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“Pretty Peggy of Darby O,” music and dance instructions from Thomas Skillern’s Twenty Four Country
Dances for the Year 1782. Image from the English Folk Dance and Song Society.
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There is a chambermaid lives in the South,
So tight, so light, so neat, so gay, so handy-o!
Her breath is like the rose, and the pretty little mouth
Of pretty little Tippet is the dandy-o!

Never could | clasp the waste of Sukey, Sal, or Peg,
Their arms so red, their ugly legs so bandy-o!
But slim and taper is the waist; the neat and pretty leg
Of pretty little Tippet is the dandy-o!

Tippet of the South, if she gives me but a smile,
Chears the cockles of my skipping heart, like brandy-o!
Each part, each limb, each look, would any one beguile;
But take her altogether, she’s the dandy-o!

Arnold, Dr. Samuel, Two to One; A Comic Opera. July 5, 1784, 16.
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4 THE FOUNDLING OF THE FOREST.

L'Ec. Certainly, Captain, I do wish you joy,
when a man has once determined upon matrimony
he acts wisely to collect the congratulations of his
friends beforchand, for heaven only knows, whether
there may be any opportunity for them afterwards.
May 1 take the freedom to enquire the lady ?

Flor. 'Tis She—L'Eclair, 'tis she, the only
she, the peerless, priceless Geraldine.

L'Ec. % Peerless” 1 grant the lady, but as
to her being ** priceless,” 1 should think for my own
poor particular, that when I bartered my lLiberty
for a comely bed-fellow, 1 was paying full value
for my goods, besides a swinging overcharge for the
fashion of the make,

Flor, Tush! man, 'tis not by form or featare I
compute my prize. Geraldine's mind, not her
heauty, is the magnet of my love. The graces are
the fugitive handmaids of youth, and dress their
charge with flowers as fleeting as they are fair;
but the virtues faithfully o’erwatch the couch of age,
and when the flaunting rose has wither'd, twine the
cheerful evergreen, crowning true lovers freshly to
the last ! [Exnit.

L'Ec, * True lovers! well, now I love Love,
myself, particularly when "tis mix'd with h'r'an:ly !
like the loves of the landlady of Lisle, and the
bandy-legg'd Captain.*

SONG.

A Landledy of France, she loved an officer, "tis said,
And this officer he dearly loved her brandy, oh!

Bigh'd she, * | love this officer, although his nose is red,”
“ And his legs are what his regiment call bandy, oh.”

9

But when the bandy officer was onder'd to the coast ;
How she tore her Im'l-ljr locks that look"d so lll‘lli'\'. oh?

* Adien my soul I says she, * if you write, prnyjuy lhc”poﬂ."
“ But before we part, let's take a drop of brandy, oh!

* For this speech, and the song that follows, the author is in-
debted to the pen of George Colman, Esq.

THE FOUNDLING OF THE FOREST. 41

3
She fll'd him out a bumper, just before he left the town,
And another for bern:[l": so neat and handy, oh!
8o they kept their spirits up, by their pouring spirits down,
For love is, like rhulﬂl:, cured with hrnndp s oh!

4

“ Take a bottle on't,” says she,  for you're going into camp ;
“ In your tent, you know, my love, "twill be the dandy, oh!”

“ You're right,” says he, ® my life!" for a tent is very damp ;
“ And "us better, with my tent, to take some brandy, oh!

SCENE II. The Cottage.

Enter MoNICA and BERTRAND,

Mon, In truth, Sir, I have told you every cir-
cumstance I know concerning my poor lodger.
But wherefore so particular in your enquiries ?

Bert. Trust me, I have important motives for
my curiosity—Seventeen years ago, I think you
said—and in the woods near Albi ?

Mon. Aye, aye, I was accurate both in time
and place.

Bert.  Every incident concurs. Gracious hea-
ven | should it prove—my good woman, I suspect
this unfortunate person is known to me—bring me
directly to the sight of her!

Mon. Hold! Sir, I must know you better first;
I fear me, thig poor creature has been hardly dealt
with, who knows, but you may be her enemy ?

Bert. No, no, her friend—her firm and faithful
friend—suspence distracts me, lead me to her pre-
sence instantly !

Mon. Well, well, truly, Sir! you look and speak
like an honest gentleman; but the' I consent, 1
doubt whether my lodger will receive you, her
mind is iH at ease for visitors—All last might I
pverheard her pacing up and down her chamber,

A Landlady of France, she loved an officer, ‘tis said, She fill’d him out a bumper, just before he left the town,
And this officer he dearly loved her brandy, oh! And another for herself, so neat and handy, oh!

Sigh’d she, “I love this officer, although his nose is red,” So they kept their spirits up, by their pouring spirits down,
“And his legs are what his regiment call bandy, oh.” For love is, like the cholick, cured with brandy, oh!

But when the bandy officer was order’d to the coast; “Take a bottle ou’t,” says she, “for you’re going into camp;
How she tore her lovely locks that look’d so sandy, oh? “In your tent, you know, my love, ‘twill be the dandy, oh!”
“Adieu my soul!” says she, “if you write, pray pay the post,” “You're right,” says he, “my life!” for a tent is very damp;
“But before we part, let’s take a drop of brandy, oh!” “And 'tis better, with my tent, to take some brandy, oh!”

The Foundling of the Forest: A Play in Three Acts. Dimond, William. Longman, Hurst, Rees, and Orme:
London (1809). https://archive.org/stream/foundlingofforesO0dimoiala#page/40/mode/2up/search/landlady



https://archive.org/stream/foundlingoffores00dimoiala#page/40/mode/2up/search/landlady
https://archive.org/stream/foundlingoffores00dimoiala#page/40/mode/2up/search/landlady
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Actli] OF THE FOREST 39

L

grove P while a Lhird, in all the ripe round plumpness
of uneasy health, calls the modest blood Lo my finger's
ends, by requesting me, * Lo adjust some error in the
pinning Hﬁr kerchief.” O, captain, captain, heroes
are but men, men bul flesh, and flesh is but weakness ;
therefore, let us briefly put on a parthian veler, and
_strive to conquer by a flight !

Flor. Enave! prate of deserting these dear precious
scenes again, and DIl finish yoor career myself by a
coup-de-main. No, no; change chorlish drums and
ming trumpets to melifluous flutes. Iam to be mar-

ied—varlet, wish me joy.

L’ Ec. Cerlainly, captain, I do wish you joy. When
a man has once determined upon matrimany he acts
wisely Lo collect the congretulations of his fuiends
beforehand ; for heaven only knows, whether there
may be any opportunity lor them afterwards. May 1
take the freedom to inquire the lady ?

Flor. Tis she, L'Eclair, tis she, the only she, the
peerless, priceless Geraldine.

L’Ec. * Peerless” [ grant the lady, but as to her
being * priceless,” 1 should think for my own poor
E:;ticulu. that when I bartered my liberty for a comely

-feliow, T was paying full value for my goods = be-
sides & swinging overcharge for the fashion of the make.

Flor Tush, man, tis not by form or feature 1 com-
pute my prize. Geraldine’s mind, not her beauty, is
the magnet of my love. The s are the fugitive
handmaids of youth, and dress their charge with flowers
as fleeting as they are fair ; but the virtues faithfully
o'erwatch the couch of age, and when the flaunting
rose has withered, twine the cheerful evergreen crown-
ing true lovers freshly to the last !  exit

L’Fe. True lovers! well, now 1 love Love myself,
particularly when tis mixed with brandy! like the loves
of the landlady of Lisle, and the bandy-legg’d captain.*

* For this sprech, and the song that follows, the anthor is indchted te
1he pen. of Gearge Colman, esq. .

10 FOUNDLING [ Dimond

SONG—L’ECLAIR.
A landlady of France, she 16ved an officer, tis said, -
And this officer he dearly loved her brandy, o!
Sigh’d she, ¢ [ love Lhis officer, although his nose is red,
And his legs are what his regiment call bandy, o.”
2
But when the bandy officer was order’d to the coast ;

How she tore her lovely locks that look’d so sandy, 0?
# Adieu my soul I says she, ** if you wrile, pray pay the

st,
Bulimbefure we part, lel’s take a drop of brandy, o 1"

: 3
She fill'd him out a bumper just before he left the town,
And another for herself, so neat and handy, o!
So they kept their spirits up, by their pouring spirits down
For love is, like the cholic, cured with brandy, o | :
5 . .
¢ Take a bottle on’,” says she, * for you're going inte
camp ;
In Jonrte:lt,ynn know, mylove, twill be the dandy, o!”
¢ You'reright,” sayshe,* my life, foratentisvery damp ;
And tis better, with my tent, totake some brandy, o

scENE 11—the cottage.
enfer moNiCA and BERTRAND.

Mon. In truth, sir, I have told you every circum-
stance 1 know concerning my poor lodger. But where-
fore so particular in your inquiries ?

Beri. Trust me, I have important motives for m;
curiosily—seventeen years ago, I think you md—uls
in the woods near Albi ?

BMun. Ay, sy, 1 was accurate both in time and

lace.

P e
Bert. Every incident concurs. Gracious heaven!

The English and American Stage, Vol. XXXI. Longworth, D. New York City (1810), 40.
https://books.google.com/books?id=eT4ZAAAAYAAJ


https://archive.org/stream/foundlingoffores00dimoiala#page/40/mode/2up/search/landlady
https://books.google.com/books?id=eT4ZAAAAYAAJ
https://books.google.com/books?id=eT4ZAAAAYAAJ
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“The Constitution and the Guerriere” (c.1812)

It often has been told that the British seamen bold

Could thrash the tars of France quite neat and handy-O;
But they never met their match till the Yankees they did tach
For the Yankee tars at fighting are the dandy-O.’

Cox, John Harrington, Folk-songs of the South, 1925, 257.

' Cox includes the following footnote after his transcription, about the unreadability of this particular word:
“MS. illegible. Star has: did them catch.” Obviously, “catch” would rhyme better here and make more sense
in context, and I'm inclined to think that the 1817 American Star printing had better judgement on this that a
1925 songster. It is unclear why Cox chose to change the word in his transcription.
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“The Chesapeake and the Shannon” (c.1813)

The Chesapeake so bold, Out of Boston as we’re told,
Came to take the British frigate neat and handy O.
The people all in port, They came out to see the sport
And their music played up Yankee Doodle Dandy O

Laws, George. American Balladry from British Broadsides, 1957, 138.
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Pitts (c.1802-1870), London

A PHE’I'TY LITTLE DEAR
Am Ou Crren! »

0\: morming very early a strange thowght came in
my Toeemtly

calil, I. thinks its really tme that [ should giE and
D E g SuT ltll'lﬂ:hl Inl-nnnun-lou\!qvldmnhhﬂ repair,
i- l

Avd there L ;um my eyes beheld—such a pretty

et and ‘Grekt ot o e and il e b B and
Iil'l‘-l- Klie was drest in silks satins—
# %ﬂ Dials % furbelows, [were like a rose ;
Her eyes were black and sparkhing, and her cheeks
"[ I!tn;i-hf Frish b Ele was ynu“ghmd she was blooming, such a grace
™ E’?rﬁ -] her, & little dear.
name And really altogether, such a pretty little dear.
g"::n :rl hlyhnﬂ was caplivated, so [ thought as how I'd
Oh come down speak, [her cheek
G rome daown sl I boldl her hand, and at the same time
y prest
o e (e Bk ' 1 kiss'd her m,l kiss'd her twice, and I ﬁ-lt-fm,
i el 1 lau {h and sad, ¢ take & walk my pretty litthe
ln-lll it A Thuﬁ ook h.;whml—prn"g walk'd about, ‘and L'h:llted
11 tell yoo now as I'nld yen before, y e savel
Aod ,-'h“" ?""""&D““""ﬁ:‘m W hen says lhnj? feels so peckish, I could wolf a
What !T;l m.t when Mgars . I boaght her four, fear penny loaves, besides three El
be A of beer,
:ﬂﬂw never wall E{dm ™ e And she gﬂlpd em m a twinkling did this pntty little
“':: ulil? “l 3’ o+ H‘:hh?&i W .ien the victuals and the gatier she had finished with

Sl drank adozen glasses—not a drop came Lo m
Tresides two goes of brandy—did this pretty htt e dear.
gell shedidswallow down Ivow

&
i ‘ Says she [rﬂtl quite poorly [ should like a drop of 5 Y |

"I"woglasses more ol rumt

w&‘m*mmm' ™ And all at once the lady got as drunk as David's sow ;
i 1 ok ber on my shoulders ‘cause she was so very queer,
lyog it she'll Roit o-we Hl’“‘”“’"“ B 4 J‘;:;{"]hﬂ m{ld anl egggs Jid pelt myp‘reuyﬁlllu ﬂur’

But far we had not travelled, whenacoveon usdid spri

Says he, * that gal a month ago purloined my w
and [repair,’

Y an are her n1 1 know you u—II, so toquod you must

"Then he lnnk me ofl to fimbo wi' my pretty litile dear,

In vain before the magistrate I stated down my case,

He said I were a seonndrel for be seed 1t 1n my face—

Six months unto hard labour he declared should ve my
share,

So he sent me 10 pm onkum wi' my prett Im'ie dear.

But now I'm out of prison, and no more I'll go

 § mn a lass that's homely and ne' nlmknu-e

“-F‘Innﬁ ﬂd =

“Pretty Peggy of Darby” from a London broadside by John Pitts. Image from the Vaughan Williams Memorial
Library.



Appendix IV: Lyrics, Melodies, and Tables

Unknown Printer (¢.1802-1870), London

PRETTY PEGGY OF

DERBY.

"THERE was a regiment of Irish dra-

L o h
nph- in with a
chambermaid, oo

Anilul—nntw-putty 0,

Oh come down

' Oh mmmmmmr

Adﬂlmuwd*}%
Vil tell you now as I told you before,
And why should you leave me O teaze
me nomore, [hears you are sick,
What will mammy think when she
And are playing before you go,
A soldier's wife I never will blil[wnhm
And a soldier shall never
For I will make him stand with hat in his

When be stands in pr-munf[m'm-
Then spoke his brother a stout young man

&;tln;ul :hll"hm shal
if you not go we pet
sweethearts anew

When we come to Kilkenny O.
Wlunnmtnthnmthtrumn

Tht]mmtkemdhllmy 0,
Theuptﬂni;hdmdﬂﬂmmy

Hem:bl;-hhhml:nﬂyshld'l)ﬂ

When they came to the town the
last town, o e

F"-

/?{67-*’4?4’ ‘%HE‘WZ‘H&@J

Loss of One Hero.

Puinted by T. BIRT, 30, Great St. Andrew
Sireet, Beven Dials.

COME all you lovers that ar= lrua snd conslanl’
Altend unto my mouroful song,
Come pity my sad situation,
For in this world | easn't live loug,
All for the loss of my sweet Willism,
e is the lnd | de adere.
But b the wars ke has got wounded
| never shall see gweet Wil inm more.

When Brst my lover he enlisledd,
He went on hoard 1o erossthe msin,
And like a hiero fonght so holaly,
|'I.|ru-ngh M rhingai nid = A
U, I|-I| the Inet e gizive balle,
‘T»as there was struck the fatal blew,
There my sweet William was morel!y woanded,
All on the plaina of Waterloo

My Viilliam wrole 1o me n letler
As be lny blevding i his gore,
Fargwssll .\'1:“)! my eha hliug chen ke,
Never ulive shall | s« you mare,
I know that vou did bove me dearly,
T hongh inconstant | have been,
16 | had livedd 10 bave scen ik over,
Muwiried to you I wonld have been,

Furewell Nancy, my charmiog ereainre,
My mortal breath 1 mosl resign,

I know that thou didst love me denr 'y,
ot da not now for me repine,

Furewel! vain » orll, | must give up,
And to nll joys | bid adiea,

Fur hera my shattéred L.ones minst mnnhier,
All on the plains of Walsrlesa.

My William he was lall and handsome,
I speak mo lies but tell the truth,

Nenr six feet high, mode in propoartion,
lnd-=ed e wes a clever youih.

Now Nuney she [bes broken hearted,
She is Mil of sorrow, griel. and woe,

All for the loss of her sweer Willlam,
Who was killed st Water'oo.

‘I his news was hard for lovels Naney,
W hen these few lines she did rweh:j

Ta hear her love was mortally wound
And never 1o have & silent grave.

O erael death why didst thon rob me,
OfF the lad | do adore,

Now stop my breath and let me follow,
For in this world [ can rest no more.

i

“Pretty Peggy of Darby” from a London broadside by an unknown printer. Image from the Vaughan Williams

Memorial Library.
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Catnach (¢c.1802-1870), London

PRETTY PEGGY
DERBY,.

4. Uatnach, Printer, 2, Monmouth Court,
7 Dials, London.

"PUEIRE was a regimeat of lrish dragoous,
They were all merching te Derhy O,
Vi captain fellin love with a young ehunberizuid
Wl v ouime was pretty Peggy O ;
Uh! come down stairs, pretty Peggy O,

I come down stairs, and comb back youar hair,
el take the last farewell of your darling .
111 tell you wow, as | told you before, (no more,

Auil why should you leave me, O teaxe me so
Vit will your mamma say, when she hears you
are sick,
Auid hautboys are plaging before you,
A soldier's wife I wever will b--,

And a soldicr shall never lie in bed with me,
For Dwill make Lim stand with his hat in bis hasd
When be stamds in prescuce of my company.

Thear cpoke his brother, a stout young man,

A valiant soldicr as any O, {hearls cuew,

Suging, if you will net go, we shall get sweel-
When we come to Kilkenny 0.

When we ceme to the water that rans so clear,
That jeins the town of Kilkenny O,

I Captain then said, we are many miles away,
Here's a lwalth to the pretty gicl of Derby O,

b they eame to the town, the very last town,
T town they call Kilkenny O

His neme was Ca plain Wade, he died fora mnid,
Auel e died for the pretty girl of Derby O,

L 2 & &2 » & = & a8 = & =
cllv @ - Bl +
A AR B D LEL BT BY B

® = o o® o owow om om

THE BEAUTIFUL MAID.

\ HEN abeent from her my soul holds
E miest dear
What medley of passions invade,
In this bosom what anguish, what hope, and
what fear,
I endure for my beautiful maid.

Iu vain 1 seek pleasure to lighten my grief,
Or quit the gay throng for the shade,
o retirement nor solitude yield me relief,
When away from my beautiful maid.

&
78

Printed by J. Catoacl,
2, Momnouth Canrd, T Diale, Luomdis.
Wisere Shaphes and Travellers
n.:;l‘bc mpﬂlmhh the langes
assoriment of Sleeta, Half-
shoets, Slips, Childrn's

m~1 k,' i ey -_-'.'.. "
Tingdom, i
- + v " vo 4
@i g
I e =y s
THE

FISHERMANS

3 10 Y ¢

L R T e R R e R R R R

l!‘i along yon sea side 1 chanc’d for to stray

i A poor Fisherman's boy eame wn.mlf:r-
ing that way. [ery'd,

As he look’d on the sea how he sighed and

Oh! how the wiuds blow'd when my poor
father died.

The morn father lelt me just here where 1
stand, more see land,
Far, fur was the thought that he'd ne'er
For so bright was the sky, and fair was the
tide, [father died.
But at night the wind blow'd, and my poor

Where yon palace stands, stood my grand-
father's cot, [y lot;
But oh ! now how chang'd is the scene and
But scenes they will change like the wind
and the tide, [ther died.
For how the winds blew when iy poor fia-

The poor Fisherman’s Boy then dropt down
E:r the sea, [me:
Crying, this is the spot where my father left
Let this be my grave—but the last words he
i [and died.

hed
Oht how the winds blew,—then sunk down

“Pretty Peggy of Darby” from a London broadside by John Catnach. Image from the Vaughan Williams

Memorial Library.
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Moore’s Irish Melodies (1852, first printing ¢.1807), Ireland

“l

EVELEEN'S BOWER.

1. Oh! weep for the hour, When to E- ve - leen's bow'r ‘Thﬁr Lord of the Valley with
2. The white snow lay, On the narrow path-way, Where the Lord of the Valley crost

;
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= = et 15—+ :
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false vows came; The moon hid her light From the heavens that night, An

o - ver the moor; And many a deep print On the white snow's tint, Shew'd the
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MOORE'S IRISH MELODIES. 47
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heav'n smil'd a - gain with her  wves - - tal flame;  But none will see the day When the
trace on the path wherethe  false Lord came; But there’s a light a-bove Which a
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clouds shall pass a-way,Which that dark hour left up-on Eveleen’s fame.
lone can re - move That stain upon the snow of fair Eveleen's fame.
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Note: tempo marking is “Plaintively”

Oh! weep for the hour,

When to Eveleen's bower,

The Lord of the Valley with false vows came;
The moon hid her light,

From the heavens that night,

And wept behind her clouds o'er the maiden's shame.

The clouds pass'd soon

From the chaste cold moon,

And heaven smiled again with her vestal flame;
But none will see the day,

When the clouds shall pass away,

Which that dark hour left upon Eveleen's fame.

The white snow lay

On the narrow path-way,

When the Lord of the Valley cross'd over the moor;
And many a deep print

On the white snow's tint

Show'd the track of his footstep to Eveleen's door.

The next sun's ray

Soon melted away

Every trace on the path where the false Lord came;
But there's a light above,

Which alone can remove

That stain upon the snow of fair Eveleen's fame.

Moore’s Irish Melodies, with Symphonies and Accompaniments by Sir John Stevenson. Stevenson, John,
comp. and arr. and Thomas Moore, Boston: Oliver Ditson & Co. (1852), 46-47.

11
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“Eveleen’s Bower” in Hamilton’s Universal Tune-Book: A Collection of the Melodies of all

Nations (Glasgow - 1853)

EVELEEN'S BOWER.
, Briskly. Irish air.
ﬁ% g ==s %‘ Fes g = g

i

Note: tempo marking is “Briskly”

Image from the Internet Archive: https://archive.org/details/hamiltonsunivers00ingl

“Eveleen’s Bower” in P.M. Haverty’s One Hundred Irish Airs (New York - 1858)

HEprdern’s Hower,'"

-

E— i
"_lli_tf’f[l o v =

_,--..'_._'.. 1

s BT

Note: tempo marking is “Allegretto”

Image from the Internet Archive: https://archive.org/details/onehundredirishaO0pmha
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13

“Pretty Peggy of Derby” as it appears in Lyle’s Ancient Ballads And Songs (1827)

162 PRETTY PEG OF DERBY,

FRETTY PEG OF DERBY.

A Captain of Irish Dragoons on parade,

While his regiment was stationed in Derby, O,
Fell in love, as it is said,
With a young blooming maid,

Though he sued in vain.to win pretty Peggy, O.

To-morrow I must leaye thee, pretty Peggy, O,

Though my absence may not grieve thee, pretty Peggy, O,
Braid up thy yellow hair, '
Ere thou tripp'st it down the stair,

And take farewell of me, thy soldier laddie, O.

Ere the dawn's reveillie sounds to march, I'm ready, O,
To make my pretty Peg a Captain's lady, O,

Then, what would your mammy think,

To hear the guineas clink,
And the hautboys playing before thee, O.

Must I tell you, says she, as I've told you before,
‘With your proffers of love, not to tease me more,
For I never do intend,
Ere to go to foreign land,
Or follow to the wars a soldier laddie, O.

Out spake a brother officer, the gallant De Lorn,
As he eyed the haughty maiden, with pity and scorn,
Never mind, we'll have gallore

Of pretty girls more,
When we've come to the town of Kilkenny, O.

THE SHANNON EIDE, 163

But when they had come to Kilkenny, O,

Where the damsels were lovely and many, O,
Sighing deeply, he would say,
Though we're many miles away,

Let us pledge a health to pretty Peg of Derby, O.

Collated with a copy taken down from recitation, we never
having seen the original Ballad in print, The opening stanza of
this once popular piece, whose air has been adapted to songs
without number, and latterly, by Moor, for his © Eveleen's
Bower,” is the best, which we here present to our readers in its
original dress:

O there was a regiment of Irish dragoons,
And they were marching through Derly, O,
The Captain fell in love
With a young chamber-maid,
And her name it was called pretty Peggy, O.

THE SHANNON SIDE.

"Twas in the month of April,
One morning by the dawn,
When violets and cowslips,
Bestrewed every lawn,
Where Flora's flowery mantle,
Bedeck'd the fields with pride,
I met a lovely damsel,
Down by the Shannon side.

¢ Good-morrow, pretty fair one,”
To the maiden I did say;

¢ Why are you up so early,
And how far go you this way?"

Image from the Internet Archive: https://archive.org/details/ancientballadsso00lylerich
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“The Bonny Lass O’ Fyvie” as it appears in Christie’s Traditional Ballad Airs (1876)

(276)
The bonny Lass o' Fyvie.
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The Editor arranged this Air from two sets,_ one sung by his paternal grandmother to “The bonny Lass o Fyviel— the
other sung to “Barbara Allan' by his maternal grandmother. The Ballad is given from the recitation of # native of Mon-
quhbitter, with some alterations from a nntive of Banffshire, who knows many of the traditional Ballad Airs and Ballads
sung in the thres north-eastern Counties of Scotland. He was of opinion that the Ballad was compused after a company of
Dragoons had escorted the O'Connors te Furt - George, who had been engaged in the Irish rebellion in 1798, If so, this would
account for the “lrish Dragoons” in the Ballad. The Dragoons may have been at “Lewes of Fyvie” on their way to, or from
Fort - George. The Ballad and Air are still known in different forms in the Counties of Aberdeen and Banff, Eight lines of
the ballad are omitted.
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The Bonny Lass o’ Fyvie.

GGREEN, green grows the birks on sweet Ythan side,
And low lies the bonny Lewes o' Fyvie ;
In Fyvie there’s bonny, in Fyvie there’s braw,
In Fyvie there’s bonny lasses mony.
There cam’ a troop o’ Irish Dragoons,
And they were quarter'd in Fyvie ;
Their captain has fa’en in love wi’ a lass,
That by a' was ca'd pretty Peggy.

“ Come down the stair, pretty Peggy,” he said,
“ Come down the stair, pretty Peggy ;
Come down the stair, comb back your yellow hair,
Tak’ fareweel ¢’ your mammy and your daddie.
\What would yourmammy think tohearthe guineasclink,
And the hautboys playing before you ?”
“Littlewould mymammy thinktohearthe guineas clink,
1f I follow'd a soldier laddie.”

“ A single soldier’s wife you shall never be.
For you'll be the captain’s lady ;

I'll make my men stand, with their hats in their hand,
In the presence of you, pretty Peggy.”

But the colonel he cried “ Come, mount, boys, mount,”
The captain he cried, “ Let us tarry ;

Oh, gangna awa’ this da): yet or twa,
Till we see gin the bonny lass will marry.”

“I've gi'en you my answer, kind sir,” she said,
“ And you needna ask me nae farther;

I do not intend to go to a foreign land,
And I'd scorn to follow a soldier.”

Then out did speak the drum-major’s wife,—
“ Oh dear, but ye are saucy,

There’s mony a bonnier lassie than you,
Has follow'd a soldier laddie.

“ But gin I were on my high horse set,
And riding on to old England,

1 would ne’er turn my horse’s head about,
For a’ your Fyvie women.”

Then the pipes play’d on by Ythan side,
Awa’ frae the bonny Lewes o' Fyvic ;'

And every man on horseback did ride,
But behind them they left pretty Peggy.

And ere they cam’ to the brig o’ Dyce,
They got their captain to carry ;

And when they cam’ to bonny Aberdeen,
They got their captain to bury.

He was ca’d Captain Ward, and he died on the guard,
He died for love of pretty Peggy ;

And said, “When [ am gone, you'll let it be known,
That I died for the bonny lass o' Fyvie.”

In one of the copies of the Ballad sent to the Editor, the hero is called “ Captain Ned,” in another “Captain Ade.” He
has given the name *‘ Captain Ward,” from the copy referred to in the note.

Images from the University of Edinburgh, School of Literatures, Languages and Cultures:
http://www.ed.ac.uk/literatures-languages-cultures/celtic-scottish-studies/research-publications/research/inte

rnal-projects/traditional-ballad-airs



http://www.ed.ac.uk/literatures-languages-cultures/celtic-scottish-studies/research-publications/research/internal-projects/traditional-ballad-airs
http://www.ed.ac.uk/literatures-languages-cultures/celtic-scottish-studies/research-publications/research/internal-projects/traditional-ballad-airs
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Pitts (c. 1802-1870)

Lyle (1827)

Christie (1876)

There was a regiment of Irish Dragoons
They were all marching to Derby O,

The Captain fell in love with a young
chambermaid

And her name it was pretty Peggy O.

Oh! come down stairs pretty Peggy O,
Oh come down stairs pretty Peggy, O,
Oh come down stairs and comb back
your hair,

and take the last farewell of your darling
0.

I'll tell you now as | told you before,

And why should you leave me O, leave
me no more,

What will you mammy think when she
hears you are sick.

And hautboys are playing before you go,

A soldier's wife | never will be,

And a soldier shall never lay in bed with
me,

For | will make him stand with hat in his
hand,

When he stands in presence of my
company.

Then spoke his a brother a stout young
man,

A valiant soldier as he was,

Saying if she'll not go we shall get
sweethearts anew

When we come to Kilkenny O,

A Captain of Irish Dragoons on parade,

While his regiment was stationed in Derby, O,

Fell in love, as it is said, with a young
blooming maid,

Though he sued in vain to win pretty Peggy,
O.

To-morrow | must leave thee, pretty Peggy,
o

Though my absence may not grieve thee,
pretty Peggy, O,

Braid up thy yellow hair, ere thou tripp'st it
down the stair,

And take farewell of me, thy soldier laddie, O.

Ere the dawn's reveillie sounds to march, I'm

ready O
To make my pretty Peg a Captain's lady, O,

Then, what would your mammy think, to hear

the guineas clink,
And the hautboys playing before thee, O.

Must | tell you, says she, as I've told you
before,

With your proffers of love, not to tease me
more,

For | never do intend, ere to go to foreign
land,

Or follow to the wars a soldier laddie, O.

Out spake a brother officer, the gallant De
Lorn,

As he eyed the haughty maiden, with pity and

scorn,
Never mind, we'll have gallore, of pretty girls
more,

When we've come to the toon of Kilkenny, O.

Green, green grows the birks on sweet
Ythanside,

And low lies the bonny Lewes o' Fyvie;
In Fyvie there's bonny, in Fyvie there's
braw,

In Fyve there's bonny lasses mony.

There cam' a troop o' Irish Dragoons,
And they were quarter'd in Fyvie;

Their captain has fa'en in love wi' a lass,
That by a' was ca'd pretty Peggy.

"Come down the stair, pretty Peggy," he
said,

"Come down the stair, pretty Peggy;
Come down the stair, comb back your
yellow hair,

Tak' fareweel o' your mammy and your
daddie.

What would your mammy think to hear the
guineas clink,

And the hautboys playing before you?"
"Little would my mammy think to hear the
guineas clink,

If I follow'd a soldier laddie."

"A single soldier's wife you shall never be.
For you'll be the captain’s lady;

I'll make my men stand, with their hats in
their hand,

In the presence of you, pretty Peggy."

But the colonel he cried, "Come, mount,
boys, mount,”

The captain he cried, "Let us tarry;

Oh gagna awa' this day yet or twa,

Til we see gin the bonny lass will marry."

"I've gi'en you my answer, kind sir," she
said,

"And you needna ask me nae farther;

I do not intend to go to a foreign land,
And I'd scorn to follow a soldier."

Then out did speak the drum-major's wife,
"Oh dear, but ye are saucy,

There's mony a bonnier lassie than you,
Has follow'd a soldier laddie."
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When we come to the water that runs so But when they had come to Kilkenny, O,

clear, Where the damsels were lovely and many, O,
That joins the town of Kilkenny O. Sighing deeply, he would say, though we're
The captain sigh'd and said we are many miles away,

many miles away Let us pledge a health to pretty Peg of Derby,
Here’s a health to the pretty girl of Derby O.

O,

When they came to the town to the very
last town,

The town they call Kilkenny O.

His name was captain Wade he died for
a maid,

And he died for the pretty girl of Derby
0.?
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"But gin | were on my high horse set,
And riding on to old England,

I would ne'er turn my horse's head about,
For a' your Fyvie women."

Then the pipes play'd on by Ythanside,
Awa' frae the bonny Lewes o' Fyvie;
And every man on horseback did ride,
But behind them they left pretty Peggy.

And ere they cam' to the brig o' Dyce,
They got their captain to carry;

And when they cam' to bonny Aberdeen,
They got their captain to bury.

He was ca'd Captain Ward, and he died on
the guard,

He died for love of pretty Peggy;

And said, "When | am gone, you'll let it be
known,

That I died for the bonny lass o' Fyvie."

See Appendix | for more detailed citations of each source.

2 Pitts broadside, VWML



Appendix IV: Lyrics, Melodies, and Tables

Year Song Number Melodic Group
1908 007_Combs Generic American
1911 016_Shearin N/A

1916 008_Gentry Minor

1916 058 Campbell Generic American
1935 023 Johnson[1] Generic American
1936 028 Swetnam N/A

1992 060_Wallin[2] Generic American

Field Recordings of “Peggy” that contain the “lady like a dove” line.

[1] This version actually has the line “Davy Jones fell in love with a pretty little dove.”
[2] This version actually has the line “Our captain fell in love with a maiden like a dove.”
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