

9 Well, it's grief and sorro w may prevai l when the news spread far and wide 
That our gallant Cambria of New York had sunk bcnea lh the tide. 

IO When our good ship she was sinking fast and far from ea rthly a id 
The reverend father Bain on the deck he kneelc d and prayed 

11 To He that ru les both sea and land these precio us lives to save 
And all his faithful followers: a ll sunk benea th the wave. 
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12 Oh, there 's many's the widow and her child in sorrow may deplore 
And sisters weep and mothers mourn for friends they'll never see more. 

13 But Armagh, Tyrone and Derry and the county Donegal, 
Cavan , Antrim does lament its loss both one and all; 

14 Sligo, Mayo in grief and woe, while Galway does deplore 
For the wreck of the Cambria passenger that has (spoken) sunk to rise no more . 

On the night of 15 October 1870 the Crown and Anchor line steamer Cambria from 
New York foundered off Malin Head on Inishtrahull (or according to Bonner p.244 
on the nearby Garrive isles) . The circumstances of the wreck were much as the song 
describes them. 'The vessel, it appears , which was under sail and steam, and 
proceed ing at a rap id pace , struck on lnnistrahull, a dangerous island, guarded with 
lighthouses . . The vessel immediately commenced to fill, a tremendous hole 
hav ing been made in he r bonom.' - Annual register: /870, London 1871, II 124-7. 
Passengers were bound for Derry, Glasgow and Liverpool. The song was composed 
soon after the event in no rthwest Ireland - if we judge from 2.1 and from the coun ties 
that 'lament' in 13-14- but perhaps not in lnishowen itself in view of the absence of 
any localizing comment. 
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32. The green fields of America 
The emigrant's farewell 

Tom Anderson 1969 

g J- 6' Ji r I r fr h I ir r r;. j I J Ji r-i 11 J J 
1 Fare.well to old . - l ,r e•land , the land - of my child• 'ood, 

Now an' for - ev·er I am short - goin ' to leave, 

I 7 

--Fare·well to the shore where the sham·r·ock ' s a · dor - tin ', 

It 's• e th·e bright pl •ace of pl-eas •ur e and the home• of the brave. 

And it v,ould bruk ■,7!,eart for toh u•hube -hin'•• 

Farewell to o ld Ire land, the land of my child hood, 
Now and forever I am shortly going to leave, 

Farewell to the shore where the shamrock's adorting, 
It' s the bright place of pleasure and the home of the brave. 

2 It 's hard 10 be forced from the lands that we do live in, 
Our houses and our farms we are obliged 10 sell, 

To wander away amongst wild Ind ians and strangers 
For to seek out a comfon for our children to dwell. 

3 I hae a wee lassie , I fain would take her with me, 
Her dwelling -place at present lies in the county Down , 

And it would break my heart for to leave her behind me , 
Oh, so we will roam together this wide world around . 

4 So come away Betsy , my ain blue-eyed wee lassie, 
Bid fa rewell to your mother , love, and then come with me , 

I will do my endeavour to keep your swee t mind cheery, 
O h, to we reac h 1he green fie lds of America . 

S Our good sh ip she's lying below Lo ndonderry 
To bear us away over that wide swe lling sea, 

May the heave ns be her pilot and grant her fre sh breezes, 
Oh, to we reach the green fie lds of Ame rica. 

6 We'll get brandy in New Quebec at ten cents a quart, boys , 
Rum in New Brunswick a penny by the glass, 

We'll get wine in that litt le town you call Montrea l 
And so inn after inn we will drink as we pass. 
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7 So fill us a bumper of strong wine, ale and brandy, 
We'll each drink a health, oh, 10 them we left on shore 

And we'll each drink a health to our friends in dear old Ireland, 
So we will plough the green fields of America. 

A broadside song wi1h 1his title is still sung beginning 'Farewe ll to the land of 
shillelagh and shamrock'; the two are similar in form, style, mo1ivation, even 
melody, yet quile distinct in matte r. The broadside speaks more bitterly of 
opp ression, failure of trade and hunger; lhe Magilligan song looks like a mitigated 
Ulsler adaptation ofit. In 1969, Tom had no trouble recalling this cohe rent version of 
seven quatrains, which he attributed to his fa1her, grandfather, and a neighbour Jim 
Kane (cf. A). But already in 1954 Eddie Butcher knew of a text nearly twice as long 
(B), which he had 1ried to restore in 1966, producing a collaborat ive fragme nt wi1h 
his sister-in-law Maria and bro ther John. Again in 1969 I recorded a col\abora1 ive 
version, short but complete, from his nephew Roben and himself: all the l966ve rses 
with four others no1 sung by Tom, see Notes. Robert began solo and was disposed 10 
slOp at Tom's v. 5, bul Eddie had joined him in this verse and wentonw i1hout him 10 
sing Tom's v. 4, not yet sung. After this Robert re-entered and sang v. 6 without 
Eddie and the improvised antiphony concluded with v. 7 in duet. 
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33. Gree ncastle shore 
The shamrock shore Paddy 's green shamrock shore 

Jo hn Fleming 1%9, [anon. 19S4] 

Be•in' fa• v • oured by a plea - sane ga•le sure we soon reached Mo - vile bay; 

Fresh- ·wa - ter there aome twen - ty co .na our brave ca-ptain took -

Ulu&!t?; pjn:ttitr) ~lr:,d,, N l!P 
Least- we- would wa • nt go•in' to Sai•nt John's- far from - Ct'een •ca•atle shore. 

N-@Y,,_, • t. r I i n n 
M>U, I'dn,on e.of -,- .....,_ 

From De rry quay we sailed away all on rhe eighth of May, 
Being favoured by a pleasant gale sure we soon reached Movi lle bay; 
Fresh wa1er there some twenty tons our brave captain iook on store 
Lest we would want go ing to St John's far from Greencastle shore. 

2 All safe o n boa rd, the anchor weighed and he r head it swung toward s the sea 
Whi le the sun shone o'er Benevenagh rock most glo rious to see; 
Greencastle's lovely church and fort it is them I still adore , 
Oh, many's the pleasant day I spent on far G recncastle shore. 

3 [From sce ne to scene my fond eye roved over moun1ain, hill and da le 
Till resting on dear Walworth's groves , well ta lked by Drumnamail ; 
My agonizing heart did swe ll, my soul was troubled sore 
Viewing these scenes I left beh ind upon Greencastle shore . 

4 - Oh Ballyke lly, beloved spot, it's must we part? I cr ied, 
It's must I leave that lovely place where friends reside s galore, 
Friends of my hear t , and must we par t perhaps to meet no more? 
You r memory still will wann my heart far from Greencastleshore. 

5 At twelve o'clock we came in sight of famous Malin Head, 
Inishtrahu ll far to the west rose out of ocean's bed; 
A grander sight now met my eyes I ne'er had saw before 
Was the sun going dow n 'twixt sea and sky far from Greencastle shore. 

6 But then a dreadful storm arose, the waves like mountain s roll, 
Blue lightning flashed on every side and rushed from pole to pole; 
Regardless both of winds and waves and hoarse loud thunder roa red 
Our gallant crew the tempest braved far from Greencas1le shore .] 

7 Ne~! morning we were all seasick and not one of us was free, 
Qune he lpless on my berth I lay, I'd not one 10 pity me; 
No fathe r kind nor mother dear that would raise my poor heart so re, 
I'd none of my own to hea r me mourn far from Greencastle shore . 

87 



8 But then we reached that far-off shore in four•and- 1hirty days 
A nd at the drinking of a parting glass we all took our separate ways; 
I clasped each comrade by the hand, I knew we would meet no more , 
Oh then I cried for my absent friends along far Greencastle shore. 

9 \To Capta in Harrison we owe our grateful thanks indeed, 
A manly crew was never slow 10 help us in ou r needs; 
With a flowing glass we'll drink his health and toast it o'er and o'er. 
May he in safety always pass to and from Greencastle shore.] 

A manuscript text I noted at Magilligan in 1954 is long and full of local colour: v. 3-6 
and 9 are intercala1ed from it into John's four-verse text. More recentl y, only short 
text s have turned up which omit most of the local references: a less 'heavy' version of 
the song de riving from 1he long version bur better suited to wide circulation. Henry , 
who published the only or her long version in 1927, said tha1 one of his informant s had 
learnt the song fifty years prev ious from an octogenarian who had go1 it in his turn 
from the author ·a man named McLaughlin of Ballykelly'. This information is more 
plausib le than his curious ensui ng statement that in Articlav e the song ·was first sung 
in 1827 by an Inishowen ploughman· Whatev er the circumstances, it is evidently a 
local composition which has been adapted in recent times to general Irish usage . 

The sailing ship was one of those which plied between Derry and Canadian ports in 
th e firs1 half of the nine.teenth century . Captain Harri son, otherwise unknown , 
recei ves a testimonial in verse recalling those newspaper no tices in which passengers 
safely arriving in the New World would recommend in glowing terms the 'humanity' 
of their captain. 
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34. Here 's a health to the company 
Lizzie O' Hara 1969 

~ l • ll! 

@11i J ';,1, • Jk,, Jn IJ r11r1r~ 7 
He re's a health to thee eo111,p' ny and - one to my laB8 - , 

r 1c::/r (r l 
We will drlnlt and - be - men • y all out of - e i.:, • one - glas s , 

,/ Ji! J-1 J J Id J n I J r u •r I r 1 
We will drink and - be merr . y all - grief to - frain 

Jr-, I JJJ IJ 
For we may or, e might- nev , e r all• • 111 • eet here a • gain, 

Here's a health to 1hc compan y and one to my lass, 
We will drink and be merry all out or one glass, 
We will drink and be merry all grief to refrain 
For we may or might never all mee t here again. 

Two or thre e verses usually ac:company this refrain and evo ke the occas ion as an 
emigrant's departure. The song is qui1c well known in the nor1hem counties of 
Ire land , and with varying text has been noted in Canada and in Scotland , where it 
was perhaps composed. 
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35. The hillman 
The Connaugluman Our good man The seven drunken nights &c 

Jo hn Fleming 1969 

itv,: r~ b-1WOIN f', :m 
1 Oh, w in comes the hill - man an ' in comes he, 

Ther e's a c:oa- t on the peg- , that's wher e hi& ought to be -- ; 

, 1 r F4J F ,rr _,-I n r ; n 
He says to his 1 . iv . in' wi fe, I' m eom• in' , ah· , s ays she, 

Oh-, who br •ought that coat he •r e with• out the 1-eave o ' me? 

p l.i n ~J' u I ioy#-,;•r 
2 Oh, you ou l blin - cripp.le, yea , an' blinn , er may ye be! 

Don'tyouaeethat'eablan ·k et that me moth·er sent to me - - ? 

It's miles I have era - velled an ' thou , s ands ' n' mor e 

Butbutt' •naona blan , ketaurelnev•et seen be , fore . 

Oh, ..tio brougM tMt hor H here - wlth•(out) 
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Oh, in comes the hillman and in comes he, 
The re's a coat on the peg, that's where his ought to be; 
He says to his living wife, - I'm coming, sir, says she, 
- Oh, who brought tha1 coat here without the leave ofme? 

2 - Oh, you ou l blin cripple, yea, and blinner may you be! 
Don't you see that's a blanket that my mother sent to me? 
- It's miles I have trave lled and thousands and more 
But buttons on a blanket sure I never seen before. 

3 Well, in comes the hillman and in comes he , 
A hat on the peg where his own ought to be; 
He calls on his living wife, - I'm coming, sir, says she, 
Saying, - Who brought that hat here without the leave of me? 

4 -Oc h , you oul blin cripple, yea, and blinner may you be! 
Don 't you see that' s a chamber tha1 my mother sent to me? 
- lt"s miles now I've travelled and thousands and more 
But sure ribbons on a chamber, well, I never seen before. 

5 Well, in comes the hillman and in comes he, 
There's trousers on the bed-peg where his own ought to be; 
He calls on his living wife, - I'm coming, sir, said she, 
Saying, - Who brought those trousers here without the leave of me? 

6 - Oh, you oul blin cripple, yea, and blinner may you be! 
Can' t you see that 's a bolster that my mother sent 10 me? 
- It's miles now I've travelled and thousands and more 
But a double-barrelled bolster, well, I never seen before. 

7 Well, in comes the hillman and in comes he, 
There 's a horse in the stable where his own ought to be; 
He calls on his living wife, - I'm coming, sir, says she, 
- Oh, who brought that horse here without the leave of me? 

8 -Oh , you ou l blin cripple, yea, and blinner may you be! 
Can "t you see tha!'s a breeding sow my mother sent to me? 
- It's miles now I've trave lled and thousands and more 
But a saddle on a breeding sow I never seen before. 

9 Well, in come the hillman and in comes he, 
There's a man in the bed, thal' s where he ought to be; 
He calls on his living wife, - I'm coming, sir, says she, 
- Who brought this man here without the leave of me? 

10 - Och, you oul blin cripple, yea, and blinner may you be! 
Can't you see that' s a baby doll my mother sent to me? 
- h is miles now I've traveUed and thousands and more 
Bui a bea rd on a baby doll I never seen before. 
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Lizzie O' Hara 1969 

In step6 the Conn . 6ught • llllln an ' in step6 me 

Call , ing on the mis , tress, I'm com , in' , sir, said 6he . 

1
1i' u r" r r ; 

Who put the coat 'n the bed where min e ought to be? 

ill r 
Oh, it ' s blin' lllllY you, sill,y clown, an' blin' •e r IIIBY you be! 

Do you not see it's a blan-ltet that my 1110t h•e r aent to me? 

J,1~ ,1. i .J'M ·.1•1 r, P r, ~ ff: 
I've trav , e lled th i a coun•tr -y three thous,and milea an' 1110re-

And butt ' •na on a blan,ket I nev•er , aw be - fore. 

In steps the Connaughtma n and in steps me 
Call ing on the mistress, - I'm coming, sir, said she. 
- Who put the coat 'n the bed where mine ought lo be? 
-O h, it's blind may you, silly clown, and blinder may you be! 
Do you nol see it's a blanket thal my molhersent to me? 
- I've travelled this country three thousand miles and more 
And buttons on a blanket I never saw before . 

92 

ij 



Eddie Butcher 1966 

heid where my oul heid should be? 

Well, ye oul fool, ye damned fool, you're blind, don't you see 

That it's a head of cabb -age that me lll(lth . er sent to me. 

Well I hae trav,elled through this coun-u-y - rhis aev-en years and more 

And hair u . pon s cabb•age head I nev•er saw be - fore. 

- Oh whose oul heid is that ou l heid where my ou l heid should be? 
-We ll, you oul fool, you damned fool, you·re blind, don't you see 
That it's a head of cabbage that my mother sent to me . 
- Well , I hae travelled through this couniry this seven years and more 
And hair upon a cabbage head I never saw before. 

Probabl y the best known of ea rly comic ba llads, 'O ur goodman' was adapted into 
Irish. used in a folktale as an ostensib le lullaby, and rejuvenated in the Anglo-Irish 
day-by-day enumerative version of the ·sev en drunken nights' (BCH/OR). It is 
unlikely , however, that an older adaptation in a differenl spirit was traditional in 
Ireland: the ScolS 'Jacobite' version in which the wife hides her cousin McIntosh 'a 
Hielan rebel' in the bed. Henry nevertheless published a te,i:I of it, which he seems to 
have taken from a Scots printed source, with an air obtained in Magilligan (D).Our 
North Derry te,i:ts are scantily preserved , but 1he diversity of airs used in lhe district 
indicates the ballad's popularity there: a popular ily certainly attributable to Scots 
in0ucnce. 
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36. I long for to get married 
The young men The cherry tree 

Eddie Bu1cher 1966 

j J.a ss-,, 

d ~ 1--r ~ I r ,·I ro ; I , G In ~±!IQ t l .,,, I • .i., • 
1 I long fo r to ge t man: - - ied , s u re I did - i t a ll my life -, 

I l•o n g fo r to - ge t marr·i ed , I will go - a nd co ur t a w.if e - ; 

I wi ll go , I 'll marr y her a n d th e n I' ll brin g her home , 

r ,·1,•;~•1fn.1i ~·17 71 r,d l ~ JI.-IH ~ 
• RI # 

- Sure, t will t a ke t h ee- that will t a ke me for f e ar that 1 wo uld get no ne . 

I long for to ge1 married, sure I did il all my life, 
I long for to get married , I will go and court a wife; 
I will go, rll marry her and then I'll bring her home 
- Sure I will take thee that will take me for fear that I would get none . 

2 The cherry tree's a lovely 1ree when it full buds and blows 
And so is every young man when he a-courting goes; 
With not a penny in his purse he'll curse and swear , he'll vow 
That he's got houses and free lands to bring a fair maid to. 

3 So now the y are got married, he's brought her home to sorrow , 
The land it is to purchase and the money it is to borrow; 
He'll set her in 1he comer where she may cry her fill 
By drinking the ale that she drank last by 1aking her own free will. 

This rare song of eviden t British or igin has turned up in Scotland and Australia. It 
might be thought that a story was missing after v. I, but the 01her versions do not 
contain one either. Even the exchange between the urgent suitor and the too easily 
suited girl does not appear in A . Gloomy reflections are the main subje ct of the brief 
and pointed piec e. They use lyric and prov erbial metaphors of old tradition; in a 
fifteenth-century farce, for examp le, a woman invites her prospective husband to 
bed where he will take pleasure 'drinking what he has brewed' -G. Cohen Recueif de 
farces fram;aises intdites Camb ridge, Mass ., I 949, p. 56. 
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T ll i,; 

Enniskillen Dra goons. 
A l>E-amiful dam «, l offa,n e and ,eno ,rn , 

~•fl•~:~l~~~:n~~ dl~~t•;~;4:~~•tl~.":~ ,i,•;:•;u\
0~.~id 

Sheoton.. l 011 her co~d,10$ec th e Dr>K OOll! OII 
p~rade. 

~JJ::i ;:;~ a_~,t;~:-:t::t:g i::~l~~J:e•~,:r :hei, 
caral,111 gun , . 

WiU1theit silver-mnun1edpi.iol• •h~ ol>6e.-W 
d1e,n l ull"°" " 

Be.:au1c •h• l •he lov"d her ~:nni 1kill,•11 J r-~,:oon 

You br_i,i;ht ~ons of ~la"' 1h_a1 , 1,ind on !he right 

~~:;~'!;:r :1::•,:~; Z{-,~;;s;~u•;;~v~·;j~i.~,,f.,11 

To .,uve iu ,he Ropl Enni; kill" ' Ur,:oon. 
0 Ik au1iful f1o•••J'o~ r pu d"" l cr•ve, 

~~,7,al'.~,::.: •cl::: .} : ;:~h
1::1;::u11

~,:·: ;.,.;,,;; an,l 

.f or fu r rh.i you'd wed your Enni.~itle n dra-
goon. 

0 WillJ, du re• t Willy nu ~r n1i<1J "·hat th e cry 
For childred are bouuJ 1he11 pa•~"11too l..,y, 
When we' re leaving Ireland 1he1 'll all cha11ge 

theirt une 
Saying th e Lord m•y he with you tl1e Enn11 

kiUen dr•goon 
Far ewell tnn i1ki!len br ~• elt for a ,.hi 1e, 

~~.·:,:1:1:·-::.:11;;1~~-:.0::;.;~ ~!~·;; r:1rr,:.;:tn, 
And tbz;~~ elcome home ,1bl Uluisk..illeu 

95 

·Th eE nn iskille n dragoon s"· 
mid•nine teenth-ce ntu ry 
broadside edition(no38A 
·Thelnni skillingdragoo n") 



37. India's burning sands 
The Paisley offic er The village pride Henry and Mary An n 
Bli1he and bonn y Scotland 

Bill Quigley 1969 

; if~·r:rn-ri I r' f fil F' 1 El I J. 1 PI i : J I @·· O!t~f 
1 I n blithe- and bo - nny fair Sc.oc · land whe r e - blue - bella the r e- do- grow-

~ ~ t •.. , ~ '9 ,! • · , 1 > • > J I J, r J I (IIH I C II p I P E-' i F P r I t 61 di' I Nr 1 
hTh- er e dwelt a f a ir- -.:1' , c.0111t.. 1, ie maid down- 1n, • y . on va ll • ey 1, ov• 6', 

L • ' > 9 ,_ ~- J 
1 Jl&,, lu 't 1F r 1ffnr 1rH 1 lffufd? 1 

The whole - long day - , he her• ded sheep - al • ong - the banks- of Cl• yde -

And a l·though her- lot and ' e r cot · • w•a a poor ah e waa ca ll'd• • th•e vill•age - pr•ide-, 

4:1 , of. l , JU 

~ 8·•~rlH ' lr'O'lr ,1lr1 l l JJJll ,. n !aj, • 
kn, - 111 lkn • r•J U M to• llo,r - y - , hh hHn • o•pp r ut K• • v•1t h • t .,,,,., _ 

In blithe and bon ny fair Scotland where bluebells the re do grow 
Th ere dwelt a fa ir and comeli e maid down in yon valley low, 
Th e whole long da y she herded sheep along the ba nks of Clyde 
And although her lot and her col was poo r she was called the village pride. 

2 An office r from Paislie lown rode out for 10 fowl one day 
And wander ing by lhese lone lie dells where Mary 's conag c lay 
A long and lovi ng look he took, gazed on her form so fair 
A nd he wondered 10 see such a fair flowe r had grew and flourished there . 

3 Andoftentimes he had came that way and many's a visit paid, 
Th e flattering tongue of 1his young man soon won the village maid ; 
A lon e 1ogether 1hey did roam 1hrough man y's a hill and vale , 
No longue could lell how love could stea l lhose gent le hou rs away. 

4 Th en Henry came 10 Mary , his hean opp ressed with woe, 
Saying , - Mary , lovely Mary , far from you l must go; 
Our regiment has received the rout and I must give command , 
I mu s I forsa ke these lonelie dells for India ·s burning ~nd . 

5 - Oh Henry, dearest Henry , it grieves me for to part, 
I wish that we had a-been married for I love you in my heart; 
O h Henry , deare st Henry, you are my heart 's desire 
And as your servan t I will go , dressed up in men 's attire . 

6 Then he ma rched her down th rough Pais lie town and much they wondered !here 
To see such a fine recru it he 'd gol , so comelie , young and fair ; 
Th e lad ies a ll adm irCd her as she stood on parad e 
But little !hey knew lhal a soldier 's cloak concea led such a oomelie maid . 
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7 Then they soon sailed over the raging sea for India's burning sand, 
No tongue could tell what Mary bo re on India's foreign land, 
And when she found that he r strength gave way her woe she tried to hide 
And turning round and smiling, young Henry by her side. 

8 Young Henry fought righ1 manfully till a bullet pierced his side, 
He never flinched from his post, it's where he fought he died; 
She picked him from his bleeding gore and in her arms pressed 
And as she stoope d for to heal his wounds a bullet pierced her breast. 

9 When she received this fatal blow she sank unto the ground 
And in the arms of her true love young Mary she was found 
And as these couple lived and loved till death they done the same 
And as their true heart' s blood run cold mixed up in one red stream. 

10 Then come all you maids of fair Scotland wherever you may be, 
Respect the name of Henry by eithe r land or sea 
And if you meet a soldier lad just take him by the hand 
And think on Mary·s royal task on India's (spoken) burning sands. 

Spoken: There you are now. 
Tilly Quigley: You should have sung that out. 

This song is common in Canada and various American States, particu larly of the 
northeast; one Amer ican MS text goes back to 1884. There are broadsides from 
Durham and Manchester. Oddly enough I have seen no references to Scots versions. 
Our fullest refe rences come from the northern half of Ire land. Henry drew on six 
different Derr y and Antrim informants, and we have full versions from two 
Magilligan singers . Perhaps 'India's burning sands' is actually an Irish song in 
disguise ; perhaps the author was an Irishman living in Scotland or the North of 
England. The Irish rhymesame:stream (9.3-4) is on ly a tenuous clue; but the melodic 
tradition seems more Irish than Scots. A somewhat lirerary Ulster song entitled 
'Diarmuid and Mar y' shows stylistic similarity and some textual correspondence (see 
Notes), but not enough to detennine which song borrowed from the other. 

On I May 1926 the Northern Constitution reported that Miss Denne-Parker , from 
Oxford but evidently Scott ish, adjudicating at the Coleraine music festival, gave 
Miss Lily M'G innis of Limavady second prize in the folk-song competition for this 
song, though declaring herself 'not at all sure rhat the poem was worthy of the tune , 
in fact she was afraid she was not in sympathy with it' . 

97 



38. The Inniskilling dragoo n 
Eddie Butcher 1966 . 

a1,lj I, lh ~ J .i J l, 
1 There was a fair lad , y - lived in - - Mon - - agh·an town, r,, 1f r-'r r ; n c" 

A rich - mer•chant ' a daugh•n • of fame and 

As she strayed - by the barr - acks this beau - tt •ful maid 

> 

J .. 1 ~• u. r r.,11, ,i ;"1 1 J 
She watched fro111 her carr•iage• e the dn• ha,goons on par,ade. 

The re was a fair lady lived in Monaghan town. 
A rich merchant's daughter of fame and renown ; 
A s she strayed by the barracks this beau tiful maid 
She watched from her carriage the dragoons on pa rade . 

Fare you well, Enniskillen, fare you well for a while 
And all around the borders of Erin's green isle 
And when the war is over we'll return in full bloom 
And we'll all welcom e home our /nniskilling dragoon. 

2 The dragoons they were dressed up like gent lemen 's sons 
With their brighl shining swords and their carabine guns: 
Their silver-mounted pistols she observed them full soon 
All because that she loved her lnniskill ing dragoon . 

3 - Oh mo1her , dear mo1her , for me do not weep, 
My molher·s kind advice I am going for 10 keep: 
My parents brought me up from a boy unto a man 
And I'm going in defence of my own native land . 

Dragoons - mounted infantry that fought on foot - long enjoyed popularity in folk 
song. The lnniskillings were remembere d for their part in the Wi\liamite campaign, 
when a Hugue not diarist is reponed as writing that he had seen them ·run like masty 
dogs against bullet s· - UJA IV ser. I (1856) 80. An eightee n1h-o:n1ury biographer of 
William's gene ral Schomberg described them, with 'thin linl e nags and the wretched 
dre ss of their riders. half-nak ed with sabre and pistols hanging from thei r belts', as 
looking 'like a horde of Tana rs· - J . G . Simms Jacobi te Ireland , 1685-9 / London 
1969, p. 127. V. 2 paints a different picture : but it refers to a ceremonial occas ion and 
a later dale. 

Irish and British broad side texts of the song are abundant. In a nine1een 1h-century 
'Answer· the hero returns from the war in the role of an initially unrecognized Jover­
L: LR 271 a 2, IV 423. There are adaptations by George Sigerson and Tommy 
Makem. Popu larity has given the song a high degree of melodic and textua l stab ility, 
but Eddie's conclusion is aberrant. A farewell of lovers divided by proud pa rents is 
replaced by a soldie r's farewe ll to his mothe r , taken from another song - see 'The 
sunhy South' in Sharp' II 263, Mackenzie p. 139. 

98 



39. It 's just about ten year s ago 
Jo hn But cher $Cnior 1966 

J .. 1ss- ♦ ! ,. 
;t C r~ I r' ~ % J. I J iftn ,11,? J.J ,21J-

l Oh, it ' a just a •bout ten years ag•o ':' as near- as I could tell 

I - bun· dled u p my clo t hes , un·to my fr ie nds l bid fare-well ; 

l'• goin' a • croaa th e o • eean fo r to see •Y broth -er Jack 

r) n:r I r r .1 J I r r .1 , ~. I -D JJ JJ .1-I d.: 
And - - - - if there ' s an · y cha nce of work I won ' t- be com• i n ' back . 

O h , if s just aboul ten yea rs ago as nea r as I could tell 
I bu ndled up my clo thes, un to my friends I bid fare well: 
- I'm go ing across the ocean for to see my brother Jack 
And if there's any chance of work I won't be coming back . 

2 I j ust possesse d of ninepence and a one-pou nd note 
When I pa id my fare and wro te to Jack for to mee t me a t the boa t ; 
When I we nt there sure I saw Jack and ha lf a doze n mo re 
A ll waving hat s and handk erchief s to welcome me on shore. 

3 Th ey soo n dr ew out the gangwa y plank , as soo n as I rea ched on land, 
Wh en Jack and a ll the o ther boys they took me by the hand 
And fo r to make me happy the remainder o f that da y 
We smugg led Irish whisky in tha t pub along the way. 

4 Th ey soo n pull ed the stiffening out o f my di rty one-pound note, 
When Ja ck and a ll the o ther boys they went and pawned the ir co at ; 
We smugg led tha t and o ther thin gs till eight o' clock at night 
Till every mother's son of us was roari ng blazing tight . 

5 Then next mornin g I stuck in the pin , a jo b I went to seek , 
I'm work ing in the gas-yar d a t e ightee n bob a wee k; 
First I was a ga ffe r but now rm oversee r , 
I'll be owner of the gas-ya rd in abo ut ano ther yea r. 

6 Now Jack and all !he o ther boys are worki ng under me, 
Sure it does no t beco me of th em fo r me to go on the spree; 
But I'll go down into yon inns where the re I'll squen ch my thir st , 
I'll no t forge t the fun we had the night I landed first , 

7 Singing.~ God bless you , Barney, with an ou tstretched hand, 
Yearsagoo' pleasure as we might understan d . 
Years agoo· pleas ure as we might on reca ll 
For Irishme n thr oughou t this world a re b roth ers afte r all. 

fohn recalled learnin g this song from Bob Tra cy, a ' tim ber man ' who brou ght it, with 

~ :e :aa~ ~! 1" :!~~~~~; 2:~d ' : !';!ati~~ijl~n d :; ~ ~r~;7a~:: ~~ ~~~c : ~ ~~h:~:
9
;h'; 

decadence of the ba llad shee t . a fac t which may exp lain why it has remained 
undocu mented. Joh n's and Eddie ·s rend itions scarce ly dive rge in tex t o r melody. 
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40. It 's of a young gent leman 
The seducer owwitted 

Charlie Somers 1969 

' • QH30 nzbt4> 

#.~l h I;; r r I J ; ~ n n I ,~ , , I ;. 71 
r - •·· 

2 Oh, a gen,tle,man and ser,vant maid lived- ne•u· , by this town, 

With ' el" ma, ater and her ■i - nree■ ahe bet the IWI o' fif . ty poun' 

'i n n n .8?'1r r 1 1Q(@ p1 .glJ DJ J.JIJ.d 
That- 1he could valk with thi s - young 111, an through .1'..one,,ome- woods and pl,ain a 

n n ~ nn n n 

11,!J ,)l:0 1 r ucri&J1~ n I J, ~, o-,IJ -- . - . 
And - 1he n•ev,er - could 'er-- w. ag - er till aha - would re · turn - ••gain. 

It 's of a young gentleman in this country did dwell, 
For seducing pretty fair maids the re's few could him excel 
For there never came a fa ir one unto this young man's place, 
Oh, that ever would re turn wi1hout coming to disgrace . 

2 Oh, a gent leman and servan t maid lived nearby this town, 
With he r maste r and her mistress she bet the sum or fifty pound 
That she co uld walk wi1h this young man lhr ough lonesome woods and plains 
And she never 1old her wage r till she wou ld return again. 

3 Oh, it being early the next morning this fair maid she arose 
To see k for rec rea1ion, oh, as she put on her clothes; 
Wi1h a rake upon he r shou lder away then she has gone 
And the one that went to watch her ii was her master's son. 

4 - Oh, good morning to you , fair maid , the gentlema n did say, 
Thi s morning it looks misty, it might make a pleasant da y, 
But ifs lhrough these lonesome mountains together let us stray, 
I should find myself qui1c happy, oh , if with you making hay . 

5 - Oh, let go my hand, kind sir , she said, and stop your making fun , 
Perhaps that you are married and you have your harvest won . 
- Indeed I am not married , believe me, ii is 1rue 
For rll never wed with anyone unless ii is with you . 

6 It is your beau1eousspa rkling eyes that has my heart ensnared 
And if you don't give consent, oh, I will die in despair ; 
Jfyou gran l to me your wishes, oh, I'll give you fifly pound 
And I'll marry you next Sunday when the clergy comes to town . 

7 - If I grant to you my wishes, oh, it wou ld myse lf confound, 
But before I do. kind sir, she said. just pay the money down. 
Oh, he paid her down the firty pound as he thought it was but lent, 
Ay. and for a safe recove ry ii was thi s maid's intent . 
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8 For when she go! the money she carefully pu t it by, 
And pulling it in her pocke t small-clothes he chanced to spy: 
He stood all in amazement, it put him to stand 
For to see that a young girl had turned out 10 be a man . 

9 - Oh, come pay to me my trifling, come pay to me my wealth, 
It's aren't you a man, he says, you do the same yourse lf. 
- Indeed I am a man , said she. for you I am too keen, 
You're so much afraid of shooti ng you will never serve the queen. 

10 Oh, the argument being all in vain she quickly left the spot, 
She went down to 1he river and she jumped into a cot; 
She quickly rowed the litt le boat unto the other side, 
Ay. and smiled, - Indeed, young man, she says, you wish to have a bride. 

11 You may go home, young man, said she, go home, you silly clown, 
And I'll marry you next Sunday when the cle rgy comes to town ; 
You may go home, young man, said she, and mourn for your loss, 
Oh, while I will sport my figure on your (spok~n) easy earned purse . 

For a wage r a girl outwits a Don Juan by pretending to be a man dressed up as a girl; 
the deception puts a novel twist on the theme of the 'Broomfield wager' (Child no 
43), rep lacing magic by cunning. The new ballad is Irish, as one fact makes certain : 
the allusion 10 a cot in 10.2. Cots were small boats used widely for inland and coasta l 
transpor t, and still used excep tionally in Magilligan for fishing and fowling at the 
mou th of the Roe: see p.5-6. But despite its rarity the ballad is not a local one; it came 
from broadsides and was probably composed around 1860 for the Dublin press. 
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41. It was in the Queen 's County 
Eddie Butcher 1966 

i J• lo+ niW" ,,. . 

$@L,1-"Ji 18 J O 1 ~ • •• J P 111-" • " e 10 v i 
l It vas in- the Queen's - Coun.ty I was- ten . der. 1- ie rear . ed -

B Id?) ir n' Hr n n 1 .i , 
Un - t 11 I ar , t ived the age of- n ine-teen; 

nJ l @?J 
Though my par,ent 8 wer e poor they no - on - - 1par . ed 

, PJ• 
For vell ed,u - - ca , a , ted, e with thea, - e I had --- been, 

It was in the Que en 's Co unty I was tcnderlie rear Cd 
Unti l I arrived at the age of nineteen; 

Though my parent s were poo r they no cost on me spa red 
For well educated with them I had been. 

2 For the want of employment I then took a notion 
To sail o'er to Brita in my fortune 10 try; 

With cou rage undaunt ed I crossed the wide ocean, 
Not thinking for murde r here in Scotland to die . 

3 Still thinking in Scotland high wages I would cam 
I wen t across hills for to cut a rai lway; 

I lodged in a place they call the Aghancri ns 
With a man that 's well known and he's !he name of Gray. 

4 It was on a frosty morning on the fourth day of Decembe r 
We got a stran ge ganger the name of Green; 

We had some angry words and so well I remember 
He paid us a ll off there no more to be seen. 

5 Then we all agreed for to give him a bca 1ing 
And off to the bridge there with them I did go ; 

Before it struck daylight on him we stood waiting 
Of ou r bad inte ntion he little did know . 

6 Then as he came fol"Ward those words he repeated, 
- Good mornin g, my friends, we will have a fine day, 

When his skull with a poker it was instantlie broken: 
When the deed it was don e sure we all ran away. 
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7 Then off unto Liverpool where I happened to mention 
What I had done to a false-hearted friend 

And one hundred pounds was for ou r apprehending, 
You will hear how it happened when my song is end' 

8 Six weeks in his house he kept me under cover, 
He solemnlie swore he would ne'er me betray, 

When off unto Greenock he quickly sailed over, 
He got us apprehended 1hat very same day . 

9 Then back unto Greenock a prisoner we were taken 
And bound in strong chains to our trial came on, 

And twenty-one days was allowed for repe n1ance; 
I am sorely grievCd for what I have done. 

10 Pat Rodden, James Ackey and I got one sentence 
A ll for to die on the fourth day of May; 

Since I heard my sen1ence my heart il's near broken, 
Our lime on this world is fast fading away. 

11 Now farewell my friends, for my foes I forgive them, 
I hope all young men will take warning from me; 

For my sad misfortu~e my friends they're all grieving, 
I die at 1he age now of thirty and three. 

Riotou s incidents involving Irish workmen and fann labourers were common in 
nineteenth-century Brita in: a better-known, less lugubrious, song on the subject is 
Eddie's 'Eng lish harvesl' . The present song has not turned up in any other version , 
though it is a •farewell' ballad of sufficient merit to retain interesl when the identity of 
the condemned man is forgotten. Some circums tances might lead to an eventual 
discovery of the occasion described. The 'Aghanerins ' are mystifying, and Liverpool 
has probab ly replaced a less familiar Sconish town . The use of rhyming odd as well as 
even lines is no1eworthy . A piece so well made can hardly have otherwise perished. 
Though undoubledly composed by an Irishman, it may pe rhaps have circulated 
mainly in Scotland. 



42. James McKee 
James Magee 

1%6 

JadO ~ r} r'Ji\ ~ ,.; $m 5l £Sr u 1 ~~, 1 p,0) l -lP i 
1 James - Mc- Kee they·h ey do call m·e, the same 1'11- ne'er de·ny, 

V . ~ • ' n tfll 
u 1UUU 1 r u~r,1FDJ v ~1 :Fr 1 
l was rear·ed w•ith my - grand •moth- er, of me - she·he took great care: 

Six y -ears in•e Ou · blin l was,e taught at . e the a - ea dem - y , 

drt11tm ~ t u·1 ~ q L~'lru-J, J ,IJ,P 
My - learn-in'- would have- served a kn,ight or lord of - high de•gr•ee. 

5:J, af . 6 

~'i:,~~oo~-11 11 ~ 

James McKee they do call me , the same I'll ne'er deny, 
I was reared with my grandmother. o f me she took great care: 
Six years in Dublin I was taught at the academy, 
My learning would have served a knight or lord o f high degree. 

2 My father and my mother died, I had one aunt alive, 
She was married to an Orangeman , with him she did connive; 
She went before the justice my life to swear away 
Still thinking she'd become the heir of all my property. 

3 She went before the justic e and at the green table stood 
Saying, - Good my lord and jurymen, take heed to what I say . 
This is the man who done the wrong , so do not let him shun, 
Last Thursday night at ten o'clock he stole my husband 's gun. 

4 - Oh aunt, he says, God pardon you lest your soul might injured be, 
He says again , - God pardon me lest judged I might be, 
Hesays ,-T hinkon that awful day when on us He will call, 
There ' ll be no lawyers there, nor jurymen, one judge will stand for all. 

S - McKe e, I can't defend you, she has swore so bitterly , 
You must leave your wife and family, you·re bound to cross the sea, 
You must leave your wife and family in sorrow to bewai l, 
You're going to cross the ocean and you' re bound for New South Wale s . 
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6 - It's not my far-off sailing or yet my tedious voyage, 
It's the leaving ofmy little ones before they 're come of age; 
May the cu rse of me and my three babes, my wife and children small 
Light down upon you , Kate McKee, my aunt I shou ld you call. 

7 I had a house both long and broad, six rooms it could afford 
For to entertain a Ribbonman when he was in record 
And when I met an Orangeman I treated him right well, 
But they all pass by and none calls in where James McKee docs (spoken) dwell. 

The few versions. all but one from Ulster, have a consistent air of historicity, but the 
circumstances they sketch have not led to the identity of the characters. Outside our 
district the hero is "called ·James Magee·, except in Moneymore, S. Derry, where 
Henry reported 'James MacLean' - notes lo A. In D Moneymo re is the actual 
setting, the aunt is married to a Ribbonman and the hero is a friend ofOrangemen . A 
good song touching only incidentally on po litics could obviously lend itself to 
pol itica l preferences . Hen ry·s 'neutral' text seems to be the product of editorial 
rewriting, but another singer, singing the song for an unfamiliar audience, 
suppressed the partisan fea tures in exactly the same way: see Notes, 2.2 , 7.2-3. 

The song dates from the early nineteenth century. The Protes tant Orange Order 
was founded in 1795 and the Catholic Ribbon Society was particula rly active round 
1820: see G. Broeker Rural disorder and police reform in Ireland, 1812-1836 London 
and Toronto 1970, p. 12. The strongly formulaic diction includes a line also occurring 
in a Catholic song entitled The Armagh Cross· and da ting from a sectar ian incident 
in 1813: Notes , 4.4 . 
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43. Johnny Doyle 
The lost Johnny Doyle Cloudy town 

Charli e Somers 1969 

J:stoo·»f~j•;to.., .., u 
$@)r · : n r I J. ,,, ) 1 I ,1.tJ ~ ,1 I; 

1 Aye, for I'm a young la - dy most high - l, y in love 

And laid - 111y com . pbinU to the pow - en a - bove 

In hopes that He'll re , lieve - me and heal - all my toil 

For IIIY heart - it ' a a, brea , kin' for y•oung - John,ny Doyle . 

2 It ha - ppened to be on a Sa - tur•day night .. 

/r r1, >z1•11 • I' , i ,In 
Oh, • h• bid her old.., - th •• -h fan- • the. rooadoor, 

U,, - til t t.lbr,ukofd•JdOD 't lat ln JDUl>I Sa,o,.,.,li),-re 

Ay. for I'm a young lady most highly in love 
And laid my comp laints to the powers above 
In hope s 1hat He'll relieve me and hea l all my toil 
Fo r my heart it's a-breaking for young Johnny Doyle. 

2 It happen ed to beon a Saturday night 
When me and my true love was going 10 take our flight 
My waiting-maid being standing by as ye shall plainly see, 
Oh, she run 10 my mother and !old all on me . 

3 She lockCd me up in a room 1hat was high 
Where no one could see me nor no one passed me by; 
She bundled up my clothe s and she bid me be gone, 
Oh , for slowly and slily as I pinned !hem on. 

4 It was ten sco re of guineas for me she did provide 
And six double horses to ride by my side, 
A horse and a pillion for me was to ride, 
It was all for to make me young Sammy Moor e's bride. 

5 Oh. we rode on together 1ill we came to London town 
And there at Mrs Go rdon's it's where we lighted down; 
- Sure it's you ha\ 'e 1he pleasu re. il's I have 1he 1oil 
Fo r my heart if s a-breaki ng for you ng Johnny Doyle . 
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6 Oh, the moment the ministe r he en1ered the door 
My ea rrings they burst and they fell on to the floor ; 
ln1wenty •and-fivep ieces mys tay•laces flew 
For I thou ght my very heart would have broken in two. 

7 Oh , behind my own brother I was carried home, 
My mo1her conveyed me into my own room 
And on my own bedside she laid herself down . 
O h, for sore, sick and weary my poor body found. 

8 O h , she bid her old mother make fast the room door, 
- Until the break of day don't lei in young Sammy Moore, 
For death if s app roaching and that will end all strife 
For he never shall enjoy me or call me his wife. 

9 - Oh , will I send for Johnny Doyle , child, and see if he will come? 
- To_send for Johnny Doyle, mother, now ifs 100 long; 
The J0umey is far and death will be my fate 
And 10 send for Johnny Doyle , mother , now it's too late. 

JO Oh, th is poor girl died upon her wedding day 
And on her aged parent s-her death she did lay; 
Her father and mother distracted did run 
And her old brother died for the (spoken) ill he had done. 

The oldes t dated text (A ) goes back 10 1845, but some broadsides may be older and 
the song could well date from the eighteen th centu ry (McCall MS p. !05·6 ·Johnny 
Doyle' , dated 1835, is unrelat ed). People and places named in the text suggesl Uls1er 
origin , and this is consis tent with the religious dilemma which some Irish versions 
make quite plain: 

Thcrc is oncthingwhichg ricvcs me.as lm ayconfcss 
Thal I go m Meeting and my love 10 Mess . . (A) 

But this feature is thematically inciden tal; the wide popu larity of the song is due to its 
commonp lace na rrative, which renews old ballad matter . It has been viewed as a 
rejuvena1ion of ' Lord Saltoun ' (Child no 239, cf. Bronson 111422). Its distinctive 
motif of the bursting rings. clothes, button s &c, symbolic of grief, is commonplace in 
old balladry: Child IV 302. In 'Jam ie Douglas' (Child no 204, see IV IOI) the 
bursting of button s is attenda nt on pregnanc y: a circumstance which the narrative of 
'Johnn y Doyle' could admit , though it doe s not suggest or require it. 
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44. The journeyman tailor 
The jovial young sailor The sailor and the lady Wilfit 
Bound down to Derry It's of a rich lady 

Eddie Butcher 1961 

I = I • J 
J A.a - I went out • e wal ---- king one - - .:>rn - in' in - 11 May --

A Journ,ey,sm,an - tail - or • 8 by•• chance - ca me,e th•at -- w - ay -- ; 

, ~ 

.;n 1i·, .i'i'ql!'lsGQ c, 1 O .i>, .i),l,.i. 1 
He, a - bein'•e bt"ilk - and- a ir -y- and s he saw him - - pasa •e by, 

j 
She, e called - to that,e y, oung , a m, an and - - bid - him, e drawn • igh, 

As I went out walking one mornin g in May 
A journeyman tailor by chance came that way ; 
He being brisk and a iry and she saw him pass by , 
She ca lled to that young man and bid him draw nigh . 

2 - Where were you bo rn or where were you bred? 
Or what is your name, sir? pray tell me your trade. 
- I was bo rn nigh Derry, fair lady, said he, 
And James was the name that my godfa1her gave me . 

3 - Jame s, in thi s country I wou ld have you to tarry 
And some pretty fai r maid I would have you to marry ; 
Perhaps that yo ur ramb ling might increase you r store, 
So Jam es, in this count ry you will ramb le no mor e. 

4 Jam es, I Wou ld have you for to marr y me 
And you'll get atte ndants for to wait upon you 
And lhen you' ll have a footboy fo r to walk by your side 
And the day you get marri ed, Jam es, 1"11 be your b ride. 

5 - My ramb ling, fair lady , I don't va lue one pin , 
I'm always e ndeavou ring a living 10 win ; 
O h , but wedd ing with one that's nol fit for to be, 
So the refo re, fair lady, we will never agree. 
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6 Her father was listening how he pied his cause 
He stepped up to him. gave him great applause , 
And suche n a wedding sure never was seen 
As the journeyman tai lor and his beautiful queen . 

Neither broadside ed itions no r versions from Britain are known , though a song sung 
in Scot land con1ains a verse similar 10 v. 3: G reig LXI and SSS SA52 88 14. The 
song appears 10 be a nineteenth•cen1ury Irish one which was transmitted orall y to 
America and Australia by Irish emigrant s, perhaps wi1hout 1aking root in Britain . 
The travelling tailor is traditionally notorious as a seducer of females - see O'Sullivan 
p. 40 - and apparent ignorance of this fac1, or indifference to it, might be an 
indication of provincial authorship ; at least twoc;,,;patriate versions retain mention of 
De rry (Karpeles , Moore). Canadian versions have replaced the Irish 'journeyman 
1ailor· by a more familiar kind of hero , the ' jovial young sailor ' . But the journeyman 
tai lor was common enough in Ireland when the song was composed: :There are 19 
tailors in the Parish of Magilligan - including Journeymen and Apprentices - Charge 
for making a Frize Coat at the farmers house 2s./2d. For Making Breeche s or 
trowsers 15/0 p pair - For making a Waistcoa1 15/0' - OS IO. 
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45. A lady walked in her fath er's garden 
The young maid stood /A servant maid/The maiden in 1he garden The pretty 

fairmaid Therewasalady Thegreengarden Allinagarden Thesaifor 
The single/brisk young/young and single sailor The sailofs/cowboy·s return 
The broken ring/token The test of love Seven years since I had a sweetheart 
The true lovers' discussion 

Bill Quigley 1969 

d= 30-.13 im #~ f l I ,} ijr)7 qr {J I t,ii\J ! 
l As a la • dy w • alked - in - her fa - ther's - gar • den 

A - gen - tle - e , inan - came - - r , 1 , ding - e by; 

ateppedup- to her , he•e then said to- her, 

\ ij R ·.,'IF r --J .J uiJ.J,IJirn 
fl . • '' ~ My - prett· y fair - lli- - dy, would•e y• ou fan - cy t1 

f 1'~t t r:rn r 1 (dti'i'?;,p l"f r1 (~r r' h r•11 
(to ) you -- ■oae- fin•- fine ho - nou,- y .ou-- u eo.- to kl . OH■ -, ki . • ■- •-- tht u 

a,at·r; (0,e;. i I I .l-' tr ~I. ; J l 
An- d• o vh■ t H I h• • l>ut ■ H r• • •v ant hg -

As a lady walked in her father's ga rden 
A gentleman came riding by; 

He stepped up to her , he then said to her, 
- My pre n y fair lady, would you fancy I? 

2 To fancy you, sir,a man of honour, 
And a man of honour you seem to be! 

And what am I but a serva nt girl. sir , 
And a serva nt girl I intend to be . 

3 Well,ifssevenyearssincelhadaswee 1heart, 
Ifs seven more since I did him see 

And seven more I will wait upon him, 
lfh e'salivehe' ll returntom e. 

4 - Well , it's seven years since you had a sweetheart 
It's seven more since you did him sec; 

Per haps he's wed 10 some o ther fair one, 
Pcrhapshc' s deadandhe"ll ne'er return. 
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5 - Well, if he's married I wish him better 
And if he's dead I wish him rest. 

For since he' s gone I will wed no other 
For he's the young man that I love best. 

6 - I'll give to you some fine fine castles 
Adorned round with lilies white ; 

I'll give to you my gold and silver 
If you prove true , love, this very night. 

7 - Ifs what cares I for your fine fine castles 
Adorned round with lilies white 

Or what cares I for your gold and silver 
If I had my true love this very night. 

8 He put his hand into his pocket 
His lily-white fingers being thin and small, 

Pulled out a gold ring all bent and broken, 
And when she saw ii she down did fall. 

9 He picked her up into his arms, 
He gave her kisses, kisses three, 

Saying,- rm your true love, your long-lost sailor 
Who has returned for to marry thee. 

10 - Well if you are my long-lost sailor 
You r loving features they are all gone. 

But seve nyearsitmakesanalteration 
Between a sailor and a gentleman 

This is among the commonest of English traditional songs sung in Ireland . An 
Antrim version begins with the lovers' paning (H), but the usual starting-point is the 
return of the unrecognized young man. Eddie Butcher's version is shorter than Bill's, 
which has textual parallels for all its verses in Ireland , Britain and America. Both text 
and melody belong to a tradition the English origin of which is clearly marked . 
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46. Laurel Hill 
Kyle 's flowery braes 

Eddie Butcncr 1964, [v.219 54] 

i:~·ii')f, I. (V m I men IJ r ; 11 r J 1 

1 h •When•e th•e war- had- o-- ppre ss ed ev '-- ry - - e na•tion with horr•or 

• n I ~ n rh i I; ; , i' ;, I J s_o I J 1 
Bold W • ell • in' - - - - ton ven • tured his 1 • ife on -- the main, 

I I ,. 
For to keep down French tyr , and to make them su r - ren , de r 

n I j -- I ; I ; o I J 2 
#" eLJ J..I,; J '.tZ. J 

I n de • fence of • e old I , re • land I • e ven • tured - the aame, 

R .i 
It waa on that sweet spot h,whe re I first par ,e,ted N . an . cy 

•.., j 

She - says , Dear •e at - Ji-•y- e , you will be true , e to - 111, e still, 

Un· til - you gai•n that vic •t or-y,e , re , turns fro111, s th . e sl a ugh , ter , 

• i',·1 h? en' LJ,li i-fn I J. ~ ;:J J,lui 
I wi ll mum r • ound - those- vall,eys - r • ound sweet L,aur , el •e Hill -a . 

1/han CM "1.ld dud!, &nd- O•tUr don otny 

When the war had oppresse d every nation with horror 
Bold Wellin gton ventur ed his life on the main , 

For to kee p down French tyrant s and to make them surrender 
In defence of old Ireland I ventured the same. 

It was on that swee t spot where I first parted Nancy 
She says, - Dear est Jimm y, you will be true to me still, 

Until you gain that victory, returns from the slaughter , 
I will mourn round those valleys round sweet Laurel Hill . 
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2 [When we landed in France we were almost exhausted 
We were tossed by 1he waves and 1he billows so high. 

And then we pursued over lofty high mountains, 
In the midst of all danger we fought with good will 

And our foes they lay bleeding in their gore all around us, 
We smiled at the dangers far from Laurel Hill.] 

3 When we left the white cliffs where our Britain stood smiling 
The trumpet of war was to rest for a while ; 

We manly came out and came off for old Ireland , 
That long looked for valley, that beautiful isle. 

And when we arrived by the bonny Bann water 
There I spied my love by the side of a mill 

In a loop near Coleraine where with her I first parted 
For to gain British valour far from Laure l Hill. 

4 I stepped up to her, she was all clad in mourning, 
And I asked her the reason she ranged the Bann shore; 

- My love he's a soldier and I doubt his returning, 
My Jamie he's gone , will I ne'er see him more? 

He has left me to stray by those dark shady bowers 
Where the wild duck and oner does stray with good will 

And the pretty little fishes swims in the Bann water, 
They do add to the pleasure around Laurel Hi ll. 

5 So now to conclude and to finish those verses 
I mean to give ove r and leave down my pen 

For Jimmy's returned back home to his Nancy 
And now all their iroub les they are at an end. 

He's sailed the Atlantic for gold and promotion 
~nd now he's returned home their joys to fulfil; 

This coup le's got married and lives happy togethe r 
In a neat little cottage on sweet Lau rel Hill. 

~~e~h!;:1:e i~a
0
r~~:r",gh~~t~r~t: ~et~o~=!~~~g~;~:g;.~;: i:oav~~a\h;:r!~ s;;!~~; 

ennched with his own fresh flowers of descriptive express ion. These perhaps proved 
an obstacle to wide acceptance of the song; thou gh it dates from soon after Wate rloo, 
~~ only othe r version I know is Henry's ve_rsion from rhe Coleraine district. Laurel 
B Ill, now occupied _by a suburb of Cole rame, was an estate overl~ king the river 

th:~~~~\~:~f:;~i:~ :~~es:;;;a~:aijF~u~ttt:~a;)·~~~~·. 3. 7 - 1s now known as 
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47. The Lisburn maid 
Robe rt Butcher senior 1961 

Air,cf.no5 

One eve nin g for my recreation as I strayed by the foot of a hill 
Where 1he wee birds did consult together, by the rocks yon clear fountain ran still, 
I defied all the snares of sly Cupid that e'er could her bosom enaid, 
Lik e a damsel she left me quite heanless , some call her the Lisburn maid. 

2 I stepped up unto this fair damsel saying, - My darling, come tell me your name, 
I am sure unto me you' re a stranger or I ne'er would ask you the same . 
- It 's pardon I grant for my freedom, from my paren ts I was led astray, 
If they knew they would surely ill-use me, said my charmin g sweet Lisburn maid. 

3 - Then if that your parents would ill-use you, come with me to the county Kildare 
And when that my parents do see you they surely will welcome you there. 
And when that he got her right willing along with him there for to stray 
They lovingly sat down together until the first breaking of day. 
Then they parted a while for to wander and promised to meet in a shade 
And when he got her in a slumber he forsook his Lisburn maid. 

4 - Then, my dear , if! left you towande r ,sure it was not designedly , you know, 
For I was providing a dwelling at the foot of yon hill where you know; 
I was providing a dwelling at the foot of yon hill near a shade , 
So my dar ling, I'll never forsake you, said he to his Lisburn maid. 

Though imperfect this text has rarity value : no other version is known to me. No 
doubt the 'Lisburn' maid may have originated elsewhere - in the south perhaps - and 
the song may be in print in a form not readi ly identifiable. 'The Lisburn lass/Maid of 
Lisburn town' - see Notes - is a different song. 

The narrative pattern is conventional: encounter, cour tship , separation (a test or 
trick by the love r?), happy reunion. But linking and motivation are confused. Notice 
however that 'heartless' in 1.4 means , not that the 'damse l' is callous, but that the 
loverhaslosthishearttoher. 
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48. The maid of Culmore 
The moitb of Coofmor e The maid of Kilmore 

John Butche r se nior 1966 

Where th e young,st e r s esc h eve - - -- nin ' ar e--- round- the t ea - aho r • •• 

-·~ ijj ~ " • '~ I ½· w r .J1f I 9i, J z, n I :r a rt ;. I ;. M 
And the joy -- - bell s --- are - ring - in' for the aaid■ of ___ ,,. Cul •more •f1 

f' ~ I l ) T 
(Cul),., r e. Spok.,., 11 .. r! haal'I 

From sweet Londonderry , oh, 10 fair London town 
There is no bette r harbou r anywhe re can be found 
Where the you ngsters eac h evening are round the seashore 
And the joy be lls are ringing for the maids of Culmore. 

2 The firs! time I saw my love she paSSCd me by 
And the next tim e I saw he r she bade me goodbye 
And the third time I saw her she grieved my hea rt sore 
As she sailed down Lou gh Foyle and away from Culmore . 

3 To the No rth parts of Ame rica I willgomy lovesec 
Where I will know no one, oh, nor no one knows me, 
And it's if I don 'I find her I'll ret urn back no more, 
Like an exile I will wander from the maid of Cu Im ore. 

Spoken : Hear, hea r! 

Th e literary media have igno red this locally popu lar song, and the lraffic of i1incran1 
fann work ers from Don egal and Derry is enough 10 explain its transmission to 
Scot land . Culmore, abou l two miles from Derry city, stands where the Foyle river 
widens inlo Lough Foy le, witnessing the departure of the tender with passengers for 
the ocea n liner 1ha1 used to pick them up off Moville. 
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49. The maid of seventeen 
Robert Butcher senior 1966 

Ii '"ii J .al JrJJ J I J JI~ ).rd I ~ J J 1.il1 
4 1 says , My dear- , I ' ll v is ·it yo u, -Oh no·h o , that would n•ot do 

For mam•a wou·h ou ld be an g · e r· y , but stop , kind si r, says she , 

Next Tue s•day l '• hll be up this way and we might meet - - a , gai n, 

, ' ~ ur~1, ; 1-:• -''12 ,,1 -:,.rl , £ 1mm-l2 
i ' ' ... 

You-- can s pend some pleas • ant hou-rs with the mai·haid o f s ev·en - teen. 

~ ;'f1¥j ~I r , I~ 
Downby • oha d, y And---- th o 

Down by a shady arbour there resides a pleasant maid 
And her I saw not long ago and this to her I said, 
- I am wounded by your rolling eye, your countenan ce serene, 
And the answe r that she made to me , - I'm on ly seventeen . 

2 - It' s youth , my dear, I'm looking for since I have met with you 
And I' ll co urt you for half an hour if you' ll sit down with me; 
This is a pleasant eveni ng here upon the grass so green 
And I long to be in company with the maid of seventeen. 

3 - You need not talk of courting , sir, for I don ' t know the way, 
Upon that very subject, oh, not one word cou ld I say. 
I taught my love a lesson and for learning she was keen 
And I knew that maid admired it although but seventeen. 

4 l says,- Mydear , I'll visit you. - Oh no , that would not do 
For mama would be angry, but stop, kind sir , says she , 
Next Tuesday I'll be up this way and we might meet again , 
You can spen d some pleasant hours with the maid of seventeen . 

S My love she's tall and hand some, she is rare for to be seen, 
Her whole demeanour pleases me because she's neat and ck:an; 
If she consents to marry me it's wedded we'll be seen 
For I long for to Jive happy with the maid of seventeen . 

Not a word is out of place, not a sentiment jarring in this pastoral love song unknown 
outside Ulste r and little known even within the province. No thing in particular serves 
to loca lize it - unless the possibility that do and she (4.1-2) were origi nally meant to 
rhyme - but it is fairly certainly an Ulste r song of the mid-n ineteenth cen tury which 
never came to the notic e of printers. Negative conjectures the se, but the fresh 
spar kle of the litt le piece is pos itive eno ugh . 
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50. The Mason's Word 
Edd ie Butcher, 1968 

i . - ? • 
1 You- men and- maids , I pra y a • ttend, now - li•sten t o m•e- a- 'olhile--, ~- ~; ;.,_, 

a-it· Etl r'.1~1drr1u rgH· 
J, 7 

that ha,ppened thee - oth - er day--; It's- of ast r, ange ad . ven --- cure -

I'll tell young l ov,ers of a plan that - they ' ll not - think ab • surd , 

Hov to gain their sw , eet -- heart's- fav•our - by the-eur ,1 - oua M, a ,aon ', a W,ord. 

You men and maids , I pray atte nd, now listen to me a while, 
It' s of a strange adventure that hap pene d 1he othe r day; 
I'll tell young lovers of a plan that they ' ll no1 think absurd, 
How to gain the ir sweetheart's favour by the curious Mason's Word. 

2 A you ng man went a-courting a handsome spright ly lass, 
The night was dark, but what cared he, his sweethear t had the brass; 
Her father had laid out for her a man 001h whipped and spurred, 
O h, but aye she loved her Jamie for he knew 1he Mason's Word. 

3 It was on the road goi ng home that nigh! 1he s1orm began to blow 
And soon his heart began to fail at the sleet and drifting snow; 
He turn ed himself right round about, to his true love he went 
For to see how constan t she at night it was his whole intent. 

4 He tinkled at his love' s window, she answered him full soon 
Saying, - Who is that this hour of nigh1 to wake me docs presume? 
Well, if you be my own true Jove as I take you tobe 
Te ll me the cur ious Mason's Word 1hat twice you promised me. 

5 He says, - My dear , how wou ld you like to undergo the toil 
To mount upon a homed goat and ride for many a mile? 
- I am sure th at it would be an action most absurd 
For to ride astride a ll on a goat to lear n the Maso n's Word. 

6 She ope ned the hall door, she enfolded him in her arms 
A nd soon the sto rm he forgo t s1ill thinking on her charms: 
He neve r drew the curt ain till the mornin g sun did shine 
A nd when he arose he says, - You' ll mind 'Love, rise and let me in". 

7 It was not long after that when her waist it did grow round, 
Her fa1her se nt for Jami e and gave him two hundred pounds, 
- And when your first son 's born I will give to you the third , 
So now he has got his Mary and still keeps the Mason 's Word. 
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To call this variation on the night-visit theme a masonic song would be misleading, 
but it was certai nly inspired by the vogue for masonic songs in the eighteenth and 
nineteenth centuries . For the general public, secrecy was the main attr ibu te of the 
masonic order . A broadside printed by Pitts, London, 'Adam in the garden', asks 

"Did you hear the M~" s word . 
Waswhisper"dround1hcothernight, 
No girl a1alldocsus annoy, 
Nocaredopu1usinafright" - C:Rcs . b 1943(23'1). 

May we sunn ise Irish composition on the basis of a (southern) Irish rhyme 
toil.-mile, 5.1-2, supported perhaps by an Irish fondness for seducing heiresses? 
Slight evide nce indeed, and slight again are clues to date. The 'man both whipped 
and spurr ed' suggests the eighteenth century, and the style accords in general with 
1he popu lar poe try of that epoc h. 

No other version o( this song has come to my notice. According to family lore it 
served as a lullaby for at least two of Edd ie's children, who would get into the cradle 
whe n they were past the age for it in orde r to have it sung to them. 
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51. Minnie Picken 
Maggie Picken/ Pickie Molly picking on the shore Mary picking cockles 

Eddie Butcher 1968 

Hinn,ie Pick•en on the shor e- Gath,er-in' win,\r.les off Cul,more 

round and give a roar, What the div , U aih 

A • ring deed • le 111 de dum dith • er • yum de dood , le um 

~I r r, ~ r:... r 
R, ing deed, le Ul de dum dood, le 111 de da de e •• . 

Jane she'a neat and Jane ahe'a fat , She wears her hair ben,eath 'er hat, 

What do ye think a. bout that? Fal de deed , le di do. 

A ring deedle 1i1 de deedle Iii de deedle la! de deed\e 
Ring deedle Iii de dum de doodle um de dy dee. 
Ring deed le Iii de dum da1hery aydle Iii de dum 
Diddle lal dedeed leum dumdedoodleaydee. 
Ring deedle Iii de dum doora Iii de <laddie um 
Dithery ayd le di! de dum doodle Iii de day dee. 
Ring deedle Iii de dum diddle um de deedle um 
Ty rydle Iii de dum lil de deed le ly do . 

Minnie Picken on the shore 
Gathering winkles off Culmore 
Turned around and give a roar , 

- Whatthedivilailsye ? 

A ring deedle Iii de dum di1hery um de doodle um 
Ringdeed le Iii de dum doodle Iii de da dee. 

2 Jane McNei ll's in love with me 
And I'm as happy as I can be, 
How would you like if you were me? 

Fa! de deedle di do. 

3 Janeshe 's neatandJar,e she'sfa t , 
She wears her hair beneath her hat, 
What do you think about that? 

Fal de deedle di do . 

Ty reedle Iii de dum de dy deedle Iii de dum 
Tithery aydle Iii de dum dowdle Iii de dy dee, &c. 

} twice 

Such light verses associated with lilt are often barely more meaningful than the 
syllabic patte r of their context: see p.24. 'Minnie Picken· was well known in Ulster as 
a dance tune , though unlikely to have been 'cribbe d by 1he Scotch between the years 
1715 and 1740 and adapted to an indelicate song called "Whistle o'er the lave o't"' -
W . Grallan Aood History of Irish music Dublin 1913 (1st ed. 1905) p. 261-2. More 
likely the tune, with some form of the text, travelled from Scotland to Ulster. A Scots 
rhyme sung 10 it features 'Beagle Brodie ' in a role similar 10 Maggie's and he is 
probably a reincarnation of the 'Katie Bairdie' whose tune was noted in a Scots MS in 
1620 and who is still sung of by Scottish children: Collinson p. 155; SSS: SA 1960 
137/B (16), SA 1967/ 140. 
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52. Molly, lovely Molly 
Pretty Polly Polfy's love Young Willie The cruel ship carpenter 
The Gospo rt tragedy &c. 

Charl ie Somers I %9 

Till at length love• ly - Mol - ly be - gan - to think - e l · ong , 

; ~-r ~ I~ ~ :• t.t l u· ti1: 1 r 
I• hi doubt , dear-eat•e W• ill• iam, you ' re 1, ead, i n' me a - - atray 

A,hnd all - for - one pur,hr,pose: my - in,no , cent 1 , He - be - tray, 

st rov • - to •• •br,ac e (Ille) • hi p l,I H - u 

- It 's Molly, lovely Molly, will you come with me 
Till we visit our friends before married we'll be? 
Her cheek s the y did blush like a red rose in Jun e, 
- And to wed with you, William , I 'm afraid it 's full soo n. 

2 Through loneso me shad es and valleys we wander ed along 
Till at length love ly Molly began to think long, 
- I doubt , dearest William, you're leading me ast ray 
A nd all for one purpose: my innoce nt life betra y. 

3 -O h, if s Molly , love ly Mo lly, what make s you 1hink so? 
I dote on your beauly , you very we ll know , 
I dote on your beau ly whatever betide 
And there' s no o lher fair maid will lie by my side. 

4 Thro ugh lo neso me shades and valleys we wandered along 
Till at lengt h love ly Moll y bega n to think long , 
- I doub1, dearest William , you are leadin g me asuay 
And a ll fo r one purpose : my inn ocen l life be1ray. 

5 - Come on, love ly Moll y, the re 's no lime 10 s1and , 
With lhat then young William took a penknife in his hand ; 
He pierced her poor hea rt till he r red blood did flow 
An d in10 this grave her poor body did throw . 
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6 He happed her up carefully and made his way home 
He left no one to mourn but the small birds alone 
And straight unto Bedford young Willie made his way, 
His ship lies at Plymouth just ready for sea. 

7 Onenightthecapta ininhiscabinlay, 
A voice did come to him and this it did say , 
- Your ship out of Plymouth she never will go 
Till I have revenge on this sad overthrow. 

8 Young William being a sailor of cour - (spoken) God"s curse on him! - 'n bo ld 
It happened one night as he strode by the hold 
A beautiful damsel to him did appear 
And she had in her arms a baby so dear. 

9 Young William being ad- dis - like (?) her he strove to embrace 
When he saw the picture of her bonny face, 
- It's Molly, lovely Molly, where now shall I run 
For to hide my poor body? my sou l is undone. 

IO For to hide my poor body? my soul is ensnared 
For the murder of this fair maid and her baby so dear . 
For she opened her eyes and she gazed at him so wild 
And then she instan tly (spoken) tumbled him into the tide. 

'The Gosport tragedy ', dating from at least 1750, was one of a group of similar 
murder ba llads and was itself the object of considerable variation. Long 'Gar land" 
texts gave way to more singable versions among which Charlie's , like many, 
dispenses with a circumstantial opening, while introducing on the other hand unusua l 
repetition in v. 1-4 which seems mode lled on old ballad style. The manner in which 
Charlie's William is disposed of is milder than in most versions. Conclus ions are 
especially diverse, and our Notes do not attempt to identify distinct forms of the 
thematic complex of broadly related texts. 
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53. The Moorlough shore 
The maid of (the) Mourne shore Walmsfey's shady groves 

Bill and Tilly Quigley, Maria Butcher and John Butc her senior 1969 

2 Last- night 1- went for to see my love and to hear what- she WQuld- say, 

For to see if - she would- pit•y me - -- least- I might go - a . way; 

She - says, I l , ove a - aail•or lad and it's him I - will a• dore 

•u I u r;, P r I r r n n (¾ /J" , 1 ~ ~ 
And- sev •en long- years I'll wait on him, so - trou,ble •e me no more. "i,>tt 

I B: 

T(spoken): 
Eddie Butcher: 
(spoken) 

l All: 

B, 
M, 
M, T: 

All: 

2 All: 

M(withal[): 

8 (spoken): 
T(spoken): 

3 T(withB): 

B, 
B &T: 

B (spoken): 

You hil ls and dales and nowery vales lies near to the Moorlough shore 
Where primrose grows and violets blows and sporting trout doth play , 
With my line and hook delight I took for to spend my youth ful days. 
(pause) 

I'm too high likely. 
All keep quiel now. 

You hills and dales and flowery vales lies ~ra/t.} to the Moo rlough shore 

Where the prim- T(spoken): No, no. 
[Ye winds] that blows o'er Martin's dales , will I never see you more ? 
Where primroses gg:;s~.} and violels ~l~!}f·} and sporting trout does play 

With my line and hook delight I iook for to spend my youthful days. 

Last nigh! I wenl for 10 see my love ~~/ tJ to hear what she would say, 

For to see if she would pity me lesl I mighl go away; 
She says, - I love a sailor lad and it's him I dg1

7
~.} adore 

And seven long years I'll wait on him, so trouble me no more. 
Dammit , that's aguid yin, Maria ! 
Now Bill, listen you to lhis, you know this verse. 

Fare you well unto Lissadellan's groves, likewise 10 the bleach ing mill 
Whe re n~~~'W T.} clot h 8: lies pure and white and the purl ing streams run still, 

Had I fifty B & T: pou nds in gold or ten times as much more 
I would freelie ~~::,Cl· } it all for the maid lies near to the Moorlough shore . 

Ha , ha , I cannae mind 1hesong, I' m sorry . 
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Eddie Butcher 1970 

Oh , you hills and dales and 0owery vales lies near to the Moorlough shore, 
You winds that blow o'e r mountainy hills, will I never see you more ? 
Where 1he primrose grows and violet~ blow and the sporting trout does play 
With my line and hook delight I took for to spend my youthfu l days. 

2 Last night I went to see my love and to hear what she would say 
Thinking she wo uld pity me lest I would go away ; 
She says, - I have a sailor boy. he's the lad I do adore, 
So take this for you r answer now and trouble me no more . 

3 - Perhaps your sailor boy was lost when crossing o·er the main 
Or he ha~ found ano ther love and he won't return again. 
- Well, ifmy sailor boy he's lost no 01her will I take , 
Through lonesome shad es and valleys I will wander for his sake. 

4 Our ship she lies at Warrenpoint now ready to set sail, 
I hope the Lord will favour her with a sweet and pleasan t gale 

1 For if I had ten tho usand pounds o r ten times as much more 
I would leave it all to the girl I love that dwells on the Moorloug h shore. 

5 Farewell unto Lord Antrim's groves, likewise to the bleaching green 
Where lhe linen cloth lies pure and white and the crystal streams runs clean, 
Where man y's the pleasant day I spent , but now. alas, they' re o'er 
Since the girl I love has banished me far far from the Moorlough shore. 

Thi s is a song with a story , as well as an interesting exercise in collaborative recall. 
Th e story goes that Mary McKeown, daughter of the miller at Mill Bay near 
Greencastle (S. Down) , once had her fortune writt en down by an old ·spayman· and 
sea led in a satche l to be ope ned only on her twenty-first birthda y. Afler refusing 
man y suitors she became engaged to a fisherma n Joe Cunningham ; the marriage was 
fixed for the eve of the G reencast le fair , which was also Mary's twenty-first birthda y. 
But her lover was drowned in a sto rm, and when Mary went 10 look for him and 
found his body she so much losl her senses that she was swept ou t by the lide and was 
drowned herself. When 1he sa1chel was ope ned this tragedy was what the prophe cy 
foreto ld - Fitzpatrick p. 31-4; W. H . Crowe The ring of Mourne Dundalk 1969. 
p. 7&-7. and recorded comment on the story by W. H. Crowe, 7003. 

Two so ngs are said to commemora te these events. 'The Maid of Mourne shore' -
not the present song - is known to me only in a text which has little to do with the 
stor y: a fragmentar y pastourelle leading to marri age or marriage envisaged -
Fitzpatrick . 'Walmsle y's shad y groves' - our pre sent song - is said to tell the 
unrequited love of one of Mar y"s previou s suitors who "tuk away to Americk y' in 
de spair , Walmsley's groves being near Kilkeel - Fitzpatri ck and 7003. At times 1he 
two so ngs became textually confused (H; cf. Fitzpatrick p. 32). A third song 
appearing on a broadside printed in England is distinct from bo th and associated with 
lhe river Mou rne in E . Donegal- L: 1876 d 41, I 251, n.p .d., 'Mo ran shore·. The 
disyllabic pronunciation /mor:,n / indicated by this tille was of course also used in our 
song where it facililated replacement of the toponym in North Ulster by 
'Moo rlough'. Moor lough Bay is be1ween Fair Head and Ton Head (NE Ant .) . 

In 1966 Eddie Butcher could sing me only th ree lines of 'Moorlough shore· 
(1.1-2,4) . Three yea rs later he asked a group of family visitors in his house if they 
knew it, and was rewarded by our first printed version in an operation taking about 
ten minutes and nicel y stage-managed by his sister-in -law Tilly Quigley. Her 
husba nd Bill struck up v. I , but like Eddie omitted line 3. Maria , Edd ie's bro1her 
Jo hn 's wife, made a fresh start and with her lead two verses were completed. Tilly 
then e licited a third from Bill , whose conviction that he could do no more expre ssed 
rhe general feeling. These three verses correspond to the full text of B. But Eddie , 
silently attentive , was able - by what means I could nor discover - to sing a five-verse 
vers ion the following year. 
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54. The mountain streams where the 
moorcock crows 
Edd ie Butcher 1966 

l''mT P r ,r I r·~ ,-r r fl tr I rJc;uo, 
1 With my- dog and- gun- through yon bloo. min' - heath---- er 

On - search of - pa - stime l took Ill)' - - way, 

i7,. I',' • • 

~[ l.J •1 e:j p.li,1t a '1) prflt 1on.~1 . -There- sure - I be - held-- e that sweet 1, ove•l • ie - char•e •m - er , 

Her l , ooks in - vi --- ted me a - - - while - to - stay. 

t··r· ~ fr ' rtr~ g rz n:;i , r1 
Say a l,Hy- chn- • •e <, I find-- I 1- (ov•) 

I \llll • clooeen- fold youfn fr u ycur -, un,ratn- nua■ - H 

With my dog and gun through yon blooming heather 
On sea rch of pastime I took my way, 

There sure I behe ld that sweet lovelie charmer, 
Her looks invited me a while to stay. 

Says I, - My cha rmer, I find I love you, 
Tell me your name and your dwelling also. 

- If you excuse my name, sir , you will find my dwelling, 
If s at the mountain streams where the moorcock crows. 

2 - It' s not by fowling I mean to flatter 
Nor is it my intention for to deceive, 

For here's my hand and I'll pledge my honour 
That I'll be tru e until I meet my grave . 

Hand and hand we will walk together 
And I'll escort you to the vale below , 

Where the linnet sings you'll rest far more pleasant 
Nor you r mountain streams where the moorcock crows. 

3 - If I consent for to wed a rover 
It's great reflections might undergo, 

I am happy here though I might ha' been married 
At the mountain streams where the moorcock crows. 

But I'll go hom e, I'll frequent my ,parents 
Lest my proceedings might yield a foe; 

I am young and tender and I'll rest a season 
Al the mountain s1rcams where the moorcock crows. 
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4 - So fare you well then , my bonny lassie, 
I must away unto the vale below 

But I'll come back again some other evening 
To listen a while unto your lovesome tales. 

Hand and hand then we will walk together 
And we'll get married , come well, come woe; 

In the anns of love I will close enfold you 
Far frae your mountain streams where the moorcock crows. 

This dialogued pastoure\le is probab ly not more than about a century old . Its stanza 
form is common in Gae lic but the text has nothing of the generally persistent interna l 
rhyme of Irish. Conflicting assertions trace itscomposition, ·on the one hand, to the 
Macosquin district of Co. Derry - written in honour of'a young lady of Letterloan', 
Henry , notes to A - and on the other, to Lowland Scotland where I am told the song 
has been found though I have not seen versions, Kennedy, notes to D. It is well 
known in the oral tradition of the northern half of Ireland and almost unkno wn 
elsewhere. Until we know more about its distribution , I am inclined to think tha t it 
arose in Ulster in a district of Scots influence : Letterloan would do. 

SO N GS OF THE PEOPLE 

I.er C 

: d•,d•l1.e :m.,r d.l, [c1.m 0.111:m.e ) l.d'm.,.,d.m l d.d : d ,I} 

:d'., d• l i., m.,r : d.l, \ d."' .e.m: m., [ 1.d• m.,r:d.m ] d.d : d : I} 

, m l a.d':d'.,t · d~r' l m•.m',d',d'.,l:o .m I ,.1 :d.,r' :m' .d' I d' .• : I ,I} 
, d•.,d' l le:m. ,,:dl, l d .m :am : m. , J 1.d' :m.,r:d.m ·[ d.d • d :I 
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55. Moville along the Foyle 
Maria Butcher 1966, (John Fleming 19691 

$t• , .... J; I; hD d I J ,n 2 /;•It;, • r1il'n 
4 Now- fare - well-, dear- Sa l - ly-, l've- e got no more to sa y 

~j•, • . . ' 

·1 r· ~ n, ,: 1u,n•u, 1i; /h:IJ":r· 
hopes t o meet. e y•ou, dar - lin g-, on the Green s ome o th- e r· e day; 

~t•1 ll' d l l' ,,I , Ii 
Iii Thau ' ■ ■ dear old 1 pot 0 a wh■ r■ I ' n■ oft,t1M■ .C<■r■d 

There's a dear old spot where I have oftt imes strayed when I was but a boy, 
To watch the big ships sailing down it filled my heart with joy . 
[I have bee n to many foreig n lands in towns both large and small 
But in none to eq ual our wee town called Moville along the Foy le.] 

2 To watch the big ships sailing down as they sailed away each day 
With thousands of brave Irish hea rts going to America. 
God knows how soo n it will fall our lot for to leave our native soil 
And to bid adie u to the friends we loved by Mov ille along the Foyle . 

Moville along the Foyle, brave boys, Moville along the Foyle, 
There 's none on earth can equal it like Moville along the Foyle. 

3 There is a wee gir l in this place , her name I will make known, 
She's the blooming star of this lovely place and 1he pride of lnishowen; 
Sally is the fair girl's name and for her I mea n to toil 
And we' ll gather she lls from that lovely place called Moville along the Foyle. 

Movill e&c. 

4 - Now farewell, dear Sally, I've got no more to say 
But hopes to meet yo u, dar ling, on the Green some ot her day; 
It's there we' ll have a pleasant walk when free from care and toil 
And we'll gathe r shells from that love ly place called Moville along the Foyle . 

Moville&c . 

Nostalgia is quite unashamed in this recent loca l song with its sentimental air. 
Moville, near the mouth of Lough Foyle on the lnish owen side, was the last call of 
Ame rican liners until the 1930s and a well-situated ·wee town' for a song of 
emigratio n and farewell . 
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56. The new tractor 
by Eddie Butche r 

Eddie Butcher 1961 

I Oh, come all you gay farm •ers in - ten•ding to pl,ough, 

If you li•aten - a while an - ad · viee I'll• e give now; 

fi 
If your 1 · and it - is fro•sty - or it's wet with - the ra i n 

n 1rav,J •11 a ,r:LPi-i1 q. ~ 
You can send for young Barr- to the to wn of Cole• raine. 

Oh, come all you gay farmers intending to plough , 
If you listen a while an advice I'll give now; 
If you r land it is frosty or it 's wet with the rain 
You can send for young Barr to the town of Coleraine. 

2 For this young man he ploughs with a tractor machine, 
There are no lie abo ut it for him I have seen; 
For corn or hay sure he needs none at all, 
Just get him a gallon of paraffin oil. 

3 For the nation' s at war as you all understand 
And every brave fanner must plough up his land ; 
If Britain and France are to win at the sea 
It depends on the plough to keep hun ger away . 

4 In Magilligan parish in a place called Duncrun 
There dwelt a big farmer of fame and renown ; 
Being late with his labou r , I'll tell you straight now , 
He has sent for this tractor his farm to plough. 

128 



5 Well, the day that she landed in this farmer's yard 
The weather was frosty and the ground it was hard; 
Someone passed the remark, - You are not going to plough? 
But the answer they got was, - Immediately now. 

6 Then the man with the tractor his oil tank did fill 
While the pilot behind him the plough did hook till; 
He touched the self-starter and then grabbed the wheel, 
Like a swift bow and arrow he went to the field. 

7 Then the people all gathered this ploughbo y to see 
For the neighbours around thought the like could not be, 
For an old man aged eighty he solemn lie swore 
He had ne'e r saw the like in his whole life before. 

8 Now when this plough's in motion she does her work fine, 
Three furrows at the time and as swift as the wind: 
When he reache s the end rig to wind her about 
With a snatch of the lever the plough she jumps out. 

9 Now all you brave farme rs, I have told yous quite plain , 
If your land's lying waste it"s yourself that's to blame; 
Just send him a postcard and tell him to come, 
For a few extra shillings your farm he' ll (spoken) turn . 

This is one of the earliest of Eddie's own compositions which I have recorded , dating 
from 1940. The occasion it commemorates is now history: a local 'first" of much more 
than national importance . Eddie as bystande r catches and enha nces the wonder of 
the scene: wonder mitigated by a certain amount of wholesome suspicion. 
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57. The par ish of Du nboe 
The banished lover Learmount grove Claudy town 

John Bu1chcrsenior [with Eddie Butcher! 1966 

:9: J:a9♦·8' > ,. • > 

jfll 1; ln; @ l."J;:-1,' Jl;.nrp~n i.1 
1 I - am a bold un - - - dan - ted youth, I mean to -- l•et you kn•ow, 

'4 ...... . , J • u , 
l - was brought up ln Bann - brook near the par • iah - of Dum • l>oe; 

My - ag,ed par,enu they ban• is hed-- - - me, l - mean to let you--

~ . 
1 -e then- set- - out for Yo . ghal, it waa- in the pl•ea a •ant year. 

I am a bold undaunted youth, I mean to let you know, 
I was brought up in Bannbrook near the parish of Dunboc ; 
My aged parents they banished me. I mean to let you hear , 
I then set out for Yoghal, it was in the pleasant year. 

2 Oh, com ing in through Yoghal it being late and after night , 
The wind did blow, the rain did fall and the stars showed me no light ; 
I being among strangers I knew not where to go, 
I prayed for God to be my guide and to keep me from my foe . 

3 I travelled on through Yogha l till I came to Mullan Hill 
Where the re I spied a pretty fair maid and she so lame nted still; 
I asked of her the reason why she lamented so , 
It was the parting of her own true love in the parish of Dunlx,e, 

4 - Wha t was your true love's name, my dea r , come te ll to me in plain? 
- His name was John McC\os key from the borders of Coleraine ; 
H is aged paren ts they banished him for the love of me, you know, 
!And it causes me for] to lame nt for him tha t left Dunboe . 

5 - Dry up your tears , my dea r , he says , and weep no more for me 
Fo r in wedlock's bands we' ll join our hand s and mar ried we will be; 
You ha ve crossed the sea for the love ofme, you have faced both friend and foe, 
Ay, and I'm your wounded lover from the parish of Dunboe 

6 !Oh, Yo]ghal is a pretty place and it's all set round with trees 
And in the summer season there the hone y feeds the bees ; 
I ofttimc s thought upon it befo re I did it see 
[And l ]wi sh I was with my true love ormy true love with me . 
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7 Now to conclude jand end 1hosej lines (and leave all] things aside, 
There is a wee lass in this town [that I have made] my bride; 
To her I was engaged and that not long ago 
For to wed the widow·s daughter from the parish [of Dunboe .) 

Spoken by John: Hear, hear! 

John McCloskey·s courtship seems to h3ve a factual basis only lightly disguised by 
fictional conven tion; the language of poetry draws a garment of lyricism pleasant ly 
over it. This Derry song merited wider popularity. Two versions are localized in the 
southwest of the county (B, C) 1 the others, from Magilligan, describe the district 
some five miles to the east. Bannbrook is near the left bank of the Bann where it 
enters the sea; ·Yogha l' . according to Eddie, is also near the riverbank; 'Mu llan Hill' 
is no doub t for Mullan Head. two miles NW of Colera ine. 

The text printed is sung by John except where square brackets indicate help from 
Eddie . 
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58. Pat Reilly 
Johnny Golichu /Gallagher/Coughlan Captain Galligan John Goflaher's 
lamentmion The sentry box 

Eddie Butcher 1966 

. ' 
2 Saye the ae r - geant to Pat R, eill - y, You are a clev •er y• oung -- man , 

qQ~:1 a o, Er: t:1;.: b, 1=~"1 u,tm lmn ~ 
Wil l you go - to - John - Kell - y's where , e W• e ' ll hav e - a dr, am? 

Oh, as I went a-walking one morning in May 
I met sergea nt Johns ton along the highway. 

2 Says the sergea nt to Pat Reilly, - You are a clever young man, 
Will you go to John Kell y's where we'll have a dram ? 

3 Th en as we sat smo king and drinking our dr am 
Says the sergeant to Pat Reilly, - You are a handsome young man, 

4 Oh, would you list, tak e the shilling , and then come with me 
To the swee t cou nt y Long ford , str ange faces you'll sec. 

5 Oh , I took the shilling and the reckoning was paid , 
Th e ribbons were bought and we hoist the cockade . 

6 Oh, but early next morning sure we all had to stand 
Up before o ur gra nd general with our hats in ou r hand. 

7 He says to Pat Reilly ,-Yo uar eashade ra ther low, 
Unto some other regi ment I'm afraid you must go. 

8 -Oh, let me go where I will, sure I've got no one to mourn 
For my mother she is dead and will never return. 

9 My fathe r got married and fetched a stepmother home, 
She fairly denies me and does me disown. 

10 Oh, had my father a-been honest and lea rnt me my trade 
I never wou ld have listed no r hoist the cockade. 

Older versio ns add an uncle to the sergeant, gene ral, step mothe r and father who 
success ively contrib ute to this Irishman 's grudge against the world. Broad sides 
named him 'Jo hnn y Golicher ' but oral traditio n ado pted an even commo ner Irish 
na.me. Pat Reilly is an endeari ng specim en of a character-type of folk song: the 
unfortun ate recruit. An Engli sh broads ide, English and Canadian oral versions, and 
I races of the lext in Australia show that the song had wide curr ency. It is a product of 
the nineteenth -century Irish popu lar press; the road to New ry is theopcningscene in 
most versions. 
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.Johnny Golicber. 
A~ ,:1~~;,.::;~;~.i~•,tW;~:;?~;.~:;,r:n ~:; i:r: 
H e says, Jolm11y Guli chcr, will youcome-

along with nw, 
T otheswe,,:t town o( Newry strange faces to see. 

As lie was si1ting an,l taking a ,h am, 
1-fo say~, JoJmny Golicher. you ' re a han d­

some young man, 
,V iii you list aJHI take thu bounty am\ come 

along ll'ith me, . [for to sec. 
T o tlie sweet town o(Ncwry happy hour~ 

H e put l,i~ hand in his pocket Oil<' Bhi!ling 
heJrcw, 

Saying , take this J ohnnyGolichcr, liope~ 
you ' ll ne'er rue; 

I took theshilling ,anJ the bargai n was made, 
A mi the ribbon 11·as bought and piun'd to 

my cock ade. 

l\Jymotherisdcad, am1shc'lln cvcrreturn , 
My father's twi ce nmrried, and a wife he 

brought home, 
My father's twic e marric.J, and a wife he 

brongh t borne, 
And to me he 11rovcs crud and does me <li~own 

Ba d luck to my un cle whcrc$oc1·cr he may be . 
F or hewa., lheruinan<ldownfallofmc , 
If my fathe rh a<llx-cnan houestm an an<l 

learnltnt'atnuk , 
lw ou\<l11e1'cr ha1"ecausetowcaracocka<lc . 

G....: help all poo r parents who has a bad son, 
Th ey do n't know the ha rdship s they ha, ·eto run 
Stuc k in a cold guard - roo m all n ight and 

11.1\ da y, 
A1,Jo.11. !.hefieldofba ttletheircncmie1 to slay. 

Jo hnnyGolicher "· 
mid-n inetccnth..a,ntury 
Irish broadside edition 

~ -------------~(n o58 A :' PatRe illy ") 
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59. The ploughb oy 
cf. The lark in the morning 

Robert Bmche r scnior 1961 

' J•t"'•"0 ~ N~tc u 

#@J ; n H I g;ra er tr 1; n ,b 4tift 
1 Girls, do - wed a plou gh -- - boy-, it's- if that•e you be wise , 

i > 1 ., . ~ S&~l~~z r ~r1~~t r@1r v~- •:u1 
He's - pro.per-, tall and- hand --- some- , 11. ke. wise hia,e bo •nny- - - eyes; 

u ~ ~ 

•f.l-11 R.r r WI H cU'E.r H p I~ ~ ~ ~~ I u ! 
He - ri,ses -- in the - mor --- nin ' - his br , esd all - for to - win 

.;; I; n ~ rH.Yrrt?r n l.:J ., .p I ;f,i fil I 
"1hile- all the-he oth ,er trades---a,me,n Bit,se bur,n,ing- up their shins. 

r· ~ ~ ~ J I~ QnP l,;11thfi--
(re)•,.,.., . --ng-gain.,1th thad - u, a - 11 on 'er vtns. 

Girls, do wed a plough boy, it's if 1hat you be wise, 
He 's proper, tall and handsome, likewise his bonny eyes; 
He rises in the morning his bread all for to win 
While all the other tradesmen sits burning up their shins. 

2 Once I loved a ploughboy as dear as I loved my life, 
It was my whole intention to be his wedded wife; 
It was my cruel parents that proved my destiny 
Which caused a separation between my love and me, 

3 My love he's tall and handsome, comple1eon every limb, 
For his looks and mild behaviour !here's few can equal him; 
When he rises in the morning and he steps on the green hay 
It 's who is like a ploughboya ll in the monih of May. 

4 Thelarkshc risesearly,fullear lyfromherncs t, 
She goes up into the air with the dew all on her breast 
And all that whole day o'er and o'er she'll whistle and she'll sing 
And at nigh1 she will return again with the dew all on her wing. 

5 Now if that you are coming home from a dance or from a play, 
If you meet a pretty girl by chance all on your way, 
It's if you do not love her , let her pass on her way, 
It's never never mind her, the ploughboy he did say. 

In E nglish folk song, praise of rural trad es and labour is a common subject. Robert' s 
"Ploughboy' is of English origin, its chief source a broadside frolic, Th e lark in the 
morning', which early collectors have been blamed for reducing by expurg ation to a 
mere lyric: Reeves 1,i_sec Note s. So it is interesting to see that our Irish singers have 
reduced it similarly , at the same time introducing the theme of separation in love: 
v. 2. This is apparently 1he theme of another song, prese rved in an Antrim fragment , 
which has lines corresponding to v. 3.1-2, ·My love he' s tall and handsome· , BBC 
24835, 2 v, sung in 1955 by Robert Cinnamond 
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60. The rakes of poverty 
Tom Anderson 1969 

#(;r ~ n r#J, 1£J· -i,i -01,i.l I J )i.lHin l;. i 
1 Oh, come all you ram•bl•in' fell - ows, oh, from town to town I steer, 

I'm l ike man•y'a the hon • est fell • ow, sure I 'like - - a pint o' beer, 

I'm like man•y's the hon • eat fell , a , sure l drink me whi - sky clear, 

I h I u a 1 ''!) I J i 1~ro l,.trifuM ~ 
, - s: rall . ., u 

I'm the ram•bl•in' r • akes o' pov. er. ty an' a son of a gam-bl-eer, 

Oh, come all you rambling fellows. oh, from town to town I steer. 
rm like many's the honest fellow, sure I like a pint of beer. 
I' m like many's the honesr fellow, sure I drink my whisky clear, 
I'm the rambling rake s of poverty and a son ofa gamble-eer. 

2 The oul hat that I'm wearing I give two pence for it 
And when I go out on Sunday, sure they say I cut it fit 
And when I go out on Sunday, sure they say I do it grand, 
I sit up at the head of the table like another gentleman. 

3 The oul coat !hat I'm wearing co me from the gambling s1ore 
And when it's that it do get wet, oh, I hang it outside the door 
And when it's dry I put it on, the people gathers around, 
They say that I'm a duke or lord, no1 the son of a gamble-ecr. 

4 The oul shoes that rm wearing come from the Crimea war 
And it was an oul soldier wore them and he died by wounds and scars; 
The heels of them are going back and 1he soles going back to see 
And the toes of them cocks up their nose at the rakes of poverty. 

5 Oh, if I had ten gallons of rum or sugar five hundred pounds, 
A great big tub to put it in and a stick 1ost ir it round , 
I would drink a health to my comrades both near and far away, 
So I'll bid farewe ll to the company, I'm the son of a gamble-ecr. 

From an urban orig in in the late nineteenth century this text brings little traditional 
style, but it has been set in Ireland to thoroughly traditional airs. No doubt composed 
in Britain, it is known in Scot land (B) and probably in America: Bronson IV 122 
ment ions the title ·son of a gambolier'. So far it hardly seems to have ea rned itself a 
place in folk-song collections. 
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61. Saturd ay night is Hallowe'e n night 
cf. Tam Lin 

Eddie Butcher 1968 

(Spoken): Well, this is a man got married and the fairies stoic his bride. And he 
didn ' t know how to get her, he couldn't get her no place , up nor down, sea rched 
eve ry place. He went to this queen of the fairies and she told h im what to dd. She told 
him: 

lt==E .i ~1r1 J1 , 
Sa ·t ur · daynightisHol•y ·ee nnight, The qual•i•ty ' s all to ride 

And he who has his bride to meet At the Five Mile Brig he'll bide , 

• 1 1 .i 'I r· 1 ,I., jl •" ~- ;,,.i.i 
First you ' ll the blac.k And se , eond you'll meet the bro= 

And catch the bay by the brid,le rein And pull the ri , der down . 

Saturday night is Hallowe'en night , 
Thequa lity'sall toride 

And he who has his bride to meet 
AtthcFive-MileB righc'llb ide 

First you'll meet the black 
And second you'll meet the brown 

Andcatchthcbaybythcbrid le rein 
A nd pull the rider down. 

Spoken: And then he go t his wife back. 

Eddie dre w attention to the link between this story and the Scots ballad Tam Lin·, 
te lling the stor y after hearing a long Scots versio n of the ballad sung as de rived from 
print. ·Tam Lin" is not the only British ballad to have given rise to an Irish 
chantefab le: sec Shields ' 1 p.7Jff. Its theme of the recovery of an enchanted mate 
from fairies has been adapted so tha t a man's wife or swee1heart, instead of a 
woman·s lover. is supposed in fairy power. Thi s brings the narrative into conformi ty 
with a common Irish folk-1ale type , and also recalls the Irish lullaby to which a story 
attaches, "A bhea111/d thios ': Petrie p. 73-8. rep r . O'Sullivan p. 18-20. 

Th e chantefab le must have a risen by the ea rly nineteenth century , no doubt in 
Ulster. Originally . a fuller prose introduction , with the essential data of the Irish 
sto ry of a woman abducted by fairies , must have introduced ba llad verses beg innin g 
with the matter of Eddie's and going on to the metamorphoses suffered by the 
enchanted mate (no longer Tam Lin but the woman) and endured by the ordinary 
mortal holding her in his arms. So much is adumbrated by the surviving versions, 
1hough each individually lacks e lemen ts of the whole. 
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62. The ship carpenter 's wife 
Sale of a wife Cabbage and goose 

Eddie Butcher 1966, (1961] 

1 Oh, come all )'OU gay 
• 

f e ll•• • • you- flour , i- 1hin' 

I -
n I r :x; t t rJ] I J u V , t w 

,\r., It ia tru , ly • fact nov I' .- goin' un - fold, 

It' • - tru , ly - a - fact that l' • goin' to un • fold, 

► ~ u: L! I HLN' I, J V V .ii}ll ti 
It' • con- sarn,in' a wo111, an by auc • tion- was- sold. 

O h , come all you gay fe llows, you flouri shing folk , 
It is truly a fact now rm going to unfold, 
If s mliy a fac11ha1 I' m goi ng 10 unfold , 
It 's concerning a woman by auction was sold. 

2 A ship carpe n1er lived a few miles out of he re 
He being linl e o r rathe r too fond of his bee r ; 
He was hard up for cash -it's as fact a5 my life­
For ten shillings by auctio n he so ld off the wife. 

3 He ca lled fo r a bailsman including the sa le 
Up in the high mark et where he could not fail, 
When the auc tioneer ca me with his hamme r so smart 
Whil e 1he ca rpent er's wife she stood up in a ca rt . 

4 Oh, now she·s put up without grum ble or frown, 
Th e firsl was a sa ilor, he bid half a crown: 
He swo re he would make her a lady so spruce. 
He would fatten her well up on cabbage and goose. 

5 Th e nexl was a cobb le r , he give a loud bawl, 
- Nine shillings I'll give for he r , muscles and all. 
(-Oh, loo k at her beauty, her shapes and her size, 
She is migh ty well tempered and sober likewise. ) 
- r m blowed , says the sa ilor , she·s one out of four 
And ten sh illings I'll give you , oh , but damn the screw more! 

6 - Oh thank you, oh thank you , sa id the bo ld auctioneer, 
She's go ing, she's go ing- are 1here nobody here? 
For to bid any more I'm afra id ifs no job, 
She's going, she's go ing, she's away for ten bob. 
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7 Then the hammer was struc k and concluded the sale 
And the sailor he paid down the cash on the nail, 
Shook hands with his Bessy, then give he r a smack 
And then straight straddle- legs he did jump on her back. 

8 They called for a fiddler and a fifer IO play, 
They danced and they sung there un1il it was da y 
To Jack and his Bess to their hammock did go 
While the fiddle r and fifer played 'Rosin the bow'. 

9 Now Jack is content with his ten-shilling wife 
And long may they nouri sh and prospe r through life 
And long may they nourish and prosper through life, 
The young sailor that bought the sh ip carpente r's wife. 

Wife auctions were a topic of the English broadside press and, in actual ity, a vulgar ly 
recognized means of divorce or repudiation. Thomas Hardy introduced the topic to 
literary fiction in his Mayor of Casterbridge and John Ashton has documented the 
pra c1ice from var ied sources, citing pr ices thal ranged from twenly-five guineas down 
to a glass of ale: see notes to A . But this English song is rare tOOay outside Ireland, 
which also boasts - if tha t is the term - ano1her wife-auction song noted recen1ly in 
Belfasl: Morton' p . 19-21, and 1he disc Folk songssu ng in Ulster I. 

138 



A New Soot"" the 

8.4.LF. OF A. WIFE. 
,l.ndpu1eboedb11Sailorfo r lO.. 

"-tt,,nd IO m1 ditty yw f>o!ic°"""' folk, 
l"IL1,U1.~••to •y-•<o"'icaljok,, 
l 'o•i-_u"·efa,;t .. hul ,.,,goinrtounfold, 
C~m••K•"om_onthotb1u<tion"l"u.o4d; 
A ~bip•<l.,,...let l1<00 ""' o m1lo from ho•e, 

:::t~:~i;:,:~,:~7~'.~.~~~ :i~)!;.ifc. 
}!: ::~:."~:,n~:;;~f ~f.;':::~:;~::~~::: 
T""-l"'~tled1h o "'oll<J""i1hou1MOK<lday, 
Soli .. 111a halt,,het0<>khora,uy ;_ 
Hu,nln>undthebell mon onnounc,n~1h , .. 1,, 
,l.llin1J..hayma•htandtho1,,.ith out !a,I, 
Tb o aue1·nno,rc~ru, ~,.1hh"o ham,n·..,,,, .. ·, 
,l.nd1h.oc or~•ntd, ,. iilo1toodupinocar1. 

~ t.~ :.: :~:,~! :.;:~";:~~l~~~~~~.m, 
S.yo ho, I ~-;11 m, ~,- l,u • ltOJ ""• wu« 
And f.Hen h,,.,-.,11 ul"'n ~; hhop ,n~ l{"'{I><, 

::: .. ~t,;;,x;.;d0
: ~:';.;·:i~h"1~;1

, :::;;~~.:&t!~i•I, 
Whenupj .. mped 1co hhh:ro>1d3•«1lnudba • l, 
St.1<nrnin o .J,ill;ng,forhorbu ,.., l,ndoll 
Ju,t l<><>k al he, b.outy. h<t dial" and htt ,i~r, 
Sllti1mig_h17/(000l<'m)":«dood10b<rli<e~·i,e, 
Bysin, ,01dou,lor,,he100,,ew1uff0\lr, 
Teu ,h1l!i0Kobidforb",butoota0<re•1110,.., 

[~;ij~~trr,:t:D:*,;:l~;:::•U~Hr, 
Goi111,ri111,lu7 ,1 hoi 1g oon1 f0T\611bob 
n a ~aaom11r,...,ouuckudcor>cludodthoule, 
n,.1a,hop 1iddownth o bn.uonlhan•il, 

~:.i•~~ :,"~~;t,!:';t:~: ;:•t.,~ ,::,mock, 

~i:1~:::;::~r:t;:.7£;~:.~!~"t·· 
UoULth11ho!1odedb•tohi o own,lrftt. 

~1 ;;~d~:~,:~i"::.\;}f~:r·td· '°' 
:'oh;•~t~:;/~~.:!:ft:~~ lbe bo• , 
J,oct l,01•l;h • oolnpau,11dr-upal<>_II, 

:."!tdit!..l~;i::d ';;~i:'l,~.~~~7thn1 .. ,r.. 
n..longm• yholouri.111,,,lp ,...ptttb"'gbli( o, 
Th ,,.ilor1b.1 1 M111htthabipc1rpeoter',-,,if , . ·A ncwsongonthesalcofa 

wife·: mid•nincteenth 
century Irish broadside 
edi1ion(no62B: 'The ship 

~-------- -- ---~ carpcntcrs'wifc") 
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63. The shores of sweet Be none 
Magilligan 

Eddie Bu1cher 1966 

A . bout thi■ pl a ce ,Uk e -w. i&e my l. ove, she l,ive a down .near the sea; 
Near to aweet Dun . crun I pressed 'er-hand- an' thh to he r did say , 

'' ;-, I I j , 

She waa born in Mag • 11 . 11 , gan with its m. oun . tain t bold and grand 

An' th e f ir st plac e that I aaw my l . ove it was down u - pon the Strand. 

Thr ough Ben • ev • 'n • ue Rock so 1 · of • ty where the rav•ene build their neat 

I of'• times took her for a s troll an' clasped ' e r to my br, east 

We will nev • er l• ea ve Mag, il•li •gan, my M • ar , y dear and I 
We will com•fort IJ•on e and oth - er while- ther e r e , 11111.ins--

For if we 
Inthatprett •y 

leave Mag•il, 11, gan- I'm sure we bo th w,ould die ; 
Utt, le cott•age on- the shores o f swe et Ben, one. 

Ah, kind friends, I'm just come here 1onight los ing to all of you 
About this place, likewise my love , she lives down near the sea; 
She was born in Magilligan with its mountains bo ld and grand 
And the first place that I saw my love it was down upon the Strand . 
Through Benevenagh Rock so lofty where the ravens bui ld their nest 
I ofttimes took her for a stroll and clasped her to my breas t 
And ju st as we' re returnin g after walking the whole day 
Near to sweet Duncrun I pressed her hand and this to her did say, 
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We will never leave Magilligan, my Mary dear and I, 
For if we leave Magilligan I'm sure we both would die; 
We will comfort one and other while there remains a stone 
In thm preuy little cottage on the shores of sweet Benone. 

2 On a holiday up IO the Bower I took my own aJtore, 
We cut our name s out on the bark as lovers done before; 
When looking through the big red glass the sun was all aglow, 
Then turning to the other we beheld the winter snow. 
We then retired oul to the bench the fresh breeze to inhale 
To take a glance from off its heights of Nature's lovely vale 
Which extended far beneath us inbounded by the sea, 
I then sat down to rest a while, took Mary on my knee , 

Oh, we'll never leave such scenery, my Mary dear and I &c. 

3 I strayed last Sunday evening with my love to sweet Downhill, 
I took her gent ly by the hand when passing the Limekiln; 
We jogged along but sadly until we came in sight 
Of Neilans's we took a drop for IO make our spirits light , 
Poor da rling she being temperate she drank nought but ginger wine 
But I drank something harder for to rouse this heart of mine 
And as our thirsty throats were damp we then went out IO sea 
And stanled by the swelling waves I couldn't help but say, 

Oh we'll never leave Magilligan &c. 

4 On a holiday down to the Point I took my own wee pet, 
The scenes we saw struck us that much I never will forget; 
We saw a large and mighty ship as she swiftly glided on 
With thousands of fair daughters and sons with hearts so strong ; 
And as they waved their handkerchiefs the tears from their eyes did fall, 
They were parting with Magilligan and heading Donegal. 
We both knelt down upon the Strand and prayed most fervently 
For God to guide that mighty ship across the deep blue sea. 

We will never sail away like that, my Mary dear and I, 
For if we would leave Magi/ligan &c. 

The author is said to have been 'Constable Fenne ll of the Royal Irish Constabulary, 
Bellarena ' and to have made the song for a concen towards the tum of the century­
Henr y in notes to A. Benone , "river foot', looks oul to sea half-way along Magilligan 
Strand; there the couning couple of the verses arc happily installed in wedlock in the 
refrain. The song provide s a detailed survey of Magilligan scenery (see Map), passing 
from mountain walks (v. 1-2) to the sands and cliffs of Downhill (3) and thence to the 
western extremity of the Strand (4), where the conventional theme of attachment to 
home is reinforc ed by a view of an emigrant liner. 
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64. The strand s of Magilligan 
Mary Osborne 1969 

£. J .. 63 J J 

g¼W t>zj 1·1 j J 1b I; 'j}tt:Ji'iln JJJ)l1'1N 
l l 'm• a stran•ger to- this cou n•tr•y, from A,mer. i , cay- I- came--- , 

II 
The r e are few does - bu t - kn ow me - nor can tell - my - name 

And it ' s since •e they- do- not know me- l - will tarr·y - a - whi le, 

' 
• J,J,; I~ hg@.Ji'z ;t'JI JJ; t/J ; I i,,n 

For- the sake o f my- dar- - lin' I 'd go man, y ' s- ay- l ong - mile . 

I'm a stranger to this country , from America I came, 
There are few does but know me nor can tell my name 
And it' s since they do not know me I will tarry a while , 
For the sake of my darling I'd go many's a long mile . 

2 The strands of Mag illigan divides in three parts 
Where the you ng men and maide ns go meet their sweethearts ; 
It was drinking strong brandy caused me for to stray, 
That these false-hearted women had led me astray. 

3 On the strands of Magill igan an old castle doe s stand, 
It is bound round with ivy and diamonds so gra nd, 
It is bo und rou nd with ivy and diamond s so bright , 
It 's a pilot for the sailors on a dark winter's night. 

4 I' ll go down to yon convent, I will beg my discharge , 
- Here is fifty bright guineas if you'l l set me at large , 
If th at does not do , love, he re is fifly pounds more 
If you will go with me. - Oh no , my love, no . 

5 I' ll go down to yon convent , I will there spend my life, 
I never will marr y nor be any man's wife; 
It is there I'll live single and a maid I will remain , 
I never will marr y till my love comes again . 

Spoken: Oh , 1hat"s a heavy old song. 
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Tom And erson 1969 

c13'·"'-" ~ r; ' J, I ; ~ 7J le; ; ; tD I tl J J I .1 ,, 
2 Where the strands o f Ma•gil l •i• gan di- vides i n t hree parts . 

Where• e y·oun g men and• e m•a i •dens do m•e e t their .hr sweet--heart s , 

•, p I r J,j r I r F QI .l ;'Ji ffi, Ii y 
Bythedrin •k in ' strongbran•dy i t ' ascau s edme· ye to-- s a y 

jj; ';,1 ;,,i4',1J In ,17&'',7tM I i.n ~ 
That the g irls o f this coun •t r•y has- l ed me a - - stray . 

l : 4<>/ . :l 

7 A l ' , d I 
By th ~ dr l n· kl n• s tron g 

-Gb-Mt-illtb& 
oo~n· <r • y has led ""' a · • • s tr ay . 

I'm a stranger in this country, from America I came, 
Where no one doe s know me and few knows my name; 
By the drinking strong hrandy it has caused me to say 
That 1he girls of this country has led me astray . 

2 Where 1he sirands of Magilligan divides in three parts. 
Where young men and maidens do meet their sweethearts, 
By the drinking strong brandy it has caused me to say 
That the gir ls of this country has led me astray. 

3 I'll go down to yon Umbra where the birds do fly high 
And there is one amongst them and she does fly high; 
If I had her in my anns this night on the Strand 
I would kindly subdue her by the sleight of my hand. 

4 I' ll go down to yon captain , I will beg my discharge . 
- Here is fifty br ight guineas if you set me at large 
And if that does not do, love, here is fifty pounds more 
If you let me gowi1h you. - Oh no, my love, no 

5 The reisafinecastlconMagilliganStrand 
And ifs well bound with ivy from the top to the Strand; 
It is well bound with ivy and a light shining bright. 
It 's a pilot for sailors on a dark s1ormy night. 

6 Where 1he strands of Magilligan divides in three parts. &e. 
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This is a fusion of three English songs. Its distinctive verses of the divided strands and 
the castle belong to the 'Streamsoflovely Nancy·, an inconclusive lyric which already 
in one Somerset version borrows some narrative substance from (2) "The Manchester 
Angel' - Sharp' II 534, v. 4. Th e Manchester Angel" is the source of the verses 
which envisage discharge from the army and entry into a convent: verses which 
originall y wound up a story of a deserted girl. The Magilligan girl proposes to 
become a nun without being deserted, though perhaps the change of captain to 
convell/ in Mary·s 4.1 is reviving that narrative turn. Finally, from (3) a common 
broadside song entitled ·The American stranger· or The spor1ing youth·. an initial 
verse has been prefixed which s1rengthens the subjective quality of the song 

Textually diverse, it gains coherence from those features of the locality which 
induced transfer of the lyric matter to a familiar setting. 'Strands of Magilligan· 
re-creates orally some such unfamiliar toponym as "Streams /strcmz / of Nancy·. In 
the 1830s, the parish rectory at Duncrun was said to be used ·as a landmark, by 
vessels passing to and from Derry through Lough Foyle' - OS I. Of course, the 
castle which serves this purpose in the song may seem better answered by the Earl 
Bishop ·s lofty mansion at Downhill, especially in the case of the singer who situated it 
·on the top of the cliff (G).Others admiuedly put it on the Strand, where. despite 
dissimilarities of purpose, it may evoke a castle of anterior native legend. At the 
mouth of Lough Foyle are sandbanks called the Tun s, Tom,a ceamr fhiom1e "white­
headed waves·, which form 'a great sand. (upon which it bumeth greatly. when 
the wind blowcth from the sea)' - Gerard Boate Jrela,ufs natural/ history 
London 1652. p. 15, eh. II iv. The tuns were the reputed site of Manannan the sea 
goers castle, which a man could possess if he once sighted it and captured the flag on 
its towe r without taking his eyes off the castle which. ifhe did, would disappear. 

A ,nan named McClary seeing the nag immediately without taking his eye$ oflf ] the 
,a stle mounted an c~cellcn1 Blad race Marc and galloped off ... towards ii. He 
accomplished 1hc desired obfcct but on returning nin<! wa,·es followed him, 1hc first reached 
1hchinderlcgsofthemareandchangcdthcmtov.·hitcfromblack,thc5econdwavc rcached 
the forelcgsandturnedthemw·hitcal so and so onuntilthcninthwa, ·c whichcovcr e<l1he 
mare and changed her entir ely from black to " ·hi!e. A ,·oia, was then heard from the cas1le 
uuering vengeance on 1hc name of McClar y and declaring tha1 seven smoke5. 
proceeding from the chimneys of the McClary's should nevc, be seen in Magilligan ... 
From that time seven families of the name have nc,·cr been known 10 reside in the parish 
McClaryitiss.aidplaccdtheOagonScrecnchurch - 0S 1 
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65. Three gipsies riding 
Three dukes riding &c 

Aughilchi ldren 1969 

; {"' J,I rn jc• "I r· ,,, ;;f i N-0,l,..diJ 
1 There came- three gi ,psies ri,din' - , Ri - din ', . din', 

There came - three gi. psies ri . din', Y O U. 

lle're r1,dln' he re to Nrr •y one of you boy • 

There came three gipsies riding, 
Riding, riding. 
There came three gipsies riding, 
Y- 0 - U 

2 - What are you riding here for? &c. 

3 - We're riding here to marr y one of you boys. 

4 - Who would marry you boys? 

5 - We're ju st as good as you boys. 

6 - Your knees are stiff as pokers. 

7 - We can bend our knees as well as you boys. 

8 - Where will your mothe r sleep? 

9 - Her mother will sleep in her fathe r's bed. 

IO - Where will your father sleep? 

11 - Her father will sleep in 1he maid's bed. 

12 - Where will the maid sleep? 

13 - The maid will sleep in the pigst y. 

14 - Where will the pig sleep? 

15 - The pig will sleep in the riverside. 

16 - Where will you wash your clothes? 

A few sessio ns with Magill igan children made clear that th ey practise a wide range of 
traditio nal game songs and rhymes. Three gipsies riding· is anything but rare: 
duke~, the duke, a Jew, a duck, a king or a mere young man are alternative s to 
gipsies all over Britain and Irelan d . Whal is unusual in print is the combina 1ion of 
this game with another, "Milking pails", to which v. 8·16 belong . Yet the comb inat ion 
was noted long ago in Berkshi re and must be widespread: Gomme I 388. 

The children played and sang uncertainly. 'Three dukes riding' is traditionally a 
courtship game while 'M ilking pai ls' in its full form enacts a mother-child re­
lation ship : 

- Mo1her, will you buy me a pair of milking-cans? 
- Bui where shall I get 1he money from ? &c 

Most versions end with punishment of the children·s glee at the prospect of 'mother· 
falling into the river. The composite verses have perhaps synthes ized courtship and 
chastisement in a mock battle. 'Three gipsies riding· is also known in Magilligan 
without "Milking pails" (DE, perhaps F) and in this form ends in a fight: 

1hcntheo1he rssa id1hatthcywerejus1ascleanasyou.sir,andthena1theendtheyalls1artcd 
lofigh1.and1hegipsiesranaway" - GracicButchcrffll8 
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66. Todd's swee t rura l shade 
Eddie Butcher 1966 

f, Ja 65 ' ' • • C-, • ' U #1), ,;,1,...: V ,. •1 nur r t:iu rJ I J .... ~;g .fflJ ~ I J 1 
5 Oh,she says, Young- man, 1 pra.y- for •bear-, sucl1• e je•sting-- I--- dis•dain, 

J'.tlef?tlh • r ri' ,r r s r r t, In) /5JJ J ; J 
j ! 

I,a am - too - young to be - con - troll-- t e by - Cu ,pi•d'se cunn---ing chain; 

But if 1 thought you were - sin--- cere-, as- oft - times - you- have said, 

! 1 '-.. 17 
Then- I'd re --- sign this heart- of mine --- on- Todd's sweet r,ur,al,e shade, 

Oh , one evening fair to take the air as I carelesslic did stray 
Down by a grove I chanced to rove , it being in the month of May; 
There I behe ld a comelie maid, she has my fond heart betrayed, 
Sly Cupid'sda rt did pierce my heart on Todd's sweet rural shade. 

2 Her carriage nea t and limbs complete as she gent lie moved along, 
Her skin was like the falling snow when blowing o'er the land, 
Her cherry cheeks and yellow hair has my fond heart betrayed, 
You gods, combine and ease my mind on Todd's sweet rural shade . 

3 Oh, the blackb ird with he r lovelie notes does make the valley ring, 
The cuckoo joins in chorus 1hen for ro welcome back 1he spring, 
The lark has lefl her verdant dale the linnet for to aid 
For to praise that fair beyond compare on Todd's sweet rural shade. 

4 - Oh , says I, my fair and comclie maid, would you consent to love? 
Your de luding smiles has me beguiled when crossing o'er yon shade. 
Do not deny, with me comply , and lend me your fond aid, 
Then rll resign this heart of mine on Todd's sweet rural shade. 

5 - Oh, she says, young man,! pray forbear, such jesti ng I disdain, 
I am too young to be controlled by Cupid"s cunn ing chain; 
But if I thought you were sincere, as ofnimes you have said, 
Then I'd resign this heart of mine on Todd 's sweet rural shade . 

6 Then hand and hand we both walked on out o'er yon dewy plain . 
My bosom felt a warm glow, I knew not care nor pain; 
Beneath yon bower we spent an hour till unto me she said, 
- I will resign this heart of mine on Todd's sweet rural shade. 
Beneath yon bower where verdant flowers they bedecked that love\ie maid, 
Oh, she blessed the day she chanced to stray by Todd's sweet rural shade. 

The location of this beautified marriage proposal seems precise but is obscure. The 
place-name is the sort tha! occurs only in poetry , and if we can more or less localize 
'David' s flowery vale' (no 21) or 'Walms\ey·s shady groves ', we are less successful 
with 'Todd's sweet rural shade ' . Since I have found no other version of the song it is 
probably an Ulster one. It is in the Gaelic 1radi1ion: from a rural encounter and a 
portrait of the girl we pass to dialogue with little action , all expressed with 
conventional elegance and plenty of internal rhyme. Indeed internal rhyme generally 
gives way only to admit flowers of rhetoric that would otherw ise have to be excluded. 
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67. Tossing the hay 
The turning of the hay The new-mown hay The female haymaker 

John Butc her senio r 1966 

1 Oh't bein' on-- a sunm-er'11 morn --- in ' a. broad - 11.s I did go 

To saun - ter out for plea . sure - - dovn by a 9h11. . dy - grove , 

n • Do= by a piece of mea - dow aa I care -- leas • lie did stray 

u (' I ; '-; W •• ~, 1 I l?j,f,') J, I J , ; -51 N 1 

There - I $pied - - a maid quite bus • y, she waa toss·in' out th e hay. 

O h, it being on a summcr·s morning abroad as I did go 
To sa unter out for pleasure down by a shady grove, 
Down by a piece of meadow as I carelcsslic did stray 
The re I sp ied a maid quite busy, she was tossing out the hay. 

2 Th ro ugh a close hedge I viewed this maid, to her I wasn't seen, 
Her bea uty it did far exceed the Kathlee n Ju lius queen 
And a ll aro und her ivory neck those amber locks did play 
Ay, and the diamo nd glance shone in he r eye at the tossingof1h e hay . 

3 I st~pped up un10 this ma id, she unto me did say, 
- I fear we' ll have a fa ll o fr ain, we have a gloomy sky. 
- O h ma ·am , said I , those weighty clouds they' ll shortly wear away, 
The re will be no ra in for to detain the toss ing o f you r hay. 

4 I says, - My dear, how co mes it that you're left here your lone ? 
- My brother he has left me, un to the bog he's gone 
To raise the turf in winn in' rows whi le he has light or day 
And he's left me here qu ite bird a lone to toss and dry the hay . 

5 Well, I too k her in my ann s and I ro lled her on 1he green, 
Sure I began to kiss this maid and she bega n to screa m, 
Bu t I be ing in a merry mood with her did sport and play 
Saying, - The day's long, we have time enough m toss and dry the hay . 

6 Well , her ches l and breast sure they were like the plumage of a swan, 
It was enough for to entice the heart o f any ma n 
And all around her ivory neck those amber locks did play , 
Ay, and the diamo nd glance sho ne in he r eye at the tossing of the hay. 
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7 Well, I says, - My dear, if you'll comply and with me you'll agree 
In wedlock's bands we·11 join our hands, love, marri ed we will be 
A nd what is here at your command r m willing for to pay 
And we·t11ink and bind together and we'll toss and dry the hay. 

The oldes1 text of th is pastourelle, dated 1813 or 1815, is from Belfasl (A) and the 
song looks like an Ulster one. Cork prinlerscopied it; but there is no evidence that it 
was sung outside Ireland excep t in places having cuhural links with Ulster: the 
Lowlands of Scotland and Newfoundland. Oral versions have pruned the excessive ly 
detailed broadsides, lingering less on the girl's appearance or the manner in which 
her 'virgin bloom' is ·cropt' (A). Derry versions touch lightly on prospective 
matrimony, while others pursue the couple to the girl's home and the matter is 
conclud ed to her parents' satisfaction (/-1/K). In Scotland the conclusion is 
assimi lated to the Scots ballad theme of the rich suitor in disguise: 'A nd wasn' t she 
well rewarded for the turning of the hay?' (/). In Ulster oral versions the country 
setting is enhanced by an unexpectedly homely conversat ional exchange about the 
weather. 
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The Tossing of the Hay. 

h~~~·t;: :i:;·;.:·.: ::.:•:~~:rt:::r ~,6:.~"~Y 
W ""'° ti.. t.,W 0\ 01 "••• l>o• ■ciog o.od lh lao,b,o dtd 
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A■di.o,■ -•JNfondl~••yto ,.....,J dry ,., ., 
;;~,=:.!fa'i;,.::;~~:~,:~=~::}~li~~: ;•::, 
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'Thetossingofthehay' 
mid-nineteenth..:entury 
Jrishb roadsideedition 

~ --------- -----~ { no 67B) 
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68. The Trader 
The loss of the 'Trader ' and crew 

Eddie Butcher 1966 

~ar:7,?)IJ,MleH•IE b :J, ; j JJJ l ;J;L4 ol@ 
e, rr ; . ' 

1 Oh, co.me a l l y.ou gal l.a .n t s ea.men - bol d, now li - st en he r e - - a while t o m.e 

And 1.and.s men - t oo whU·e thus - 1 - do rel - at e un. to yo u - a tra . n . ge . dy. 

It.'1 1 grieve each b e s.rt whi.l e l ' m-- a.part fo r - t o - re. l . at e t ho s e-- line s - a . 11 o'er--

J1 1-,u 1,.12 -1r n 1JnJ1e)~o,)l,,.1;ij171n ltn-
L • 

Tha t a ship o f - fame 'Tra der' by n.ame was - l at e. I- y L ost - u - pon - e t he sho - re, 

~ ;IIH r 1,l 1i 'I ~ ~ 
u our, <J bra ve c•p---tal n It w, u - -ou r n -o- bl e M-d- - • -

~ 
uood al -{thoush ) 

Oh, come all you gallant seamen bold, now listen here a while to me 
And landsmen too while thus I do relate unto you a tragedy ; 
It'll grieve each heart while I'm apart for to relate those lines all o'er 
That a ship of fame, Trader by name, was lately los1 upon the shore . 

2 Oh , November on the twenty-fourth from Galway town as we !>et sail 
The weather it was calm and clear , we had a sweet and a pleasant gale ; 
That jovial crew played in full view , no thoughts of danger did we fear , 
For London town straight we were bound intending our long course to steer . 

3 Five hundred and forty ions it was our noble ves!>el's load 
Of corn and wheat , as we thought fit, our gallant ship she was well s1ored; 
Seven sailors bold you may behold , the Trader's jovial company , 
Our numbers few, but kind and true , we lived in great tranquillity . 

4 The night before as our brave cap 1ain in his cabin sleeping were 
He dreamed a voice called him by name and those sad tidings did declare , 
- Your ship and crew and your cargo too will in the s1orm be cast away , 
Your family you ne'er will !>ee. He dreamt that thrice before break of day . 

5 Next morning straight just by daylight as our brave cap tain he arose 
He saw the storm gathering round and in the north so fast did close ; 
He gave command to every hand to mind their post till all is o 'er , 
But oh, alas, it did increase , we never reached that wished for sho re . 
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6 The seas they did like mounta ins rise, we did not know well what to do , 
Our course we bore right round the shore 10 we came 10 the point of Stroove. 
Our ship was good and she might have well stood, although tremendou s winds 

did blow , 
When a sudden shock upon a rock it caused our helm off 10 go. 

7 Th en our hard fate for to rela1c as we lay on the ocean wide, 
In great distress, as you may guess, we were tossed abou1 by wind and tide; 
Th e mighty powers we did implore the swelling waves for 10 ens1ill; 
Death did appear as we drew near 1hc lovely shores of sweet Downhill. 

8 At five o'cloc k our vessel struck just as daylight did disappear , 
All boa ts were run , our hopes were gone, pale Death unto us it was drawing 

nigh; 
But oh, our cries would rent the skies when overboard our mainmast fell; 
With heavy sighs and watery eyes we bid our friends a long farewell. 

9 We bid them all a long farewell for we will never see them more , 
But hopes to meet whe n God think s fit to join that bright celestical shore . 
[Forever more we' ll mourn our loss of those who died in that great storm , 
May the Lord on high receive their souls, may they rest in peace in heaven 

above . ) 

10 The people the re from everywhere come flocking that sad sight 10 see, 
Seven heroes' corps lying on the shore, the Trader's do leful company; 
It is in Dun boe they're lying low where there you' ll sec their green green 

graves, 
No friends were near but strangers dear , we buried them in sweet Articlave. 

11 Now to conclude , end those few lines, no more at present I will speak, 
But I' ll leave down my slender quill for some more learned man to take 
In hopes to see that the y' ll mind me, tell my distress to great and small 
And have it ro lled in their record: the gallant Trader's sad downfall. 

In the parish churchyard at Articlave there isa stone 'To the memory of Robt. Castle 
Master John Jamison Supercargo and six sailors who perished in the Brig Trader of 
Greenock near the Castle Rock under Frcehall on the night of 1hc 24th Novr, 1826. 
They arc here inte rred.' The song was printed in a Belfast song-book the following 
year ; but i1ss urvival in Magilligan alone , near where the wreck occurred , indicates a 
long local oral tradition . Its author was thoroughly versed in ballad idiom. The 
captain ·s portentous dream reca lls the old broads ide - significantly titled - 'The New 
York /Cork Trader, (Laws K22), and the two songs have verbal similarities: W.H. 
Logan A pedlar's pack of ballads and songs Edinburgh 1869, p. 47-50. The 
'Trader' shares o ne formulaic line (8.4) with ·Rob Roy': Child IV 248. The mos1 
numerous detailed similarities are in another shipwreck ballad of probable Ulster 
origin , 'The Middlesex Flora', of which there is a Belfast song-book text of 1829: 
RIA 12 8 ' 16. This seems to have come from the same printer as the 1827 text of 
the 'Trader' and, though the dates suggest otherwise , to have influenced that text. 
We do not know when ·Toe Middlesex Flora' was composed, but there is a report of it 
being sung about 1780: Christie 1254-5. 

Henry's vers ion (8) , also from Magilligan, agrees with the song-book text in some 
details where Eddie's version varies. In 9.3-4 they preserve lines which Eddie 
omitted and which , from 1966 onwards. he has replaced by lines of his own composed 
in response to a persistent enquirer after the missing lines. 
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69. The true lovers' discourse 
The true lovers· discussion 

Eddie Butcher 1961 

1 One pleas•ant eve- nin' when pinks and dais- -ies 

Closed - in- their bos • drop of dew 

t 

tpA I r .• r n 1er. 
And - feath , ered warb , lers of ev',ry ·spe . cies 

To . geth,er chan - ted - their- notes so tr . ue, 

As - I did stray - rapt - in me • di - ta - tion 

r r 
It charmed my - heart - for to hear them - sing, 

Night's- si•lent ar - bours •e were- on - ly ri- -sin' 

An' the air in con . cert - did s1o·eet. 1, y ring. 

One pleasant evening when pinks and daisie s 
Closed in their bosom one drop of dew 

A nd feathered warb lers of every species 
Together chanted their notes so true , 

As I did stray rapt in meditation 
ltcharrnedmyhcartfortohcarthcmsing , 

Night's silen t arbours were on ly rising 
And the air in concert did sweetly ring. 

2 With joy transpo n ed each eye I courted 
And gazing round me with inspective eye 

Two you1hful lovers in conversation 
Closelie engaged I chanced 10 spy; 

Thi s couple spoke with such force of reason, 
Their sen time nts they explained so clear 

And for to listen to their conversation 
My inclination was to draw nea r . 
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3 He pressed her hand and he says, - My dar ling, 
Te ll me the reason you've changed your mind , 

Or have I loved you to be degraded 
By you th and innocence all in its prime? 

For I am sligh1ed and ill requited, 
Where's all the favours I did bes1ow? 

You 'II su rely tell me before you leave me 
Ifyou·rc inte nt for to treat me so. 

4 With great acuteness she thus made answer 
Saying, - On your favou r I won"t rely , 

You might contrive for to blast my glory , 
Our marriage days they might hover by. 

Young men in general arc fickle-minded 
And for to trust you I'd be afraid; 

If for your favours I am indebted 
Both stock and intercs1 you shall be paid. 



5 - To b last your glory, love, I ne'er intended 
Nor fick le-minded will I eve r be, 

Nor for my debts you cou ld never pay the m 
Except by 1rue love and loyalty, 

Remember, dar ling, our first engagement 
When ch ildhood's pastim e was always new ; 

Be true and cons tan 1, I am thin e foreve r, 
I' ll brave all danger5 and go with you. 

6 -Yo ur offer's good, sir , I thank you for ii 
But yet you r offer I can't receive; 

Wit h soft persuasions and kind en dear ings 
The wiled(?) serpent begui lCd Eve. 

There are other reaso ns must be acceded, 
The highes1 tide, sir, will ebb and fa ll; 

Some ot her fema le wilt su it you better, 
There fore I cannot obey your ca ll. 

7 - Yes, I' ll admit to the tide in motion , 
It is always moving from shore to shore , 

Bui yet its substance is never changing 
Nor neve r will un10 time 's no mo re. 

I'll sound your nam e with all loya l lovers , 
And fix you r love on whos e mind is pure 

Sincenoexistencecaneve r changeit 
Nor no phys ician p rescribe a cure. 

8 She says, - Young man, for to tell you plain ly, 
For to detain you I'm no t inclined ; 

Another you ng ma n of birth and fortune 
Has gained my favou r and changed my mind . 

My future we lfare I have considered, 
On fickle footing I' ll never sta nd ; 

Bes ides , my pa rents would be o ffended 
For to see you walking at my right hand. 

9 - What had you, darling, when you were bom1 
What Na ture gave you, love, so had I; 

Your haug hty pa rents I do disdain them 
And you r ill-got riches I do defy . 

An ho nest heart, love, it's far super ior, 
You r golden riches will soon decay, 

Fo r naked we come in10 this world, love, 
And much the same we will go away. 

10 - You falsify when you sa id you loved me 
And you slight the parent s whom I love dear, 

So I 1hink it justice now 10 degrade you 
If that's 1he course 1ha1 you mean to steer. 

By wealth of Fortune or art of Nature 
You're not my equal in any line ; 

Since I co njure you insis t no further, 
Un to your wishes I won't incline. 
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11 -To falsify, love , I do deny it, 
Your imputat ions is wrong, I' ll swear, 

Like Eve I find you a rea l deceiver, 
Yourhcart 's asfa lscasyourfaceisfair. 

For the want of riches you meanly slight me 
And my complc;,,;ion you do disdain; 

Our skin may differ, but 1rue affection 
In black and white sure it' s all the same . 

12 - Oh , curb your passion , she thu s e;,,;claimed , 
h wasn ' t to quarre l that I me1 you here , 

11 was 10 discourse you in moderation 
Wi th real inten tions to make appear. 

I speak with slander, I will surre nder 
To what is proper in eve ry way 

And if you ' II submit to a fair d iscussion 
And reason dictates I will obey . 

13 - ii is too la1e now to ask tha 1 que s1ion 
Since you despised me before my friends, 

Leba non ·s plains if you cou ld command them 
Is not su rficient 10 make amends, 

Fo r there's not a tree in yon [imjperial forest 
Reta ins ils colour ·e;,,;cep1ing one 

And that' s the laurel that I do cherish 
And I' ll always carry it in my righ1 hand. 

14 - The blooming lau re l, sir , you do admire it 
Becauseitsvirtue isa lways new, 

But thereisa nother ,y oucan'tdenyit, 
It's just as bright in the gardener's view. 

It' s wisely resting throughout the winter , 
It blooms again when the spring d raws near, 

The pen of honour has wro 1e its prai ses, 
In Ju ne and July it does appear. 

15 - You speak e;,,;ceedingly but not correctly 
With words supported by cause in vain; 

Had you the tongue of yon senior goddess 
You r exultations I would disdai n . 

It was your love that I did requ ire 
But since you have placed it o n golden store 

I'l l strike the string and my harp will murmu r, 
So farewell, darling, forever more . 

16 She thu s affected with eyes distracted 
With loud e;,,;daiming she 1hus give way, 

- Sir, my denial was but a trial, 
You gods be witne ss to what I say . 

She says, - Young man , if you don ' t forgive me 
And quite forget it unco rdedly 

A single virgin for your sake I' ll wander 
Whil e green leaves grows on your laurel tree, 



17 Now all young maidens, I pray , take warning, 
Let love and virtue be still your aim ; 

No world ly treasure will yield, you pleasure 
O n those whose pe rson you do disdain. 

All loyal lovers will then respect you, 
Unto your memory they'll heave a sigh; 

The blooming rose and the evergreen laurel 
Will mark the spot where your body lies. 

18 Near Ballynahinch about two mile distant 
Whe re blackbirds whistle and thrushes sing 

With hills resounding and valleys bounding , 
A charming prospect all in the spring, 

Where fair maid"s beauty it's never wanting, 
The lonesome stranger a refuge finds, 

NearMagheratendryifyou'llenquire 
You ·11 find the author of those simple lines. 

The anonymous poet of Magheratimpany , Ballynahinch (Down) - see Notes , 18.7 -
worked a rich literary vein , and his song has been uniquely popular for one of i1s 
kind. Henry (notes to P) identified him as a schoolmaster named M'Kittrick, and a 
schoolmaster he surely was. 'Theological' discussions between lovers of mixed 
religion are fairly common in Anglo• lri~h. bu l aside from them, folk song in English 
knows no lovers' quarrel so well composed as this one. It is in the tradition of 
medieval verse dia logues such as the tens6 of the troubadours; poetic dialogues of all 
kinds flourished peculiarly well in Irish, and Gaelic culture imbues our "Discourse' 
Eac h stanza has strong formal unity , and together they achieve a discursive flow that 
must impress even a casua l reade r. But the song is for listeners. Certainly it often 
appeared in the Irish popu lar press; but it is still widely sung today when such printed 
copies have cease d for decades to be available to singers. 
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70. The wheel of Fortune 
Love it's pleasing/bonny Fair and tender ladies The false lover 

Tom Anderson 1969 

J"°B0-90,. ,. ,. rubato , ,. :,,,..._ 

,. Ji J t .-1 ;, @ D n 1 IP ~ u 
When I was y . oung I was w • ell be . lov , ed- e 

By all - - young men in this . tr-- y, 

I left• e m•y fath - - er, 1 left• e m•y m , oth • er, 

ho ri i:J,J ;, J 
I l,eft , e m,y broth • ers and si , three , 

I left,e m, y friends - - and my kind re la . tiona , 

He nev , er told • e m, e he was goin' to leave 

> 

~, u r ar I r 
Un - til one eve . nin' when he '"· 

When he told - -- e m . e he was goin ' to l hl , eav,e m- e , 

Ah, then - - my sorr , they-- did be, gin. 
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ur F,,uftr 1fueu 
Turn - you round, oh you wheel of For - tune, 

Turn you r • ound an' come, take my - part; 

Youat'ethe young-- that broke my for - tune, . . 
J leJ ,; JI J ~ 

But you're not the young man to break my heart . 

When I was young I was well beloved 
By all young men in this country, 

I left my father, I left my mother , 
I leftmybrothcrsandsistcrsthree, 

I left my friends and my kind relations, 
I left them all for to go with you. 

He never to ld me he was going to leave me 
Untiloneeveningwhenhecamein , 

When he told me he was going to leave me , 
Ah, then my sorrows they did begin. 

Tum you round, oh you wheel of Fortune , 
Tum you round and come , take my part ; 

You are the young man that broke my fortune 
But you're not the young man IO break my heart. 

Versions of this English love song vary greatly, each comb ining motifs of lyric 
expression differen tly. The love which is ' teasing' in some texts (CJ) and 'bonny ' in 
othe rs (G) recalls a 'Waly, waly' lyric that seems to derive from the ballad 'Jamie 
Douglas', Child no 204. Some versions reinforce a sombre mood with the symbol of 
the Wheel of Fortune, commonplace since Class ical times . Tom 's version is tex tually 
epitomized and musically irregular, yet gets a very strong feeling of coherence in the 
vigorous personal style of his performance. He learned it, like male singers of some 
of the other versions of this song (F, {), from a woman: Sarah Sweeney of the Poin1 
road. 
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71. When a man's in love 
A man/ Young men/Boys in love There is an old man in love 

Eddie Butcher 1966 

('

00 El , Ef~ . , lfr;ll & J Jtngir fil ) iRI· • '-LG-tWI• 11' 
J When a man's- in love--- 'e- fee•ls- no cold l •ike- I not-- l,ong a-ng,o , 

t 1 • ,L,,-,_:f: ~· ! ' • - A ~·1( . . u1B-- lsab!•.r1r· r·• r~r lP l -* : -- U r -- : ' : - • : -
Like a her - o br,ight thee- oth,er-e n,ight--- I set out through•e frost and snow; 

rui1 t,; cttr 1tJd au a1c.2Itu E VVm, 
Thee- moon- she cheered 111,e- with 'er-e l-ight -- e th•at 1 · ong and--- drear•y way 

Un- til- I ar,rived--- at the ver. y-- spot where all my- treas,ure- l· ay. 

When a man 's in love he feels no cold like I not long ago, 
Like a hero bright the other night I set out through frost and snow; 
The moon she cheered me with her light that long and dreary way 
Until I arrived at the very spot where all my treasure lay. 

2 I gently tapped at my love's window, - Would you rise and let me in? 
Slowly she the door un locked and slowly I drew in; 
Her hands were soft, her bosom warm and her tongue it did gently glide , 
I stole a kiss, 1hought it no miss, and wished her for my bride. 

3 - Would you take me to your chamber, love, would you take me to your bed? 
Would you take me to your chamber, love, for to rest my wearied head? 
- For to take you to my chamber, love, it is more than I can do 
But sit you down by the fireside and I'll sit close by you. 

4 - Oh, many's the night I courted you against your parents' will 
When I was tossed by the winter stonn and wet with the summer dew, 
But this night does the courtship end between my love and me, 
So fare you well, you unkind girl, and a long farewell to you. 

5 - Oh, are you going to marry me? - What else then would I 00? 
- Well then, I'll break through every tie , my love, I will go along with you; 
Maybe my parents they would me forget or maybe they might me forgive, 
Since this night forth we're joined in one, along with you to live. 

The last of many night visits ends with a promise of a runaway marriage which the boy 
obtains by threatening to break off relations: 5.1 begins, in Eddie's 1954 text, in his 
brother John 's. (L) and in most other versions , 'Are you going to leave me?' Since 
1964 Eddie has been singing 'Are you going to marry me?': the girl seeks reassurance 
that elopement will have a proper outcome. Perhaps thi s is a modernizing trait. The 
song is hardly older anyway than mid-nineteenth century, and may be less old. I have 
seen no popular edition ofit, though it must have been circulating among the Irish in 
America by the early 1900s (notice A). Undoubtedly Irish, it has been found chiefly 
in the northern half of Ireland and in parts of Canada colonized from there. 
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72. When I was in Ire land 
The Kerry/Irish recruit The Irish soldier True Paddy's song Pat und the 
war Paddy's ramble The boy 0111he land 

Mary Hart e 1961 

;tf{ 1m 10 JIU~ n lH . ~ 
1 When I was in I , re , land and digg - ing up- land 

r r j 'Lt;r l J-l 
With me brogu es on me feet and me spade in me hand, 

~l r:..ul il ; 10 1;,r 
Oh, upcamea geant , said he - , Would you list? 

Arr,ah, gra ma•chree, ser , geant , gi' me a hoult of your fist 

Sing •in ' tad , dy hi 

r I"" n lJ-2 
Wack fol de dood , le, sing •in' tad , dy hi ho. 

When I was in Ireland and digging up land 
With my brogues on my feet and my spade in my hand, 
Oh , up came a sergeant, said he, - Would you list? 
- Arrah, gra machree, sergean1, give me a hold of your fist. 

Singing taddy hi ho , taddy hi ho, 
Wack fol de doodle, singing taddy hi ho. 

2 He gave me five bob, he said he'd give me more, 
- Call up IO headquarters , I' ll pay off your score. 
- Headquarters, headquarters, headquarters , says I, 
If I'm gaan to be quartered, sir, I'll bid you goodbye. 

3 When I listed to sea I was sent 
On boa rd a big ship called the Bonny Dundee, 
Three sticks in the middle all covered with a sheet 
And she walked along the water without any fee t . 

4 And when I was listed to India I was sent, 
With climbing up rocks my knees were all bent ; 
I listed for seven, thank God it's not ten , 
I'll go hame to oul Ireland and I'll dig turf again. 
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'The Kerr y recruit' comme morat ed the stupidities of the Crimean war: battles of the 
winter of 1854-5 figure in fuller versions. The plentiful broadside texts arc all 
undated ; K entered the British Library before 8 October 1868. In 1889, among the 
earliest publications of Edith Somerville , was a version of this ·o\d Irish song' 
illustrated by herself. The theme of course is older and younger than the Crimean 
war. S mentions Vinegar Hill (1798): if, as it seems, Sis a pre-Crimean composition, 
then 'Crimean ' versions arc fairly straightforwa rd adaptation s of an earlier song. On 
the ot her hand, Mrs Hart c'sshortened version update s the text by omitting Crimean 
reference s and introduc ing a reference to the British Indian empire. 

---~ r:; 

. 

' "-,◄ 

#'"'''\ . -
"When lwa ~inl re land": 
illustration by Edith 
Somerv ille in The Kerry 
recruit, lS89{noTICC) 
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73. The widow 's daughter. 
The widow of the West/ Westmorland The widow of Westmor/and 'sdaugh u:r 

Edd i~ Butcher 1969 

~ Ho ~ p f: I ;.,J.. J IP u 1u-q ~ 
1 Oh, the' were a wi,dow wom•an in the West - lllOOr - lands 

And she nev , er had a daugh , but the wan 

And her on -- ly ad , vice - wa& be night - or be day 

For to nev , er give 'er maid ', n, head to wan . 

Hold - - your tongue, dea , r moth - er , she says - , 

And - th er e - fore dinn • ae l et it be 

r, I ei, J JI J ..cy.i ( : I I r' r 7 
• For the' were a joll • y sol • dier in the queen's Life Guards, 

Las ' n. i gh t he stole me maid ', n , heid frae me. 

~ '}1 I en J RN .. , C I r ,.,, 
dolt- for llitt, a ro H -- inev, e r-yh and crledthebridedad,dy 

And 1he t ell o hu •• • -- y a ', 

Oh , there were a widow woman in the West moor lands 
And she never had a daughter bu1 1he one 

And her on ly advice was by nigh, or by day 
Fo r to never give her maiden head to one. 

- Hold your tongue, dear mother, she says, 
And therefo re dinnae let it be 

For there were a jolly sold ier in the queen ·s Life Guards 
Last night he stole my maidenhead frae me . 
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2 - Ohgo,ohgo,yousaucyjade, 
And therefore dinnae let it be 

And bring me back the maidenhead you lost last night 
Or another night you'll never lie with me. 

Now she 's to the soldier gone 
And her heart both light and free 

Saying , - Give me back the maidenhead you sto le last night 
For my mammy she's angry with me. 

3 He catched her by the middle so small 
And he threw her into the bed 

And he turned up her heels where her heid ought to be 
And he give her back her maidenhead. 

Now she's to her mammy gone 
And her heart both light and free 

Saying, - I'm as clear of all menkind 
As the first night you had me. 

4 That fared well and so passed by 
Till the soldier"s wedding it came on 

And the widow woman dressed up her daughter so grand 
With a rose in every hand . 

- Who is that , cried the bride's daddy 
That stands so fine and braw? 

- It' s the widow woman 's daughter from the West moorlands 
And she tells her mammy a· 

5 - Oh, how can she do it or how can she do it 
Or how does she do it for sham e? 

For th is nine long night s I have lay with my love 
And I'm sure I never told it to none. 

- Well if there 's nine long nights you have lay with your love 
Another night you'll never lie with me! 

And he took the widow's daughter from the West moorlands 
And he made her his braw lady. 

The absence of this early ballad from modem collections can be understood, but it is 
strange that no other traditional version has come down to us with a melody, much 
less a sound recording (though E seems wderive from a traditional source). There is a 
broadside in the Douce collection apparently based on it, 'The fair maid of the West 
who sold her maid enhead for a high-crown'd hat', no doubt composed for the 
popular press - Pinto & Rodway p. 572-4. But 'The widow's daughter ' itself looks as 
if it goes back to an early Scots source from which it has been transmitted by ora l 
means alone. 

A girl tells her widowed mammy of an affair with a soldier. The widow drives her 
out in disgrace (req uiring an impossible redress - F). The girl asks the soldie r to 
restore her virginity, which he always does the same way (offering a choice where she 
will have it restored, from which she chooses ' the dark comer' - D) . Later , at the 
soldier's wedding , the widow's daughter attracts attention by her fine appearance 
(her retinue of'gay guid knichts ' and ladies C, her merry singingD) . When the bride 
hears that the widow's daughter keeps no secrets from her mammy she is vainly 
impulsive enough to mention secrets of her own which she has not revealed. 
Learning these , the soldier repudiates her and marrie s instead his naive mistress. 

The length of this summary draws attention to the ballad's narrative economy . It 
neatly combines an absurd joke with a reversal of fortune: the joke is tradi1ional {see 
for examp le D . Herd Ancient and modern Sco11ish songs Edinburgh 1776, II 145-7), 
while the reversal calls to mind the wedding scene of'Lord Thomas and fair Eleanor· 
(Chi ld no 73) or of 'Lo rd Bateman ' (Chi ld no 53). But 'The widow's daughter ' is no 
mere burlesque: it is a comic ballad of in1rinsic excellence. 
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74. Youghal harbour 
Eddie Butcher 1966 

im·:; 4 a; I , , .,, j J r r11-f(U ..__, • r · .1 
J Oh, You•ghal - har•bour on a summ·er's rnor - nin', 

I in • et my - dar - - - lin ' - u • pon the way; 

The - sun was - shi - n, in', she l•ooked so char - min' 

stopped a - whi • le and she - - thus - did say, 

Oh, Jam,ie - , Ja - mie, are ye goin' to 1, eave ---

Or are you - go - in' where bull • ets fl • y? 

' o~n i ; J;J,r 1rr 
A - hand, some - youth and my dear , est j ew , 

I l · ove you - we • 11 and I can ' t den · y . 

Oh , Youghal harbour on a summer's morning , 
I met my darling upon the way; 

The sun was shining , she looked so charming 
I stopped a while and she thu s did say , 

- Oh Jamie, Jamie, are you going to leave me 
Or are you going where bullets fly? 

A handsome youth and my dearest jewel, 
I love you well and I can't deny. 

2 - Oh Nancy da rling, was I to marry you 
What would your false-hearted parents say? 

That they reared a daughter with such a fortune 
And carclesslie she threw herself away . 

Before tha 1 I would live at variance 
All with your parents and brothers too -

It was them that banished you far from my arms ­
Unto your cha rms I'll now bid adieu . 
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3 As I walked up through the county Cavan 
To view the swee1 and the bonds of love 

Who did I.spy but a charming fair maid , 
She appeared to me like a turtle dove. 

I stepped up to her and fondlie asked her 
Wou ld she consent to be a dra goon's wife; 

With mode st blushes she thus made answer. 
- Kind sir, I mean to lead a single life. 

4 Had I a-marri ed I might been married, 
I could been married many's a year ago 

To a man nam ed Reilly lived in this country, 
It was him that caused my sad overt hrow. 

- Don 't depend on Reilly for he'll deceive you 
But come with me un.to yon Irish shore 

Where we' ll sail over 10 Pennsylvania, 
Bid adieu to Reilly forever more. 

5 - Was I to sail on yon brimy ocea n, 
The winds to blow and the seas to roar 

I thought my very heart would have split asunder 
When I thought on Reilly that I left on shore . 

But youth and folly makes fair maids marry 
And when they're married then they must obey; 

What can't be cured must be endu red, 
So farewell , darling, for I'm away. 

Edd ie's title is deceptive , The Muns1er Gaelic pastourelle 'Eochai/1 - called 
'F6chailf in Ulster - inspired broads ide adaptations in English , one of which, our 
'Yougha l harbo ur '', begins with lines correspo nding to Eddie's 1.1-4 and also similar 
to the opening of a broadside favourite ' Reilly from the county Cava n/Kerry'. All 
these songs are sung to the same popu lar air 'You ghal harbour· ; in Eddie's, melodic 
similitude has led to a mingling of texts. V.1.1-4 belongs to ·Youghal harbour '', 
v.3-5 10 'R eilly'; the intervening text, 1.5-2.8. agrees thematically with 'Youghal 
harbour'' insofar as it describes a girl abandoned. but its exact source is unknown to 
me. Edd ie's song combines the theme of the abandoned girl with the inconclusive 
courtship o f ·Reilly', in which a retu rning soldier fails to persuade a girl to give up her 
old love. Th e resulting lack of narrativ e definit ion recalls the lyricism of many songs 
in Irish; tho ugh the recu rren t first perso n singular represents now the man, now one 
girl and now perhaps another, it binds together a strong ly assertive expression of love 
unfulfille d. 
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