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ABOUT THE SINGER 

LORI ROLLAND was born in  the Bronx, Wew York City, 
i n  1932. She f i r s t  became interested in folk 
music as a result  of atteridfsg square dances at  
City Collew, where she m e t  mny peoglre8intere&ed 
i n  singing Polk songs as well as dancing. Her 
interest  i n  folk music xss furtheread when she 
attended concerts and folk song gathtrbgs wound 
the city, and she soon began t o  sing herself. Her 
friends and hueband, -elf a f olksinger-guitarist , 
encouraged her to  take voice lessons, and she 
studied voice training with Ed McCurdy. She has 
nov been singing folksongs fo r  sow eight years and 
has performed widely a t  parties, folk-song gather- 
ings and on Oscar Brand's "FoUnnusic Festival" over 
station W. Thig is Mrs. Hollandt s first record- 
ing, though she is presently preparing mate rm for  

' several more album 

The songs performed i n  Ws recor&ing mrrer selected 

which would naturally be psrt of a Scottish toa8lan'a 

g with a single m j o r  purpose In mind: t o  find songs 

repertoire. This is not t o  imply that Scottish 
women do not sing songs which are also perPoIlnea by 
men, but rather that  there are those songs which 
becawe of thei r  very nature would be more often 
perfox%ed by women khan men. Such songs would in- 
clude songs of and about women, laments of uwmn 
f o r  the i r  l o s t  lovers, complaints by women of thei r  
status, and ballads and songs i n  which the main 
figure i s  a wonsn. Also incluaed should be certain 
occupational categories fo r  women, such a s  the sing- 
ing of lullabies t o  the* children. A U  of these 
are represented i n  th i s  album. 



, . 5Jo.ties by - S b  -? :.1.,; .,,- 1 .- 

p m I , B . p b l :  urnOIvrra5'-&,16ik 
The stately words qf this beautiful song suggest 
its bv ing  been compsed by a f ine  poet. Tfhe in- 
spiration f o r  the sow, however, lrry i n  a folk 
creation, f o r  the verses sung here are t ransbted 
from the l ines  of a Gaelic folksong from the 
Scottish Highlands. Learned from Mof f a t  ' s '%ins- 
*lsy of Scotlaxld . " 

0, lad.die with the golden heir, 
I n  mvy ringlets flowing; 
0, Laddie with tbe golden heir, 
Thy locks were my undoing. 

Thy b e a u e  drew my heart to thee, 
Thou& now I sm Beceiv@d; 
The uromises you made to me. 

I My 60 fond &t believed. - 
0,  would I were in yonder glep, 
A-roaming with my dearie; 
My heart would wake to joy again, 
Though now tSs sad and weary- 

If I were dressed i n  satins rare, 
AJ.Wugh of lowly station, 
I ' d  to  thy ststely halls repair, 
And face each proud relation. 

0, lsddie with the golden hair, 
fa wavy ringlets flowing; 
0,  lsddie with the golden hair, 
Thy locks were my undoing. 

Tlris beautiful ballad is kwm by rnrdous t i t l e s  
i n  the countries where it is swrgJ\ i n  Scotland its 
t i u e s  are most. frequently ''Laag A - ~ m i n g  or  
nllbe Trees Are All Iviedn, 3.h bgb+d the uauaJ. 
title i a  "The Trees They Do Orow HigZ1lt, and in  
XreZtuld it is best &ram as "The ~oy". !he 
'-lieat printing of this ballad appsred in 
Jam% Johnsonta "Scots M u s i c a l  Mztegulp" (1792), 
'-ex the title NLady Mary Ann", d i$ thereafter 
&pared frequent;ly in Scottish eoDgbdoke tulagr 
the t i ~ e *  ' V o w  0ra&gatonn. Versions collected 
&n recent years bsm l o s t  all trace of specific 
idenI5ffication Crp the ballaa c ~ t e r s .  The 
W a r d .  appears t o  be founded on an actual occur- 
ence . I n  1 6 3 ,  Lord Craigbon was m i e d  to 
Elizabeth Innea, several years Ms seniar and the 
eldest daughter of S i r  Robert Ims who bad been 
a p i n t e d  gwnlian of the young Lard upon the 

of his parents. The young husband died 
three yews later.  Child marriages fo r  the purpose 
of' obtaining or  consoli&ating f9m;tly tortunes, or  
to -sure thg ~ ~ ) n t i w t i o n  of royal strains, appear 
to have been indulged in quite frequently prior to 
the 18th century 

This version was learned from Ewan MaaCoU ' s 
"ScatLand sings" 

The tmes  are a l l  ivied, the leaves they are green, 
%!he tines they are peat that I bave seen; 
1%'~ I must lie alone in the cold wintert s night, 
Fox my bonnie ladd.ie's law, lsag a-growiPt. 

O, mar, dear f a i a z ,  you" n nm n u a i d  
* 

-ng, 
For you ham w&d. mz to  a W &at's over yotujs; 
He i s  but twelwii anlL I gm thirteen, 
And ap. boIlnie W e  ' 8  lane, a-6mrU ' 
0, daughter, clear daughter,. I hsw Boae yrru no 

-ng, 
For I have wedded ysu to a noble lord's son; 
He shall, be %he lord aml you shalL wait on, 
And a;U the tSme your lad'll be a -growin' . 
0, faither, dear faither, if you Wnlt that it w i l l  

. f i t ,  
We'll send hiim to the school for a year or two yet, 
And w e ' l l  t i e  a green ribbon around his  b l m  

bonnet, 
And Wt'll be a token that  he's nrsfiied. 

0, faither, dear faither, and if it eases you, s' I fU cut my laqg hair  a b u t  my broo , 
Coat, vest ernd breeches f w i l l  $laidly put on, 
And I to tb school will with h ime  

In  his twelfth year he ~ l s  a married nan, 
And i n  his thirteenth he had gotten her a son, 
And i n  his fourteenth, tk grass it grew green, 
And that  put an end to his growin'. 

bmckle - m h  2bmo - brow 

SIDE I, 3end3: M O ~ ~ B R A E S  

This song has long been a favorite with the plough- 
man in Northeast Scotland. These ploughmen used 
t o  be house& i n  shacks, o r  botbies .s they are known 
i n  Scotland, from which the wfw1e group of bokby 
songs has taken its nams. When the day's work was 
over, the plougbmen would gather together and the 
evening wula be spent i n  singing these bow songs. 
l%ormond Braesn is a typical bothy song, and its 
very s o u d  philosophy (!Cherre 's more f i s h  i n  the sea 
than one) was very w e l l  understood and appreciated 
by most Scots plouglmn. 

 his version was learned fma John O r d t s  "Bothy songs 
and Ballads1'. 

A s  I went down by Strichen town, 
I heard a f a i r  maid muming, 
And she was making sore compbint 
For her true love ne'er returning. 

CHORUS: 
So faze ;you w e l l ,  you Mowrid Braes, 
Where often I've been cheery, 
Fare p u  w e l l  you Mormond Braes, 
For i t 's there I l o s t  my Wry. 

There's many a horse has snapped and fallen, 
And risen again ftiU rarely; 
Many a lass has l o s t  her lad, 
And gotten another right early. 

There's a s  good f i s h  into the sea . 
A s  ever yet was taken; 
I'll ca$t my l ine  and t r y  again, 
For I ' m  only once forsakep. 

So I ' ll  go dam to Strichen town, 
Where I was born and bred in, 
And there I'LL get another sweetheart 
W i l l  marry me i n  the mming. 



Scotish boys and men have been fighting and dying 
i n  En&nd% many wars since the time when the 
Treaty of Union took from the Scots thei r  nation- 
hood, and made them senrile citizens of the 
Brit ish crown. !Phe Scots, l i k e  most other peogle, 
have always viewed war as  a tragic business, and 
the great bulk of thei r  war songs are Lsments. 
"The Wars of Genaaqy" is typical of these songs, 
and msny versions of it are still  suq i n  Scotland. 
The w~rda of W e  song are said to  have been 
written by William Motherwell, a Glasgow shoemaker. 
This version was learned from the singing of Euan 
Maccoll . 
Oh, woe be t o  the orders that  marched my love away, 
And woe be t o  the cruel cause that makes my tears 

dowall; 
Oh, woe be to the cruel wars of high Germany, 
For they have t a ten  lqy love and l e f t  a broken 

heart t o  me. 

The drums beat i n  the morning before tk screeck 
of day 

And the wee, wee f i f e s  played loud and shrill, * 

while yet the morn was gray; 
And the bonnie f lags were all unfurled, a gallant 

sight to see, 
But woe's me to qy soldier lad that ' s  gone t o  

Germ3any. 

Oli, hrd,  hard is %he t ravell int  t o  the bonnie 
pier 0' Leith, 

&atl sad it is to go there w i t h  the snowdrift 
- i n  the teeth! 

And oh! the cold wlnd froze the 'tears that gathered 
in mgt e'e, 

When I went there to see qy love enibark for  Germany. 

I looked out o'er the broad blue sea as far as could 
be -, 

A wee b i t  s a i l  upon the ship nyy 80Ldier lad ms in; 
But the wind was blowing sharp and cold sad the 

ship s a w  speedily, 
And the uaws aad cruel wars have tvinedl my 

winsome love f r o m  me. 

SIDE I, Band 5: WPTE MQRRIE (child w 3 )  

This magnificent ballad of abduction, d e r  
223 In lprsncis James Child's great textual compi- 
lation, "The English and Scottish Popular Ballds",  
traces back t o  a period i n  the Scottish clan 
system when bride-capture was very common, though 
the specific incident described herein bas not 
been successfhlly %raced to  an actual occurence. 
Various authors have given vivid prose accounts 
of similar abductions i n  romantic novels describ- 
ing the period. 

Tha ballad bas been rasaly reported and until re- 
cently was believed t o  have completely hisappeared 
from tradition. In recent ; y e w ,  various f-n- 
tary texts have been collected i n  Scotlt%rd. This 
version was learned f r o m  the singing of Ewss 
Maccoll. 

Four and twenty hielandl men 
Csme from the Carron side, 
To ste4 away Eppie Morrie, 
For she would not be a bride, a bride, 

8he would n6t be a bride. 

Then out its come her mther,  
It was a moonlit night, 
She could not see her cfaughter, 
For the waters shone so bright, so bright 

The waters shone so bright. 

"~aud awa2 from me, mother, 
Haud awa f r o m  me! 
There's not a man i n  all Strathdon 
Shall mdbd be w i t h  me, v i t h  me, 

Shall weddadbe with me." 

They've taken Eppie Morrie, then, 
And a horse they've bound her on, 
And they haw rid to the minister's ho 
A s  fast as horse could run, could m, 

A s  f a s t  as horse could run." 

Then WKUie's ta ' en his pis tol  out, 
And see it to the m%nisterts breast; 
"Oh, l~arry me, marry me, minister, 
O r  else I'll be your priest, your priest, 

O r  else 1'11 be your priest." 

"Haud awa from me, Willie, 
mud awa from me, 
I dare not a m  to  marry you, 
Except she's willing a s  thee, as thee, 

Except shei s willing as thee. 

"Haud awa from me, good sir, 
HBud awa from me, 
There's not a mbn i n  ell Strathdon 
Shall mrr ied  be with me, with me, 

ShaU rnarried be with me." 

They've taken Eppie Morrie then, 
Since bet ter  could not be, 
And they have r i d  o'er the Carron side, 
A s  f a s t  a s  horse could flee, could flee,  

Fast a s  horse could flee.  

Then Msss was sung and bel ls  were rung, 
And they're away to  bed, 
And WiUfe and Eppie Morrie 
In  one bed they were la id ,  were laid,  

, In  one bed they were laid. 

He's ta ten the sh i r t  from off his back 
And kicked away his shoon3, 
And thrown away the chamiber key, 
And naked he lay down, lay  down, 

And naked he lay  down. 

"Had a- from me, Willie, 
Haud awa from me, 
Before I lose my maidenhead, 
I'll t r y  m y  strength with thee, with the 

If U. t r y  my strength with thee." 

He's kissed her on the l i l y  breast 
And held her shoulders twa, 
And aye she -t4, and aye she spat, 
And turned t o  the wall, the w a l l ,  

And turned t o  the mll. 



-,' : *.; >f -.T --":.Tor .# ' . . -+ 

t - -I*- '2 :.,, ,:.ln.d,. .,. i< 
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&ugh i&b.~gbt, tibsy. *-bitled *re, 
the l igh t  of &sy, 

- $u%'he could ws &tqW~oh lxw -epsp, her way, M~SSTB. Mxoats U e r y ,  EW mtw, x i e a r  
& could a t  m h  ~r spey. -, on Ocb'ber 22,18n,  wita the IWCUBUX..~~~Q& 

,I 

C ' ,  , ‘c death of over 200 miners. Ua l ik~  pit-disaster ;. 'Y,\' 
- ! &eta mly i n  Bke mrtW3,- balbdg which taks the formof the I r i s h  'colae all y L 7 , +  

9  ore the U@C oif thy, ye1 songs, Y ' P h e ' E l a n ~  E@.08Tonn %s Irs the 
i I n  ea11~2 the &a of S~mXi~t;er t radit ion of the $au%b-west 8Eottish elegy. It is ~ ~ ~ 1 1 ~ ~  

;,-' I Wikh a gam and &iri: aim, &me, rsre hdeed ~ l ~ w t m 8  a c w t e l y  Loosliaed izopkcal - 

With a gawn a& shirt alone. 
I '  

ballad is m f W  Pnom its b?~ ,  b&,th%s Bow 
i ., hew ~ I E  been rego&& i,n the mirxhg  area of 

1 "tat up, gat  up, yo- wanrsn, ~m-w-. . 
I"  ,:.' And armt wine vlth m, 
rr . #I Y m  m t  have called nw Bsden, rtrig -Son VRS mU.ected by A DL. Lloyd in 1%1 
_.L c:< 1 

For f 'm ~ u r e  as  bale as t2aee, a s  %bee, near Glasgov, and appears i n  Lloyd's "Corn All Ye 
+ (  1 P ~ r I 1 m s ~ a s ~ e a s % h e e . "  Bold Miners". 

C l y d e ' s  bonnie banks where f sadly a d  wnder, 
Amid the p i t  heape when evening &ew nigh, 

'4 b v e  ta'en her maidenhead, I spied a fair maiden all wcmpped in deep 

-,I - ='-, 
A-weeping and sobbing, w i t h  a sigh. 

(. 
'Ben In sere C ~ B E  young Breadalbane, I step8 up beside her, am2 thus I addressed bx, 

1 W%th a pis tol  by his side, "Pray t e l l  me, fair maid, of your trcmble anb pen." 
F . '_'Oh, come away, Eppie Morrie, Weeping srxd sobbing, a t  Last she  d.id answar, 
Y ,  ~ I 1 l l m a k e y o u n l y b x i d e ,  w ~ i d e ,  "Johrmy M u r p h y ,  kind, sir, was true lover's rpame. 
. '  I fi* And I'll * jnrru ~ ' b f i a . "  

"Rtenty-one years of age, full of youth a d  goo& 
, .  %get ta me a h o ~ s e , w w ,  looking, . &f it like a maa, work i n  the rnines fMm high B l a n t v  he came. 
' ~ p p s e @ m e ~ t e w m - ,  Tlve w d & b g  was oet, all t h ~  m s t s  'were i m t e d ,  

' w i d e n  as  I aa3lirS, I -, - That cold sunnnerls evening wung Johnny was slain. 
9.1 A maiden as I came." 

"The exglosion was heard, a l l  the women and 
' The sun shine o'er wes- h i l l s ,  children, 

, By the l.aq@li&t of %he won, With pale anxious faces mdg haste t o  the mines, ' "Oh, eaddle your bos;lse, young J a b  F o ~ s y t b ,  When the truth -6 mgda known +&e h i l l s  rang with 
$hid whistle and I'll come soop, dime soon, their mourning, 

Whistle and I'll come soon." Three hunthkrl and %en young miners were slain. 

3shmn - shoes Now tmdbanb and wives, snd m e t h e a r t s  emd 
brothers, 

That Blahtyre explosion they' l l  never forget, 
And all you young miners thst hear my t ~ d  story, 

. 

Shed a tear  for  the victims wholre l a id  to the i r  
rest." 

S I D E I , ~ ~ :  T I B M E I N M Y ~  

, Oh, I have l o s t  my silken snood This song, Is .any of numemu8 variant fomm, is 
!J!bat t i ed  my hair so yellow; known wldely twwt tihe BrTkish Is les  and 
I have given my heart t o  the lad  I loved, America. It is  t j rpical  of the numerous folk love 

- He was a gallant fellow. lyr ics  which rnake w e  of mried and beau.t:iful 
mta?hoxs. 1n this song, "tbyim" is  a sy&ol of 

emus : 
: And W n e  it well, my bonnie &ow, 

, And twine it w e l l  the plaiden, 
, The lassie l o s t  her silken snood 
. In  palling of the bracken. , . 
' He praised my eyes so bonpie blue, 

So lily-white my skin, 0, 
And Boon he p i e d  my bonnie mouth, 
And snore it was no sin, 0. 

But he has  l e f t  the lass he loves, 
H i s  own true love forsaken, 
Which hurts me sore to greet the snood 

, 
- l o s t  among the bracken. 

virginity, and rue symbolizes sorrow for  its lose. 
This version was learned from A .C . MaLeod's 
"Songs of the North", Volume 11. 

Oh, once my thynre was pung, 
It flourisbed night and day, 
But by there came a fa lse  young man, 
And he stole my Chyme away, 
And he stole my thyme away. 

Within w gay 
The rose and l i l y  grew; 
But the pride of my gardzn is  vithered away, 
And it's all grown o'er ~ L t h  rue, 
And it's a l l  grown o'er with rue. 



M$ garden Is noxw ~ U S  uJ2d, 
When shall I plant anew? 
Uy bed t3za& ame %as b U e d  with -, 
Is a l l  o'er sun With rue, 
Is a U  o'er run with rue. 

SIDE 11, Band 1: COlrlM' TEWOUGH THE RYE 

Bmxe &re n~lmtrow versions of t h i s  o3.d Scoktish 
SO-, S- dstiw back aDre 200 p m s  1% 
may well be one of the best laxam of s;L3. Scot;ish 
songs in America, where it has been a favor%% wlbh 
school ch$ldren of all ages. Mrs. Holland learned 
th i s  sang in publie school when still  a L i O U e  gir l .  

If a body meet a body 
Comin1 through the rye, 
If a body kiss a body 
Need a body cry. 

CHORUS: - 
I3.b lassie has her laddLe 
mne Chey say ha' I, 
Yet all the Lads they smile a t  me 
Whenconin' tl%mugh* rye. 

If a bo&y meet a body 
C a n '  frat the town, 
If a boay greet a body 
Need a body frdwn. 

Among the train, +hen i s  a swain, 
I dearly love m y a ,  
B u t  wfrat his name, or  where his hame, 
I dinna care t9 teu. 

This bmxxt of a Scottish m m m  wbse hwband has 
been sent to fight in  Germany is similar i n  enro- 
t ional  a n t e n t  t o  "The Wrs of O e r m q n  (side I, 
Band 4). Though frequently appearing i n  collec- 
tions as  being of a n o ~ u s  coprposition, i.S. t3as 
been f a i r l g  well established that  it was written 
by Hector Macheill, s 800t4Ash poet vlao lived from 
1746 t o  1818. Tfie song was first publisked in 
Edhburgb i n  1794. Learned A'om M a c C a ' s  'Songs 
ana Ballads of Scotland''. 

My love*s i n  Gemany, send him hame, send him hams, 
My love's i n  G e ~ m ~ n y ,  send hiBi hame. 
My love's i n  Oerrmas~y, fighting f o r  royalty, 
He may ne'er his JeQnaie me, 
Send him ham, send him b m e ,  
He may ne'er his Jearinie see, sead hian bruPe. 

He is brave as b s a ~  can be, send him ham, 
s e a  hiw hejllc, 

He is  brave aa b m  can be, send bim hama. 
He is brave as brave can be, he w0uI.d rather 

f a l l  than flee,  
But hie l i f e  is bar to me, 
Send him baspe, send him hama, 
Buthisl ifeisdeartom, s d h i B h e g l k .  

E e f l l  ne'er come o'er the sea, Willie's elsin, 
Willie '8 slain, 

He'll ne'er o'er the sea, Willie's gam. 
H e ' l l  ne'er come o'er the sea, *tn his Lave aud 

own c e r y ,  
This world's m more fo r  me, 
Willie's gane, Willie's @mer 
This worldfs m more fo r  me, W i l l i e ' s  gam~l 

This de3imful tracee 13&& tm @t 3.wsta ths 
18th q6pn't~ry .px'baps e~ksUhr* : 1% greseats 
rather ma+istic +am3 hmLt& airttihde Wwar&s 
love whic3a the r a t i n g s  of doha Knox and 
Calvinistic preaching could do m%hing to brew&. 
Nor were the consequences of tmmd\love-wing 
t o  be taken lightly, POT "cubty StooI" ar 
"stool of Repentaee" was sadistia & device 
fox c o ~ t i o n  snd hwCiist&ng publie w%@mi- 
t ion as has ever been invented. S t i l l  the joys 
of love ware stronger InvitsItltons t o  5nstinct&?@ 
action than even the charah snd iks  pqcLw 
elders could stop. so the heroine of *is 
song is ready W face %he comqu&nae$ of her 
actions with a gmat deal of f"orb%%ude+ 8;8d 
ever more, of humor. This version was leemed 
from Ewan MacCollt s "Scotland Singe. I' 

Ha? and rows, Etag asd zw#, 
Hap and mwe the fee t i e  a ' t ,  
I thought I was a miden true, 
Till I heaz% the greetie o ' t .  

My daddie was a fiddler fine, 
My minnie a mankie, 0, 
And I myself a @$unpint queen, 
Wha danced the reel 0' W~umpie, 0. 

DBnce and sing, dance snd, sing, 
Hey the merry daaciag, 0, 
AM all the i r  low-locks mviq round, 
And all the i r  bright eyes &an-, 0. 

The p i p e  come w i t h  their gladsoole note, 
And then with do01 ard duq%e, 0, 
But the lightest tune to a ma;ldents f e e t  
Is the g a l b n t  r ee l  of Sturripie,, 0 .  

The gossip CUQ, the e;~ssip C ~ P ,  

The kbmer claah an8 caudle, 0, 
The waning maon, the ranton loon, 
Tha w t t y  stool C-a 0. 

lkuce dams must have their bairntime borne, 
so -&=Pie, 0, 
Birds love morn and o m  love corn, 
And mias tihe red 0' stunpie, 0. 

Hap and row!=, hkp anb rowe, 
Hap and rowk the featbe o f t ,  
I thaught E plss a mraiden tnzls, 
TiLl 1: heard the gree-bic o't. 

SIDE 11, Band 4: TEE RAEPPIN LADDIE (Child @40) 

If there is the sl ightest  historical basis fo r  
this ballad, relcearch has not yet revealed it, 
The E a r l  of Aboyne, the hero aad "rantin laddi~" 
of the ballad, has not been identified a s  sny 
one of the lo& of Aboyne who playad a large 
part i n  Scottish history. 

This version was learned frola the singing of 
$wan MBcColl, who leeumd it from his father. 

O f t  have I pla;yed at the cards cud dice 
with my own desr rantinf laddie, 
But now I must sit i n  my f'atbr*~ hall, 
And sing t o  my bas* beby. 



- i 'been wise as f lvr: ,6e& dee, 
d%oi& what  nw boadie la4 $old rue, 
:'a have been n k r i a d  a ,Par 04. 
tad been With my  ST' ldb 

w  athe her dear, he knows. me not, 
ly mother ahe ignores *; 
$ friends and relations all sl ight mc, 
on& Lhe servants %hey q d t e  hate me. 

W I I one horqe a t  command, 
4s o f t t w i s  I've fiad many, 
[lid ride it on t o  the gates of Aboyne, 
fi%h a l e t t e r  to my rantin' laddie. 

Us your love a loxd o r  is h a- laird, 
Dr I s  he but a caddie, wt you so o f t  cdU on us name, 
P&rt own dear rantin' laddie. 

!$Ben out  there spoke a BitchiG boy, 
e y s  though I 'm but a caddie, 
Z$1t3 I w i l l  run t o  the gates of A b p ,  
Wit* a l e t t e r  to your rimtiat lsddie. 

Whtn he was near t o  thc banks of Dee, 
%he birds they sang so bonnie, 
A M  there he spied the Earl of Aboyne, 
9+t they c a l l  the rantin' laddie. 

3w&&n ha looked. the l e t t e r  on, 
But0  e h e w a i 3  mr!ry, 
9$eytve been d m 1  an8 fell. lnrkind 
Irgc ny own atar rantin* lassie.  

'!My fether dear, he know8 me not, 
My mother she ignores me, 
%Iy friends and relations a l l  s l ight ma, 
A M  the servants they quite hate me." 

''06 get to me 500 man, 
llnd they' l l  ride out so bonny, 
And we 'll bring the bonnie lasaie baak to Aboyne, 
Zdg own dear rsntin' lassie ." 
j&em she was up behind his back, 
Wrrsgped in a Hielard plaidie, 
'&!he birds in  the t rees  samg not go sweet 
As %he bonnie, bonnie rantin' Lassie. 

X$ you lay your love on a lowland lad, 
@ sure that he ' l l  betray you, 
W% lay your love on a hi@land lad, 
brll do all he can to raise you. 

~~ 11, Band 5 :  JOHNaY LAI) 

This delightf+ul d i t t y  was originally a very beauti- 
fu l  pastoral song i n  the teargo of a slow strethspcyr 
Wlng the late 19th centu;ry, L t  mved to Glaegow 
&qclbeocrmc a favorite children's skipping gcsme song. 
It's rib&ldry seems hardly i n  keeping w i t b  the use to  
which it has been put by children. A t  the present 
time it is a great favorite a t  concerts and parties 
throughout Great Britain, and numerous parodied and 
improvised stan- have been adaed t o  it., Learned 
from the singing of Ewan MacColl. 

u aen you my love Johnnie, 
He' s down on yonder lea, 
And b ' a lookin' and he s &kin' , 
And he's aye watchin' ma. 

He's pullin' and he's ~ s i z i ' ,  ' 

But his meanin's not so bad, 
If i t t s  ever gonna be, 
Tell  ne noe, Johnnie lad. 

Tell me zlbw my Jobmy lad, 
If i t ' s  ever gonna be, 
Tell  me now Johnnie lad. 

0, Johnnie ' s blybhe and bomie, 
He's the pride of all yon lea, 
And I love h i m  best of any 
Though he ' s aye teasin' m? . 
Though he teases nae and squeezes at?, 
And tickles m l ike  msd, 
None comes near me that can cheer ma 
Like my am Johnnie lad. 

Aye it I s  you my Johnnie hddie ,  
Aye it's you my Johnny lad; 
None can tease me and can please me 
L i b  my own Johnni~  Lad. 

0, Johnnie 's not a 'gentleman, 
Nor yet is  he a t l a i d ,  
But I Would follow Jo-c lcrd 
Although he was a caird. 

0, Johnnie is a bonnfe had, 
He was once B lad of nrine, 
And I 've never had a better  Md, 
Though I've had twenty-nine. 

And with you, my Johnnie laddie, 
And With you my J~hnnte  lad, 
And I'll dance the buckles off my a b n  
With you, Jo-e Lad. 

SIDE II, Band 6: MARY HAMILTON (Child #733 

Two f o m  of this ballad W e  come down to us, 
existing side by side. The first of these i s  the 
full ballad t a le  sung on thirm recording. A second 

#form consists merely of a ly r ic  Lament whiah i s  
Mary Hamiltonls farewell speech, with no indication 
of the events which lea& up to her puniallment. 

The events detail& %n the btilhd appear to be 
based either on an incident which happened i n  1563, 
i n  which a French m m n  servant of Mary, Queen of 
Scots, ha& an a f fa i r  with the Queenr e apothecary, 
o r  with an incident which took place i n  the court 
of Russia's Cear Peter i n  1718 involving one Mary 
Hamilton and the C z a r '  s aide-de-camp. I f  ei ther of 
these events i s  the basis fo r  the ballad tale,  
then it has obviously suf'fered m a t  alterations 
i n  being handed down through tradition. Ballad 
scholars today are inclined to believe that both 
stories influenced the Mary Eadlton ballad. 

The version sung nen  is a compilation. The text 
is f m m  C h a r l e s  Kirkpatrick Sharpe's "A Ballad Book" 
(1823); the tune is  from the singing of Jeannie 
Robertson, an Aberdeen housewif'e. 

Word's gone to the kitchen, 
Andrordla gone to the hall, 
That Mary Flnmllton gang8 with bairn 
To the Ughest s* of all. 



B's COM her i n  %he hall ,  
Be's courtml her i n  W low cellar, 
ArlatllatWe4sWorrrl;of all. 

She's t i ed  it i n  her apron, 
And she's thrown it i n  the sea, 
WYS, "Sinlc p, Bwim ye, swett b a b ,  
You'll ne'er get mair of me. 

Dam then came the old Queen, 
Gold tassels tying her hkirj 
"Oh, Mary, where's the bonny wee babe 
plat I heard greet sae sairT1' 

There was qaver a babe i n t i U  my room, 
A s  l i t t l e  &eigPs to be; 
It was but a touch of ~qy ai r  side, 
Corn o'er mqy f a i r  body. 

"Oh, Mary, put on your robes of black, 
O r  else your robes of brown, 
For you must gang xi th  ara the a g h t ,  
To see f a i r  Edinbro' town." 

I Kill not put on my robes of black, 
lOor yet my robes of bront, 
But I'll pu;t, on rn robes of white, 
To Pone tluough Bdinbrot 0 0 ~ 1  

V$sa she went up the Cannogate, 
She laughed l o d  laughters three; 
But when sbs csme dcwn the Canmgate, 
The tear blinded her e 'e . 
When she went up the parliament s ta i r ,  
The heel cems off her s h e ,  
And LsDg o r  she camc down again, 
she was coadamed to due. 

Bring me a bott le of wine, she says, 
The be& that e'er ye hae, 
That I may drink t o  BXY well vishers, 
A& they mSy drink to 

Eers's a health to Wre Jolly sailor8 
That sail upon the m, 
Let them never l e t  on to my fatfwr and mother, 
Thst I cane here t o  det. 

0, l i t t l e  did my mother tblnk, 
Thk day she cradled m, 
WbBt lands I to travel  tbrough, 
Wbat death I was t o  dee. 

Last night I washed the Queen's feet, 
And genQy laid her dam; 
Add all the thanh I've gotten the night, 
To be hanged i n  W b m '  toun. 

Last night there was four Hbnries, 
The night there ' l l  be but m e ,  
There was Mary Seton and Mary Beton, 
And Mary Cermicha81 and me. 

This song clP a rejected maiden is best known on 
Spyside, and often is known by the t i t l e  "Peggy 
On tba Banks of the m y " .  It's a lulls. to be 
sung to children i n  thei r  cradles s t i l l  .too young 
t o  comprehend thei r  mother's words. Its mesage 
is  a tragic one, but the complaint w i n &  th 
plowmen lads is softened with self reproach for 

the young mther'a having been so naive In the 
f i m t  m e .  ThLs version wae Learned from the 
risglng of J e d e  Robertson. 

Whan I was noo but sweet sixteen, 
I n  beauty jmt a-bloomin' , 0, 
0, little, l i t t l e  diB I think 
A t  nineteen I 'd  be greetin', 01 I 

For the plou(5lrmen Lads they are gsy w e l l  lads, 
They are fa lse  anB deceiv*, 0, 
They'll gang awa', they'll sail a=', 
And they'll leave their lasm$s greetin', 0. 

I f  I ' d  a kent what I do ken, 
And dona my mather's biddizl', 0, 
I would not be at  your firside, 
Cryin' : Hishie ba, ma bairn;te, 0. 

0, Hishie ba, fo r  I ' m  your mi, 
But the Lord knows where's your daddie, 0, 
But I'll h k e  goo8 care and I'll be aware 
of the young men In the gloam5nt, 0. 

When I was  loo but met siixten, . 
I n  beauty just a-bloomin, 0, 
0, l i t t l e ,  l i t t l e  did I think 
A t  nineteen I'd Ire greetin', 0. 

This appears to be but a f ragwent of a f olksong. 
Its origin is guite obscure. The first line is 
-a familiar one i n  both Brit ish and American f;oW 
songs, though a historical  connection batwen 
the various songs is not necessarily implied. 
This song was learned from the singing of Jeannie 
Robertson. 

Go away ~YCVU my window 
Don't bother Itr, 
Go away from my window, 
Don't enter in. 

I'll g i n  you back your le t ters ,  
I'll give you back your ring, 
Go away f%om ~qy window, 
Don't e n k r  in. 

I'll go t e l l  a l l  my brothers, 
I'll t e l l  t h c m  of my sin, 
Go awsy from my window, 
Don't enter in. 

SIDE 11, Eana 9: CAN YE am CUSHIONS 

This beautiful l i t t l e  lullaby traces back t o  at 
leas t  the 17th century, if not earlier. 
This version was learned from Js~oes Johnson's 
"Scots Musical Museum." 

0 can ye sew cushions, o r  can ye sew sheets, 
And can ye sing ba-loo-loo when %he bairtnie greets? 
And bee and ba-birdie, and hee and ba lamb, 
And h e  and ba-birdie, ply bonnie wee lamb. 

CEmu8: 
Hee-o, wee-o, what Muld I do with you? 
Black's the l i f e  that  I lead with yau. 
Ower mny of you, l i t t l e  f o r  to g i n  you, 
Hee-o, wee-o, w h t  would I do with you? 

I've placed my cradle on yon holly top, 
And, aye, a s  the wind blew, my cradle did rock. 
And hush-a-ba baby, and ba-lilly 100, 
And hee and ba birdie, my bonnie wee doo. 


