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>>> 
 
Said Martha unto Amos, well you know I love you dear, 
But when you said you were working late, well I knew 

where you were. 
D'ye remember our old milkman, the one that were such fun, 
Well I did the same wi' him, and I bought him “Dog and Gun.” 
 
((Intermediary)) 
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Its of a Yorkshire couple, this story I'll relate, 
Who waited on retirement with apprehension great. 
In their little mill tied cottage, said Amos feeling low, 
We've to leave this house tomorrow,  wherever shall we go. 
 
((Intermediary)) 
Wherever shall we go, wherever shall we go. 
We've to leave this house tomorrow, wherever shall we go. 
 
Said Martha unto Amos, well don't you fret old lad, 
The thought of your retirement, it ought to make you glad. 
Since the minute we got married I've saved for a rainy day, 
Each time that we made love I put half a crown away. 
 
((Intermediary)) 
 
Do you see that row of cottages, down by "Dog and Gun", 
We hadn't been married but a year before I'd bought first one, 
The second two years later, the third it brought me tears, 
The fourth one took much longer, over twenty years. 
 
((Intermediary)) 
 
Said Amos unto Martha, you know I love you so, 
And now I see the wisdom of reaping what you sow. 
But one thing vexes me though, why did you never tell, 
If I hadn't of played away, I'd have had "Dog and Gun" as well. 
 
((Intermediary)) 
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 Hail and welcome, friends. I thank you for picking up this 

booklet even if it is just to simply look inside its cover. It is a joy to 

share with you this compilation of stories, poems, and songs of 

both adapted and original works by some of the greatest 

individuals I have ever had the pleasure to meet while in the SCA. 

 The art held within is not copyrighted by myself, though 

some of the songs and poems may be. Any replication of this 

document is done so with express knowledge that it will be for 

non-profit and for only spreading the love of musical tradition. 

 Celtic music is a board grouping of musical genres that 

evolved out of the folk musical traditions of  the Celtic people of 

Western Europe. As there is no real body of music which can be 

accurately described as Celtic, there are certain things that 

naturally define the Celtic sound. The songs, ballads, and poems 

printed within come from the rich musical traditions of both  Ireland 

and Scotland because both lands have produced well-known and 

distinctive sounds that have genuine commonality and clear 

mutual influences. These songs are inspired by that great vocal 

and musical talent that has inspired generations upon generations 

of music. 

 So it is with great hope that I thank you for taking a 

moment to look into this song booklet and enjoy what has been a 

great undertaking at a tiny recreation of what is a very honored 

and old tradition. 

 

  Thank you once again. 

             Tigernan Smiðrsson 
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((Recited)) 

Oh, what can I say of a playboy’s behavior 

Have I not courted all over the place 

Coaxing, cajoling, extorting the ladies 

Increasing their love with the strength of my kiss 

And practicing plainly my versification 

To lead the young girls from their duties at home 

By which they were led into sad situations 

The clergy declared they had best leave alone... 

 

((Sung)) 

Oh, my time of a time has been time sadly wasted 

On temblor-men, tipplers and gay maids of score 

I’ve sat by a candle and rhymed meself naked 

With jeers that I’ve made and great oaths that I swore 

And day in, day out, all the wealth of my station 

Away upon master musicians I’ve thrown 

And what they played to me I heard with elation 

Not dreaming that they, too, were best left alone 

 

And now it is true, that most furious of features 

My creditors all with their warrants have come 

And they swear by their souls that they’ll put me in prison 

And now I am poor and ill-clad and undone 

Not one of those honey-mouthed girls who deceived me 

Or robbed me pretending that she was me own 

But mocks me with pert and outlandish behavior 

To show me too late she was best left alone 
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>>> 
 
I told to my father, “Sure I’ve been rovin wild, 
and I foun me a girl and I gave her a child, 
I asked her to marry she answered instead, 
that never could be cause she’s already wed.” 
 
((Chorus)) 

 
My father said, “Son I pity your plight, 
but you should have used a rubber that night, 
I said I did use a rubber from an English man’s hall, 
but the damn thing it broke, it was four sizes too small. 
 
((Chorus)) 
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I've been a wild rover for many a year, 
And I spent all my money on whiskey and beer, 
But now I've returned with gold in great store, 
And I never will play the wild rover no more. 
 
((Chorus)) 

And it's no, nay, never 
No, nay, never, no more, 
Will I play the rover 
No never, no more. 
 
I went down to an ale house I used to frequent, 
And I told the landlady my money was spent. 
I asked her for credit, but she answered me "Nay. 
Such custom like yours I could have any day." 
 
((Chorus)) 

 
I took from my pocket ten sovereigns bright, 
And the landlady's eyes opened wide with delight, 
((And the landlady's legs...)) 
She said, "I have whiskeys and wines of the best, 
the words I did say were only in jest!" 
(( And I'll take you upstairs, and I'll show you the rest.)) 
 
((Chorus)) 

 
I'll go home to my parents, confess what I've done, 
And I'll ask them to pardon their prodigal son. 
And if they caress me as oft times before, 
I never will play the wild rover no more! 
 
((Chorus)) 
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And now darkness assails me as old age draws nigh me 

And I have not wealth, nor good clothes, nor red gold 

I’m wakened each morning by tremblings and aching's 

My songs are no more the delight of the bold 

Oh, to speak to a girl would be sad consolation 

And so I must leave the fine tavern alone 

I swear and proclaim, and I make protestation 

‘Tis all that I’ve tried that was best left alone 

 

Oh, come all of you high stepping, milk making heroes 

Who long for the ladies and crave for the drink 

Be sad by me now, and go cautious and careful 

For fear that old age into darkness ye’ll sink 

Won’t you leave hesitation and marry a lady 

Of prudence and piety, wit and good tone 

And leave faction fighting and such recreation 

You can take it from me, boys, they’re best left alone 
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In a neat little town they call Belfast, 
 apprentice to trade I was bound 
Many an hours sweet happiness, 
 have I spent in that neat little town 
A sad misfortune came over me, 
 which caused me to stray from the land 
Far away from me friends and relations, 
 betrayed by the black velvet band 
 
((Chorus)) 
Her eyes they shone like diamonds 
I thought her the queen of the land 
And her hair hung over her shoulder 
Tied up with a black velvet band 
 
I took a stroll down Broadway, 
 meaning not long for to stay 
When who should I meet but this pretty fair maid 
 comes a traipsing along the highway 
She was both fair and handsome, 
 her neck it was just like a swan 
And her hair it hung over her shoulder, 
 tied up with a black velvet band 
 
((Chorus)) 
 
I took a stroll with this pretty fair maid, 
 and a gentleman passing us by 
Well I knew she meant the doing of him, 
 by the look in her roguish black eye 
A goldwatch she took from his pocket 
 and placed it right in to my hand 
And the very first thing that I said was bad 
 `cess to the black velvet band 
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If anyone can aid me, it's my brother in the army, 
I don't know where he's station, is it Cork or in Killarney. 
Together we'd go roaving in the mountains near Kilkenny, 
And I swear he'll treat me better than me darling sporting Jenny 
 
((Chorus)) 

 
Well they took me to Jail, with neather judge nor writing 
For robbing Captain Farrell up on the Kerry mountains 
But they didn't take my fists, so I knocked the Jailer  down 
And I bade a fond fairwell to the Jailing slag old town. 
 
((Chorus)) 
 
Now some men take delight in the hurling and the roving, 
But others take delight in the carriages a rolling. 
But me I take delight in the juice of the barley, 
And courting pretty fair maids in the morning bright and early. 
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((Chorus)) 

musha ring dumma do damma da 
whack for the daddy 'ol 
whack for the daddy 'ol 
there's whiskey in the jar 
 
As I was going over the far famed Kerry mountains 
I met with captain Farrell and his money he was counting. 
I first produced my pistol, then produced my rapier. 
Said stand and deliver, for your the bold deceiver, 
 
((Chorus)) 

 
I counted out his money, and it made a pretty penny. 
I put it in my pocket and I took it home to Jenny. 
She vowed and she swore, that she never would deceive me, 
but the devil take the women, for they never can go easy 
 
((Chorus)) 

 
I went into my chamber, all for to take my slumber, 
I dreamt of gold and jewels and for sure it was no wonder. 
But Jenny took my charges and she filled them up with water, 
Then sent for captain Farrel to be ready for my slaughter. 
 
((Chorus)) 

 
As I rose up next morning, well it surley did astound me, 
There was captain Ferrel and his guards were all around me. 
So I produced my pistol, for she stole away my rapier, 
But I couldn't shoot the water so a prisoner I was taken. 
 
((Chorus)) 
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((Chorus)) 
 
Before the judge and the jury, 
 next morning I had to appear 
The judge he says to me: 
 "Young man, your case it is proven clear 
Oh it’s seven long years' transportation; 
 you’re going to Van Diemen’s land 
Far away from your friends and relations, 
 betrayed by the black velvet band.” 
 
((Chorus)) 
 
So come all you jolly young fellows 
 a warning take by me 
When you are out on the town me lads, 
 beware of them pretty colleens 
For they feed you with whiskey and porter, 
 'til you are unable to stand 
And the very first thing that you'll know, me lads, 
 you've landed in Van Diemens Land 
 
((Chorus)) 
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In days gone by, when the world was much younger, 
Men wondered at Spring, born of Winter's cold knife, 
Wondering at the games of the moon and the sunlight, 
They saw there the Lady and Lord of all life. 
 
((Chorus)) 
Around and around, and around turns the good Earth, 
All things must change as the seasons go by, 
We are the children of the Lord and the Lady, 
Whose mysteries we learn from the Earth and the Sky. 
 
In all lands the people were tied to the good Earth, 
Plowing and sowing, as the seasons declared, 
Waiting to reap of the rich golden harvest, 
Knowing her laughter in the joys that we shared. 
 
((Chorus)) 
 
Through Flanders and Wales and the green lands of Ireland, 
In the kingdoms of England and Scotland and Spain, 
Circles grew up all along the wild coastlines, 
And worked for the land, with the Sun and the rain. 
 
((Chorus)) 
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Kiss me each morning for a million years 
Hold me each evening by your side 
Tell me you'll love me for a million years 
Then if it don't work out 
Then if it don't work out 
Then you can tell me goodbye 
 
Sweeten my coffee with a morning kiss 
Soften my dreams with your sighs 
Tell me you'll love me for a million years 
Then if it don't work out 
Then if it don't work out 
Then you can tell me goodbye 
 
If you must go, Oh no, I wont grieve 
If you wait a lifetime before you leave 
 
Then if you must go 
Oh, I won't tell you no 
Just so that we can say that we tried 
Tell me you'll love me for a million years 
Then if it don't work out 
Then if it don't work out 
Then you can tell me goodbye 
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>>> 
 
((Chorus)) 

 
It was twenty years ago me boys that old Pat was put 
 underground 
And every year to celebrate they all push the jug around 
They gather at the graveyard and pour vinegar in his ditch 
‘Cause everybody hated that lousy son-of-a-… 
 
((Chorus)) 
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Circles for healing, and working the weather, 
Circles for knowing the Moon and the Sun, 
Circles for thanking the Lord and the Lady, 
Circles for dancing the dance never done. 
 
((Chorus)) 
 
And we who reach for the stars in the heavens, 
Turning our eyes from the meadows and groves, 
Still live in the love of the Lord and the Lady, 
The greater the circle, the more the love grows. 
 
((Chorus)) (x2) 
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Well it was on this monday morning, 
 And the day be calm and fine 
A Harbour grace excursion, 
 With the boys who had the time 
And just before the sailor, 
 Took the gangway from the pier 
I saw some fellow haul me wife, 
 Aboard as a volunteer 
 
((Chorus)) 

Oh me, oh my, I heard me old wife cry 
Oh me, oh my, I think I'm gonna die! 
Oh me, oh my, I heard me old wife say, 
"I wish I'd never taken this excursion around the bay" 
 
We had fourteen hundred souls aboard, 
 oh what a splendid sight! 
Left strong and regimental to make our spirits bright 
And meself being in the double, 
 what funny things they'd say 
They choke themselves from laughing 
 when they'd see us in the bay 
 
((Chorus)) 

 
Me wife she got no better, she turned a sickly green 
I fed her cake and candy, fat pork and kerosene 
Castor Oil and sugar of candy, 
 I rubbed pure oil on her face 
And I said she'll be a dandy 
 when we reaches Harbour Grace! 
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Oh, the night that Paddy Murphy died, 
 sure that’s the night I’ll never forget 
All the boys got roarin’ drunk and some ain’t sober yet 
And as long as the bottle was passed around 
 all the boys were brisk and gay 
And Auggie came with his bagpipes, 
 the music for to play 
 
Mrs. Murphy in the corner, she was pourin’ out her grief 
When Kelly and the lads, oh, the dirty robbin’ thieves 
They crept into the anti-room and a bottle of whiskey stole 
And they placed the bottle on the corpse to keep the liquor cold 
 
((Chorus)) 

And that’s how they paid their respects to Paddy Murphy 
That’s how they showed their honor and their pride 
They said it was a sin and a shame, but they winked 

at one another 
And everything in the wake house went the night 
 Pat Murphy died 
 
It was early in the morning when the funeral left the  house 
And everyone but poor old Mrs. Murphy was half-soused 
They made a stop along the way at the Blarney Stone saloon 
They got in there at nine o’clock and they didn’t leave till noon 
 
Then someone asked Pat Barry if anyone had died 
Well, says he, I’m not quite sure; see, I just come for the ride 
They started for the graveyard then, all walkin’ in a line 
But when they reached the grave they found they’d left  
 the corpse behind 
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By a lonely prison wall, 
I heard a young girl calling 
Micheal they are taking you away 
For you stole Trevelyn's corn 
So the young might see the morn. 
Now a prison ship lies waiting in the bay. 
 
((Chorus)) 

Low lie the Fields of Athenry 
Where once we watched the small free birds fly. 
Our love was on the wing we had dreams and 
 songs to sing 
It's so lonely 'round the Fields of Athenry. 
 
By a lonely prison wall 
I heard a young man calling  
Nothing matter Mary when your free, 
Against the Famine and the Crown 
I rebelled they ran me down 
Now you must raise our child with dignity. 
 
((Chorus)) 

 
By a lonely harbor wall 
She watched the last star falling 
As that prison ship sailed out against the sky 
Sure she'll wait and hope and pray 
For her love in Botany Bay 
It's so lonely 'round the Fields of Athenry. 
 
((Chorus)) 
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((Chorus)) 

 
My wife she got no better, my wife me darling dear 
The screeches from her trollear 
 you could hear in Carbonear 
I tried every place in Harbour Grace, 
 Tried every store and shop, 
To get her something for a cure or take her to the hop 
 
((Chorus)) 

 
She died below the brandy's as we were coming back 
We buried her in the ocean, 
 wrapped up in a Union Jack 
So now I am a single man, in search of a pretty face 
And the woman that says she'll have me, 
 I'm off for Harbour Grace! 
 
((Chorus)) 
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Tim Finnegan lived on Walkin Street, 
 a gentle Irishman mighty odd 
He had a brogue both rich and sweet, 
 an' to rise in the world he carried a hod 
You see he'd a sort of a tippling way 
 with the love for the liquor poor Tim was born 
And to help him on his way each day, 
 he'd a drop of the craythur every morn 
 
((Chorus)) 

Whack fol the dah now dance to yer partner 
 around the floor yer trotters shake 
Wasn't it the truth I told you? 
 Lots of fun at Finnegan's Wake 
 
One morning Tim got rather full, 
 his head felt heavy which made him shake 
Fell from a ladder and he broke his skull, 
 and they carried him home his corpse to wake 
Rolled him up in a nice clean sheet, 
 and laid him out upon the bed 
With a gallon of whiskey at his feet 
 and a barrel of porter at his head 
 
((Chorus)) 

 
His friends assembled at the wake, 
 and Mrs Finnegan called for lunch 
First she brought in tea and cake, 
 then pipes, tobacco and whiskey punch 
Biddy O'Brien began to cry, 
 "Such a nice clean corpse, did you ever see, 
Tim avourneen, why did you die?", 
 "Shut your gob?" said Paddy McGee 
 
 

9 >>> 

 
Mrs. Murphy gave a party ‘bout a month ago 
Everything was plentiful, for the Murphy's, they're not slow 
They treated us like gentlemen, we tried to act the same 
But only then what happened; oh, it was a crying shame 
 
Mrs. Murphy dished the chowder out and fainted on the spot 
She’d found a pair of overalls at the bottom of the pot 
Tim Nolan, he got rivin’ mad, his eyes were bulging out 
He jumped upon the piano and loudly he did shout 
 
((Chorus)) 

Who threw the overalls in Mrs. Murphy's chowder? 
Nobody spoke, so he shouted all the louder 
That’s an Irish trick, it’s true; and I’ll lick the Mic that threw 
The overalls in Mrs. Murphy's chowder 
 
They dragged the pants from out the soup and laid 
 them on the floor 
Each man swore upon his life that he’d not seen them before 
They were plastered up with mortar and were worn out 
 at the knee 
They'd had their many ups and downs as we could   
 plainly see 
 
When Mrs. Murphy, she comes to, she starts to cry and pout 
She'd had them in the wash that day and forgot to take them out 
Tim Nolan, he excused himself for what he’d said that night 
So we put music to the words and sang with all our might 
 
((Chorus)) 
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I am the warrior’s fine steel blade, 
 fired by the smithy o’ Ramsgate 
Through the dry dust drawn 
And I am his shinin’ bright mail coat, 
 sent on the wings of a longboat 
Bloody as the dawn 
 
((Chorus)) 

Last night lightening lit up a strange, grey shadow there 
But all was black as he peered through the storm 
Waiting, wondering how dear his soul old luck’d hold 
Keening his sight, he unbuckled his sword 
 
I am the warrior’s brave stallion, 
 won from a rich Iber galleon 
From my back he’s torn 
And I am his loving young widow, 
 cursing his name on my pillow 
As his child is born 
 
((Chorus)) 
 
I am the earth that embraces him, 
 toiling till there’s not a trace of him 
Leather, brass and bone 
And I am the warrior’s fond memory. 
 Look close, ‘cause that’s all that’s left of me 
Leather, brass and bone 
 
((Chorus)) 
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((Chorus)) 

 
Then Maggie O'Connor took up the job, 
 "Biddy" says she "you're wrong, I'm sure" 
Biddy gave her a belt in the gob 
 and left her sprawling on the floor 
Then the war did soon engage, 
 t'was woman to woman and man to man 
Shillelagh law was all the rage 
 and a row and an eruption soon began 
 
((Chorus)) 

 
Mickey Maloney ducked his head 
 when a bottle of whiskey flew at him 
It missed, and falling on the bed, 
 the liquor scattered over Tim 
Bedad he revives, see how he rises, 
 Timothy rising from the bed 
Saying "Whittle your whiskey around like blazes,  
 t'underin' Jaysus, do ye think I'm dead?" 
 
((Chorus)) 
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In the year of our Lord, eighteen hundred and six 
We set sail from the coal cove of Cork 
We were sailing away with a cargo of bricks 
For the grand city hall in New York 
'Twas a wonderful craft, she was rigged fore-and-aft 
And oh, how the wild winds drove her. 
She'd got several blasts, she'd twenty-seven masts 
And we called her the Irish Rover. 
 
((Chorus)) 

So, fair thee well my pretty little girl, 
 I must sail away. 
Fair thee well my pretty little girl, I must sail away. 
 
We had one million bales of the best Sligo rags 
We had two million barrels of stones 
We had three million sides of old blind horses hides, 
We had four million barrels of bones. 
We had five million hogs, we had six million dogs, 
Seven million barrels of porter. 
We had eight million bails of old nanny goats' tails, 
In the hold of the Irish Rover. 
 
((Chorus)) 

 
There was awl Mickey Coote who played hard on his flute 
When the ladies lined up for his set 
He was tootin' with skill for each sparkling quadrille 
Though the dancers were fluther'd and bet 
With his sparse witty talk he was cock of the walk 
As he rolled the dames under and over 
They all knew at a glance when he took up his stance 
And he sailed in the Irish Rover 
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((Chorus)) 

 
There was Barney McGee from the banks of the Lee, 
There was Hogan from County Tyrone 
There was Jimmy McGurk who was scarred stiff of work 
And a man from Westmeath called Malone   
There was Slugger O'Toole who was drunk as a rule 
And fighting Bill Tracey from Dover 
And your man Mick McCann from the banks of the Bann 
Was the skipper of the Irish Rover 
 
((Chorus)) 

 
We had sailed seven years when the measles broke out 
And the ship lost it's way in a fog. 
And that whale of the crew was reduced down to two, 
Just meself and the captain's old dog. 
Then the ship struck a rock, oh Lord what a shock 
The bulkhead was turned right over 
Turned nine times around, and the poor dog was drowned 
I'm the last of the Irish Rover 
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