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AN IRISHMAN IN NORTH AMERICAY 

sung by 

The songs in this album are the end result of a 
search that began in Ireland in World War II. 

On weekend leaves from my Navy Corvette, I used to 
visit a learned lawyer in Milford County Donegal. 
He was saturated in Irish folklore and history and 
was good for hours of tales and anecdotes about 
Irish heroes an4 ghost~ as we sat around a glowing 
turf fire in his magnificent library. 

On my return to Canada, I was astonished to find 
how widespread was the influence of the Iri sh folk 
song on the songs of the United States and Canada. 

My own grandfather's songs were mostly of Irish 
origin and about five years ago a fine old singer 
by the name of O.J. Abbott was discovered by 
Edith Fowke right in my own backyard which is Hull, 
Quebec. 

Variants of most of these songs will be found in 
several areas of the United States. I have chosen 
the Canadian ones because they are readily avail
able to me and I thought them less likely to be 
recorded by American singers. I fondly hope that 
several will be fresh and distinctive enough to be 
of special interest to those who may be familiar 
with the bulk of the material. 
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Tom Kines 

ABOUT THE SONGS 

SIDE I 

1. Lilting 

In Ireland, the lilter was an indispensible :part of 
the cellidh. While the fiddler rested his bowing 
arm and wet his whistle, the lilter kept the music 
going for the dancers. When there was no fiddler 
available, he might have to provide the dance music 
for the wbole ceilidh. 

When I was a boy my father used to take me to a local 
1>arber by the name of Wat Ballard woo was no mean 
singer himself. 

Wat was a fiddler and a 11lter and all the time he 
was snipping away at the customer's hair, he was 
liltin' a tune--"dum-diddle-ding-daddle-derry-derry
doo-dang". 

2. The Wild Irishman 

Helen Creighton published this song in her second 
book ''Tradi tiona! Songs of Nova Scotia" from the 
singing of Walter Roast aDd Mrs. Ed Gallagher. It 
can also be found in Songs of the Michigan Lumber
jacks aDd Belden's Songs from Missouri. 



I have added a very rffll words and substituted some 
with two syllables to keep the jaunty rhythm going. 

3. The Brown Girl 

Also f'l"OIIl Miss Creighton's book, where she mentions 
that it 111 printed ror its lovely IIIOdal t\lIle, the 
words being rather uninteresting. 

For this reason I have sung onl,. two stanzas. 

4. DORAN'S ASS 

One or the most widely aung Irish Songs an;yvhere, 
it has been collected all over North America. 
This version with ¥bat I think is the most dis
tinctive rerrain or any I've heard is my grand
rather's. Its' driving rh;rtbm and 8D&p is charac
teristic or Dan Mclleill and it may well be that it 
is thererore unique. I have cbanged the text in a 
couple or places, elilllinating an extra line in the 
verse "Pat started orf at railroad speed" which 
my grandfather uaed to take in his stride, alter
ing the tune to acc~te the extra words. As 
he bad never written the song dovn, nor seen it 
written, I am sure he was quite unconscious or this. 

Colin O'Lochlain bas printed a more literary version 
in his ''Dublin Street BallAds". 

5. THE BAlOO3 OF THE ROSES 

Ken Peacock, Canada's foremost collector of New
foundland songs, pianist, composer and l"olltways 
artist, 111 at this ~nt going to press with an 
edition or his first big book. It will contain 
about rour hundred or the songs he bas collected 
in Canada's nevest province, among them this 
strange and lovely tune which he took down from 
the singing of Kenneth )bnlt of King's Cove. 

6. TIM FINNEGAN'S WAKE 

This is also from Helen Creighton, as sung by Frank 
Faulkner or South East Passage N.S. I prefer it to 
O.J. Abbott's version because of the greater 
rhythmic drive of its' tune, although some of O.J.' s 
lines are better. 

7. MY IRISH POLLY 

This is a combination of two versions from Helen 
Creighton'lI first and second book. She first took 
it down rrom the singing of twelve year old Muriel 
Henneberry on Devils' Island in Haltlax Harbour, 
but adIIIitted that the text was rather confused and 
that it was probably a combination or several other 
songs. 

In her second book she gives the song as sung by 
Dennis Smith of Chezzetcook without any chorus 
and to a different tune. I have used the first 
tune, the second text and added an extra chorus 
of my own. 

8. THE l'OOT OF 'lHE K>URTAIlf BROW 

This is another combination which started with a 
fragment that Edith Fowlte took down from the 
Brandon Brothers of Peterborough Ontario. They 
could only give her two verses, but the tune caught 
my attention because it was closely related to the 
one used by Herbert Hughes for setting Charles 
Kickham's verse "She lived beside the Anner". The 
song is widely known and has been recorded a con
siderable number of times recently, but I wanted 
to include it so I filled it out with verses from 
Ken Peacock's NeYroundland version taken from Bill 
Holloway or King's Cove. 

9. KJSBANA FOL THE MY 

Several years ago a Scottish friend or mine, Arch 
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Gutherie, gave me the text to a song about Nellie 
Coming Home from a Wake but he couldn't recall 
the tune. I laughed out loud when I heard Mr. 
Abbott's delightful version with its' sprightly 
tune. 

It has the rhythm of a high stepping pony hit4:hed 
to a jauntin car! 

10. THE SPREE 

Edith Fovke got this one from the Brandon Boys in 
Peterborough. Both Tom and Orlo sing accurately 
and musically and with high good humour. This is 
exactly the way Tom sang it--unaccompsnied, and 
wi th the verses rising in pitch a halr tone &t a 
tilDe • 

SIDE II 

1 • BRElINAN ON THE M)()R 

This is another song that bas been recorded a lot 
and is widely known all over North America. It 
even turns up in Texas adapted to the story of 
Charley Quantrel (see Lomax "Cowboy Songs"). This 
Nova Scotia version is not particularily unusual, 
but again, I have chosen to include it because of 
its strong driving rhythm and clean marriage of 
text and tune. I visualize it accompsnying the 
pounding hooves of Brennan's stalwart steed. 

2. MY GOOD LOOKING W;N 

This is another of my Grandrather's BOngs and I 
suspect that it bad its origin in The British Music 
Hall. Ken Peacock collected a version p.th several 
more verses from Mike Aylward in King's Cove, New
foundland, but I decided to leave it aJ I bad always 
known it---the way Dan McNeill sallg it---and I hope 
at least half as well sung. 

3. DOWN BY THE FAIR RIVER 

Helen Creighton got this one from James Young of 
East Petpeswick in Nova Scotia and I suspect that 
it is related to several other Irish songs of this 
type . The fifth verse was wanting one line, but 
it was perfectly obvious what it had to be, so I 
took the liberty of adding it. 

4. COD LIVER OIL 

Another song that obviously had its' origin in 
the British Music Hall. It has been spread far 
and wide by the old master Burl Ives, and Alan 
Mills sings a Nova Scotian version with a dif
ferent tune. 

I happened to over-hear a young Irish singer doing 
it one day, and was delighted by his add1 tion of 
the verse about goin' huntin' with Billy McCoy! 
Otherwise, the song is as taken down by Ken Peacock 
from Michael Aylward of King's Cove where it seems 
to have returned to its natural soil. 

5 • THE CORK LEG 

My first acquaintance with this song came with it's 
publication in "Irish Country Songs" by Herbert 
Hughes. Edith Fovite taped O.J. Abbott's version 
about five years ago, and I was amused by the rich
ness of some of the detail --- e.g. clocltvork and 
steam etc. 

I must confess I prefer the smoothness and speed 
of the Irish version but Nelson Eddy recorded it 
about twenty years ago, so I bad no choice. 

6. WHISKEY IN THE JAR 

Seamus Innes did a delightful version of this song 
for the Columbia set on Irish Folk Music, and 
there are numerous other versions available but to 



my knowledge no one has recoI:ded this one from 
Miss Creighton's "Songs and Ballads of Nova Scotia". 
She got it from the fabulous Ben Henneberry of 
Devil's Island. I have revised the text a little, 
using several others, principally Colin O'Lochlain's 
"Dublin Street Ballads" and doubled the tine on the 
last three bars except 'at the end of the song. 

7. A YOUNG WlN LIV'D IN BELFAST TOWN 
(Crockery Ware) 

O.J. Abbott was a bit shy about singing songs like 
this for Mrs. Fowke, and she caught his apprehen-' 
sion on the tape, but once he was into the 'song, 
he sang with his usual gusto, and obviously enjoyed 
the joke. 

8. DANIEL O'CONNELL 

This is also Mr. Abbott's, courtesy of Mrs. Fowke. 
In fact you can hear his own rendition of the song 
on Folkways FM4051 where a complete note about it 
is given. 

9. A PARTING GlASS 

Most of the Celts have a goodbye song like "Auld 
Lang Syne" or "Good-night Ladies" which is sung 
at Ceilidhs or other social gatherings at the end 
of the evening. 

This unusual song which Ken Peacock collected in 
Newfoundland from Peter Donahue of Joe Batts' Arm 
is the first one I've ever heard couched in the 
first person singular. I think that i t makes an 
admirable ending for any siDger's program with the 
slight al tera tion I've I18de in the second verse. 

SIDE I, Band 2: THE WILD IRISHWlN 

Now there was a wild Irishman, in Dublin he did dwell, 
He came across to Halifax, his story I will tell; 
He went into a barber shop all for to get a shave, 
When a big ugly beast up to Paddy he did behave. 

CHORUS: 
And sing folde rol de ri do, fol de rol de ray. 

"Can you shave a wild IrishDBn that's just cone from 
the sod?" 

Sure the lIDnkey look'd at Pat, gave a wink and a nod, 
He then picked up a lathing brush all in ,his hairy 

paw, 
And he kicked up his heels and he lathered Paddy's jaw. 

Oh he then picked up a razor which he prepared to use, 
And at the very first clip, he cut off poor Paddy's 

nose; 
He lathered him and shaved him and cut his face full 

sore, 
Like a bullock that was nearly dead, poor Paddy he 

did roar. 

Oh, then in come the barber, all trembling wi th fear, 
When he heard this wild IrishDBn begin to curse and 

swear; 
''What is the I18tter, my good I18nT" the barber says, 

says he, 
"Don't you see how your darned ould father has been 

cuttin' meT" 

"Oh, he is not my father, for a long time he's been 
dead." 

''Well then he is your grandfather i his ugly old grey 
head, 

He's up in the chimney corner and he doesn't dare 
come down, 

Bloodhounds, sure if I had him I would crack him on 
the crown:" 

Oh, he opened up the door and he stumbled down the 
street, 

It was one of his countrymen he chanc-ed for to meet, 
And seeing him a-bleeding, he pitied his sad case, 
"Say, you blood and you turf man, who has cut your 

face?" 
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"You blood and you turf man, you must have been mad, 
To set there and let them cut your cheek and face 

so bad, 
Come into a whiskey shop, your story for to tell, 
I will see if Irish Whiskey will I18ke your poor 

face well." 

Come all you wild Irishmen wbo want to have a shave, 
Never go into the lIDnkey shop unless you will behave, 
For monkeys they are foolish and Irishmen are I18d, 
And you know as well as I do that a lIDnk don't like 

a Pad. 

SIDE I, Band 3: THE BROWN GIRL 

When first to this country I came as a stranger, 
I placed my affection on a handsome young girl, 
She being young and tender, her waist slim and 

slender, 
She appeared like an angel or some gypsy queen. 

On the banks of the river where first I beheld her, 
She appeared like an angel or some Grecian queen, 
Her eyes shone like diallDnds, her hair gently waVing, 
Her cheeks bloomed like roses or blood upon snow. 

SIDE I, Band 4: DORAN'S ASS 

When Paddy Doyle li v' d in Killarney, 
He courted a girl named Biddy O'Toole, 
His tongue vas tipp'd with a bit of the blarney 
Which seemed to Pat like a golden rule. 

Whack-fal-al-loo, ralla-loo-ralla-li-do, 
Right-tilla-loo-ralla-loo-ri-day. 

One moonlight night in last November 
Pat set out for to see his love, 
The very night I don't remember, 
But the moon vas shining from above. 

As Pat had been drinking all that day, 
It made his spirits light and ffP.Y; 
So he trudged along saying, ''What's the haste?" 
And then lay down upon the hay. 

But he didn't lie long without a comrade, 
One that could kick up the hay, 
For a great big jack soon smelled out Pat 
And lay down beside him all on the way. 

Pat rolled around in his midnight slumbers, 
And flung his hat to wardly care, 
Then put his arms around its neck, saying, 
"Och, d.ear Biddy, your like a bear:" 

Pat put his hand on the donkey's nose, 
The donkey he began to bray ••• 
Pat jumpied up crying, "Save me IlOII, 

For I'm kilt and murdered. all on the 'lilly:" 

Pat started off at railroad speed, 
Or faster still, of that I'm sure, 
And he never stopped. one hand or foot 
Till he came slam-bang 'gainst Biddy's door. 

Now Biddy got up and let him in, 
And he told his story true to fact, 
How he had hugged at the hairy old rat, 
"Go on," said she, "It was Doran's Jack:" 

Now to finish my song without delay, 
They joined wedlock on the following day, 
But he never found his new straw bat, 
That Doran's Jack ate on the 'lilly. 

SIDE I, Band 5: THE BANKS OF THE ROSES 

If ever I get married, 'twill be in the mnth of 
June 

When the trees are all in blossom and the flowers 
are all in bloom; 

On a bank where I sat courting with my love all 
alone, 

All alone on the banks of the roses. 



On the banks 01: the roses where my love and I sat 
down, 

I took out my charming nute and I played my love 
a tune, 

In the middle 01: that tune she smiled and said, 
"You're my darling on the banks 01: the roses." 

"Oh, Nancy dearest Nancy, I have heard your parents 
say 

They would rather see their daughter dear a-lying 
in cold clay, 

They would rather see their daughter dear a-lying 
in cold clay 

Than a cold heart like mine to enjoy her." 

"Oh, Jimmy, dearest Jimmy, don't you heed what 
e'er they say, 

For I'm their only daughter and my 1:ortune it is 
gay; 

All the riches in this wide, wide world 1:or you 
I'd 1:orsake, 

You're my darling on the banks 01: the roses. 

SIDE I, Band 1: MY IRISH POLLY 

As I rov'd out one May morning, down by the river
side, 

And lOOking all around me, an Irish girl I spied; 
Oh, red and rosy were her cheeks and coal-black 

was her hair, 
And costly were those robes 01: gold that Irish 

girl did wear. 

Saying, "Jimmy, dearest Jimmy, 1:rom the banks 01: 
Loughnarea, 

Are you going to leave me here alone and 1:orsake 
your own Polly?" 

Her shoes were made 01: Spanish leather, so neatly 
did they tie, 

Her hair hung down her shoulders and she began to 
cry, 

"Oh, 11: I were a red, red rose that in the garden 
grew, 

There's not a season 01: the year but that I'd 
bloom 1:or you". 

"Or i1: I was a butterlly, I'd light on my love's 
breast; 

Or 11: I was a linnet, I would sing my love to rest; 
Or 11: I was a nightingale, I wuld sing to the 

morning clear, 
I'd sing 1:or my love Jimmy, 1:or it's him I love so 

dear. II 

Saying, "Jimmy, dearest Jimmy, 1:rom the banks 01: 
Loughnarea, 

Are you going to leave me here alone, and 1:orsake 
your own Polly?" 

"Och, when I was in Dublin town a-sporticg on the 
grass, 

And in each hand a bottle 01: wine, and on each knee 
a lass, 

I'd call 1:or liquor merrily and pay be1:ore I'd go, 
I would roll you in my arms love, let the wind blow 

high or low." 

Saying, "Polly, dearest Polly, on the banks 01: 
Loughnarea, 

Will you come ' and be my own true love and 1:orget 
your 1:alse JimmyT" 

But now my Journey's ended, I'll go to sea no more; 
No DX>re I'll plough the ocean where the 1:oaming 

billows roar; 
I'll stay at home with Polly, she's the girl that 

I adore, 
And there we will be narried and we'll live on the 

Sligo shore. 

Saying, "Polly, dearest Polly, on the banks 01: 
Loughnarea, 

Will you come and be my own true love, and 1:orget 
your 1:alse JiDIDy?" 

SIDE I, Band 8: THE FOOT OF THE KlUNTAIN BROW 

Come all ye lads and lasses and hear my mourn1:ul tale: 
Ye tender hearts that weep 1:or love, to sigh you 

will not 1:ail; 
'Tis all about a young man, and my song will tell you 

how 
He lately came a-courting 01: the Maid 01: the Mountain 

Brow. 

Said he, "My dearest Molly, could you and I agree 
To join our hands in wedded bands as quickly as can 

be? 
11: we join our hands in wedded bands, I '11 give you 

my plighted vow 
To do my whole endeavours 1:or the Maid 01: the 

Mountain Brow." 

Now this young and pretty 1:ickle thing she answered 
fresh and gay; 

Her eyes did shine like diamonds and quickly she 
did say, 

"Oh pardon me, young man," says she, ''For I'm not 
ready now, 

I will tarry another season at the 1:oot of the 
Mountain Brow." 

"Now Molly, dearest Molly, don't be so mean to me!" 
"I've heard 01: your behaviour, sir, but sure it's 

not 1:or me; 
"There is an Inn where you drop in, I've heard the 

people say, 
Where you drink and call and pay 1:or all and go home at 

the break 01: day." 

"u I drink and call and pay 1:or all, my money it is 
my own. 

And I want none 01: your fortune love, 1:or I hear that 
you have none. 

You might have had my poor heart wn, but I'm going 
to tell you now: 

I'll leave you where I found you at the Foot 01: the 
Mountain Brow." 

SIDE I, Band 9: KJSHANA FOL THE Dl\Y 

Oh, pretty little Nellie, the milkmaid so gay, 
Being fond 01: going to a ball or a spree; 
Says the missus unto Nellie, "I would have you to 

beware, 
When you go to the spree, young Rogers he'll be 

there; 
He will take you in his arms and will keep you 

1:rom all harm, 
And perhaps you might be sorry goin' home in the 

morn. fI 
••• 

Mushana 1:01 the day. 

Nellie she got ready and away she did steer, 
Praying all the time that young Rogers he'd 

be there; 
That he would take her in his arms and would keep 

her 1:rom all harm, 
And she knew she wuldn' t be sorry goin' home in 

the morn •.• 
Mushana 1:01 the day. 

When she got there, she got brandy rum and cake; 
She never got such usage be1:ore at a wake; 
Rogers took her in his ' arms just to .keep her 1:rom 

all harms, 
Saying, "I know ye won't be sorry goin' home in 

the morn ••• 
Mushana 1:01 the day. 

Early in the morning, just at the break 01: day, 
He laid Nellie down beside a stack 01: hay, 
Says Rogers unto Nellie, "I '11 lay ye down so 

neat, 
Sure I'll play ye 'Shoot the Cat' comin' home 

1:rom the wake." .•. 
Mushana 1:01 the day. 

Eight months was over .and nine coming on; 
Nellie she gave birth to a darling young son; 
Says the missus unto ·Nellie, "I will christen him 

1:or your sake; 
And we'll call him 'Shoot the Cat Comin' home 

1:rom the Wake''' .•. 
Mushana 1:01 the day. 



SIDE I, Band 10: THE SPREE 

There was Johnny McAdoo and McGee and me 
And another two or three went for a spree one day. 
Oh, we bad one or tw which we knew hOY to blew, 
And the beer and whiskey flev so we all felt f!13.y. 

Now to visit Humpy Dan, McLamann, Mary Ann, 
And from there into the Swan, our bellies for to 

pack; 
What they brought' us big or not, cold or hot, 

little or not, 
It went down us like a shot and we all felt slack. 

So the beer he got out, no doubt he could clout, 
McAdoo he knocked him out like an ould football; 
Oh, he tattered all his clothes, broke his nose, 

I suppose 
He vould have killed him vith the blows just in 

no time at all. 

Then McGee bef!13.n to howl and to growl upon me sowl, 
And he threw the empty bowl at the shopkeeper's 

head, 
And he struck for Paddy Flynn, knocked the skin off 

his chin, 
And the ruction did begin so we all fought and bled. 

So the police did arrive, man alive, four or five, 
And for us they made a dive for to carry us away. 
Oh we paid for all we ate, stood a treat, it was 

late, 
And vent home to ruminate on our spree that day. 

SIDE II, Band 1: BRENNAN ON THE KJOR 

'Tis of a noted Highwayman a story I vill tell, 
His name is Willie Brennah, his parents lov'd him 

well, 
'Twas on the Liberty ~untains he began his first 

carreer, 
And many a weal thy gentleman before him stood in 

fear. 

CHORUS: 
Brennan on the ~or, Brennan on the ~r, 
Bold and undaunted stood Brennan on the ~or. 

A pair of loaded pistols he carried night and day, 
He never robbed a poor man upon the King's highway, 
He took it from the rich, like Dick Turpin and hiss 

Bess, 
And then he would divide it with the widows in 

distress. 

'Twas near the town of Wexford, bold Brennan he 
sat down, 

He spied the Earl of Cachen come riding into town; 
The Earl he rode up to him, and this to him did say, 
"I take you to be Bill Brennan and vi th me must come 

away." 

Now Billy's vife being in the tovn, provisions for 
to buy, 

And vhen she sav her Billy, she began to veep and 
cry; 

"Give to me that ten-penny," those wrds to her he 
spoke, 

And she Blipped him a loaded blunderbuss from 
underneath her cloak. 

Now with this loaded blunderbuss the truth to you 
I've told, 

He robbed the Earl of Cachen of ten thousand pounds 
in gold; 

And fifty IIIOre were offered for his apprehension 
there, 

But Brennan and his comrades for the mountains did 
prepare. 

Nov Brennan being an outlav all on the mountains 
high, 

With infantry and cal vary to take him they did try; 
He lost his foremost finger, it was shot off by a 

ball; 
And Brennan and his comrades they were taken after 

all. 
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Brennan's vife being in the town, prOvisions for to 
buy, 

When she saw that he was taken, she began to weep 
and cry, 

When he was tried and found gull ty, the judge made 
this reply; 

"For robbing on the King's highway, you are condemned 
to die!" 

When Brennan heard this sentence, then he made this 
reply; 

"I only robbed the rich, but the poor I did supply, 
In all the deeds I ever done, I took no lives away; 
May the Lord have mercy on my soul against the 

judgement day." 

"God bless my vife and children three, God bless them 
all", said he; 

"Likevise my poor old mother who shed many a tear for 
me, 

Likevise my poor old father who just tore his hair 
and cried, 

I vish that Willie Brennan in the cradle he had died." 

SIDE II, Band 2: MY GOOD LOOKING MAN 

When I was young, not long ago, 
A maiden in my prime, 
Sure I daily thought of wedded life 
And so just at that time .•.• 

I fell in love vith a handsome youth, 
And to marry him was my plan; 
So very soon then I got wed 
To my good looking man. 

We were not married very long, 
One Sunday afternoon 
The sun vent down, the earth grew dark, 
Out came the halloved moon. 

My gentleman man then he walks out, 
And to follov him was my plan; 
And very soon a lady I spied 
With my good looking man. 

He kissed her once, he kissed her tvice, 
And tales of love did tell; 
Says I to myself, "When you get home, 
I'll tan your hide right well," 

Just as the clock was striking ten, 
In walks my gentleman, 
"Oh my, oh my, my Willy dear, 
Where ever have you been?" 

"At church," says he, "'Tis, false," says I, 
"And deny it if you can." 
And the rolling pin I then let fly 
At my good looking man. 

I blacked his eyes, I bled his nose, 
In ribbons tore his clothes; 
And then I took up the poker 
And bent that across his nose. 

As black as any chimney-sweep 
Out of the door he ran; 
And that's the last I've ever seen 
Of my good looking man. 

SIDE II, Band 3: DOWN BY THE FAIR RIVER 

On a fine summer's evening as I strayed along 
Down by the fair river, I heard a fine song; 
It was sung by a fine damsel vith a voice sweet 

and clear; 
Saying, "Hov happy I wuld be if my love was 

here. II 

A fev moments after her love did pass by, 
He bad red rosy cheeks and a dark roving eye, 
You could tell by her blushes that her love had 

come to tovn; 
She saluted me kindly, and by me sat down. 

Like a sheet of white paper her neck and breast 
dovn, 



Her teeth like the ivory and her. hair a light 
brown, 

A lOOnUlllent of beauty for young men to see, 
And her name in plain Irish was the Grey 

Graxoocbree .. 

The lOOon she nay darken and refuse to show light, 
And the great stars of heaven my fall down by 

night, 
The hard rocks might render and the great mountains 

move 
If ever I prove false to the girl that I love. 

Now come all you men and midens, take a warning 
by me, 

Don't place your affections on the green willow tree, 
For the green leaves they'll wither and the green 

roots run dry, 
I lost J11If own darling by courting too shy. 

SIDE II, Band 4: COD LIVER OIL 

I'm a young mrried man and I'm tired of life, 
Ten years I've been wed to a pale sickly 'W'i:fe; 
She has nothing to do only sit down and sigh 
Praying, oh praying to God she could die. 

A friend of me own came to see me one day, 
I told him J11If wife she was pining away; 
He afterwards told me that she would get strong 
If I'd get a bottle from dear Doctor John. 

Oh, doctor, oh doctor, oh dear Doctor John, 
Your cod-liver oil is so pure and so strong; 
I'm afraid of my life, I'll go down to the soil 
If J11If wife don't stop drinking your cod-liver oil. 

I bought her a bottle just for a try, 
The way that she drank it, I thought she would die; 
I bought her another, it vanished the same, 
And then she took cod-liver oil on the brain. 

I bought her another, she drank it no doubt, 
Then owing to that oil she got terrible stout; 
And when she got stout, then of course she got 

strong; 
And then I got. jealous of Dear Doctor John. 

Oh Doctor, oh doctor, oh dear Doctor John, 
Your cod-liver oil is so pure and so strong, 
I'm afraid for me life I'll go down to the soil 
If J11If wife don't stop drinking your cod-liver oil. 

Oh, I went out a hunting with Billy McCoy, 
We took with us a lunch just in case we got dry; 
When we opened the bottle, we both did reCOil, 
For instead of home-brew, it vas cod-liver oii. 

Our house it resembles a big doctor's shop' 
It is covered with bottles from bottom to top. 
And early in the IOOrning when the kettle do boil 
You'd swear it vas singing of cod-liver oil. 

SIDE II, Band 5: THE CORK LEG 

A tale I '11 tell without any sham, 
In Holland their dwelt a J11IfDheer Van Clan, 
Who said each day indeed I am 
The rishest merchant in Rotterdam. 
Ri too ra 100 ral right ta 100 ral 

n It lay. 

One day when stuffed as full as an egg, 
Some poor relation cane to beg, 
He kicked him out with a broach and a peg, 
And in kicking him out he broke his own leg. 
Ri too ra 100 ral right ta 100 ral 

It II 

A surgeon on his first vocation, 
Came and made a long oration, 
He vanted a leg for an estimtion, 

lay. 

So finish the Job with an amputation. 
Ri too ra 100 ral right ta 100 ral 

" If It fI lay. 

He said mownheer when he'd done his work, 
By your knife I cannot walk, 
But sure on crutches I'll never stalk, 
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For I'll have a beautiful leg of cork. 
Ri too ra 100 ral right ta 100 ral 

" " II fI lay. 

An artist of Rotterdam could be seen 
He ma<le cork legs both sturdy and clean, 
Each joint was as strong as an iron beam, 
The works composed of clock work and steam. 
Ri too ra 100 ral right ta 100 ral 

" " If "lay. 

The leg was made an fitted tight, 
Inspection the artist did invite, 
His heirship gave him great delight, 
So he fitted it on and screwed it tight. 
Ri too ra 100 ral right ta 100 ral 

" " 11 II lay. 

With a speed of the wind he passed each 
Away he went with a bound and a hop, 
A speed he went to the very top, 
And he found his leg he could not stop, 
Ri too ra 100 ral right ta 100 ral 

II fI lay. 

shop, 

He called to some men with all his might, 
o stop me or I'll be murdered quite, 
Although they heard him aid invite, 
In less than a minute he was out of sight. 
Ri too ra 100 ral right ta 100 ral 

" " lay. 

Such speed he could not long endure, 
Of Europe he soon !p8.d.e a tour, 
He died and though he vas no lOOre, 
His leg walked on the same as before. 
R1 too ra 100 ral right ta 100 ral 

II" "lay. 

SIDE II, Band 6: WHISKEY IN THE JAR 

As I rode over Kilkenny M:>untain, 
I met Captain Irwin and his lOOney he vas countin' , 
I first produced J11If ~istol and then produced J11If 

rapier 
Saying, "Stand and deliver, for I am a bold 

deceiver." 

My cheering, de ding, de day; right fol the daddy 
oh, 

Right fol the daddy oh, there's whiskey in the jar. 

He counted out his lOOney and it made a pretty penny; 
I put it in J11If pocket and I took it to J11If Jenny. 
She swore in her heart that she never wuld deceive 

me, 
But the devil take the women, for they never can be 

easy! 

I went to Jenny's chamber for to take a little 
slumber; 

I dreamt of gold and jewels and for sure it vas no 
wonder. 

But Jenny drew J11If charges and she filled them up 
vith vater, 

And she fetched Captain Irvin as fast as she could 
totter. 

'Twas early in the morning I vas waken'd from J11If 
nappin', 

I beheld a band of footmen and the wily handsone 
captain; 

I reached for J11If pistols for to begin the slaughter, 
But I could not discharge them for I couldn't shoot 

the vater. 

I reached for my rapiers but found I hadn't any, 
Then I knew they had been taken by J11If darlin' 

sport in ' Jenny; 
And thus I did surrender, a prisoner I vas taken, 
And by a gay deceiver, I vas all forsaken. 

SIDE II, Band 7: A YOUNG MAN LIVED IN BELFAST TOWN 

A young man lived in Belfast . town, 
Courted a girl when she vas yoUDg; 
A young man lived in Belfast town, 
Courted a girl when she vas young. 
He asked her for a favor bright 
If he might sleep with her all night. 



REFRAIN: 
Right whack ~o~-the doo-a di-do-daY, 
Right whack ro~-the doo-a di-do-day. 

This ~air maid she gave consent 
And sti'aight up to her room she went; 
This fair maid she gave consent 
And straight up to her room she went. 
And in that room there was a chair, 
And under the chair was crockery ware. 

This young man got up in the night 
Looking ror his heart's delight; 
This young man got up in the night 
Looking ror his heart's delight. 
His root did slip, I do declare, 
And he tumbled into the crockery ware. 

The old woman she got up in the night, 
Ran upstairs with the candle light; 
The old woman she got up in the night, 
Ran upstairs with the candle light. 
She says, "Young man, what do you there 
A-breaking all 111Y crockery wareT 

The police were sent ror at break or day 
To see what this young man should pay; 
The police were sent ror at break or day 
To see what this young man should pay. 
He paid nine pounds ror the crockery ware 
And nine pounds ten for the damned old chair. 

SIDE II, Band 8: DANIEL O'CONNELL 

Oh you lovers of mirth, I pray pay attention 
And listen to what I am going to relate; 
Concerning a couple I overheard talking 
As I was returning late home from a wake. 
As I roved along, I spied an old woman 
Who sat by the gap just a minding her cow; 
She was jiggin a tune called "Come haste to the 

wedding" 
Or some other ditty I can't tell you DOW; 
She was jiggin a tune called the "Buachaillin Donn" 
Or some other ditty I can't tell you now. 

Now on looking around I spied a bold tinker, 
Who only by chance came a stolling the same way. 
The weather being warm, he sat down to rest, 
"Ah, what news, honest man," the old woman did say. 
"Then it's no news at all, mam," replied the bold 

tinker, 
"Ah, the people will wish that he never had been; 
It's that damnab~e rogue of a Daniell O'Connell, 
He's now making children in Dublin by steam." 

"Arragh, chi~dren arroo," replied the old woman, 
''Or hounamin jowl, is he crazy at lastT 
Is there sign of a war or a sudden rebellion, 
Or what is the reason he wants them so rastT" 
''Then it's not that at al~ ma'am," replied the bold 

tinker, 
"But the children of Ireland are getting so small, 
It's O'Connell's petition to the great Lord 

Lieutenant 
To not let us make them the old way at all." 

''By this pipe in me mouth," replied the old woman, 
"And that's a great oath on me soul ror to say, 
I'm only a woman, but if I were near him, 
I'll betcha 111Y lire it is ~itt~e he'd say. 
Sure, the people of Ire~and, 'tis very well known 
They gave him their earnings though needing it had, 
And nov he is wel~ recompensing them for it 
By taking what little diversion they bad." 

I am an ould woman that's goin on eighty 
And scarce~y a tooth in me head to be se~n, 
If the villyan provokes me, I' ~l nake better 

chi~dren 

Than ever he could with his engine and steam." 

"Long life to ye woman," replied the bold tinker 
"And ~ong may ye live and have youth on yer side~ 
But if all the young girls in o~d Ireland were like 

ye, 
o'connell might pitch his steam engine one 
I think every one that is in this country 
Should begin making children as fast as he 

side. 

can. 
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So 1r ever her Majesty asks ror an army, 
We'll be able to send them as many as Dan." 

SIDE II, Band 9: THE PARTING GLASS 

When I have money ror to spend, and time to sit and 
talk awhile 

There is a girl lives in this .place, and I'm sure 
she has 111Y heart beguiled; 

With her cherry cheeks and her rosy lips she stole 
my tender heart away. 

So rill to me the parting glass, and here no longer 
can I stay. 

When I have money ror to spend, I spend it in goof! 
company, 

And all the harm I've ever done, I hope ye all will 
pardon me. 

For what I sung was ror the wish these songs 111Y 
memory to recall 

So rill to me the parting glass, good night and joy 
be with ye all. 

TOM KINES 

Born in Western Manitoba in the 20' s, Tom sang his 
first song in public at the age of five. Formal 
music lessons were started at age seven and by the 
time he was fourteen, he was playing in the village 
band, pipe bands and dance orchestras and singing 
in the Church Choir and a barber shop quartette. 

His mother was organist and choir mistress in the 
United Church and his maternal grandrather Daniel 
McNeill was a genuine untrained natural folk singer 
who learned his songs in the pioneer logging camps 
on both sides of the border. 

Tom didn't think much of his Irish grandpa's songs 
until he got back rrom Ireland after a four year 
stretch in the navy in Wor~d War II. By then it 
was almost too late. His Grandad had passed on and 
most of his repertOire with him. Fortunately, Tom 
managed to salvage a few songs from other members 
of the ramily and started looking around for other 
material. 

Going to work ror the Royal Canadian Legion Head
quarters in Ottawa, Tom discovered the National 
Museum collection of Canadian fo~k songs and the 
work of collectors Helen Creighton, Edith Fowke 
and Ken Peacock. 

Spare time singing began to include radiO, televiSion, 
stage and motion picture work. As a classical tenor, 
he has been soloist with the Ottawa Choral Society, 
the Toronto Bach Society and the Montrea~ Bach Choir 
with whom he made a tour of Japan in 1961. 

Starting with his own television show ''The Song Shop" 
in ~958, he bas broadcast almost weekly ever since 
and at present occupies a favored spot on the C.B.C. 
trans-Canada radio network as the "Song Pedlar". 

As host or last seasons ''Folderol'' on C.B.O.T. Tele
vision he greeted visiting folk singers Karen James, 
Ed McCurdy, Molly Scott and Jack Elliot and was a 
featured performer at the ~96~ Mariposa Fo~k Festival. 

He lives with his wife Mavis and teen-age daughters 
Donna and Wendy in a radically dUferent quonset
type steel and glass house in South Ottawa on a hill 
overlooking the Rideau river and his biggest problem 
is rinding enough time to do all the things that 
interest him including making records for Folkways. 

QUOTATION FROM ~DRAIC COLUM 

"Here is a real fo~k singer; one who has found a way 
of rendering on the stage what the singers of 
Donegal render by their turf fire; he has gathered 
not only their music, but their inspiration." 



FOLKWA YS RECORDS NUMERICAL 
AMERICANA 10" 
FA'lOcii Sq, Cancu, 'hllcPlerl: 
fA2002 Xmu c.uob, Summc ... 

~~= ~~'lt.c;:.um~e~rdbeIlY 1 
FAm$ Am. RIU!"P. Seelu, 

~f~ ~:=~~e:dndM.:~ra.ytOIl 
~~~~~ f!:.:::,!'u:;." ~:ie,. OIhen 
FA'lOll Dull eowl, Cilllhrie 

:~::~ :!:~. L7:'."~lIdbeU)' 2 

~~=~ ~:d~ ;nr~.S~'~,:,~ft 
FA2022 CO .. boy 8.tILICIi. CiKO Houtlon 
FA'l023 Solomon Vllky. ,.mbon 

~~~~: ~~~~!IIt:~~g~k~,r"dy ~lIn 
FIo2028 CielOn Board, F<llkmtllen 
F"2030 .O'WIlic: McGhee.. Illue. 
fA203'l "tAriM', Ville Sill" 

~~i~~ ~~Yn!~. ~bel~~y 
flo2036 Morn'OOfl Song" ."Ilon 

~~g~ ~'~·$'p~t.IC"'~il.NtCd 
IA2038 Joe 11111 Sng ••• GIUtr 

~~~::~ -~~lll~:I'k~~,C:d 
fA2042 lIud T,"vclJn', IIouKor! 
FA1043 !Wimpier, s.,cg(1 

::~:: ~o;'~f~f~~::;Z' 
,;~5i Q~~~;r:~~e~~~~~~k-
SONGS OF THE S1'A'I'ES 10' 

~~~i~ ~~~;'~~I!~;~~' 
FA'lI'l8 T.· .... , Nyc: 
FA2ln "linnetOl&, 8l1olt'IIc:1n 
FIo2134 K.lnsI.,O'8rpnt 
"A,2136 Kcnludc)' . [",Ibtl 

AMERICAN HISTORICAL' 10" 
FH21S1 'kcvolUllon I, 11OU5C 
FH21S2 lII:.olullon II, ttouJC: 
FH2163 War 181<1 I , HOOK 
FH2164 W,r 1812 2, Ho\Ik' 
FH21'15 fn)n,kr, ~e!cr I 

~~:~~ t'~:~~~r ~~\; '2 
FtI'2IS8 CI",II WII 2, ~ye 
fH211Ut !ltlilage USA I, "'onbon 
FH21iO Iltrilage: USA 2, MMiIon 
FH2191 Herllage 5-peechell , Ku rt.. n 
Rl2192 lIerltas", Speer-he. 2, KurLln 

MUSIC U. S. A. 10" 

~~~~ ~~;~'e~;:: ~~8~~y Teny 

::~~: ~rn~ S~I'~:(S~M , !hnd 

~~~ ~r~im~:F 
AMERICANA 12" 

~~~~~~ '~,*~,,~I.~I'''' .'tL1yton 

~~:~:~ ~::'"f:;~I:I~YIe 
FA23J6 S,ont"",n fjmlly Sanjo 
FA'2316 ltill:nle ~mlly, doe. 
FA~3Ji MI, "\uie 0( KemuckJ 
FA231a MI, MUlie, llvev .... 
FA2311 Am. BaILlds. Steger 
FA'2.320 f ..... Amer., SteIer 
.~A2321 f ..... Amer, 2, seeler 
FA2322 F ..... Amer . 3. Secgt'r 
FA'2.324 Walk I.n Sun. r.obl_ 
FA232e Counuy IUut •• lkoonaJ 
FA2321 MeGlM:e. TellJ. IlutI 
FA2330 ..... h RobtnllOn 
FA2333 Womrn·,1.o¥e Songl, M:uWU 

~~~~ ~~'r'l~o;clasr~: ~~J ... m 
FA2346 Cbco Houlton. f'.)lkIIOngs 
FA2348 AIIdftw Ibwn Summen, SoagI 
FA~ H Y lumber,ltek. Steken 
FA23~ Old "'-rpSlnglr. 
FA23$1vOlpl!:I~s, .... en 
FA'2j168 Amer. AlIMa kit •• Tbomu 
J:A"2361 Hymns and C..rob. Summbeh 
lA2364 Unqulel Gtne. Summe(l 

~~~~ ~t~O:l'sr ~.~ Stielu 
FAml ~t IN)!!, 'luU~ HJmOl 
FA2313 MklleJ Miller. fol~ 
FA23M New LOa Cit, RIImbien 
FA2311'1 N$w Lon CII, _mblen. Y, '2 
FA2401 follumhht 
FA'24009 Cou.nuy Gent, (lIutg! •• ) 

~~~::: ::~f~:~.Cac.~.k~"J 
FA2421 n.d. IlIIeI U , •• MeGbec 
FA2428 RlteMe, _.nd Concert 
FA2421 Foc'Jk '"8'.0 Clayton 
FA2439 Nonuucb, SUltt.l. Hamilton 

: ::~~ :i;~,r:b ~~'1e~;fr'oc:AdM 
~~:: E~~~~f.:t:~)~Sie 
FA2462 Musk New Ort, 2. Eure ...... rid 
FA2463 Musk New Ort. 3. Dlnce Hrolb 
FA2464 Mullc Ne.w Orl. 4. Jan OrIB. 
FAi466 Mulk: Ntw Or l. 6. FloWerlria 
FAJ41' SDOG'" ~_"n. Iluu 
fAt4ln SOaa' Open Ilotd, _Cboo HOUJtOn 
".I?481 Iound lor "lory, Guwle 

TOPICAL SERIES 12" 

~:::; ~::~:'no~tTc!i;R~r 
~::~~ ==~;-;,"1.~v'i:.U~J"Ohfl 
MUSIC U.S.A .. 12" 
FAHOt SoutbleneJ"nd 

~~:~~ ~;:~ :-tJ'f~ ~~maa 
FA2!&60 'Mu.k hom South I 
FA~6$1 MutJc: f~om South 2 
FA'21662'MulkfromSoutb 3 
FA'2U3 ..... sk: from South 4 
FA2U4 Music hom Soulb $ 
FA2'$6 Mu.k from South 6 
FA26$8 Musle from South 1 
FA2661 Mu,le flom South a 
FA'2668 Musle (rom Sourb i 
F-'2659 leen Ht-re" GoN:(Mu'lic (r SOIlIb 10) 
FA26l1 'Ir 1/a Sui .. "ad 

JA7.Z SERIES 12" 
FnlOI AI.h. 1. Tbe South 
FI210'2 LA!'Ih. 2. lluu 
FI2103 ,,"th. 3. N$w Or~1U 
FI2804 A!'Ih. 4. lua 5lngt.n 
FJ2IO$ Anth. $, CbtCLIIO I 

~::; ~;:=:~: ~Ul!: 
Fnaoe Anth. I, &Is Bandt 
f12a09 Anth. i , PiaL'lO 

~::~ ~~=: :~: ~':dA K C 

AMERICANA 2-12" 
FA2f411e,dbell, !.eVe,1 

~~:::~ ~~~lt~~er 1 
FA29$2 Am, Follttnullc 2 
FA2IM Am, folkmu.k 3 

WORLD HISTORICAL 
and SPECIALTY 12" 

FW300b ClM4t lri Story 6: ~, MJlli 2.12· 
f'W'3001 O'Caf\lGa, MUll 
FW3002 It lib III:belUon, HoUle 

UTNOUA'NID Uf U, S,A 

ETHmc FOLKWAYS LIBRARY 
2-12" 

FE~ NtVO Mullc Afdea " Amedea 
FI:4$OI Mul1c 01 Mellllenaoe:r.n 
FE4$0'2 I,(llean" Afto-Amet, Du,.. 
FE4603 Afrlc:r.n Mude SCIulli 01' Sabara 
Ft4$004 Mu.lc or World's People. I 
FE4505 Mu.k of World'. People. 2 

fE4$06 MUlilc of World', Pt-ople. 3 
FE4$01 Mullc of world'l People, 4 
F[4$IO World 's Voc.1 Am 
F£~2CI FolkMuliehomltlly 

~~~ t~=~1~t~7:~) 
FE4$J$ USSRrolk MUlk(2-12-) 

AMERICAN HISTORICAL 2-10" 
~Ii$OO1 BAILld, Re'tOlution(21$1 &. '2152) 
Ri$00'2 BAl,Llds War o( lal2 (2163 &. 2164) 
FH$OO3 Fromler BAllads. 1211$ a 211$) 
fH$004 IllUadt CI",II Wolr (2181" 2188) 
FH$OO$ CoIonLlI Spet.ebe, (2181" 21110) 
FH.sooe; Herlt.ltt. Spuchul2191 a 219'l) 

AMERICAN HIST 
and DOCUMENTARY 12" 

Ftt$2U Banads or OtIlo, Grl~. 

~:m ~~~k~:~IU Gsre:nwaJ,e 
FH6251 Amer. Ind"" ""'ds, Seegt.r 

~~~~:i ~~~00~':'.a"'9~ ~'bh ~'::ler 
~~:~:: ~~~!; :~I·. ,St~ci::mb1t." 
~~:~ ~: ~~~~:;trKnl&t1l 

~=: =~£"i~~t.~~~UtNle 
fH6$OI Untypleal Polltlcll-n, Spcechu 
fll~S'l4 Human Rlghu. Mn, IIooieYeh 
FD6S$8 1"Ir; .. York II, Schw.na 
F06$$9 Nut. •• York. $dt"arta 
FD5.560 MilliON of Musiell-ns. Sebw.na 
F06Mi2 Exeb.1ngt., kh .. 'lta 
FD6$IIO A Dos', LUe, Sebwana 
F~1 Mu.lclntheSIft.t-u. Sc:hwall~ 

~~: ~:1~0~'if~ ~(-~. Hou.e 
fHS111 slIftIorclYu War. 2-12-
fH5T23 Cowboy. I.ebon 2 -12' 

SCIENCE SERlES 12" 
FX6001 SCience of Sound (2-12-) 
FX6100 Sounds of FreqllC'nc:y. B.utok 

.fX6IOI Selenc:e In Our Lives, CaIOer 
fX6104 Soundtof Stlf-llypnolil 

~;~:~~ ~= ~ ~7:'A:=p"n;:n::Lt 
FX6121 Sounds In lbe Sc:a 
FXdI2'2 Sounds GIllie Amed""n S~LlhwUl 
r)(6123 YOII Humana , ",oeal nLt-Mlon 
FX61~4 Sounck of Animals. aoo '" (arm 
FX612$ Soun\ko( Sea Ani""," 
FXIiI'26 SoundloiCaml.,I. MIllie 
FX6121 Soundlof Medlelnt. 
rX61lO Sound PauefJtll 
"XeI3' Sbott venion of fX6001 
FX6140 Soundl or Spotll Car Race, 
FX'I$1 Soundl o( Afll~n Ilome 
FXGI$2 Sounck S,um Locomoti"'C'J. I 
fX6U3 Sounds Slum Loc:onfcnlvu, 2 
FX61$4 Soundl Slum LocomoIWU. 3 
FX61~ Soundt N Y ~nll'l Loc:olTlO,lYe, 
FX6160 SOUndiof N$w Muie 
fX6166 Sounds N, Amer, frog. 
FX6110 Sound Effeen. No. 1 
FX6118 In,,,ct Soundt 

FX6200 SouncbofS,ndlte. 
FX62$O Soundl o( Science Fletion 

STEREO 12" 
FSS6301 tUglIlighuof YortU 

DANCES 12" 
FD6~1 FolkBar:'=:a:r::I~::''::' 1 
FD6$02 I'olk Dt.nc:u ..... orld·. Pt.oplel, 2 .. ~,. 
F06603 folk Dlnc:u WOfld'l Pe.oples. 3 

C1nlbun and Soulh Ammerlean 
FD6604 folk DUlce. World', People" 4 

MJddle EI" 
FD6510 N, Amer. Indian OIncct 

U.S. A. : 121 West 47th SI. 
New York. N. Y. 

Canada : 1437 Mackay St 
Montreat, Quebec. 

CHILDREN'S AMERICANA 
SERIES 10" 

FOLKTALES FOR CHILDREN 
10" 

FC7102 Tale, from Indonesia 
FC1I03 Talt.' (tom Welt Afrlel 

~:~: ~~'::;f:t.\g~U~ 
~:~ L~~ :,::t~'It~ 

1'C1I08 Klondike. Berton 
'fC1109 IUde with tbe. Sun 
FC1110 Ashant! Td",. O:Iurlander 

1'C7114 1"Ir;gl0 I'oeuy, Hulhu 
'FC1!U 0 .. , Ctocltet, Haye. 

CHILDREN'S INTERNATIONAL 
SERIES 10" 

FC7200 Pueblo Indian ($4.~) 
FC12C11 AfrikaaMSofIgII 
FC7208 French Sona" MUb 
rc'l214 Game. Frenc:h CanaGa 
FC121' lAtin Ameriean Songs 
FC1224 lew''hh 
FC'T226 horaell 
FC1229 Fund! 
FC1234 Ylddhb 
FC7260 Jamll~ 
FC1'l6'2 CllyJ"O. Lot In",,,dt.r 
FC1210 Gerrran Song •• Wol(( 
FC1211 GCllmn Sng, II, Wolff 

!d. 

CHILDREN'S SPECIAL 

& HISTORICAL 10" 
FC'I301 Mu1lC'Tlme, Balle, 
FC1308 Call" RUponM. Jt.nkias 

,~~~~ ~~tt~ 1:~or~~~gbu 
1'C1341 Sounds or NYC. klrw.na 
FC73M1 Intervlt. ........ m. Ooust.a. 
'FC13lil Interview, Robert M. Hutdlll1l 
FC1352 SC'n. Mlilalt.l Smith 

1'C1353 Inlt.r",kw. AI ~pp 

~g~ :~~~~:: ~t~,Me"d 
FC740'2 Who IuUt Atrc:,kI. 1on)'\ln 
FC1406 folloW the' 5un.et. BllkJ 
'R:1431t Min ud His W()fk 
"FC"I432 Man ,nd Hil flrlllAlon 

CHILDREN'S SERlES 12" 

PRICE SCHEDULE 

Unless 
Otherwise 

SpecUied 

12" Record $5.95 
10" Record $4. 2,S 

LISTING 
F1I112A/l ENcntiolll or Lol, ln, Yol. I 
Fla1l2C/D ENcntiolb 0( Loltln, Vol , II 
PI811'2E/f £uenliab o( Lalln. vol, III 
1'1I113:;/H ENen,I&lJ of Lollln. Yol. IY 
tU116 Bu1ct.:r..dn tllI-hardt, Vol. $ 

MUSIC INSTRUCTION SEIUES 
10"-12" 

Fl'203 Banjo Imlt .. Seegel. 10· 
F16213 Adventures In ftlythm, Jenklnl 
AS320 ~ODrutnlltuU. 
'f1l3S4 Gultat Inm .. Set-get 
FIfI366 Hindu Music 1 __ • 

INTERKATIONAL SERlES 12" 
FW8$01 Singing Su • • MacCoU, kban 
f'W'ass'2 Soundt of It.llJloI1em 
FW8108 .11, lII'otdsldt. 8&llacb 
FWa1l1 Au~rallan. Grunw.y 
f'W'a'72$ Rldng' of No"""y 

:::m ~1~~n T~"'':t: ~alnnckt 
FWa135 Yemenlle Sons', Gill 
FW8131 ScpMrdle SOngs. LUy 
FW8140 Rulh RublnConc:ut 
FW81"" S •• or M.rltimes. MJlls 
fWa'748 Trad. OtI1ean Sons' 
FW81$2 Exotic DIna. 
TWe1~ Ru.bn Chof,1 t-ll'k 

~:~~ ~~~~ebc~~~~E~~IIM.~~fl) 
~:~~~ ~:~~e::~tn w; ~~ftoN • 
FW8111 Ni!:wfoundlud. Mills 

~:~~ g:::..aS!'r:~n~='. Wolf( 
'FW8'791 Songso(l'tlllllplne. 
,,,, .. 1\801 Song, and Dant.t.1 o( TurkeJ 
fWSttO;: Songs Ind Dances o( Pueno Rico 
F\Q'''(13 Song' and r.net' of Yugo .... ",l.\ 
........ 11805 C;tffNnrolk~g. 
FWl!dOl Alp Mountain Sns' t, Ycxltb 
rw'tlJ!l9 Brlrbh Wen Indle' 
~"'1I810 CanadUn III-ek ... ·"Icb 
FW8811 C.arlb ~ylhtnl. SAn Andlt-I 

~:::~ :~~~~~o;~f~k' Dlnee. 
fWltB'2$ Honour ~,ur P.HtntnL - e:r.11J 

~~::~~ ~~ or:r~~.'f·u&uhar 
!wo88le! Aumi&n n.nce,. iI:! 
,......1I8~1 'Irgemlnc I""'nee" 
FW8642 AtgC'ntlne rance, II lOt Oboktt 
fW8844 Yt.neaucla Dlf'I('u 
FW61$O lndl&lu 01 Soutbwell, blllon 
fW8861 Mnic.an IndIans, Boullon 
FW8852 .\frlean MIllie:, Boulton 

~:~ ~!C!n ~~Ie.:'o:r:;",co 
FW81110 MarLaehl Dlncel. !logen 
fW8811 Field Tlip - England 
FW8860 O'Wcae Songl. Opel'" 
FWa881 w, ..... J,lpanue ~slc 

RELIGIOUS SERIES 12" 
FII81101 
FII8916 
FlaUm 
FII8922 
fU"" 
""'30 F1I894'l 

""''''' FIIS~l ""' ... FFifli"7$ "" ... 
SCHOOL EXAM SERIES 12" 

flil08 AQl~'rl::'E:.~~e.,;.I~:;.~;_12-
with \CJ;lboolt. 152.50 
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