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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 I 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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A Landlady of France, she loved an officer, ‘tis said, 
And this officer he dearly loved her brandy, oh! 
Sigh’d she, “I love this officer, although his nose is red,” 
“And his legs are what his regiment call bandy, oh.” 
  
But when the bandy officer was order’d to the coast; 
How she tore her lovely locks that look’d so sandy, oh? 
“Adieu my soul!” says she, “if you write, pray pay the post,” 
“But before we part, let’s take a drop of brandy, oh!” 

She fill’d him out a bumper, just before he left the town, 
And another for herself, so neat and handy, oh! 
So they kept their spirits up, by their pouring spirits down, 
For love is, like the cholick, cured with brandy, oh! 
  
“Take a bottle ou’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 ‘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/foundlingoffores00dimoiala#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


 
Appendix IV: Lyrics, Melodies, and Tables 4 

 

 
 

 
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.  1

 
 

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

1 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 
 

 
 

“Pretty Peggy of Darby” from a London broadside by John Pitts. Image from the Vaughan Williams Memorial 
Library. 
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Unknown Printer (c.1802-1870), London 

 
“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 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 c.1807), Ireland
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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. 
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“Eveleen’s Bower” in ​Hamilton’s Universal Tune-Book: A Collection of the Melodies of all 
Nations​  (Glasgow - 1853) 
 

 
 
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)  
 

 
 
Note: tempo marking is “Allegretto” 

 
Image from the Internet Archive: ​https://archive.org/details/onehundredirisha00pmha  
 
 

https://archive.org/details/hamiltonsunivers00ingl
https://archive.org/details/onehundredirisha00pmha
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“Pretty Peggy of Derby” as it appears in Lyle’s ​Ancient Ballads And Songs​  (1827) 
 

 
 

 
Image from the Internet Archive: ​https://archive.org/details/ancientballadsso00lylerich  

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

  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 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. 
 

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. 

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. 

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 
O. 

To-morrow I 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. 

"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. 
 

I'll tell you now as I 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, 

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. 

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." 
 

A soldier's wife I never will be, 
And a soldier shall never lay in bed with 
me, 
For I will make him stand with hat in his 
hand, 
When he stands in presence of my 
company. 
 

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. 

"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 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, 

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. 

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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  "But gin I 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. 
 

When we come to the water that runs so 
clear, 
That joins the town of Kilkenny O. 
The captain sigh'd and said we are 
many miles away 
Here’s a health to the pretty girl of Derby 
O, 

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. 

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. 

 
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 
O.  2

  
He was ca'd Captain Ward, and he died on 
the guard, 
He died for love of pretty Peggy; 
And said, "When I am gone, you'll let it be 
known, 
That I died for the bonny lass o' Fyvie." 

 
 

See Appendix I for more detailed citations of each source. 
 
  

2 Pitts broadside, VWML 
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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.” 
 


