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JUGE TABOR.

June Tabor voice

Huw Warren piano, 'cello, piano accordion Martin Simpson guitar (on tracks 2 & 9)
Mark Emerson viola, violin, piano (on track 10) Kathryn Tickell Northumbrian pipes (on tracks 3 & 5)

Tim Harries double bass

BONNIE JAMES CAMPBELL
Child 210

words traditional, fune Tabor
arm. Tabor, Warren, Harries; pub. Topic Records Lid

High upon Highlands and low upon Tay

Bonnie James Campbell rode out on a day

he saddled, he bridled so gallant rode he
home came his good horse but never came he

out came his mother weeping full sore

out came his new bride a-tearing her hair

my meadow lies green and my com is unshom
my barn is to build and my baby unborn

saddled and bridled and booted rode he

a plume in his helmet a sword at his knee

his hounds running by him his hawk flying free
home came his good horse but never came he

empty the saddle all bloody to see
home came his good horse but never came he

Adapted from Smith, R.A., The Scoitish Minstre! 1820-4
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THE DUKE Of
ATHOLE’S NURSE

Child 212

traditional ar. Tabor, Simpson; pub. Topic Records Ltd

As | come in by the Duke of Athole’s gates
I heard a girl sing bonny

it's | would give all of my half-year’s fee
for a kiss and a sight of my Johnny

you are the Duke of Athole’s nurse

and oh but you sing bonny

keep well, keep well your half-year's fee
here’s a sight and a kiss of your Johnny

he's leaned him over his saddle bow
and given her kisses many

it's you have my heart but another has my hand
s0 what better are you of Johnny

if | have your heart but another has your hand
these words have fairly undone me

but come let us set a time to meet again

so it's in good friendship you'll leave me
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you'll go down to yonder alehouse

and drink ‘til the day be a-dawning

spare not the beer although it be dear

at the wine keep constantly drawing

and as sure as the love the we both once had
I'l come and I'll clear your lawing

s0 he’s gone down to yonder ale house

and drank ‘til the day was a-dawning

and he spared not the beer although it was dear
at the wine he kept constantly drawing

and he's looked out of the shot window

to see if the day was a-dawning

and there he espied seven well armed men
a-come for to clear his lawing

oh landlady landlady what can | do

my life it is not worth a farthing

my love has sent all seven of her brothers
I'll be dead ere the day be a-dawning

she’s taken off her petticoat

likewise her gown and her apron

she's given him the bonnet from off of her head
and she's set him down to the baking

and the birds never sang so sweetly on the bush
as the young squire sang at the baking

oh came there a stranger here last night

to drink ere the day was a-dawning ?

come show us the room that the stranger is in
we've come for to clear his lawing
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THE BATTLE Of
Yy TR (0 m ER BIIRN %
{ .0 e Chid 61 o,
. &2 tradiional r: Tabo, Tkl pub. ﬁg&;g,@g Lt

Ii || about the Lammas tide when moor men win the@w

' the’ Dcuglas bound him to nde into England to: dnvg aphy —

e d ﬂ
» ”and‘He s burned the dales unyne and part of Barnburghsiﬂfe
and ihreeguod towbrs on Reidswire Fells he left them aIF un fire

men he’s mayched on down to NEW%Me vihose house is this :
it's up spﬂkq proud Loid Percy, | tell you this castie :

- ,. - - Focl)i yul.l te the lord of this fine castle, well it pleases me.‘f'
- for ere | crossed tfie Border fells the one of us shall die

&
then Percy took a long long spear shod with mem
'and for.to meet the Douglas there he rode right furiously

how pﬁle howpaie his lady looked from the castle wall
when down beTore the Soutttsh spear she saw proud Percy fall

had wetwo be’?ﬁupcn the green no other eye to see
. | would have had you flesh and fn{l, o your pennon shall go with me

rbum, there I'll wait for thee

mwl"n go
u\d&d@be knight Il call thee

if you come not ere three

ohlt‘stwlllwmepmudPemsaidl ar by our Lady
then there !ll wait says Doughs my Béegl pigtm& Yhae_

s -
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for Percy had not men yestreen to dight my men and me

the day being done and the night come on, a clear moon o'er the land
awake awake my lord, for Percy is hard at hand

you-lie, you lie you little page, loud | hear you lig

but | have dreamed a dreadful dream, beyond the Isle of Skye* s

.
| saw a dead man win a fight and | think that man was | ﬂ

he’s belted on his good broad sword and to the field he ran ™= =

* but he forgot the helmet good that should have kept his brair; ’.b-

they hacked their swords ‘til the sweat did flow, blood ran dowﬁl%ﬁn” w

- and Percy wounded Douglas on the brow and he fell never more to pg@g_a]n

kS -
he's called to him the Lord Montgomery, what recks the death of one ?

last night | dreamed a dreadful dream and | know that this day is your own.

oh bury me by the bracken bush, ‘neath the briar tree
oh hide me by the bracken bush that my merry men might not see

the moon was clear the day drew near, the spears in flinders flew

many’s the bold English man ere day these Scotsmen slew

; then Percy and Montgomery met, the blood so free did flow
" now yield thee, Percy, he says, or else Il lay you low

you shall not yield to lord nor loun, nor shall you yield fo me
but yield unto the bracken bush that grows by yonder briar tree

| will not yield to a bracken bush nor to a briar tree
but | would yield to the Earl Douglas or else to Lord Montgomery

this deed was done at the Olteifbum, at the breakof day ;
they buried Douglas by the bracken bush and led Percy a captive away
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believed to have been around 100 killed, 200 captured
00 killed, 1000 wounded and 1000 taken prisoner. Earl
Melrose. Percy’s pennon was never found.

" LORD MAXWELL'S LAST GOODNIG
Child 195

K words traditfonal, tune traditional, Tabor
o
9 o arr. Tabor, Warren, Emerson, Harries; pub. Topic Records Ltd

Good my lord, will you stay then about my father’s house

and walk into these gardens green? in my arms I'll thee embrace
ten thousand times I'll kiss your mouth, make sport and be merry.

| thank you lady for your kindness, trust me, | may not stay with thee

for | have killed the laird Johnstone, | care not for the feud

my loyal heart did still incline, he was my father’s death

by day and night | did pursue, and all on him revenged to be

now | have gotten what | long sought, trust me, | may not stay with thee

= D

“off. He then went down and was cut Despite being outlawed after the batile, the
Johnstones were soon back in power and the feud continued to :
to finally resolve matters, a was ged bet
Maxwell. During the parley a dispute broke out between their servants, and as Johnstone
tumed, Maxwell shot him in the back. He fled the country but returned in secret four years

* later, only to be betrayed by a kinsman. He was beheaded in Edinburgh-in May 1613.

adieu Dumfries, my proper place, adieu adieu Caerlaverock fair
adieu my castle of the Threave, and all my buildings there
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www.topicrecords.co.uk

9

06

TOPIC

& &



http://www.topicrecords.co.uk/

TSDL543

HUGHIE GRAEME
Child 191

words traditional, tune traditional, Tabor, Emerson
ar Tabor, Warren, Emerson, Harries; pub. Toplc Records Lid

Lords are to the mountains gone
a-hunting of the fallow deer

they have grippit Hughie Graeme
for stealing of the Bishop's mare

they have bound him hand and foot
and led him up through Carlisle town
all the lads along the way

cried Hughie Graeme, you shall hang

loose my right arm free, he says

put my broadsword in my hand
there's none in Carlisle town this day
dare tell the tale to Hughie Graeme

up and spoke the good Whitefoord
as he sat by the Bishop's knee

five hundred white stots I'll give you
if you'll give Hughie Graeme to me

hold your tongue my noble lord

and of your pleading let it be

although ten Graemes were in his coat
Hughie Graeme this day shall die

up and spoke the fair Whitefoord
as she sat by the Bishop’s knee

five hundred white pence I'll give you
if you'll let Hughie Graeme go free

www.topicrecords.co.uk

hold your tongue my lady fair

and of your weeping let it be

although ten Graemes were in his coat
it's for my honour he must die

they've ta’en him to the hanging hill
and led him to the gallows tree
ne'er the colour left his cheek

nor ever did he blink his eye

then he’s looked him round about
all for to see what he could see
there he saw his father dear
weeping, weeping bitterly

hold your tongue my father dear
and of your weeping let it be

it sorer, sorer grieves my heart
than all that they could do to me

and you may give my brother John
my sword that's made of the metal clear
and bid him come at twelve of the clock
and see me pay the Bishop's mare

and you may give my brother James

my sword that's made of the metal brown
and tell him come at four of the clock

and see his brother Hugh cut down

remember me to Maggie my wife

the next time you come oe'r the moor
tell her, she stole the Bishop's mare
tell her, she was the Bishop’s whore

and you may tell my kith and kin

| never did disgrace their blood

when next they meet the Bishop's cloak
leave it shorter by the hood

stot - a young ox + hanging hill - at Harraby on the outskirts of
Carlisle, where is now found the NW offices of The Inland Revenue

Words from Johnson, J. The Scots Musical Museum 6v, 1787- 1803.
Contributed (and improved?) by Robert Burns.
Tune mostly adapted from the Appalachian piece

‘The Falls of Richmond"

Graham (or Graeme) is another of the great raiding names of the
Border. “Apart from the Armstrongs, the Grahams were probably
the most troublesome family on the frontier. They were moaﬂy
English (so far as Border history goes) but notoriously rea;d'y-iiﬂi_q on
either side. Their dual allegiances caused confusion and the]_r;mre-f
cordially detested by their own English authorities™ (G.M.Fraser).
There seems o be no historical evidence for the actual events of this
ballad, but it typifies nonetheless the brutality of Border life in
fifteenth and sixteenth centuries and the Grahams’ involvement i
aspects of it — theft, blackmail, blood-feud and murder.
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naking my moan
tched his corpse myself alone
| watched his body night and day
no living creature came that way

| took his body on my back
and whiles | walked and whiles | sat
I digged a a grave and laid him in

_ anu”happeammwummetm»gréen

odm't you lhirk my heartwasmre
as | laid the earth on his yellow hair
o don’t you think my heart was woe
when | turned about away to go

I'll love again
lovely knight s slain
st one lock of his yellow hair
hain my heart for evermore

ovely T happed - covered

Thomson, A Select Callection of Scottish Airs, 1805
: from Scatt, Sir W, Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border

3 ‘obtained from mmhquﬁmx'

gh it has elements in common with The Famous Flower
ing-men (Child 1D&_)-am! fo a lesser extent with The
Thi®8 Ravens (Child 26), this song is complete in its own right,
a timeless picture uﬂnss gist Hmroﬁm has ﬂlls SCene
been re-enacted ac /

FAIR MAR@A

AND SWEET WILl TA
Child 74

i Mmmmmmm mﬁacom%m
- Swaen‘ﬂlliamamseonaMav moming -

mdtwdressedhlmslfmhlue o e i
wewm'nyoutomllotmallmqmmmen ezl

between Lady Margetandyou
well, | now nothing of Lady Marget's ove

I know she don't love me ) A

~and sha&w Sweet William and hit
" and ths{awyers a-riding by

‘when most all men were awake

omhmg back her yeilnw hair

jt's down she stood her ivory comb
and back she threw her hair

and it's you may suppose and be vel
Lady Marget was heard no more

the day being passed and the night ¢
when mosml menmere  asleep

[ orlssmlntsrhall — o e
1" oris she high inher chambery . ———

i R@Emustma.lamesaﬂ" e =

a

and stood at their bed feet

=

saying, how do like your bed making

- ﬁr Laﬂirl'.'!aruetsnohnheruwumerroom = o=
andhuwdcyouhkeycurﬁ;aeis A nor naither is she inher hafl=— =
but sl inharlong cold coffin ~

es pale dgainst yon wall —
niollthose winding sheets

Sweet William he said he was troubled |
aywwewmnadmnedfastrﬂulﬁ

b
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ong winter's nights

| wouldn't marry youl
for all your houses
but it's | will make hel

Young Johnstone had a litt
hung low down by his gear
and he's thrust it through t
that word he never spoke
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tirled at the pin - rattled the doorknocker
dule - sorrow T fee - property
The Lyne Water - joins the river Tweed near Peebles

Mostly from Motherweli, W, Minstrelsy Ancient
and Modern, 7827

This is the true stuff of Tragedy — a short temper
fuelled by alcohol sets in motion an inexorable
sequence of events in which the innocent suffer and
the {anti-jhero meets a bloody end (cf. Kurosawa's
Throne of Blood) - all the careless violence of a
Western but set in a Scottish landscape.

THE CRUEL MOTHER
Child 20
traditional arr. Tabor, Emerson; pub. Topic Records Lid

There was a lady near the town
~ low so low and so lonely

she walked all night and all around
— down in the green woods of vry

she’s leaned her back against a thorn
twao little babies she has borne

she took a rope so long and neat
she tied them down both hand and feet

she took a knife so keen and sharp
she pierced it through each tender heart

she buried them under the marble stone
then she turned and went on home

as she walked out one moonlit night
she saw two babes all dressed in white

oh babes, oh babes if you were mine
I'd dress you up in silks so fine

oh mother, oh mother when we were yours
you dressed us in our own hearts' blood

you wiped your penknife on your shoe
the more you wiped it the bloodier it grew

you buried us under the marble stone
you turned and went a maiden home

babes, oh babes come tell me true
what death must | die for you

for seven years you shall ring the bell
for seven years you shall wait in hell

Tune collected by Cecll Sharp and Maud Karpeles from
James Chisholm of Nellysford, Virginia in 1918.

Words collated from other Appalachian versions also
collected by Sharp and Karpeles.
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special thanks to

Mark Emerson and Charlie Beresford,
Genevieve Tudor and Radio Shropshire,
Rosie Green and Steve Ross,

Jeffrey, Janet and James Burn

and, as ever, Carla Walters

recorded in April and May 2003

by Charlie Beresford at the Lion Ballroom, Leominster, Herefordshire
mixed by Charlie Beresford and Mark Emersan

mastered by Ben Turner, Finesplice

photography and design by John Haxby, Knaresborough

make-up by Elizabeth Robson

photographs taken in Kirkcudbrightshire, June 2003,

at Auchencairn Bay and Old Buittle Tower near Dalbeattie.
The Tower was built by the Douglases circa. 1500

from the ruins of a Balliol stronghold, was once owned by
John, 8" Lord Maxwell and his son,

and is now home to the Burn family.

source literature
Child, F.J. (ed) The English and Scottish Popular Ballads, 5v, 1882-98
Bronson, B.H. (ed) Traditional Tunes of the Child Ballads, 4v, 1959-72
Fraser, George MacDonald, The Steel Bonnets:

the story of the Anglo-Scattish Border Reivers, 1971

www.junetabor.co.uk
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