





‘ADAY’S PULLIN’

When a got tae the fiel in the mornin,
the lint wiz lyin an’ wet,
Al viry soon got the coat aff,
for twenty stooks ah had tae get
Before six o'clock in the evenin’
for that’s the time we'd stap,
So ah jist tuk time for a pull o’ the pipe,
As ah went for the ban’s tae the slap.

Ah didnae lik the ithers tae bate mae,
So ah pulled as hard as ah cud.
Before we stapped for somethin’ tae ate,
Ten stooks behin” me stud’

Ah had a soda scone for dinner,
Washed doon wae a bottle o’ tay.
That wiz al’ ah had time tae ate
Tae ca’ry me through the day.

Ah very soon got started agaen.

Aye, sure mae bak’ wiz sore,

An’ mae han’ got cut an mae nails got broke
As through the lint ah tore.
Six 0’ clock came roon at last,
An’ a happy man wiz ay,

For tae mak me twenty stooks,

Ah had jist yin beat tae tie.

The fermer came oot tae see is
An’ gaen mae beats some ould fashioned luk’s.
Ah think he thocht they wir a wee bit wee,
So ah toul” him ah’d twenty stooks.
He says, “Al’l] gae ye yir money noo,
An at the same time ah’ll gae ye a hint,
Ah’'m sure thirs ither jobs ye'd be better at,”
So ah nivir agaen pulled lint.
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wiz lukin for a young milkin’ coo
It wiz a dreech an’ coul’ wunters day.

Ah had aluk roon the Diamon,
An there ah met an oul’ frien.
‘We wir coul’” an’ wanted a warmer,
So we went intae the first pub we seen.

Af coorse, there were some ithers in there-
In al’ ah think there wir ten,
Ah had the money for the coo in mae poket,-
Ah hadnae touched it tae then.

The roons come roon brave an aften...
Mae money begun tae grow wee,
We nivir knowed the time passin)
Tae somebody said “its gone a half three!”

We al’ come oot feelin happy-
Ah’d forgot aboot the coo,
It come intae mae heid what ah'd come for-...
Ah had’nae en’ught tae pi’ for it noo.

Wae mae ash plant unner mae oxter
Ah heeded off for hame,
Ah had the wife tae face up tae,
Ah wid hae tae tak’ the blame.

Ah thocht ah might tak” hir” aisy,
Maybe tell hir the money wiz stole,
Och man if she though ah drunkit,

She wid be gie and hard tae thole.

Ah wid never hear the en’ 0’ it
Frae noo tae Settlin day,
She wid alwis be castin up tae me,
Aboot the money ah spent in Kilrea.

So ah says tae maesel ah’ll stap drinkin’
ANl stert savin agaen for the coo,
ARl go and see the clargy,

An’ tak’ the pledge right noo.

For a while ah think ah cud stan’ it-
At hame ah'll hae tae stay,
But ah’ll be feelin quare an’ dry,
The next time ah go tae Kilrea.



SNEDDIN TURNIPS

It’s a dreech an’ caul November day
An’ here ah’ am agaen,
‘Wat an caul an miserable,
Sneddin’ turnips in the rain.

The taps ir jist lake fountains
The roots ir frozen tight,
Ah git a shooer o’ clabber,
Ivery time ah’ gae a skite.

Mae han’s is numb, mae feet is caul,
Its enugh tae mak’ye curse,
Frost an’ rain the gether,
Naethin’ cud bae worse.

The fermer said its only a shooer
Thon boy is hard tae thole,
Ah know they’d call mae lazy,
But ah'd bae warmer on the dole.

They blow aboot scalin’ mountin peaks
An the snow, an caul, an pain,
But naebody iver mentions
Sneddin turnips in the rain.









