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Editorial Note:

This document was not signed and dated but was included among other poems and songs written by Ann(e) Carter in the 1840s-1850s. This could not be the Ann Carter who married Matthew Morry as she died in 1838. More likely it was Anne Catherine Weston Carter who married Peter Germon Tessier (there was also correspondence with the Tessiers in this file).

It seems clear that the “Motley Maggot Gang” to which she refers was the Morrys (the Christian names given in the last stanza are those of that generation of Morrys), though I have no idea why she judged them so harshly and apparently bore them so much ill will. In so far as Anne was concerned at least, the Morry family ill treated James “Costly” (Costello) and Alfred “Cannon” (Canning), the latter of whom was taken in when he was orphaned by Matthew III. They also apparently were thought to have been conspired against Sheriff Tree, even though she believed that they had been given light treatment by him for whatever crimes they are thought to have committed. These allusions are all clear, but the cause of her ire is not.
Willeen Keough, in her treatise The Slender Thread – Irish Women on the Southern Avalon, 1750-1869 mentions this song/poem and explains that the reference to James Costello would have had to do with an animal maiming, a common form of protest against the landowners by the Irish which was imported to Newfoundland.

A Song

A set of rogues are in this town

Who truth and justice both disown

They are a petty pygmy clan

And named the motley maggot gang


Chorus


Sing loud the motley maggot gang


Sing ho the motley maggot gang


Come join my chorus every one


And echo loud the maggot gun

The poor they oft oppress and wrong

And cloak it mong their giling throng

They are a bandit wicked clan

And named the motley maggot gang



Sing loud the motley etc. etc.

James Costly was nigh rob’d tis clear

By lob the dog & sterile steer

A mob they raised his case to bang

Now named the motley maggot gang



Sing loud etc. etc.

Gainst sheriff tree those rogues conspire

With wicked hate and savage ire

He was too lenient to the clan

The cozening motley maggot gang.



Sing loud etc. etc.

Poor orphan cannons they took in

Oh what a cruel crying sin

The cozening robers ought to hang

The tyrant motley maggot gang

There’s mathew, john, bill, tom and all

With greedy hate they would make fall

They’re cruel neros every one

Who form the motley maggot gang.



Sing loud etc. etc.

