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AUTHOR'S PREFACE.

IT is always a pleasant duty to acknowledge kindness
and courtesy, but not always an easy one—in my case it
would be almost impossible to do so by any other means
than that afforded me here—for the world is wide, in spite
of the daily assertions to the contrary ; and the world of
waters is wider. There is scarcely a port, and never one of
any consequence, that I have not to thank for some part of
my collection ; and if the Consuls in those ports will accept
them, I beg to tender my most cordial thanks to them for
all the kindness and cordiality my applications have met
with, My gratitude is also due to the Foreign Consuls in
Great Britain, more especially to those in Newcastle-upon-
Tyne; to the many authors and editors of periodicals,
from whose books and articles I have quoted; to the
numerous friends I know and do not know, who have done
so much towards helping me in my work ; to the editor of
The Shipping World (Major E. R. Jones, United States’
Consul, Cardiff), who originated the idea of a collection of
the sailors’ songs of all nations, by commissioning me to

write for his paper a series of articles containing specimens






INTRODUCTORY NOTE.

FRESH as the breezes of that ocean to which they owe
their inspiration, the “chanties ” and songs here collected
come to us as a most interesting and unique contribution
to our literature of the sea. For this volume contains no
mere study-compilation of more or less authentic sea-
ditties, mingled with the nautical effusions of landsmen.
It is original in its conception and execution. With one
or two trifling exceptions, it is a collection of what may be
styled “the genuine article ’—not the creation of landsmen
written for or about sailors, but the actual “working songs”
of the sea that are in use at the present time.

Still further, this book contains not merely the ditties of
our own Jack Tars, but a selection of the sea-songs of
nearly all maritime nations, translated and ably commented
on, from a literary, musical, and nautical point of view,
together with a good deal of interesting information re-
garding them.

Whoever will drink of an unadulterated stream must go to
the fountain-head. This, Miss Laura Alexandrine Smith
has done, and that she has drunk deeply, is easy to be
seen from the spirit and enthusiasm with which she writes.
Possessing literary power of a high order and thorough
musical knowledge, besides originality and perseverance,
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Miss Smith was well qualified for the performance of her
task, and being a daughter of Mr. C. S. Smith, Russian
Vice-Consul at Newcastle-upon-Tyne, she has had excep-
tionally good opportunities of obtaining the assistance of
the Consuls of many ports.

With the courage of an original investigator, our authoress
has ventured to “beard the lion in his den.” She has per-
sonally gone straight to the “fo’c’sle,” and interviewed the
sailors not only of her own, but of other lands, and thus
has gathered from the men’s own lips, and from their
manly voices, the words and melodies which are most
popular among them. At the same time she has learned
to understand and appreciate the force and meaning of
that music which enables Jack to accomplish “a long pull,
and a strong pull, and a pull all together.”

Of course, in language and sentiment, some of these
ditties are not all that could be desired, but the work being
a collection of curious and genuine sea-songs as they exist
not as they should be, the task of selection and translation
must have been one of considerable difficulty, and seems to
have been ably and judiciously accomplished.

Doubtless to some minds a good deal of the versification
may appear absurd, but it must be borne in mind that, in
lyrical poetry; a strict regard for sense is not of so much
importance as the rhythmical flow of united words and
melody—especially in songs of the sea, where the union of
syllables with sounds must be well suited to the “work”
which they are meant to enliven and facilitate. Besides,
is not the odd jumble of ideas and phrases, pathetic and
ludicrous, presented in some of the chanties, in keeping
with the well-known rough-and-tumble character of the
men who sing them ?
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When merely read, these chanties cannot be fully or
fairly appreciated, but when wedded to their appropriate
“ Music of the Waters,” they will doubtless convey to the
soul of the landsman somewhat of that interest and satis-
faction which they have long afforded to the “ toilers of the
deep” all round the world.

To those who have wandered much over our little globe
—especially to those who have done so in ships and seen
something of the wonderful works of God in the deep, and
become familiar with the hopes, joys, sorrows, sins, and
sufferings of the sailor in his selected home—these
“ chanties ”” will assuredly bring back, like a half-forgotten
—yet never-to-be-forgotten—dream, many a pleasant
memory of tramping round the capstan, and heaving at
the windlass, and yarns told in low tones when sails were
flapping idly, and the starry host was mirrored grandly in
the sleeping sea. No puny invention of man—steam or
electric—will ever take the romance out ofthesea! Every-
thing here is relativee. Man may modify his conditions.
Some’old things may pass away and some things may be-
come new; but, as the great vault of heaven and the
mighty ocean will remain unchanged and unchangeable
from age to age, so will the music of the waters, not less
than the music of the land, continue to well up in human
souls, to gladden, strengthen and revive them, until that
time comes when all music shall flow into one grand
harmony of praise to our God and to the Lamb.

R. M. BALLANTYNE.

Harrow-on-the-Hill,
June, 1887.


















INTRODUCTION,
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The song “ Oh, Amble is a fine town,” at page 23, is only
in part ancient. The first three stanzas were written by Mr a1
William Ernest Henley in 1878, as an addition to the final -ve

stanza and the refrain, and may be found in “ A Book of sd
Verses ” by that author. 3
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water constituted the predominant element?”—ZEngels “ Musical

Myths and Facts.”

IN these days, when, like everything else, shipping has
made such rapid strides that journeys which formerly were
looked upon with awe, and undertaken only in extreme
necessity, are now made with positive indifference, we are
too apt to look upon the sea as a liquid railway ; to think
that, with the piracy and the lubberly vessels that sailed

the main in the olden days, the romance of ocean has
a









Xviil INTRODUCTION.
passed away, and with the fleet Atlantic “greyhounds”
fades the last glamour of mystery from the pages of marine
history. But the romance of the sea can never die, and
for all time we shall have the storms and calms that alter-
nately rule the watery way, the wrecks and losses, the
longings, the waitings, and the terrible tales, to remind us
of man’s inability to cope with the mysterious, trackless

deep.

There is one being though who is never familiar with
the sea, and that is the being who knows it best, namely,
the sailor. In all he says or sings of the world of water
that is his home, Jack is never guilty of any sentiment
that breathes of mastery over the element, or exults in the
life of the sea ; it is too real a thing for him to adopt the
conscious boastful, masterful tone which is attributed to
him, and it is only sometimes in the impotence of despair
that fierce imprecations on sea or wind will break from
him. It is Gibbon who says, “ There is but a plank be-
tween a sailor and eternity.”

The poetry of the sea is written on shore. Sailors act
it, but do not write it. They form part of the poetry of
ocean ; they are the heroes that shine from its living,
terrible pages ; they are, they must be, brave men who
can do their duty ’midst such perils. They must be
brave, or nature brands them cowards, for the wind and
the wave are infallible tests of all a sailor’s knots and
splices. Neptune is an unrelenting judge, and hurries
his prisoner, without trial or jury, into the Everlasting
Presence.

Three great pleasures, in the midst of all his perils and
privations, we may rest assured Jack enjoys: smoking,
yarning, and singing. With a pipe, whensoever and
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wheresoever he can manage to hold it between his lips, a
fairly appreciative audience round the galley fire or at the
fo’c’sle head, and a song to enliven his labour when on the
briny ocean, our blue-jacket is tolerably happy, and it is of
this latter I am purposing to make a short study—for that
sailors’ songs are worth studying I am convinced, and from
various points of view too. Musically they are most valu-
able, as showing how much they are characteristic of their
subject, vocationally, as proving the amount of impetus or
encouragement needed by the singer in his work, and
poetically, by making known the feelings which animate a
sailor’s breast with regard to his home, his wife, his captain,
and indeed all that concerns him, often as an exponent of
Jack’s intense admiration for the noble and heroic acts of
others. With regard to smoking, there is a curious story
told of an old salt who when in port was very fond of a
churchwarden. On being asked if he al’ways smoked a
long pipe? he replied, “No; in harbours and in fine
weather I smoke a long pipe ; in fresh weather I smoke a
cutty, and when it blows a gale of wind I chew.”

Not Dibdin’s, not Barry Cornwall’s, not Campbell’s, not
any of the Pirates’ Serenades, or “ I’'m Afloats,” which may
be seen in music-shop windows, illustrated by lithographic
vignettes of impossible ships in impracticable positions, and
may be heard sung in comfortable drawing-rooms to the
tinkling of pianos by romantic young ladies, or in still
waters in sight of green fields by landsmen yachting—not
any of these are the songs that come under the heading of
“ Chanties, or Working Songs of the Sea.” The songs of
the sailor are sung to the accompaniment of the thrilling
shrouds, the booming double bass of the hollow topsails,

and the multitudinous chorus of ocean.
a2
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“Quits, parson ; where did your father die ? ”

“In bed, of course, like a good Christian.”

“ And your grandfather ? ”

“He died in his bed too.”

“That’s bad, parson,” says Jack, “are you not afraid to
go to bed ?” ‘

The foregoing may be taken as a sample of a sailor’s
feelings when interviewed on the subject of his perilous
life. The danger is there, and he is fully alive to it, and,
as I have said before, is never familiar when speaking of the
sea. But in any encounter like that just referred to, in
which the slightest shade of doubt as to Jack’s daring to
trust himself on it, is mooted : the one who hazards the
doubt is almost certain to get the worst of it.

I am quite aware that if I allude to the bad accommo-
dation and scanty and coarse fare, as’ the portion of our
sailors, I tread on dangerous ground. Our times are
supposed to be changed times, and changed for the
better too, for the blue-jackets; I trust it may be so.
In speaking of Jack’s lot, I do so comparatively, not
from any wish to enter into so vexed a question as our
sailor’s condition has now become. With regard to the
improvidence that is so characteristic of seafaring men, I
cannot help thinking that, however much it is to be con-

- doned on the score of their peculiar life, it is as much to

be deplored for the lack of energy that fails to perceive
and seize upon the means of remedy which are so palpably
at hand, namely, the establishment of a compulsory sea-
men’s fund. Other trades and occupations make provi-
sion for their members when age shall have robbed them
of their power of labour, or illness have laid them tempo-
rarily aside ; but for the sailors there is no such provision.
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The evil arising from the want of it is very apparent ; the
remedy seems to lie with themselves. In the Siipping
World of July, 1887, there appeared a paragraph stating
that Mr. Thomas H. Ismay, head of the White Star Line,
had suggested to the Mayor of Liverpool the foundation of a
Seamen’s Pension Fund, and promised to give it a start with
the princely donation of £20,000. The object of the fund
would be to provide pensions for British sailors who have
sailed out of Liverpool, or in Liverpool-owned ships, and
who have been unable to make adequate provision for their
declining years. The pension would be fixed at £20 a
year, and on no account would be given to other than a
British sailor, and no seaman to be eligible for a pension
who had not attained the age of fifty years, and could
prove twenty-five years’ service at sea, either as captain,
deck officer, or seaman. The fund, Mr. Ismay suggests,
might be invested in the name of the Mercantile Marine
Service Association, who will have the power of selecting
suitable candidates for the pension. No great home to be
erected, the whole of the fund to be applied to the object
in view. ‘

One can scarcely wonder at the style or sentiment
of these Sailor Chanties, seeing that they are really, in
many cases, the true expression of the feelings of the
men who originate them—the strangest men perhaps,
taking them all in all, one can meet with; though, cer-
tainly, I think Jack is somewhat less black than he is
painted. As Lord Brassey in his work on “British Seamen”
says: “Sailors spend their life for the most part far re-
moved from the best influences which can elevate human
nature, far from their native land, far from their hearths
and homes, on the broad and lonely sea, where the
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authority of the magistrate cannot reach, where public
opinion is unfelt, and the Sabbath bell is unheard.” He is
hardly to be judged by the same standard as a landsman,
his life is so different. So much rougher discipline, so
much more severe, that no wonder during their sometimes
short holidays our tars squander their substance in the
riotous manner that has become proverbial of them. Think
how many months they spend in exile, enduring many
serious hardships, beside which the trials of shore-men
seem insignificant ; scanty rations, often of the most re-
volting description, always of the coarsest; hard, rough
work in the most terrible degrees of heat and cold,
wretched accommodation, and at all times the presence
of imminent peril, which, although naturally the case in all
lives, always seems to me to be more terribly near at sea.
And we must confess a sailor’s life has much to make it
undesirable, and yet, for all that, taking them as a class,
they are healthy, hearty fellows, and well deserving of the
epithet of “Jolly Tars.” :

Knowing what an impressionable set of men sailors as a
rule are, we cannot wonder that anything which appeals so
much to the emotional side of nature as music does, should
play an important part in their daily round of work. What
the “ Ranz des Vaches” does for the Swiss herder when
minding his flocks on the hills of his country, the “ Mar-
seillaise ” for the eager Frenchman on his way to death or
victory, the discordant sound of the bagpipes for the High-
lander on a foreign battle-field, that does the chanty for
the blue-jacket. It is not recreation, it is an essential part
of the work on ship-board, it mastheads the topsail yards
when making sail, it starts and weighs the anchor, it brings
down the main-tack with a will, it loads and unloads the
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cargo, it keeps the pumps a-going ; in fact, it does all the
work where unison and strength are required. I have
heard many an old salt say that a good chanty was worth
an extra hand. At the capstan, on the topsail-halyards,
in port and at sea, in calm or in storm, the ropes run
smoother, the work is done quicker, when some twenty
strong voices are singing :—

“ Haul the bowline, the fore and maintop bowline,
Haul the bowline, the bowline haul !
Haul the bowline, the bully, bully bowline,
Haul the bowline, the bowline haul !”

In his admirably nautical novel, “ Two Years before the
Mast, or a Sailor’s Life at Sea,” Mr. Dana says of the
chanties : “ The sailors’ songs for capstans and falls are ot
a peculiar kind, having a chorus at the end of each line.
The burden is usually sung by one alone, and at the chorus
all hands join in, and the louder the noise the better. A
song is as necessary to sailors as the drum and fife to a
soldier. They cannot pull in time, or pull with a will, with-
out it. Many a time when a thing goes heavy with one
fellow yo-ho-ing, a lively song, like ¢ Heave to the Girls/’
‘Nancy oh!” ¢ Jack Crosstree,” &c., has put life and strength
into every arm. We often found a great difference in the
effect of the different songs in driving in the hides. Two or
three songs would be tried, one after the other, with no
effect ; not an inch could be got upon the tackles. When
a new song struck up it seemed to hit the humour of the
moment, and drove the tackles to blocks at once. ‘Heave
round hearty, ¢ Captain gone Ashore,’ and the like, might
do for common pulls; but on an emergency, when we
wanted a heavy, raise-the-dead pull, which should start the
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beams of the ship, there was nothing like ‘ Time for us to
go,” “ Round the Corner,’ or ‘ Hurrah ! hurrah ! my hearty
Bullies.” ¢ Cheerily, Men,” when we came to masthead the
topsail-yard with all hands at the halyards, might have
been heard miles away.”

Speaking again of the advantages of .music at sea, the
same author says : “ We pulled the long distances to and
from the shore with our loaded boats without a word
spoken, and with discontented looks, while they not only
lightened the labour of rowing, but actually made it
pleasant and cheerful by their music ; so true is it that—

¢ For the tired slave, song lifts the languid oar,
And bids it aptly fall with chime
That beautifies the fairest shore,
And mitigates the harshest crime.””

He is alluding to the Americans in San Pedro.

Besides the working songs, there are others for the fore-
castle and dog-watches; for a sailor, in his moments of
leisure, will as soon listen to a ballad as a yarn, and an
audience round the galley fire, or at the fo'c’sle-head, re-
quires what the hearers of our old ballads demanded,
plenty of stirring incident and strong true feeling simply
expressed. Our blue-jackets ought to be familiar with the
tales of our grand old admirals and their victories, and
should have songs in use amongst them as a stimulus to
energy and courage that will make Blake, Vernon, and
Anson more than mere names to them ; those who man
our ironclads should be full of that old spirit which de-
feated the Armada and won Trafalgar. There is no doubt
that the inimitable sea-songs of Dibdin have done much to
keep up the esprit de corps of our Britishsailors ; they are,
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in fact, an inheritance which the nation will never, it is to
be hoped, undervalue.

Whatever form naval warfare may hereafter assume,
however the technicalities of the maritime profession may
be altered, the spirit of the British seaman will be un-
changed, he will be the same hearty, fearless, generous and
simple being that Dibdin describes him, loving his country
and his flag, reverencing his ship whether propelled by
wind or steam, and adoring his Kate or Nancy.

Not only are Dibdin’s songs popular with seamen, but
they have obtained a deep hold on the national heart.
There are few, I think, who are not familiar with some at
least of them, fewer who have not heard and admired the
pathos of “ Tom Bowling,” perhaps the most perfect of the
many hundred songs left us by this great master of the
art of writing of the sea. “Poor Jack,” and “’Twas in
the good Ship,” are also great forecastle favourites, mixed
up as they are with frequent quaint technical phrases and
expressions, rendering them perfectly characteristic and
inimitable, and expressing such thoroughly wise, brave, and
gentle sentiments. There is another song, “I'm the Pirate
of the Isles,” a most thrilling tale of the genuine Pirate of
the Isle of Pines, the terror of the Spanish Main, and one
that always draws the sympathy and rouses the interest of
a forecastle audience.

But the songs that Jack loves best, the songs that are
sung with a will, whether by old or young, are the ones
that have for theme “His Nancy,” and, whether sailing
away with the fresh memory of her last good-bye ringing
in his ears, or homeward-bound with the eager thought of
the welcome that will be his, she is never far from his
thoughts. The sailors’ favourite expression, rude though
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the poetry of it may be, always seems to me to be
thoroughly characteristic of their thoughts, viz. that “the
girls have hold of the tow-rope and can’t haul the slack in
fast enough.”

There is yet another class of songs that would come
under the heading of “ Music of the Waters,” though they
are half of the shore. I mean those which the coasters
croon in their lonely watches, those the fishermen sing
when mending their nets; for, though certainly this is
properly speaking land work, still the sea is all about them,
the very air is laden with its fresh briny smell, the sounds
in their ears are the sounds the waves make as they break
on the shore, their thoughts are probably far away from
the comfortable haven where they sit, so naturally their
song follows their thoughts and becomes of the sea.

Rowing-songs should, I think, also be included in this
class. They can scarcely be considered as working-songs,
though I have no doubt the tune and swing of the music
will have as much effect on the oarsmen as all rhythmical
music has on work that requires to be done with strength
and in unison. There is a certain charm about music on
the water which that of the shore can never give, and pro-
bably we all have some pleasant souvenirs in our minds of
golden August mornings on the sunny Thames, or soft
moonlit nights on some placid lake, when the perfection
of the already perfect situation was enhanced by some
dreamy, soothing song that scemed to waft itself over the
water and find its echo on the distant shore.

Doubtless more than half the romance we always associate
with Venice is due (for those who have been there) to the
memory of the gondolas that carried them through the
many canals of the City of Doges, and the gondoliers who
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the same type, namely, alternate soli and chorus, are at all
times very erratic in metre and varied in theme, and almost
always similar, and to be traced to the general music of the
country to which they belong.

In one of the old volumes of Blackwood’'s Edinburgh
Magazine (vol. vii,, April, 1820), there is an essay on song-
writing, and the author, who signs himself D. T., includes
some few remarks on sea-songs. He says: “Incledon and
Dibdin did their best to make sea-songs popular, and for a
while they succeeded. Dibdin, however, wanted judgment,
for from his attempts to clothe grave thoughts in seaman’s
phraseology, good taste will always revolt. In one of his
songs the resurrection is actually alluded to thus—

‘When he hears the last whistle
He'll come upon deck.

To be serious, with vulgar slang, grave interest can never
amalgamate. Divested of this, however, I do not see why
the peculiar vicissitudes of a sailor’s life might not give
variety to the lyric music, or why the exploits of the Vikings,
whether of good old Saxon or more modern times, are
not as capable of tuneful commemoration as those of heroes
upon dry land. Campbell’s ‘ Battle of the Baltic’ I have
read a hundred times, but have never seen the music, if
there is any, appended to it. ‘Black-eyed Susan’ and
Glover’s ¢ Admiral Hosier’s Ghost’ are, I think, hardly to
be classed as sea-songs. The scenes, to be sure, are laid on
board ship, but they embody no feelings or incident of any
consequence which are peculiar.to a sea-life.”

D. T. can scarcely have made much study of sea-songs in
general, if he still labours under the delusion that the
Vikings have not formed the subject of many a stirring
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lyric, not only in our country, but in those Northern ones
more truly the theatre of the Vikings' exploits. Another
point, which I think may be found open to discussion in
D. T.s remarks, is the fact of Dibdin having only tempo-
rarily succeeded in popularizing sea-songs. Are the songs
of this great master any less popular than they were? I
doubt it. “Tom Bowling,” perhaps his masterpiece, never
fails to elicit hearty cheers and rapturous applause whenever
and wherever it is heard, and there are many others almost
equally well known and well liked.

Different periods have, of course, great effect on all the
arts and sciences of a country, and it would be natural
to suppose that Music would undergo much the same
change, but she is a vagrant Muse, and ever has been, and
is no more to be relied upon than the moods of the wind,
“which bloweth where it listeth.” Period has made very
little difference in the music of the sea. The “Tar” has
sung his song and the winds moaned their sad dirges, or
thundered their great storm-chords, the waves have mur-
mured their lullabies to the waiting shores, and the wild
sea-birds have screamed their hoarse choruses through all
ages, and will continue to do so as long as man and the
world of waters exist.

The first vocal performance recorded in the Bible is the
song of Miriam the prophetess and her companions after
the crossing of the Red Sea. Surely this song of praise,
commemorative of perhaps the most wonderful event in all
the history of the mighty deep, is worthy a place 'midst
the music of the waters.

Mr. Engel, in his valuable book on “The Music of the
most Ancient Nations,” says, in speaking of this song of
Miriam, “that it is in the form of alternate soli and chorus.
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A section, or perhaps a whole period, is sung by one alone,
then repeated by a number of singers, either in unison or
harmony, or, the chorus, instead of repeating the melody
of the solo, takes it up and extends it; or else the solo
singer is now and then interrupted by the chorus, which at
intervals interposes a phrase.”

THE SONG OF MOSES OR MIRIAM.
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Sacred history does not tell us what song rose to the
lips of those fishermen of old when on the awful fury of the
tempest that raged around them fell that calm, majestic
command, which won such instant obedience, of Peace, be












% Sails of silk, and ropes of sendal,
Such as gleam in ancient lore ;
And the singing of the sailors,
And the answer from the shore.”

RULE, BRITANNIA.

"9‘: vf N =)
—C -—%—r—m—%—o—l—‘—-—: - :
\l/ 1 R | 5 = (o] ]

ﬁﬁ E-—-——Elij‘_ "_*:bz:——:;fl

@ﬁﬂ% e E e Rme i
_ 2 a2 d 1___5,1,
wgEee g

= —- - é—l— o ————
G &
22 === e ! 1 T .
?C‘E#—;_p_,__.;_'_"_ﬁ__l_q e ——5 = _i
) ¥
ek | | _—— s
e T~ | ] 3
—_——.—— — - - o — =
ﬁv — = 3
R g - N
S —
@3—¥—i_-—:'_r=’aj — L — a|
i —— ——O—— -
— 14,—'—1—! — ==
FEEEE L

SAILORS’ talk is a dialect as distinct from ordinary English

as is Lowland Scotch. Certainly, English words are used,

but their signification is many times remote from' the

meaning they have in shore parlance. The meaning of

many sea-phrases is too subtle for translation: some fit
B 2
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vocational conditions so accurately, that any divergence
from the exact expression would puzzle a seaman exceed-
ingly. The idiosyncrasies of the forecastle are many, and
one can readily sympathize with the feelings of the Judge
‘who was so much puzzled by Jack’s evidence, which Mr.
Clark Russell- speaks of in his humorous preface to his
book on “ Sailors’ Language.”

A man must go tosea to understand (as a sailor), the
shades of signification in the terms ; no books give them,
they cannot be mastered by listening to seamen talking,
and to seek for an explanation of any nautical phrase
which strikes one as being peculiar, is only to let oneself
deeper and deeper into the mire. Therefore, if the words
Jack sets to his music seem wanting in meaning and lacking
in sense, we must attribute it to the difference that exists
between the seamen’s mode of expressing themselves and
ours. The sailor does not lack for singing; he sings at
certain parts of his work—indeed he must sing if he would
work.

On vessels of war, the drum, fife, or boatswain’s whistle
furnish the necessary movement regulator. There is a vast
difference between the merchant sailor and his fellow “ salt,”
the man-o’-war’s man, whom they call “Johnny Haul-
taut,” or “John o’ Fight.” They hold each other in mutual
derision, although without any unfriendly feeling. Accus-
tomed to the comparative independence and free life of a
merchant-vessel, they look with scorn on the binding disci-
pline and severe penalties of a man-o’-war, and laugh
contemptuously as they watch the crew in uniform dress
walk round the windlass, and weigh anchor like mechanical
dummies :—

“Your work is very hard, my boys,
Upon the ocean sea,
And for your reefing topsails,
I’d rather you as me—
I feather my oar unto the shore,
So happy as I be in the Guard-ship, ho!”



Musrc or THHE WATERS. 3

No hearty chanties there—no fine chorus ringing with feel-
ing and sentiment, brought out with the sort of despairing
wildness, which so often strikes neighbouring landsfolk
with the deepest emotion. He likes to growl —and he may,
so long as he goes about his work. I have heard mates
say, “ Give me a man that can growl : the more he growls,
the more he works.” Silence reigns supreme aboard a
Queen’s ship; no general order is given by word of mouth,
the boatswain’s whistle takes its place. There, where the
strength of one or two hundred men can be applied at one
and the same effort, the labour is not intermittent, but con-
tinuous. The men form on either side of the rope to be
hauled, and walk away with it like firemen marching with
their engine, when the headmost pair bring up at the
stern or bow, they part, and the two streams flow back to
the starting-point outside the following files. Thus in
this perpetual “follow my leader way ” the work is done,
with more precision and steadiness than in the merchant
service. In it the heavier work is done by each man
doing his utmost at the same moment. This is regulated
by the “ Chanty,” and here is the true singing of the deep
sea—it is not recreation, it is an essential part of the work.
It will masthead the topsail-yards, on making sail ; it will
start the anchor, ride down the main-tack with a will, it
will break out and take on board cargo, and keep the pumps
going. A good voice and a stirring chorus are worth an
extra man.

A writer in the Sz Fames's Gazette of December 6th,
1884, says: “ The beau-ideal chanty-man has been rele-
gated to the past. His death-knell was the shriek of the
steam-whistle, and the thump of the engines. When he
flourished British ships were manned by British seamen,
and carried much stronger crews in proportion to their
tonnage than their successors. In those days gipsy-
winches, patent windlasses and capstans, had no existence,
and the heaving and hauling had to be performed by
manual strength and labour ; and to make the work ‘go’
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lighter, the chanty-man chanted his strange lays, while the
tars with hearty good-will joined in the refrains and
choruses. Lieutenant Bassett, in his ¢ Legends and Super-
stitions of the Sea and of Sailors in all Lands and at all
Times,’ says : ‘The old type of sailor, who believed in the
mermaid, the sea-snake, and the phantom ship, is fast
disappearing, and, with the gradual substitution of the
steamship for the sailing-vessel, he is being replaced by the
mechanical seaman, who sees no spectre in the fog, nor
sign of disaster in the air or beneath the wave.’”

Lieutenant Bassett’s work is such an inexhaustible
collection of sea legends and sailors’ superstitions, that I
feel it would be indeed unnecessary for me here to supple-
ment it with any additional remarks concerning these same
logends. Any one interested in the subject cannot do
better than read it. Old tars tell us that the chanties are
not what they were before steam became so universal : one
added, on telling me this, “I’ll tell you what it is, Miss,
steamboats have not only taken the wind out of our sails,
but they have taken the puff out of us too, and them as
remembers ship-life as it was, will scarcely recognize it
now-a-days.” This advocate of the old school was one of
many “old salts” whose acquaintance I made, and who
goodnaturedly sang for me several of their best-remembered
chanties in a Sailors’ Home in the North of England. I
was very agreeably surprised at the effect of some of these
chanty choruses ; some of the men present had really good
voices, and they sang with a life and spirit, and with as
much rhythmical accuracy as though they were miles
away on the briny ocean “heaving the windlass round, or
hoisting the ponderous anchor.”

Whilst on the subject of Sailors’ Homes, I should like to
digress for just one moment to express my cordial thanks
to all those connected with the institutions that have so
greatly helped me in the matter of collecting these chanties.
To the Secretaries, Missionaries, and sailor inmates of
many of the English Homes, I am indebted for much of
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the information I have obtained. My thanks are also due
in a great measure in many other dircctions—in so many,
indeed, that I feel I have not here adequate space to
express them, and I trust to be able to tender them fully
and in detail at some other time.

There are scveral kinds of chanty, though I believe,
properly speaking, they should only be divided into two
classes, namely, those sung at the capstan and those sung
when hauling on a rope: but there are, over and above
these, pumping songs—pumping being part of the daily
morning duty of a well-disciplined merchant-vessel, just a
few minutes’ spell to keep the vessel free and the cargo
unharmed by bilge-water ; it is not a dismal sound at all,
rather a lively one, on the contrary. There are also chanties
used when holy-stoning the decks, and when stowing
away the cargo; and indeed I think one may safely con-
clude that every one of Jack’s duties, from Monday morn-
ing to Saturday night, is done to some sort of music, and
according to the Philadelphia catechism his labours do not
end then, for in it we are taught that—

“ Six days shalt thou labour and do all thou art able,
And on the seventh, holy-stone the deck and clean-scrape
the cable.”

There is one job that sailors seldom fail to get, even when
the weather is such as to prevent other work being done,
and that is holy-stoning the decks. The men have to
kneel down and push backwards and forwards a good-
sized stone (usually sandstone), the planks being pre-
viously wetted and sprinkled with sand. From the fact
of kneeling to it, this unpleasant task is known at sea
under the title of “saying prayers.”

There is also, besides the chanties, another class of
song, half of the sea and half of the shore, which I men-
tioned in the introduction to this collection. They include
those the fishermen and coasters croon in their lonely
watches ; the latter in his brief walk, “three steps and
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overboard,” as he tramps up [and down his little deck
through the swathing mists of a Bank fog ; and those of
the cook at his galley fire sung in doleful unison with his
bubbling coppers. The legend of Captain Cottington, for
instance, belongs to this class of songs. It is probably
traditionally known to the young gentlemen at Harvard
College, and is perhaps most remarkable as a bold and
ingenious metrical novelty; one verse will, I have no
doubt, serve to show the animated tenor of the words.
The music I must refrain from giving, as I feel utterly
at a loss how best to represent the extraordinary variety
of style that pervades the whole; doubtless a mistake in
the notation might prove a relief, but I should be tempted
to commit so many that I am afraid to undertake it
at all. :

“Captain Cottington, he went to sea,
Captain Cottington, he went to sea,
Captain Cottington, he went to sea-e-e-e-c-c-e-c-€,
Captain Cottington, he went to sea,”

and so on, ad /ibitum.

There is yet another of these crooning songs, namely,
“ The Rhyme of Uncle Peleg.” 1 believe I am not wrong
in stating that this is an historical ballad; indeed, I quite
believe that, from what I have been able to learn of sailors’
songs in general, most of them, however degenerate they
may have become in the course of time—and in many cases
they have certainly descended to a level of utterly maudlin
sentiment—have originally been tales of some heroic
exploit, or eulogies on some bygone naval genius.
It is Macaulay, I think, who says that, “ A people which
takes no pride in the noble achievements of remote
ancestors, will never achieve anything worthy to be re-
membered by remote descendants with pride. It is a
sentiment which essentially belongs to the higher and
purer part of human nature, and which adds not a little to
the strength of states.”
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Our blue-jackets appear to possess this sentiment of
hero-worship to a very large extent, if one may judge by
the songs and yarns that find most favour with them.

In the capstan chanties the metre is generally long, and
they are of a more pathetic nature than the hauling ones.
To those who have heard it as the men run round the cap-
stan, bringing up the anchor from the English mud of a
ship outward bound for a two or three years’ trip, perhaps
never to return, what can be more sad or touching,
although sung with a hearty good-will, than “ Yo, heave
ho!”
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Yo, ho! Yo, ho! Yo, ho! Yo, ho!
or such words as :(—
“To the Liverpool Docks we’ll bid adieu ;
To Suke, and Sally, and Poll too;
The anchor’s weighed, the sails unfurled ;
We are bound to cross the watery world.
Hurrah! we’re outward bound!
Hurrah ! we're outward bound !”

Liverpool, as the sailing-point and homeward goal of so
many vessels, naturally figures very prominently in the
sailors’ chanties, and the air of romance that attaches
itself to California, the Brazils, and Mexico also seems to
have a peculiar charm for Jack. He has another outward-
bound song something to this effect :—
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Chorus.—I am bound to Rio Grande,
Away you Rio, away you Rio,
Fare you well, my pretty young girl,
I am off to Rio Grande.
Solo.—Oh where are you going, my pretty maid ?
So0lo.—Oh where are you going, my pretty maid?
Chorus.—1 am bound to the Rio Grande.
Away you Rio, &c.
Solo.—1 am going a milking, sir, she said.
Solo.—1 am going a milking, sir, she said.
Chorus—1 am bound to the Rio Grande.
Away you Rio, &c.
Solo.—What is your fortune, my pretty maid ?
Solo.—What is your fortune, my pretty maid ?
Cliorus.—1 am bound to the Rio Grande,
Away you Rio, &c.
Solo.—My face is my fortune, sir, she said.
Solo—My face is my fortune, sir, she said.
Clworus—1 am bound to the Rio Grande.
Away you Rio, &c.
Solo.—What is your father, my pretty maid ?
Solo—What is your father, my pretty maid ?
Chorus~—I am bound to the Rio Grande.
Away you Rio, away you Rio.
Then fare you well, my pretty young girl,
I am bound to the Rio Grande.
Solo—My father’s a farmer, sir, she said.
Solo.—My father’s a farmer, sir, she said.
Chorus.—1 am bound to the Rio Grande.
Away you Rio, &c.
Solo.—What is your mother, my pretty maid ?
Solo—What is your mother, my pretty maid ?
Chorus—1 am bound to the Rio Grande.
Away you Rio, &c.
Solo.—Wife to my father, sir, she said.
+ Solo.—~Wife to my father, sir, she said.
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Chorus.—1 am bound to the Rio Grande.
Away you Rio, &c.
Solo.—Then I can’t marry you, my pretty maid.
Solo.—Then I can’t marry you, my pretty maid.
Chorus.—1 am bound to the Rio Grande.
Away you Rio, &c.
Solo.—Nobody asked you, sir, she said.
Solo.—Nobody asked you, sir, she said.
Chorus.—1 am bound to the Rio Grande.
Away you Rio, &c.”

American vessels, I think, may-be charged with the
following, which are all capstan chanties,—*“Qceanida,”
“ Johnny’s Gone,” “ The Black Ball Line,” and “ Slapander-
gosheka,” the last-named with the incomprehensible title
is addressed “ To all you ladies now on land,” and may be
said to be slightly egotistical ; it commences—

“Have you got, lady, a daughter so fair?
Slapandergosheka,
That is fit for a sailor that has crossed the Line?
Slapandergosheka.”

By the foregoing it will be seen that Jack sometimes “fancies
himself,” and is not always blind to his own merits.
Itisalmost impossible to discover which are British and
which American, amongst the chanties, they are so mixed
up with each other, and any which may formerly have
been characteristic of the one country, have become so
cosmopolitan, that the sailors themselves have been unable
to discriminate between them. I have, therefore, acting
upon some very reliable advice, thought it better to classify
under one heading all chanties with English words,
although there are many cases where the nationality is
beyond doubt. Coloured men being, as a rule, such good
singers and ingenious poets, may be credited with many ;
and most probably “Slapandergosheka’ was first pro-
nounced by some more than usually clever nigger. One
of the best known of the capstan chanties is “ Haul the
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bowline.” When a ship is tacking, the tacks and sheets
are let run in order that the yards may be swung round to
meet the altered position of the ship. They must then be
hauled taut again, and secured, in order to keep the sails
in their place, and to prevent them from shaking when the
ship’s head comes up in the wind ; thesail is for a moment
or two edgewise to it, and then is the nice moment, as soon
as the head-sails fairly fill, when the main-yard and the
yards above it can be swung readily, and the tacks and
sheets hauled in. If the crew are too few in number, or
too slow at their work, and the sails get fairly filled on the
new tack, it is a fatiguing piece of work enough to “ board ”
the tacks and sheets; you pull at one end of the rope and
the gale tugs at the other. The advantages of lungs are
all against you, and perhaps the only thing to be done is
to put the /elm down a little, and set the sails shaking
again before they can be trimmed properly. If the watch
on deck has not been over spry, the consequence is that
the big main is slatting and flying out overhead with a
might that shakes the ship from stem to stern. The
flapping of the mad canvas will be like a giant’s fist thump-
ing on a drum. The sheets will be jerking at the belaying-
pins, the blocks rattling in sharp, castanet-like snappings.
The sea is lashing and seething alongside in white particles
of phosphorescent foam, whilst overhead all is black with
the flying scud. All the most forcible expressions that
can be thought of may be used without avail, the sail
won’t come. ‘““Then give us the song, men,” sings out the
mate at last. “Pull with a will,” “ Together, men! Alto-
gether, now!” And then a voice will strike up—

Soro. Moderato.
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We'll haul the bow line, so ear -ly in the morn-ing.
,, CHORUS.
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We’ll haul the bow - line, the bow - line haul !
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meaningless, but the song is the sighing of the wind and
the throbbing of the restless ocean translated into
melody :—

Sovro. Adagro.
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I dreamt a  dream the o - ther night :
CHORUS. Ritenuto molto.
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own true love: My Low - lands a - ray!

Much care was evidently given to “Lowlands” by the
chanty-men. It has often been improved. In its original
form the first chorus was shorter and less striking, and the
words of the second chorus were, “ My dollar and a half a
day.”

Solo.—Lowlands, Lowlands, away, my John.
Chorus.—My dollar and a half a day.

Solo.—1 took up my clothes and I went away.
Chorus.—Lowlands, Lowlands, a-ray.

Of the same general character as “ Lowlands,” though in-
ferior toit, is the song that was usually known as “Across the
Western Ocean.” There are several variations of the second
chorus, none of which could be called improvements.
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I wisht I was in Lon - don town:
CHORUS. Soro.
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Oh, say, where you bound to? That high-way I'd cruise
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round and round, A - cross the West-ern O - cean.
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Sometimes the anchor comes up to a fierce chorus com-
pounded of improvised abuse of the ship and captain.
“ QOld Stormy ” is a mythical character often mentioned in
sailors’ songs. Who Stormy was, and why he received
that evident nickname, even the most profound and learned
chanty-men always confessed themselves unable to explain.
The oldest of these songs is rather the best of them.
The second one contains a hint of decidedly negro origin
in the word *“Massa,” and suggests that perhaps the
legend of “Stormy” is an African rather than a nautical
myth.

SoLo. CHORUS.

¢ ——

Old Storm-y he is dead and gone: To me, way, hay,
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storm a-long, John! Old Storm-y he is dead and gone :
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Old Storm-y he was a bul-ly old man: To me,
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bul-ly old man: Fi - i - i, mas-sa, storm a - long.

This is a great favourite, and often sung after a gale of
wind. -

Solo.—Old Storm Afong is dead and gone,
Chorus—Ay ! ay ! ay ! Mr. Storm Along !
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Solo~When Stormy died, I dug his grave,
I dug his grave with a silver spade,
I hove him up with an iron crane,
And lowered him down with a golden chain
Old Storm Along is dead and gone.
Chorus—Ay ! ay ! ay | Mr. Storm Along.

Each line is repeated twice. The solemnity of the air
and the mock-seriousness of the words have a most
comical effect, and reminded me very much, when I heard
them sung, of the tale of “ The Death of Cock Robin,” the
well-known favourite of the children’s picture-books. I
have since come across a somewhat different version of
the words of this chanty, in which “Stormy” was written
“Starmy,” and of which the ending was—

Solo.—We carried him along to London town,
Chorus.—Starm Along, boys, Starm Along.

Solo—We carried him away to Mobille Bay,
Chorus.—Starm Along, boys, Starm Along.

HAULING CHANTIES.

Of these, there is first the hand-over-hand song, in very
quick time ; then the long-pull song, when there are, per-
haps, twenty or thirty men pulling on a rope. To be
effective, the pull must be made unanimously. This is
secured by the chanty, the pulling made at some parti-
cular word in the chorus. For example, in the following
verse the word “handy” is the signal, at each repetition,
for a long pull, a strong pull, and a pull all together :—

Chorus—QOh, shake her up, and away we’ll go,
So handy, my girls, so handy ;
Up aloft from down below,
So handy, my girls, so handy.

For heavier work, or where hands are few, one of longer
metre is used, such as “O Long Storm, storm along,
Stormy,” which must not, however, be confounded with
the capstan chanty, “ Old Storm Along.”

5 €
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One of the best and jolliest quick-time songs, and cer-
tainly one of the most well-known, is “Blow the Man
Down.” It is very tuneful, and though, perhaps, the words
are scarcely to be admired, still it is a genuine chanty,
and has a verve and vigour about it that speak of its value
as an incentive to the labour of hoisting the topsail-yards
or any other hauling work :—
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I'm a true Eng-lishsail- or, Just come from Hong-Kong, Tib-by, —
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shore won't be long, Then give me some time to blow the man down.
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blow the man down! Then give me some time to blow the man down.

Solo.—As 1 was a-walking down Winchester Street—
Heigh-ho, blow the man down ;
A pretty young girl I happened to meet,
Oh, give me some time to blow the man down.
Chorus —So wc'll blow the man up, and we'll blow the
man down,
Heigh-ho, blow the man down.
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We'll blow the man up, and we'll blow the man
down,

Oh, give me some time to blow the man down.

“Reuben Ranzo” is, perhaps, the greatest favourite
with the men of all the chanties. The tune is mournful
and almost haunting in its monotony :
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Solo.—Pity Reuben Ranzo,
Clhorus.—Ranzo, boys, a Ranzo.

Solo.—Oh, pity Reuben Ranzo,
Chorus.—Ranzo, boys, a Ranzo.

Solo.—Reuben was no sailor,
Chorus —Ranzo, boys, a Ranzo.

Solo.—Reuben was no sailor,
Chorus—Ranzo, boys, a Ranzo.

Solo—By trade he was a tailor,
Chorus.—Ranzo, &c.

Solo.—He went to school on Monday,
Chorus.—Ranzo, &c.

Solo.—Learnt to read on Tuesday,
Chorus.—Ranzo, &c.

The chorus continues the same all through, the pull
always being made at the word “Ranzo.” Each line of
the solo is also repeated.
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in a sailor ; but from the frequency with which the fair sex
was exhorted in song to ‘hilo,’ it is evident that it was
held to be a peculiarly graceful act when executed by a
young girl.”

I have a song amongst my collection entitled “ Tommy’s
gone to ‘ Hilo,"” which again upsets the theory that “hilo”
was an active verb ; at least, in this instance, it rises to the
dignity of a proper noun :—

SONG  Allegretto.
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I've just come down from the wild goose na - tlon,—
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I've left a wife on a  big plan-ta - tion,—
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And sing hi- lo, my Rand- so, way.

On the whole, Reuben Ranzo’s nautical career seems
scarcely to have been a bed of roses. It is really much to
be wondered at wherein the great fancy for this most ridicu-
lous song lies. There is not one line of sense in the whole.

There is another topsail-yard chorus something like
this :—

Solo.—There once was a family living on a hill,
And if they’re not dead they’re living there still.
Chorus—Up, up, my boys, up a hill ;
Up, up, my boys, up a hill

And it is sung to the tune of “Blow the man down.”
Then there is the well-known topsail-halyard song, *“Sally
Racket,” greatly used by the sailors when loading their
ships with timber at Quebec. In this chanty some of the
lines are much longer than others, and to any one not
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Solo.—If she never comes back, hoy oh.
Chorus—Cheerily, men.

Solo—1 can get another girl, hoy oh
Chorus—Cheerily, men.

Solo.—Good-bye, Sally Racket, hoy oh.
Chorus—Cheerily, men.

Solo.—You can keep my old jacket, hoy oh.
Clwrus.—Cheerily, cheerily, men.

Solo.—And burn the ticket, hoy oh.
Chorus.—Cheerily, cheerily, men.

(Spoken) That’ll do, boys.

The words at the end of the song are spoken by the man in
charge of the work—mate, second mate, or boatswain. In
the chorus the word “men” is accented by the pull; and
in the solo lines the word “oh” is where another pull is
taken.

I am told that the oldest chanty on record is one that
goes by the name of ¢ Cheerily, men; oh holly, hi-ho,
cheerily, men.” But at what time, in what place it is used
—or I should say, was used, for I think itis almost obsolete
now—I cannot say. It is, however, a typical specimen of
an English sailor-song of a remote period, for undoubtedly
many of the sailor-songs are of negro origin. They are
the reminiscences of melodies sung by negroes stowing
cotton in the holds of ships in Southern ports. The
“chanty-men” have, to some extent, kept to the silly
words of the negroes, and have altered the melodies to suit
their purposes.

Any quick, lively tune, to which you might work a fire-
engine, will serve for the music of a pumping song. The
words vary with every fancy. “Pay me the money down”
is a very favourite pumping chorus. Somehow thus the
verse runs (it is known as an English comic song) :—

Solo.—Your money, young man, is no object to me.
Chorus—Pay me the money down.
Solo.—Half-a-crown’s no great demand.
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Chorus—W¢'ll pump her dry and away we'll go,
Solo.—Away to America! :

THE L/ON MAN-O’-WAR.

A very popular song at Portsmouth is “The ZLion
Man-o’-War.” The following are a few of the words :—

‘“ Are you the Lion man-o’-war, as we suppose you be ?”
“ We are the Lion man-o’-war, as you shall quickly see.”
“ Then haul your colours from the mast, and come along
with me,
Or we'll sink the Zzon man-o’-war at the bottom of the sea.”
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HOME, DEARIE, HOME.

Amongst the favourite chanties of North-country sailors
is that most charming and pathetic of songs, “ Home,
Dearie, Home :”

Solo.—Oh, Amble is a fine town, with ships in the bay,
And I wish with my heart I was only there to-day;
I wish with my heart I was far away from here,
A-sitting in my parlour, and talking to my dear.



26 Music orF THE W4 TER.S.

Chorus—And it’s home, dearie, home ! oh, it'shome I want
to be.
My topsails are hoisted, and I must out to sea,
For the oak, and the ash, and the bonny birchen
inees
They’re all a-growin’ green in the North-countree;
Oh, it’s home, dearie, home! oh, it’s home I want
to be.
Solo.—Oh, there’s a wind that blows, and it’s blowing
from the West,
And of all the winds that blow ’tis the one I like
the best ;
For it blows at our backs, and it shakes the pen-
non free,
And it soon will blow us home to the North-
countree.
Cliorus—And it’s home, dearie, home! oh, it'shome I want
to be.
My topsails are hoisted, and I must out to sea,
For the oak, and the ash, and the bonny birchen
EREE)
They’re all a-growin’ green in the North-countree;
Oh, it’s home, dearie, home ! oh, it’s home I want
to be.
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Another very favourite song with the Northern seamen
s “ The Spanish Canoe,” somewhat in the same style as
the capstan song of “ Lowlands : "—
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Low-lands, They’ll sink her in the Low-lands, low.

Thereis also a “ Homeward Bound ” song very well known
to them :—
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Solo.—Oh whisky makes me pawn my clothes,
Chorus.—Oh whisky, Oh Johnny ;
Oh whisky makes me pawn my clothes,
Chorus.—Oh whisky for my Johnny.
Solo.—Oh whisky gave me a broken nose,
Oh whisky gave me a broken nose,
1 thought I heard the old man say,
I thought I heard the old man say,
I thought I heard the old woman say,
I thought I heard the old woman say,
Oh whisky up and whisky down,
Oh whisky up and whisky down,
I thought I heard the steward shout,
I thought I heard the steward shout,
Chorus.—Here’s whisky for my Johnny.
If I can’t get whisky, I’ll have rum,
Chorus—Whisky, Johnny ;
Oh that’s the stuff to make good fun,
Chorus—Oh whisky for my Johnny.
For whisky men and women will run,
Chorus.—Oh whisky, Oh Johnny ;
T’ll drink whisky when I can,
That’s the stuff to make you frisky,
Chorus—Whisky, Johnny ;
Give me whisky and I'll give you tin,
If you have no whisky give me gin,
If you have no whisky give me gin.
BELAY THERE !

Belay is generally said when the song comes to an end, or
“ Coil up the ropes there, boys.”
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It is not either necessary or would it be interesting for me
to relate at any length, the manner in which many of these
chanties have been obtained. I have taken down myself
the greater part from the sailors; sometimes at my own
house, sometimes at one of theirs, occasionally in a hospital,
or on board ship. There have been difficulties often in my
way, in spite of the great kindness I have everywhere had
shown me, but I have never had the experience of one of
my numerous correspondents—namely that of having the
chanties sung to him so#fo voce. 1t appears that he, like
many others, had entertained the idea of collecting the
Sailors’ songs and had accordingly made a beginning, which
he has since handed over to me. “I was,” he says, “some
time ago making a ninety days’ voyage in an old ‘sailer,
and as a pastime I commenced what you have since so ably
completed, the task of making a collection of the working
songs of the sea. I took notes of the best of the capstan
and other songs included in the 74p.##0ire of our not very
large crew. At first I jotted down the words and music
in my note-book while the men were actually hauling at
the ropes—but this method promised to yield as many
versions of each song as there were sailors (for each man
had his own pet way of leading), so that I was constrained to
try some other plan. It was this. I selected the most vocal
of the crew —a splendid fellow, as supple as a panther, and
first at everything. He visited me in my cabin at stated
moments, and as his presence was a grave breach of the
rules, he had, like Bottom, to ‘roar him as gently as any
sucking dove.”” In a word the songs were given out in a
sort of roaring whisper, or whispering roar, which greatly
exercised the curiosity of the passengers in the adjacent
saloon. Even this chosen songster proved untrue to himself
and gave me the same song in different ways, at different
times, and this accounts, no doubt, for the discrepancies
that exist between some of the songs as given by you, and
as taken by myself.” I believe it is for this reason, that the
chanties have remained so long uncollected. Of course, I
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have found these same discrepancies over and over again,
and many times have almost given up the idea of the col-
lection, in consequence. It is the same amongst all nations
of sailors. The writer of the letter just referred to, sent
me some of the chanties he had taken down in secret in
his cabin, and the versions both of music and words are
different to mine. Forinstance, “ Whisky Johnny ” he gives
as “ Whisky ” (hauling chanty), and though the sentiment
is the same he gives it in quite other words :—

Solo.—O! Whisky is the life of man,
Chorus.—Whisky, Johnny !
I drink whisky when I can,
Chorus—Q ! Whisky for my Johnny.
Solo.—1 drink it out of an old tin can,
Whisky killed my poor old dad,
Whisky drove my mother mad,
Whisky caused me much abuse,
Whisky put me in the Calabouse,
Whisky fills a man with care,
Whisky makes a man a bear.

The tune is also different, so I give that to which these
words were sung. A query is appended to “ Wisky,” as to
whether it be an anacreontic or a teetotal hymn? The
sentiment is mixed, and it might serve for both.

. SOLO CHORUS.
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He gives the same melody as I have done for “ Blow
the Man Down,” but different lines,

I. “Blow the man down, bullies, blow the man down 1
Blow the man down, bullies, pull him around.
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. Blow the man down, you darlings, lie down,
Blow the man down for fair London town.
3. When the Black Baller is ready for sea,
That is the time that you see such a spree.
4. There’s tinkers, and tailors, and soldiers, and all,
They all ship for sailors on board the Black Ball.
5. When the Black Baller hauls out of the dock,
To see these poor fellows, how on board they flock.
6. When the Black Baller gets clear of the land,
"Tis then you will hear the great word of command.
7. ¢ Lay aft here, ye lubbers, lay aft, one and all,
I’ll none of your dodges on board the Black Ball’
8. To see these poor devils, how they will all ‘scoat,’
Assisted along by the toe of a boot.
9. It’'s now we are sailing on th’ ocean so wide,
Where the deep and blue waters dash by our black side.
10. It's now when we enter the channel so wide,
All hands are ordered to scrub the ship’s side.
11. And now, my fine boys, we are round the rock,
And soon, oh ! soon, we will be in the dock.
12. Then all our hands will bundle ashore,
Perhaps some will never to sea go more.”

Chorus—Wae! Hae! Blow the man down,
Give me some time to blow the man down.

“Reuben Ranzo” (a true story ?), of course is given in
yet another form, both as regards music and poetry ; this
favourite hauling chanty seems to have as many different
versions as a pickpocket has aliases. The remark made
by the collector on this song is worth remembering ; he
says, “Ranzo is suspiciously like a ‘crib’ from a well-
known old sea-song concerning a certain ¢ Lorenzo, who
also ‘was no sailor” However the versions of Reuben
Ranzo may alter one salient point in each remains, and
that is the fact of ‘his being no sailor.”” The last lines of

this poem run :—
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“T wish T was old ‘ Ranzo’s’ som.”
Chorus.—Ranzo, boys, Ranzo. '
“I’d build a ship of a thousand ton ;
I'd give my sailors plenty of rum.!
Old ‘Ranzo’ was a good old man,
But now old ‘Ranzo’s ’ dead and gone,
And none can sing his funeral song.”

The next song, “ Tommy’s gone to Hilo,” is one of the
mournful style of chanties, with a very long dragging
chorus.
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Solo.—Tommy’s gone, what shall I do?
Chorus—Hurrah, Hilo.
Solo.—Tommy’s gone, what shall I do ?
Chorus—Tom’s gone to Hilo.
Solo.—To Liverpool, that noted school,
To Liverpool, that noted school,
Tommy’s gone to Quebec town,
Tommy’s gone to Quebec town,
There’s pretty Sall and Jenny Brown,
There’s pretty Sall and Jenny Brown,
A-dancing on that stony ground,
A-dancing on that stony ground,
Tommy’s gone to Baltimore,
A-rolling on the sandy floor,
Tommy’s gone to Mobille Bay,
To roll down cotton all the day,
He’s gone away to Dixie’s Land,

1 Truly “a fellow-feeling makes us wondrous kind.” Old “Ranzo ”
is a personage that is not mentioned in other accounts of his son’s
life, but both pére ez fils appear to be personages in nautical history
whom “not to know is to argue oneself unknown.”
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I have only the tune and two lines of the ballad of
“Jean Frangois,” or as Jack has it, “ Johnny Franswaw.”
It is a pulling song :—

Soro. CHORUS.
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Oh ! drive her, Cap-tain, drive  her! Way-a - yah!
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Oh ! drive her, Cap- tain, drive her, To my]’ohnme Franswaw.

The following is a windlass song, in which the expression
“hi-lon-day ” occurs. Some say this should be interpreted
“ Allan Dale,” but there seems nothing to warrant this idea,
It strikes me that the pumping chorus I before alluded to,
“Highland Day and off she goes,” may be more likely *“ Hi-
lon-day and off she goes,” at least in nautical correctness.
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This chanty is sometimes called “ Blow, boys, blow,” and
the verses vary; not so much in the theme or the /Jocale,
which is always America, but in the a’mmatzs persone.
For instance, in one version I found—

Solo.—Who do you think was captain -of her ?
Who do you think was captain of her ?
Old John Brown, the boarding master,
Old John Brown, the boarding master,
Who do you think was looking after ?
Who.do you think was looking after?
Cock-eyed Bill, the West-end barber,
Cock-eyed Bill, the West-end barber.

In another—

Solo.—Oh blow, my boys, I long to hear you.
Chorus.—Blow, boys, blow.

Solo—A Yankee Liner coming down the river.
Chorus.—Blow, boys, blow.

Solo.—And how do you know she’s a Yankee Liner ?
Chorus—Blow, boys, blow.

Solo.—By the stars and stripes-she hangs behind her.
Chorus.—Blow, boys, blow.

Solo.—A Colonial packet coming down the river.
Chorus —Blow, boys, blow.

Solo.—How do you know she’s a Colonial packet?
Clorus—Blow, bays, blow.

Solo.—She fired a gun, I heard the racket.
Chorus.—Blow, boys, blow.

And so on. This version was given me by a young Scotch-
man, whose time at sea had been limited to fifteen months,
nevertheless he had a very intimate knowledge of ship-
life, and sailors’ ways and songs, and was furthermore
possessed of a good voice and a better ear ; he sang several
chanties for me, and acted, as far as he was able in a
drawing-room, the heaving and hauling which they accom-
panied.
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In eighteen hundred and sixty-four
As we go marching along.

Chorus—Glory, halleluiah ! &c.

Solo.—Old John Brown was the Abolition man,
Old John Brown was the Abolition man,
As we go marching along.

Chorus—Glory, halleluiah ! &c.

Solo.—John Brown’s knapsack was number g2,
John Brown’s knapsack was number 92,
As we go marching along.

Chorus—Glory, halleluiah ! &c.

“The exploits of the early American Navy,” says 7/e
New York Tribune, “can be read on the cold pages of
history, but nowhere do they live with such freshness and
vigour as in the rude naval songs composed at the time
when Paul Jones, Decatur, Hull and Pessy filled the annals
of the sea ‘with the splendid tumult of their deeds.’ There
is one old song called the * Yankee Man-of-war,’ descriptive
of the cruise of John Paul Jones in the Irish Channel in
1778. The air is peculiarly nautical in its character, and
the words are vigorous and full of life. The first and last

. stanzas are as follows :—

“’Tis of the gallant Yankee ship
That flew the stripes and stars,
And the whistling wind from the west-nor’-west
Blew through the pitch-pine spars.
With her starboard tacks about, my boys,
She hung upon the gale ;
On an autumn night we raised the light
Of the old Head of Kinsale.
* * * * *
¢Out booms ! out booms !’ our skipper cried,
‘Out booms, and give her sheet.’
And the swiftest keel that ever was launched
Shot ahead of the British fleet.
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And amid a thundering shower of shot,
With stern-sails hoisted away,

Down the North Channel Paul Jones did steal
Just at the break of day.”

In 1813 there was a popular song sung to the tune of
“Ye Mariners of England,” and called “ The Freedom of
the Seas.,” The chorus is :—

“Though tyrants frown and cannon roar, and angry
tempests blow,
We’ll be free on the sea in despite of every foe.”

Another song of Paul Jones’ victories was sung in 1813,
descriptive of the Bonkomme Richard overcoming the
English men-of-war Serapis and Countess of Scarborough
in 1779. About the same time appeared the glorious old
ballad of “ The Constitution and Guerriere,” to which the
decks of American men-of-war still continue to echo ; “ The
Siege of Tripoli;” and “Yankee Tars” A song of this
period is called “The Yankee Thunders;” it is largely
taken up with praises of the bravery of English sailors, and
intimates that only the Yankees are a match for them.
The last verse runs—

“ Hence be our floating bulwarks
Those oaks our mountains yield ;
"Tis mighty Heaven’s plain decree,
Then take the watery field.
To ocean’s furthest barriers, their
Fair whitening sails shall pour ;
‘Safe they’ll ride o’er the tide,
While Columbia’s thunders roar,
While her cannon’s fire is flashing past,
And her Yankee thunders roar.”

In one of Mr. Ballantyne’s books, “ The Red Eric, or the
Whaler’s Last Cruise,” there is a song sung by one Gurney,
when the men on board of this same whaler were grouped
around the windlass. On receiving Gurney’s promise to
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give them a song, his comrades ask “if there be any chorus
toit?” ‘ Ay, in course there is,” is his reply. “Wot’s a
song without a chorus? Wot’s plum duff without the
plums? What’s a ship without the helm ? It’s my opinion,
shipmates, that a song without a chorus is no better than
it should be. It's wus nor nothin’! It puts them wot
listens in the blues, an’ the man wot sings into the stews—
an’ sarve him right. I wouldn’t, no, I wouldn’t give the
fag end o’ nothin mixed in a bucket o’ salt water for a
song without a chorus, that’s flat; so here goes!” '

“Having delivered himself of these opinions in an ex-
tremely vigorous manner, and announced the fact that he
was about to begin, Gurney cleared his throat and drew a
number of violent puffs from his pipe in quick succession,
in order to kindle that instrument into a glow which would
last through the first verse and the commencement of the
chorus. This he knew was sufficient, for the men, when
once fairly started on the chorus, would infallibly go on to
the end with or without his assistance, and would there-
fore afford him time for a few restorative whiffs.

“¢It bain’t got no name, lads.’

“¢Never mind, Gurney. All right, fire away.’

So0lo.—Oh, T once know’d a man as hadn’t got a nose,
An’ this is how he came to hadn’t—
One cold winter night he went and got it froze ;
By the pain he was well nigh madden’d.

Chorus.—By the pain he was well nigh madden’d.

Solo.—Next day it swoll up as big as my head,
An’ tough as a junk of leather;
(Ah'! he yelled, so he did, fit to pierce ye through),
An’ then it fell off altogether!

Chorus~Fell off altogether,
An’ then it fell off altogether.

Solo.—But the morial is wot you’ve now got to hear,
An’ it’s good, as sure as a gun ;
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An’ you'll never forget it, my messmates dear,

For this song it hain’t got none.
Chorus—Hain’t got none ;

For this song it hain’t got none.

“The applause which followed this song was most en-
thusiastic, and evidently gratifying to Gurney, who assumed
a modest, deprecatory air, as he proceeded to relight his
pipe, which had been allowed to go out at the third verse,
the performer having become so engrossed in his subject as
to have forgotten the interlude of puffs at that point.”

Mr. Robert C. Leslie, in his “ A Sea Painter’s Log,” says
of sailors’ songs: :“Years ago, when the (little) Great
Western was fighting an almost solitary battle of steam
versus sail power upon the Atlantic, the old Black X sail-
ing liners were notable for their musical crews ; and capstan
songs, as they were called, always came rolling aft from a
liner’s forecastle, as the men tramped round winding in the
warp that was slowly moving her out of dock (all done
now by rattling, whizzing, steam-winch power). Irecollect
the airs of many of these songs ; but the words, except the
choruses, were hard to catch, and some of these were coarse,
or not worth much when caught. The following was
written down as a very superior piece of poetry, and it was
sung by a fellow of most ‘comly making’ :—

Solo.—Late one evening as I vas a valking.
Chorus.—Oh, ho, yes—oho.
Solo—O there I heard a loving couple talking;
Chorus.—A hundred years ago.
Solo.—It was a serious good old woman,
And she vas a saying of things not common,
She vas a saying unto her darter,
O mind, then, vords o’ mine herearter ;
Red-nosed men frequent the ale-'ouse,
Sandy-’aired men are always jailous ;
The fat will coax, the lean will flatter,
Oh, marry none of them, my darter :
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Solo.—But marry a man of a'comly making,
For in him there’s no mistaking : '
In so doing of w’ich you’ll please me,
And so of my troubles ease me.

“But long before the song reached this point it was
usually cut short by the mate singing out : ‘Vast heaving
there for’ard ; out bass, and lay aft some of ye,’ &c. Then
soon a fresh song would burst from another part of the
ship ; perhaps the following wild kind of thing:” and Mr.
Leslie here quotes the sailor’s favourite, which I have
already given, “ Old Starm-along.”

In a tale entitled “ The Man-o’-War’s Man,” there are
some excellent choruses, of which I give a few, as they
may sometimes be heard sung by our sailors to any tune
they can be set to :—

Chorus—* O, Greenland is a cold countrie,
And seldom is seen the sun ;
The keen frost and snow continually blow,
And the daylight never is done,
Brave boys,
And the daylight never is done.”

Chorus.—*“ Nor never will I married be
Until the day I die;
For the stormy winds and the raging sea
Parted my love and 1.”

Of totally different sentiment is the following :—

Chorus.—" O, the rose it is red and the violet is blue,

And my heart, love, beats steady and constant
to you,

Then let it be early, late, or soon,
I will enjoy my rose in June.”

Chorus—* Farewell and adieu to you, grand Spanish ladies,
Farewell and adieu to you, ladies of Spain,
For we've received orders to sail for old England,
But we hope in short time for to see you again.”
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Amongst the Southern negroes the name of “Santa
Anna,” the Mexican general, is frequently heard in their
songs, and the windlass chanty known as “The Plains of
Mexico ” is a great favourite.

Solo.—* Did you never hear tell of that general ?

Chorus.—Hurrah, you Santy Anna !

Solo.—Did you never hear tell of that general ?

Chorus.—All on the plains of Mexico.”
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Another well-known windlass song is the following :—

Solo.—“ For seven long years I courted Sally,
Chorus.—Hurrah, you rollin’ river!
Solo.—1 courted Sally down in yon valley,
Chorus—Ah, ha! I’'m bound away on the wild Missouri.”
Soro. CHORUS.
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Solo—Oh! seven long years I courted Sally,
I mean to marry Sally Brown.
Oh ! seven long years I courted Sally.

Chorus.—Way! heigh! &c.

The last verse resembles the other version somewhat.
The verses are not at all times consistent with the next
song, also a capstan one, and they are too numerous to
quote in full,

I give the melody as I got it from a coloured seaman at
the “ Home,” together with a verbatim copy of his verses :—

*So0lo.—South Australia is my native home,
Chorus—Heave away ! Heave away !
Solo—South Australia, &c.
Chorus—1 am bound to South Australia,
Heave away ! Heave away !
Heave away, you ruler king,
I am bound to South Australia.
Solo—There ain’t but the one thing grieves my mind,
Chorus—Heave, &c.
Solo.—To leave my dear wife and child behind.
Chorus—I am bound, &c.
Solo.—1 see my wife standing on the quay,
The tears do start as she waves to me.
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The following is a windlass song of negro origin, River

Shenandore :—

SoLro. CHORUS.
ke .
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You Shan-an - dore, I long to hear you; Hur -
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long to hear you; Ah, ha, you Shan-an - dore,

This is a more pretentious song than the first one I
gave of this name, “ Rio Grande.” The chorus rises and
swells with the crescendo of the heaving Atlantic swell. It
is a windlass song of the same style as the preceding,
“ Shanandore ” :—

SoLo. Andante.
b mm

Tl sing you a song of the fish of the sea,
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Solo—When the missus came to there was an awful row ;
Poor Sarah, she got the sack next day,
Then she came to me straightway, and said,—
¢ I've lost my character, place likewise.’
Says I, ¢ My dear, now never you mind,
Next Sunday morn’ we’ll go and get wed ;’
Next Sunday morn’ I was at sea instead.
So now, my boys, when courting you go,
If the missus turns up, in the copper don’t go,
If you're Landy there, you're handier here.
One more pull, and up she will go,—
The mate cries ¢ Belay !” so below we will go.”

Verily a moral to other young men than Jack, who go
courting below stairs ; but let us hope they will not follow
his bad example and merit the title “ Deceivers ever.”

The following “ Bonny” is another hauling chanty,
somewhat after the style of “ Whisky Johnny.”

1. Oh; Bonny was a warrior,
Chorus.—Wae! Hae! Ha'!

2. Oh, Bonny was no Frenchman, .
Wae! Hae! Ha!

(Pronounced as “Day,” and “Ha!” as “ Far.”)

3. Bonny beat the Rooshins,

4. The Prooshians, and the Osstrians,
5. At the Battle of Marengo.

6. Bonny went to Moscow,

7. Moscow was o’foyre.!

8. Bonny lost his army there,

9. Bonny retreated back again.
10, Bonny went to Elbow,’
11. And soon he did come back again.

1 Supposed to have some reference to a famous conflagration.

? Where is “ Elbow”? I think it is a sly hit at Bonny’s want of
elbow-room when immured.
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Solo.~12. Then back your main top-sail—rise your main
tack also,
Bound away in the Dreadnought, to the west-
ward we’ll go.

13. It’s now we've arrived at New York once more,
Where I'll see my dear Polly, the girl I adore.

14. I’ll call for strong liquors, and merry will be,
Here’s a health to the Dreadnought, where’er
she may be,

15. Here’s a health to the captain and all his brave
crew,
Here’s a health to the Dreadnought and officers
too.

16. And this song was composed when the watch
went below,
Bound away in the Dreadnought, to the west-
ward we'll go.

A collection of English sailors’ songs could scarcely be
complete without some reference to those which are to be
found in Shakespeare’s “ Tempest.” Dr. Johnson says of
the first scene in the first act that “This naval dialogue
is perhaps the earliest example of sailors’ language exhi-
bited on the stage.” The second Lord Mulgrave declared
that Shakespeare’s technical knowledge of seamanship
must have been “the result of the most accurate personal
observation.” The boatswain in “ The Tempest” delivers
himself in the true vernacular style of the ‘forecastle.”
Says Captain Glascock, R.N.: “ Heigh, my hearts ; cheerily,
cheerily, my hearts ; yare, yare! Take in the topsail.”
“Yare,” meaning quick, ready, is several times used by
Shakespeare as a sea-term.

Ariel’s beautiful song, “ Full Fathom Five,” which Ferdi-
nand describes so graphically—*“ This music crept by me
upon the waters ; allaying both their fury, and my passion,
with its sweet air ”—is too well known for me to do more
than allude to it.
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“Full fathom five thy father lies;
Of his bones are coral made ;
Those are pearls that were his eyes.
Nothing of him that doth fade
But doth suffer a sea-change
Into something rich and strange.

Chorus.—Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell ;
Hark ! now I hear them—ding-dong, bell.”

Then there is Stephano’s half-drunken—

“I shall no more to sea, to sea ;
Here shall T die ashore.
* % * * *
The master, the swabber, the boatswain and I,
The gunner and his mate
Loved Mall, Meg and Marian and Margery,
But none of us cared for Kate;
For she had a tongue with a tang,
Would cry to a sailor ‘go hang!’
Then to sea, boys, and let her go hang!”

Caliban, too, like many a modern tar, has a line or two
on his past hardships in “The Still-vex’d Bermoothes” :—
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And by the way they lost a day,
Out of her log was stole ;

But Neptune kind, with favouring wind,
Hath brought her safe and whole.

I am King Neptune bold,
The ruler of the seas ;

I don’t understand much singing upon land,
But I hope what I say will please.”

As might be expected, there is frequent mention of the
Spaniards in these old Cornish and Devonian songs of
that period :—

“ Oh, where be these gay Spaniards,
Which make so great a boast O ?
Oh, they shall eat the grey goose feather,
And we shall eat the.roast O!”

Many of these rattling old sea-songs are sung, and well-
known too, in Devonshire to this day ; there is one, *“ The
Mermaid,” with a splendid chorus: “ While we jolly
sailor-boys were up aloft, And the land-lubbers lying down
below, below, below.” Then there is another, entitled
“John Dory,” and one known as “The Spanish Lady.”
Then again Dr. Boyce’s grand song, “ Hearts of Oak,”
was written at the end of the eighteenth century; and
Davy’s celebrated “ Bay of Biscay,” both illustrative of the
times of the Elizabethan sea-dogs.

Some of the old songs of the sea are forecastle favourites
with the sailors, and may often be heard wherever sailors
are congregated together. Such songs as “ Cawsand Bay,”
“True Blue,” &c., are especially popular with Jack,

CAWSAND BAY.
(Still sung when ships of war are on distant stations.)
“In Cawsand Bay lying, with Blue Peter flying,
And all hands turned up for the anchor to weigh,
There came a young lady as fresh as a May-day,
And, modestly hailing, this damsel did say,—
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‘I wants a young man there, do you hear ? Bear a hand
there,
To hoist me aboard, or to send him to me ;
For his name’s Henry Grady, and I am a lady
Just come to prevent him from going to sea.

Then the captain, his honour, when he looked upon her,
Ran down the ship’s side for to help her aboard.
Says he, with emotion, ¢ What son of the ocean
Can thus be looked after by Elinor Ford ?’

Then the lady made answer, ¢ That there is my man, sir,
T'll make him as fine and as free as a lord.’

¢ No, no,’ says the cap’n—*that cannot well happen ;
I've got sailing orders, you, sir, stay aboard !’

¢ Avast!’ says the lady. ¢Don’t hear him, Henry Grady,
He once was your captain, but now he’s at large,

Don’t you stay aboard here, for all that man’s order ;’
And out of her bosom she hauled his discharge.

Then the captain says he now, ‘I’'m blowed but he’s free
now,’
Says Hal, ‘Let old Weatherface keep all my clothes.’
Ashore then he steered her, and the lads they all cheered
her ;
But the captain was jealous, and looked down his nose.

* * * * * *

Then she got a shore tailor to rig her young sailor

With tight nankeen breeches and blue long-tailed coat,
And he looked like a squire, for all to admire,

With his dimity handkerchief tied round his throat.

And they had a house greater than e’er a first-rater,
With servants in uniform handing the drink,

And a garden to go in, with flowers a-blowin’—
The daisy, the buttercup, lily and pink.

And he got education quite fit for his station,
For you know we are never too old for to larn ;
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And his messmates they found him with youngsters around
him, (
All chips of the old block from the stem to the starn.”

FAREWELL TO YOU, YE FINE SPANISH
LADIES.

Mr. Chappell, in his invaluable “ Music of the Olden
Time,” gives the tune and six verses of this old sea-song
which I here quote ; the date of it is uncertain. Captain
Marryat gives the verses in his “ Poor Jack ”:—

“ Now farewell to you, ye fine Spanish ladies,
Now farewell to you, ye ladies of Spain,

For we've received orders to sail for old England,
And perhaps we may never more see you again.

We'll range and we'll rove like true British sailors ;
We'll range and we’ll rove all on the salt seas ;

Until we strike soundings in the Channel of England,
From Ushant to Scilly is thirty-five leagues.

We hove our ship to, with the wind at sou’west, boys,
We hove our ship to, for to strike soundings clear,

Then filled the main top-sail, and bore right away, boys,
And straight up the Channel our course we did steer,

The first land we made, it is called the Dead-man,
Next, Ram Head off Plymouth, Start, Portland, and
Wight.
We sailed by Beachy, by Fairly, and Dungeness,
And then bore away for the South Foreland Light.

Then the signal was made for the grand fleet to anchor,
All in the downs that night for to sleep;

Now stand by your stoppers, see clear your shank painters,
Haul up your clew garnets, stick out tacks and sheets.

Now let ev’ry man toss off a full bumper,
Now let ev’ry man take off his full bowl,
For we will be jolly, and drown melancholy,
With a health to each jovial and true-hearted soul.”
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Then up starts the mate of our gallant ship,
And a bold young man was he;
¢ Oh, I have a wife in fair Portsmouth town,
But a widow I fear she will be,’
For the raging seas, &c.
Then up starts the cook of our gallant ship,
And a gruff old soul was he ;
¢Oh, I have a wife in Plymouth town,
But a widow I fear she will be’
For the raging seas, &c.
And then up spoke the little cabin-boy,
And a pretty little boy was he ;
¢Oh, I am more grieved for my daddy and my mammy,
Than you for your wives all three’
For the raging seas, &c.
Then three times round went our gallant ship,
And three times round went she ;
For the want of a life-boat they all went down,
And she sank to the bottom of the sea.

Chorus.
For the raging seas did roar,
And the stormy winds did blow,
While we jolly sailor-boys were up unto the top,
And the land-lubbers lying down below, below,
below.”

Right jovially, and moderately fast.
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Something in it commends this song to the sailors
of to-day ; the sentiment, it may be, is somewhat after the
fashion of that expressed by some of their chanties, and
it has a good swing about it. Whatever it is, however,
it is frequently to be heard amongst forecastle assemblies.

In Mr. Christie’s collection of “ Traditional Ballad Airs”
(“ Traditional Ballad Airs, from copies procured in the
counties of Aberdeen, Banff, and Moray,” by W. Christie,
M.A. and the late Wm. Christie ; 2 vols.), I founda song
called “Sailing in the Lowlands, Low ” :—

“There was a good ship from the North countrie,
And that ship’s name was the Golden Vanitee ;
Sailing low in the Lowlands, low in the sea,
Sailing low in the Lowlands, low.”

The story is that of the cabin-boy boring two holes with
-an auger in the Spanish galleon, an heroic feat which he
had been promised should be rewarded by the master of
the Golden Vanitee, with gold, and his eldest daughter’s
hand ; the crew of the sinking Spanish ship fire on the boy
as he swims towards his own, and his cruel master refuses
to take him on board again.

«¢1 will not take you up, boy,” the master he replied,
“Though you sink in the Lowlands, low.
1 will not take you up, boy,’” his cruel master cried ;
<1 will kill you, if you come on deck, and throw you down
the tide,
1 will sink you in the Lowlands, low in the sea,
1 will sink you in the Lowlands, low.”
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(The boy’s strength then fails him, and he is' taken on
board by his comrades, but only to die.)

"« His messmates took him up, but on the deck he died,
It was in the Lowlands, low.
Then they took the little boy, and sewed him in a hide,
And they threw him overboard to go down with the tide,
And he sank in the Lowlands, low in the sea,
And he sank in the Lowlands, low.”

This song is a type of the nautical ones now so much in
vogue in concert-halls and drawing-rooms, and of which
Mr. Stephen Adams may be said to be the pioneer. The
reason I have mentioned it here is, that I feel almost certain
that it suggested the sailors’ favourite chanty, “ Lowlands,”
or the chanty suggested the song. Not knowing the date
of the song in Mr. Christie’s collection, I can only suppose
that one of these surmises is correct, and I should be
inclined to give the preference to the latter. I may add
that the tunes are in no way alike.

Amongst the numbers denoted as sailors’ songs in the
index to Mr, Chappell’s volumes are the three following :—
“We be Three Poor Mariners,” an old sea-song of Charles
Sloman’s; “Britons, Strike Home,” which,however, must not
be confounded with Purcell’s,and “ The Spanish Armada.”

THE SPANISH ARMADA.
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“In eighty-eight, ere I was born, as I can well remember,

In August was a fleet prepar’d, the month before
September.
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BRITONS, STRIKE HOME.

“ Qur ship carried over nine hundred men,
And out of nine hundred, five hundred were slain ;
For we range the wild seas,
Where the wind blows so strong,
While our rakish young heroes cry—
¢ Britons, strike home, my boys ! Britons, strike home.””
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The other songs attributed to sailors are “ When the
Stormy Winds do blow,” already ‘given ; “You Gentle-
men of England,” sung to the tune of “Cease, Rude

Boreas ” (Early Naval Ballads), sometimes called “ Come
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“If the enemy should dare to meet us once more,
Like lightning to our guns then we fly ;
Our great guns shall roar like thunder in the air,
Determined to conquer or to die.

None can equal the courage of True Blue,
None can equal the courage of True Blue.
He dies by his gun, Britain’s rights to maintain,
None can equal the courage of True Blue.

Now the prize we have taken and made her our own,
To some port or sure harbour we will steer.
Our officers and crew are both loyal and true;
To our admiral we give a hearty cheer.
None can equal, &c.

Now here’s a good health to his true-hearted,
And the girl that will prove loyal and true;
For this is the way poor sailors spend their lives,
None can equal the courage of the blue.

None can equal, &c.”
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This song was noted down for me by the steward of the
Dreadnought Hospital for Seamen, at Greenwich, who per-
suaded the one remaining pensioner to sing it. The old
fellow was upwards of ninety, and almost stone deaf, so
attempting any vocalization at all was, to say the least of
it, courageous on his part. He is known as “ Daddy.” This
white-haired old hero, who had been in many perils
and braved much danger in his day, now sits calmly
talking it all over, and waiting for the end, in the noble
home for old mariners at Greenwich. We had some
difficulty in explaining to him why I wanted him to sing
me something he had known in his younger days, but
when he did understand he seemed greatly interested,
and assured me over and over again what a fine set of
men sailors were, and how well worthy of any com-
memoration, for he added, “ They’ve done. something for
England, and England hasn’t always done much for
them.” Then he went on to speak of some of the stirring
scenes he had taken an active part in, and his face lighted
" up as he told of them, and the poor old man became
quite animated, almost shouting in his eagerness to ex-
plain some act of heroism, and trembling with anger at
some remembered cowardice. When I left, old Daddy
shook me warmly by the hand, and asked me to let him
see my book when it was ready ; of course, I promised
him I would, but I thought how improbable it was that
those nearly sightless eyes would still be gazing on this
world when “The Music of the Waters” was ready for
publication.

By the kind permission of Captain Algernon Drum-
mond, composer of the music, and his co-author of the
words, I am able to quote a very charming and favourite
boat-song. It is known as “The Eton Boat-Song,”
and is much in vogue with the Zaditués of that place.
“In tempo di Barcarola” is indicated at the beginning

of the music, and “in tempo di Barcarola” it most
certainly is.
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BOATING SONG.

Tempo di barcarola.
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see how the wine-glass flush- es At sup-per on Bove-ney Meads.

There are many verses to this song, but I think four of
them will be sufficient to show the style of it :—

“ Harrow may be more clever,
Rugby may make more row ;
But we'll row, row for ever, :
Steady from stroke to bow. . . .
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The first man that John Dory did meet,
Was good King John of France a!

John Dory conn’d well of his courtesie,
But fell down in a trance a.

A pardon, a pardon, my liege and my king ;
For my merry men and for me a;

And all the churles in merrie England,
I'll bring them all bound to thee a.

Sir Nichol was then a Cornish man,
A little beside Boligde a ;

And he mann’d forth a good blacke barke,
With fiftie good oares on a side a.

Run up, my boy, unto the main-top,
And looke what thou canst spie a ;
‘Who, oh! a goodly ship I do see,
I trow it be John Dory a.

They hoist their sailes both top and top,
The mizen and all was tride a

And every man stood to his lot,
Whatever should betide a.

The roaring canons then were plide,
And dub a dub went the drumme a ;

The braying trumpets loudly cride,
To ’courage both all and some a.

The grappling hooks were brought at length,
The browne bill and the sword a;

John Dory at length, for all his strength,
Was clapt fast under board a.”
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As Willie’s ship is supposed to have gone to the bottom,
he cannot be imagined as standing on the main-deck, and
it therefore only remains for us to picture this most
heroic young gentleman in an upright position on the
open sea.

This will serve to give some idea of the ridiculous plight
poets and poetesses find themselves in when they attempt,
without having any knowledge of nautical terms, to write
songs for sailors. Jack must be his own poet, his own
composer, and his own compiler, if we are to have good,
genuine specimens of them. “It must be admitted that,
in spite of the simplicity and purity of character ascribed
to the sailor by novelists, not a few of the songs which he
sang were highly objectionable on the score of morality.
They were, however, no worse in this respect than the songs
which one occasionally hears in the smoking-car of an
excursion train, and were decidedly better than certain
opéra-bouffe songs.

* * * * * *

“ But both the good and the bad ceased when the sailor
disappeared, and to revive them on the deck of an iron
steamship would be as impossible as to bring back the
Roman trireme.”  (Extract from Harper's Magazine,
July, 1882.)

As I write these few closing remarks on the songs and
chanties of English and American sailors, a somewhat
curious instance of Jack’s musical ideas comes before me in
the columns of one of the daily papers. “A piano-organ
had just commenced to fill the street with the sounds of a
hornpipe when a man having the appearance of a sailor
passed along, and was at once attracted by the music. He
then proceeded to the spot, and commenced to dance to
the music. His dancing was neat and finished, and he was
soon the centre of an admiring crowd. After a fair turn
he gave the woman in charge of the machine a few coppers,
and she continued with the hornpipe. He danced again, and
was watched by an ever-growing crowd. The man at the












GAELIC BOAT SONGS.

IN my small collection of Russian sailors’ songs, I have in-
cluded a specimen of the songs sung by the women when
crushing the grain on the wharf, previous to loading the
vessels with it. The same custom appears to have existed
in the Hebrides; short, plaintive, Gaelic chants called
“Luinigs ” were used. The men had what were kriown as
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“Jorrams” or rowing songs, to which they kept time with
their oars. These “Luinigs” and “ Jorrams ” differ from
the Highland music in being adapted to the harp, on which’
a chord was doubtless struck from time to time to serve as
a rudimentary accompaniment, and after the harp fell into
disuse the Luinigs gradually died out. A very character-
istic sample of the style of one of these old “ Jorrains,” or
rowing songs, is to be found in Sir Walter Scott’s “Lady
of the Lake”” The song “ Hail to the Chief,” which is
sung by the clansmen in honour of Roderick Vich Alpine,
is an imitation of the Jorrams or boat-songs of the High-
landers, which were usually composed in honour of their
chief. They are so adapted as to keep time with the sweep
of the oars, and it is easy to distinguish between those in-
tended to be sung to the oars of a galley, where the stroke
is lengthened and doubled as it were, and those which were
timed to the rowers of an ordinary boat.

“ Row, vassals, row, for the pride of the Highlands,
Stretch to your oars, for the evergreen pine.
O’ ! that the rosebud that graces yon islands,
Were wreathed in a garland around him to twine !
O that some seedling gem,
Worthy such noble stem,
Honoured and blessed in their shadow might grow.
Loud should Clan-Alpine then
Ring from his deepmost glen,
Roderigh Vich Alpine Dhu, ho ! ieroe!”

“In Gaelic musicallis modal. The words occupy the first
place, words and music implicitly following the idiosyn-
crasies of the Gaelic language.

“In Gaelic there is no such thing as the last syllable of
one line being in rhyme with the last syllable of the next,
the rhyme being not on the syllable, but on the vowel sound.”

The foregoing remarks, although in no wise applicable
to water-songs in particular, I have nevertheless thought
advisable to quote from Professor Colin Brown’s (Anderson’s
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College, Glasgow) introduction to the “Killin Collection
of Gaelic Songs (with music and translations, by Charles
Stewart, Tighn-Duin, Killin),” before giving the very few
specimens of genuine Gaelic boat-songs, which, in spite of
every endeavour, I have alone been enabled to collect.

“The gallant seaman has a somewhat light reputation in
Gaelic poetry, more perhaps from his wandering life than
any inconsistency peculiar to his profession. Itisimpossible
to conceive that an open, honest, sterling character, like the
British seaman, could be inconstant in love ; but if a heart-
less fickleness is really his character, it is not to be wondered
at that a simple, honest-hearted lassie will not believe so.
Be that asit may, however, he has ever been the object of
ardent love and enduring constancy with the warm-hearted
Highland maiden.

“‘Fear a Bhata’ (literally ‘ Boatman, the usual title of a
man sailing his own ship in the Highlands) is the title of
one of the Gaelic songs, remarkable both for its extreme
beauty of sentiment and imagery. Although the Duanagan
or liits are generally of a light, hilarious character, they
are not all so, and ¢ Fear a Bhata’ is one of the excep-
tions.” The verses and tune of this water-song whicl
follow, together with these quotations on the subject, I
owe to Mr. Donald Campbell, late Lieutenant of the
57th Regiment, author of the valuable treatise! “The
Language, Poetry, and Music of the Highland Clans.”

«FEAR A BHATA” (THE BOATMAN).

(“ Fear a Bhata ” is pronounced “ear a vata.” ‘ Na horo
cile ” is merely a call used by the boatmen.)

1. “How often hunting the highest hill-top,
I scan the ocean thy sail to see ;
Wilt come to night, love? Wilt come to-morrow ?
Wilt ever come, love, to comfort me ?
! Published by D. R. Collie and Son, 19, St. David Street, Edin-

burgh.
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Chorus.

“ Speed, bonnie boat, like a bird on the wing,
Onward, the sailors cry,
Carry the lad that’s born to be king,
Over the sea to Skye.”

1. “Loud the winds howl, loud the waves roar,
Thunder-clouds rend the air ;
Baffled, our foes stand by the shore ;
Follow, they will not dare.
Speed, bonnie boat, &c.”

2. “Though the waves leap, soft shall ye sleep ;
~ Ocean’s a royal bed ;
Rocked in the deep, Flora will keep
Watch by your weary head.
Speed, bonnie boat, &c.”

There are two more verses given by Mr. Boulton, and
the Gaelic version is also to be found ; indeed, this is the
case with nearly all the songs in this most charming of
Scottish song-books. As my collection of Scotch water-
songs is so very limited I feel the more grateful to the
publishers for their kindness and courtesy in allowing me to
make use of the “ Skye Boat-Song :”
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Sir Patrick Spens. I am told, on good authority, that it
used to be a great favourite with Scotch seamen, and was
often sung by the fishermen of some parts of Scotland.
The number of verses contained in this ballad makes it
impossible for me to quote it at length; I merely give
the first to show the style of the composition, which is
doubtless familiar to many.

“The king sits in Dunfermline town,
A-drinking at the wine;
Says, ¢ Where will I get a good skipper
Will sail the saut seas fine?’”

Readinig in a Glasgow paper one day an account of a
lecture delivered by Professor Blackie on Scottish songs,
I was attracted by some remarks he made on the scarcity
of sea-songs amongst them, a statement that scarcely
coincides with one made some time before by a writer in
The Illustrated London News. The writer, after speaking
of sailor-songs in general, says: “In speaking of these
songs of the sea have I ever, by any chance, used the word
“English’? If so, I tremble and retract. The brawny
Scot who stands out for ‘ British ’ to be applied as the only
allowable term, in cases when it is obviously impossible to
say ‘Scottish’ (as in speaking, for example, of Shakespeare);
this stern patriot would be cven more in the right than
usual in this particular case. Nearly all of the very best of
British sea-songs have been writlten by Scotchimen. There
was Campbell, without a rival in any age, whose chants
no Tyrteus can ever equal, as no battle-field can have the
poetry of the surging wave. There was Allan Cunning-
ham, of ¢ The Wet Sheet and the Flowing Sea;’ and there
was Thomson, of the ¢ Seasons’—not that the ¢ Seasons’
can fairly be described as nautical, but that few people
realize that he wrote anything besides that unforgotten
and unread poem—while fewer associate him with ¢ Rule
Britannia,” to which magnificent melody he wrote the
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splendid and spirited words. Another tune that every-
body knows, while but few South-countrymen have ever
heard the beautiful words, ‘braid Scots ;’ ‘this, it must be
owned, is Mickle’s ¢ There is nae Luck aboot the Hoose.’
Yet I think no other poem in the world gives like this one
the excitement, and the passion, and the half-humorous
bustle of the sailor’s return, nor so brings before one the
life of the little seaport town. Burns called it ¢ one of the
most beautiful songs in the Scots’ or any other language,’
and Burns himself might have written the cry, twice
repeated,—

“ ¢ And will I see his face again ?
And will T hear him speak ?

I'm downright dizzy wi’ the thought ;
In troth I'm like to greet !’

and the writer might have added the last verse found in
the manuscript of William Julius Mickle’s—

“¢If Colin’s weel, and weel content,
I hae nae mair to crave,
And gin I live to mak’ him sae,
I'm blest aboon the lave.’

The pith of the whole story, to my mind, lies in these four
unpublished lines. Why they were suppressed I know not,
but it seems to me that the self-renunciation of the mariner’s
wife should have been given to the world along with the
other verses of the poem.”

The writer of these remarks, should my book ever fall
into his hands, must pardon me if I contradict him, and
seemingly attempt to pour co/d water on his eulogistic
summary of Scottish sailor-songs, with all due appreciation
of Cunningham’s beautiful—

“ A wet sheet and a flowing sea,
A wind that follows fast,
H
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And fills the white and rustling sail,
And bends the gallant mast !”

and Mickle’s “ Mariner's Wife.” I must own that, compared
with our one great master’s songs of the sea, these are but
sea-songs written for landsmen. There has never been but
one man’s songs, written on shore, popular with the blue-
jackets ; but one man’s songs that seafaring men have
declared redolent of pitch and tar and oakum, written with
the true spirit of a sailor ; but one man’s songs that the
ship’s fiddlers scraped on Saturday nights at sea before
the toast of “ Sweethearts and Wives,” or were sung to
cheer the tars as they toiled at the capstan—and that man
was Dibdin. His songs sent many a strapping young
fellow straight from the Sans-Souci Theatre, where they
first heard them, to the Tower Hill to join the navy ; indeed,
they became at one time a cheap substitute for the press-
gang. He painted the British seaman as he found him,
and made him neither better nor worse than he was. He
drank much grog, he swore profusely, but he fought like a
lion, and he won the First of June, and the Nile, and Tra-
falgar. And in return for this true portrait of themselves,
the sailors paid Dibdin the compliment of singing his
songs as they did their own chanties, at their work on
board. '

To return to Professor Blackie’s lecture, one of the sea-
songs, or, to speak more correctly, songs of the sea, that
he mentioned was Lady Nairne’s Caller Herrin',* which,
he added, to be properly appreciated should be heard sung
by a Newhaven fish-wife. There is a genuine sea-sadness
and at the same time healthy stimulus in this most beau-
tiful song, and the “ Flower of Strathearne,” as its gifted
authoress used to be called in the days when she was Miss

1 It is said that the melody of “ Caller Herrin’” was first suggested
by the fish-wives’ calls through the streets of Edinburgh, and the bells
of St. Giles’ chiming at the same time. It is a pretty tradition and
one that is quite in keeping with the style of the song.
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Oliphant of Gask, must have learnt some of the sea-toilers’
suffering even in her sheltered home on the brae above the
lovely, placid Earne, when she wrote—

“When ye were sleeping on your pillows,
Dreamt ye aught o’ our puir fellows,
Darkling as they face the billows,

A’ to fill our woven willows.

Buy my caller herrin’,

They’re bonnie fish and halesome farin’.

Buy my caller herrin’,

New drawn frae the Forth.

Wha’ll buy my caller herrin’ ?

They’re no brought here without brave darin’,
Buy my caller herrin’, ye little ken their worth !
Wha’ll buy my caller herrin’?

O, ye may ca’ them vulgar farin’

Wives and mithers maist despairin’,

Ca’ them lives o’ men.”

Moderato.
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and “ The Boatie Rows,” there is not another water-song
amongst the ordinary editions of Scotch Melodies, whereas
in similar editions of English Standard Songs, a very large
proportion are of a nautical nature, though certainly not
sufficiently so to please sailor-men. They may seem to us
all that can be desired in the way of “go” and salt-like
vigour. We may feel that the “ Arethusa,” the “Bay of
Biscay,” or *“ Hearts of Oak,” surpass themselves in their
heartiness and national pride,and so they do, and when we
hear them we are carried away by them, and think what is
there in the world to equal them. Well, the sailor evi-
dently does not agree with us. I remember an old “salt”
once saying to me that “ The Bay of Biscay” was a good
song in its way, but not to be compared to “ Blow the
Man down.” I wished to humour the speaker, and for-
more reasons than one to keep him #7 fune, so I did not
contradict him, but merely changed the subject, and mar-
velled not a little at the strangeness of taste that could
find so much inspiration in a tune associated with such
words as—

“Give me some time to blow the man down!”

and fail to see the grandeur in Davy’s song.

I am afraid Mr. Stephen Adams will scarcely thank me
if I narrate some of the encomiums I have heard passed
upon his favourite drawing-room sea-songs. “Nancy Lee”
is admitted to be somewhat of the right sort, but “Jack's
Yarn ” they look upon with very mixed feelings ; the com-
poser has, however, many admirers and singers of his songs
in the young gentlemen in swallow-tailed coats, who delight
after-dinner audiences with their yearnings to become bold
buccaneers, and can afford to dispense with the approval of
the blue-jackets,

Speaking of Scotch songs, there is an old song attributed
to Dunbar of a very plaintive character, used when heaving
the anchor. The tune is the same as that of “ Old Storm-
along” :—
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of seafaring men’s forethought, and it may also be said
to be a monument to the poor raised by the poor.

For a genuine description of keels and keelmen, their
origin, degeneration, &c., I should recommend a perusal of
Mr. Charleton’s most interesting book, “ Newcastle Town.” !
There will be found a true account of these most quaint
craft and quainter craftsmen, beginning with their lineal
descent from the “Chiules” of the ancient Scandinavian
rovers, in which, nearly five hundred years before Columbus
saw America, the adventurous Norsemen crossed the
Atlantic and visited Labrador, Newfoundland, and New
England—in which, in earlier times, they sailed to harass
Ireland and Scotland, and in which, after the retire-
ment of the Romans, they came to England and took
. possession of the country. “They were,” he says,
“wonderfully fine sailors, and a beautiful sight it was to
see a fleet of keels manned by the Tyne keelmen—the
finest sailors and handlers of craft in England—beating
up-river against a head-wind.” It is probable that the
keel has sailed the waters of the Tyne ever since the
Saxon invasion.

WEEL MAY THE KEEL ROW.

“ As I cam thro’ Sandgate, thro’ Sandgate, thro’ Sandgate,
As I cam thro’ Sandgate, I heard a lassie sing :
Weel may the keel row, the keel row, the keel row ;
Weel may the keel row, that my laddie’s in.
Weel may the keel row, the keel row, the keel row,
Oh ! weel may the keel row, that my laddie’s in.

“ He wears a blue bonnet, blue bonnet, blue bonnet,
He wears a blue bonnet, a dimple in his chin ;
Weel may the keel row, the keel row, the keel row,
Weel may the keel row, that my laddie’s in.
Weel may the keel row, the keel row, the keel row ;

Oh ! weel may the keel row, that my laddie’s in.”

1 Walter Scott, Warwick Lane, London.
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The following, “ Weel may the Keel Row, that gets the
Bairns their Breed,” is another old version of the Keel
Row :—

“ Weel may the keel row, the keel row, the keel row,
Weel may the keel row,
And better may she speed ;
Weel may the keel row, the keel row, the keel row,
Weel may the keel row,
That gets the bairns their breed.”

I. “ We tuik wor keel up te the dyke,
Up te the dyke, up te the dyke,
We tuik wor keel up te the dyke,
An’ there we gat her load ;
Then sailed away doon te Shields,
Doon te Shields, doon te Shields,
Then sailed away doon te Shields,
And shipped wor coals aboard.

Singin’—Weel may the keel, &c.

2. “ Then we rowed away up te the fest,
Up te the fest, up te the fest,
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“ Some good-like body, some bonny body,
To be with me at noon ;
But last I married a keelman,
And my good days are done.

“I thought to marry a parson,
To hear me say my prayers—
But I have married a keelman,
And he kicks me down the stairs.

“I thought to marry a dyer,
To dye my apron blue ;
But I have married a keelman,
And he makes me sairly rue.

“1I thought to marry a joiner,
To make me chair and stool ;
But I have married a keelman,
And he’s a perfect fool.

“1I thought to marry a sailor,
To bring me sugar and tea ;
But I have married a keelman,
And that he lets me see.”

Many of the local songs of Northumberland are full of
exquisite humour. Here is one well-known to North-
umbrians in general and to Northumbrian fishermen and
seamen in particular. It was mentioned amongst a few
others in an article which I found in a very old volume of
Blackwood’s Magazine. The verses are given somewhat
differently in the book of “Northumbrian Minstrelsy ”
(published by the Society of Antiquaries of Newcastle-
upon-Tyne), and the tune that it is set to there is that
which is known as “ The Wedding o’ Blythe ; or, Blue’s gaen
oot o’ the Fashion "—

“ Blue’s gaen oot o’ the fashion,
Red’s come in with the new;
But I'll have a sailor laddie,
And dye my apron blue.”
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daur - na come a-shore For Bo - ver and his gang.

“The ballads and tunes illustrating the doings of the
press-gang in the Newcastle district have deserved greater
attention and more searching investigation from the lovers
of historical knowledge than has hitherto been accorded
them. ‘Captain Bover’ and the three following melodies
are interesting memorials of these stirring times, and as
expressions of the popular feeling towards this tyrannical

HERE'S THE TENDER COMING.
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Here’s the ten - der com - ing, Full of men - o’ - war.

mode of appeal to the patriotism of the sailors. This
oppressive mode of recruiting for the navy acted with great
severity upon the sailors, keelmen, and all others of the
working population whose avocations partook in the least
degree of the nautical character. The harsh and tyran-
nical measures committed by the officers of the navy in
the conducting of ‘a press, invited determined resistance,
1
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THE SAILORS ARE ALL AT THE BAR.
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“The sailors are all at the bar,
They cannot get up to Newcastle ;
The sailors are all at the bar,
They cannot get up to Newcastle.

“Up with smoky Shields,
And hey for bonny Newecastle ;
Up with smoky Shields,
And hey for bonny Newecastle.”

The foregoing songs and remarks on the press-gang I
have taken from the book of “Northumbrian Minstrelsy,”
published by the Society of Antiquaries of Newcastle-
upon-Tyne.

The following is to this day a great favourite amongst
the watermen of Tyneside :—

THE KEELMAN OWER LAND.
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The following air was a great favourite with Tynesiders,
but I have failed to discover any verses for it :—

SANDHILL CORNER.
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O, the bon-ny fish-er-lad, The fish-er-lad gat had o’ me.
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My lad’s at the bar, at the bar, at the bar,
.My lad’s at the bar whom I love best.”

Sometimes the last two lines of this song are varied—

“ Blaw the lad ti’ the bar, ti’ the bar, ti' the bar,
Blaw the lad ti’ the bar that I love best.”

THE WATER OF TYNE.
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“O where is the boatman ? my bonny hinny !
O where is the boatman ? bring him to me,—
To ferry me over the Tyne to my honey,
And I will remember the boatman and thee.

“ O bring me a boatman, I'll give any money,
And you for your trouble rewarded shall be,
To ferry me over the Tyne to my honey,
Or scull him across that rough river to me.”

Andante,
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Solo—“Our keelmen brave, with laden keels,
Go sailing down in line,
" And with them load the flect at Shields,
That sails from coaly Tyne.
Chorus—* So here’s to coaly Tyne, &c.

Solo.—Let us unite with all our might,
Protect Queen Caroline,
For her will fight, both day and night,
The sons of coaly Tyne.
Chorus—* So here’s to coaly Tyne, &c.”

There are a number of verses to this song, all more or
less patriotic in sentiment ; but, like most local songs, it
could only be interesting to those who are acquainted
with the people and places alluded to. Tynesideis sorich
in songs, that I find myself obliged to confine my selections
to those that are best known as the favourites of the water-
side population.

The fisherfolk who belong to that most quaint north-
country village, Cullercoats, have acquired for themselves
a celebrity that is only rivalled by one or two other similar
places. Their fresh vigorous hardihood, fearless boldness,
and thrifty ways have long been characteristic of them, but
it is perhaps to the Cullercoats fishwives that the fact of
their wide-spread popularity is especially due, with their
warm and at all times seasonable-looking costumes, their
always fresh and comely and sometimes really bonny faces,
and their creels of tempting fish; the Cullercoats fish-
wives are familiar and welcome objects in the strects of
Newcastle-upon-Tyne, and their oft-repeated cries of
“Will ye buy any fish ?”” and “ Shares o’ caller ling,” are
perhaps amongst some of the most original cries to be
heard on the banks of the Tyne. The peculiarly pro-
longed notes in which the “ Buy any fish ? ” is called, make
it very difficult to render accurately.
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The “Shares o’ caller ling,” on the contrary, is given
much sharper, and repeated very frequently.

X " ) —— 1
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They have furthermore been immortalized in verse. I
am not very certain that the following is correct, but at
least it is one version of the poem :—

THE CULLERCOATS FISHWIVES.

“ The Cullercoats fishwives so cosy and free,
They live in their cottages close by the sea,—
And they sell their fine fish
To the poor and the rich!

Will ye buy ? will ye buy?
Will ye buy my fine fish?”

The old cry of the herring-sellers of Newcastle-upon-
Tyne was a much more lengthy one, and sometimes con-
sisted of a set of doggerel verses which, if they were
approved by the good people of the “canny toon,” in those
bygone days, they must have been scarcely as sensitive and
refined as one would like to imagine the ancestors of the
present generation of Novocastrians.

“’Ere’s yer caller herrin’ !
’Ere’s yer caller fresh herrin’ !
"Ere’s yer 'resh Jeerin’ !
’Resh heerin’ !
Fower a penny, hinny !
Fower a penny ! Fower a penny !
Caller heerin’ !”

Any one who is acquainted with the city on the coaly
Tyne will recognize in the “ Fowera penny ” the vernacular
of the vendors of oranges, who line the streets during the
winter season, and whose harsh, discordant voices, though
they may, being so thoroughly Nezwcastle, be affectionately
associated with the place in the minds of the natives, will
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“ Faintly as tolls the evening chime,
QOur voices keep tune and our oars keep time,
Soon as the woods on shore look dim,
We'll sing at St. Anne’s our parting hymn.
Row, brothers, row, the stream runs fast,
The rapids are near, and the daylight’s past !

“ Why should we yet our sail unfurl?
There is not a breath the blue wave to curl!
But when the wind blows off the shore,
Oh'! sweetly we'll rest our weary oar.
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast,
The rapids are near, and the daylight’s past!

“Utawas’ tide ! this trembling moon
Shall see us float over thy surges soon.
Saint of this green isle! hear our prayers,
Oh! grant us cool heavens and favouring airs.
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast,
The rapids are near, and the daylight’s past!”

The following is a favourite voyageurs’ song :—

V'LA I’BON VENT.

CHORUS

N NN NN =24 i |
.45_4_~c —'_d__r' i 1w Sy 2
:@ pu _?—"’—V—;
V’1a I'bon vent, v'1a ljo- i vent, V’lé.l bon vent, ma mie m'ap-pel- le ;
.« FINE.
A Ny N NP — o~
:@—"‘—__h_mﬂ—_'\—r:i;#——jf—?\?_—‘——'j o —9° :;,T_'—,__:i:“
o ¥ b il v L4
V’Ia I'bon vent, v’Ia I'jo-1li vent, v’1a I'bon vent, ma mie m'at-tend.

K 2






Music orF THE WATERS. 133

mie qu’ mon cceur aime tant, La voi - ] ma mie qu mon coeur aime.

English Version.

“In recturning from pretty Rochelle,
I met three charming demoiselles,
There’s the dear my heart loves,
There’s the dear my heart loves.”

From the Century Magazine (May, 1882), I quote the
following pilgrim’s rowing-song ; it occurs in an article on
“The Canadian Mecca,” by W. George Beers. The
writer says: ‘“But what song is that stealing over the
water, like a Canadian voyageur’s refrain? A boat laden
with pilgrims from the Isle of Orleans is making for our
shore, and the voices rise and fall with the dip of the oars
in the true rhythm of the canotier : "—
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The French-Canadians are a light-hearted, song-loving
people, and the very poorest amongst them have an in-
stinctive taste for music; and many of the boatmen, rafts-
men and voyageurs among the Iroquois Indians served
under Lord Wolseley in Egypt, and might often be
heard singing their quaint old-world songs. 1 am told

that the old Province of Quebec has a peculiarly musical
populaticn,


















FRENCH SAILORS AND BOATMEN'’S
SONGS.

IN France the system of maritime conscription has been
brought to almost mechanical perfection, and 172,000 men
between the ages of eighteen and fifty are inscribed on the
rolls. It would, however, appear from a statement made
by the late much-lamented Captain Goodenough, at a re-
cent discussion at the United Service Institution, that all
the men liable to the maritime conscription in France are
not deep-water sailors. The great majority are merely
fishermen. They have had no experience in large ships
until they enter the navy. It is not intended to imply a
doubt of their value as a naval reserve. On the contrary,
they possess many admirable qualities. Mr. Cripperton, in
a recent consular report, says of the Breton fishermen on
the French coast, that “ their race forms the admirable sailors
of whom France is justly proud. Austere in their faith,
full of trust in Providence, dauntless in danger, patient in
suffering, bearing deep love, but also profound hate, ever
rcady to lay down their lives when duty or affection re-
quires, they form an admirable light to the shades adverted
to in speaking of other classes of the French labouring
population.” It would appear, nevertheless, that the con-
scription does not always furnish the French Navy with
men well adapted to theservice. This fact cannot be better
exemplified than by quoting the following paragraph,
which is given in its original language in Lord Brassey’s
book, ¢ British Seamen ”—it is taken from Admiral Jurien
de la Gravitre’s “ La marine d’autre fois "—he says, “ The
crew of the Aurora (man-of-war) was composed of con-
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scripts, who had never before even seen the sea, and of
niggers who had exhausted it in every sense. . . . We
learnt at length to manage affairs with this mode of recruit-
ing, but not without infinite care, and if we have succeeded in
modifying the evils of a system which our inadequate mari-
time population imposed upon us, it is above all on board
ships where the importance of the individual is sunk in the
effort of the many who have to be kept going. It is thus
not difficult to see that steam has in a most a-propos fashion
come to take the place of these too numerous super-
numeraries.”

We hear a great deal in England at the present time
about Foreign Seamen, and their superiority over the
British Tar. Lord Brassey, whose very comprehensive
work on our seamen 1 have just quoted, referring to
this, attributes a great part of the unpopularity of our
sailors to the masters that are set over them. He says,
quoting Consul Crowe’s remarks, “With the school-
master abroad, and competition rife on every side, it is not
sufficient that the master is conversant with navigation and
seamanship ; his education must extend a little further,
his intellectual and religious character must be raised. If
you ask why the character of the Norwegian and Swedish
commercial marine has been rising, commune with masters
of their merchant-ships, and the mystery will be revealed.
Just in proportion to their education, their real moral worth,
and their general knowledge of the world, will they be
found to rank in the merchants’ good books; and just as
they rank there will they be found to rank everywhere, at
home and abroad.” How can you expect men to do right
who spend eleven months cut off from all sources of enjoy-
ment, and the twelfth surrounded by the strongest tempta-
tions to sin ?  Our sailors are the pioneers of civilization.
It is from their character and conduct that semi-barbarous
peoples form their first impressions of our nation. The
officers on whom such great responsibilities devolve deserve
the best education it is in our power to bestow. France,



Music oF THE WATERS. 141

like many other nations, is to be congratulated on the
superiority of its masters.

My province, however, lies neither with the character of
the men nor of their masters ; but simply with their songs,
and lively and song-like as France and the French appear
to be, there is but little to chronicle with regard to their
sailors’ or fishermen’s répertoire.

Monsieur Paul Sébillot tells me that out of five hundred
songs he has collected from the peasants and people
generally of Bretagne, he has rarely come across any at all
pertaining to the sea. Indeed only some five or six may
lay claim to the title.

Bretagne is naturally the coast par excellence of France
for seamen, and I naturally turned there first for specimens
of the sea-songs of the country. I give those I have been
able to obtain. In Provence I have fared a little better,
though nothing like to the extent I had hoped to do.

The first is a specimen of the old Corsaire-song of the
last century :—

Moderato. ;
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FRENCH VERSION.
Solo—

Le trente et un du mois d’aofit,
Le trente et un du mois d’aofit,
Nous vimes arriver sur nous,
Nous vimes arriver sur nous,
Une frégate d’Angleterre

Qui rasait Ja mer et les flots ;
Pour s’en aller jusqu’a Breslau.

Chorus—
Buvons un coup, buvons deux,
A la santé des amoureux,
A la santé du roi de France,
Merde pour celui d’ Angleterre,
Qui nous a déclaré la guerre.

Solo—
Le Capitaine, en la voyant,
Le Capitaine, en la voyant,
Fit appeler son lieutenant :
Lieutenant, étes-vous assez brave,
Lieutenant, étes-vous assez fort
Pour aller accoster son bord ?

Le lieutenant, fierz et hardi,
Lui répondit, ¢ Capitaine, oui.
Faites monter votre équipage ;
Braves soudards et matelots,
Faites-les tous monter en haut.”

Le maitre donne un coup de sifflet,

Le maitre donne un coup de sifflet.

““En haut!” Largue les peiro-
quets !

Largue les ris, et vent arriére ;

Laisse arriver prés de son bord,

Pour voir qui sera le plus fort !

Vire lof pour lof! En abattant !
Nous Vaccostimes, par son avant;

A coups de hache d’abordage,

A coups de piques et de mousquetons
Nous Pavons mis & la raison.

Que dira-t-on de lui tant6t,

Que dira-t-on de lui tantdt,

En Angleterre et & Breslan,

En Angleterre et & Breslau,

D’avoir laissé prendre sa frégate,
Par un corsaire de dix canons,

Qui qu’'en avait trent-six et de bons ?

Music or THE WATERS.

ENGLISH VERSION.

Solo—
The thirty-firstof the monthof August,
Thethirty-first of the month of August,
‘We saw bearing down upon us,
We saw bearing down upon us,
An English frigate.
Sheskimmed o’erthe seaand the waves
To go as far as Breslau.

Chorus—
Let us drink once, twice,
To the health of lovers,
To the health of the King of France,
Merde for that of the English king,
Who has declared war to us.

Solo—
The Captain, on seeing her,
The Captain, on seeing her,
Called for his lieutenant ;
Lieutenant, are you brave enough,
Lieutenant, are you strong enough,
To go and board her?

The lieutenant, proudly and valiantly,
Replied, ““ Yes, captain;

Muster your crew.

Brave veterans and sailors,

Make them all come up on deck.”

The boatswain blows his whistle,

The boatswain blows his whistle,

“On deck!” Let go the topsail
yards !

Tack the sheets, let go the sails ;

Let her come up alongside of us,

‘T'o see who will prove the strongest.

Keep to her weather side! Heave-to!
We accosted her fore and aft ;

We boarded her by common consent,
With pikes and cannon-hall

We brought her to reason.

‘What will be said of her by-and-by,
What will be said of her by-and-by,
In England and at Breslau,

In England and at Breslau,

To have let herself be taken

By a privateer (corsair) of six cannons,
She that had thirty-six, and such good

ones ?

This song of the Corsairs I obtained through the kindness
of Monsieur Paul Sébillot, whose name is known through-
out the length and breadth of France, for his valuable
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books on popular traditions, songs, superstitions, legends,
and every sort of folk-lore. The song of the corsairs he
introduces in his volume of “ Traditions et Superstitions de
la Haute Bretagne.” He says, in speaking of the corsairs,
“That he has not been able to gather much of their
history. Their souvenir rests principally in the fishermen’s
songs, and that the one quoted is a favourite with the
Bretons, and seems to have originated in the latter part of
the eighteenth century.” 1 have made no attempt at
rhyme in my translation of the verses of this most truly
nautical but unpoetical song. The music of it was noted
by Monsieur Bourgault Du Coudray. In the same work
Monsieur Sébillot speaks of some extraordinary character-
istics of the old Breton seamen. One paragraph aroused
my interest in no small degree; he says: “I myself have
met with old sailors whose dream of delight was to be able
before dying to eat the heart of an Englishman guste raw,
and one of them it is said, confessed on his death-bed to
his confessor, that he would not mind stretching a point
and eating it cooked.” It is to be hoped that in the event
of this slightly unamiable desire being granted, the indi-
gestion so richly merited would reward the effort.

The following song is known as “ Les Marins de Groix,”
or “ The Sailors of Groix” :—
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LES MARINS DE GROIX.

FRENCH VERSION.
Nous étions trois marins de Groix,
Embarqués sur le Saint Frangois ;
Mon tradéri, tra la la la,
Mon tradéri, tra la la laire.

Embarqués sur le Saint Frangois,

Gagnant quarante-cinq francs par
mois ;

Mon tradéri, &c.

Gagnant quarante-cinq francs par
mois ;

Et du vin & tous les repas ;

Mon tradéri, &c.

Et du vin 2 tous les repas ;
Un vent de terre vint & monter ;
Mon tradéri, &c.

Un vent de terre vint & monter ;
11 va nous falloir bouliner :
Mon tradéri, &c.

THE SAILORS OF GROIX.

ENGLISH VERSION.
We were three sailors of Groix,
On board of the Saint Frangois ;
Tralalala, trala la,
Mon tradéri, tra la la laire.

Embarked on the Saint Frangois,
Gaining forty-five francs per month ;
Mon tradéri, &c.

Gaining forty-five francs per month,
And wine with every repast ;
Mon tradéri, &c.

And wine with every repast ;
A land-breeze had just sprung up ;
Mon tradéri, &ec.

A land-breeze had just sprung up ;
We were obliged to sail to windward.
Mon tradéri, &c.

Each line at the commencement is repeated, and the
chorus is always the same throughout.

FRENCH.
11 va nous falloir bouliner,
Et p-téte (peut-étre) bourlinguer.

Lt p-téte bourlinguer,
1.capitaine donne un coup d’sifflet.

1. ’capitaine donne un coup d’sifflet ;
’Pare a serrer les perroquets.

"Pare 4 serrer les perroquets,
Le marchepied z-il a cassé !

Le marchepied z-il a cassé,
Le matelot tomba z-a Peau.

Le matelot tomba z-4 I'ean,
Et on met la chaloupe & 'eau.

Et Pon met la chaloupe 4 I'eau,
On n’retrouva que son chapeau.

On n’retrouva que son chapeau,
Son garde-pipe et son couteau.

Son garde-pipe et sou couteau.
Oh ! plaignez le pauvr’ matelot.

i

ENGLISH.
We were obliged to sail to windward,
And perhaps had just run the gaunt-
let.

And perhaps had just run the gaunt-
let,
The captain sounds his whistle.

The captain sounds his whistle,
¢ Prepare to lighten the top-sails.”

“ Prepare to lighten the top-sails.”
He has just shaved the towing-path.

Ie has just shaved the towing-pathl,

. The sailor falls into the water.

| The sailor falls into the water,
| And the long-boat is lowered.

And the long-boat is lowered,
But they only find his hat.

But they only find his hat,
His pipe-guard, and his knife.

His pipe-guard and his knife.
Oh ! pity the poor sailor.

This song was heard sung on the shore of the “ Manche”
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by Monsieur Sébillot. He says it is often repeated, or

portions of it, in French novels,
considered very good seamen.

The sailors of Groix are
Groix is an island situated

not far from the coast of Morbihan.
The words that follow are those of a French rowing
song—* La Chanson des Mariniers,” or “ The Boatmen’s

or Watermen’s Song.”

FRENCH VERSION.

Mon pére a fait batir maison,
Tirons donc tous sur nos avirons,
Tirent, ah ! tirent, mariniers, tirent,
Tirons donc tous sur nos avirons.

Par quatre-vingts jolis gargons,
Tirons donc tous sur nos avirons,
Tirent, ah ! tirent, mariniers, tirent,
Tirons donc tous sur nos avirons.

Le Roy a passé aux environs,
Tirons donc tous sur nos avirons,
Tirent, ah ! tirent, mariniers, tirent,
Tirons donc tous sur nos avirons.

A qui est-ce donc cette maison ?
Tirons donc tous sur nos avirons,
Tirent, ah ! tirent, mariniers, tirent,
Tirons donc tous sur nos avirons.

C’est & ma fille Jeanneton,

Tirons donc tous sur nos avirons,
Tirent, ah ! tirent, mariniers, tirent,
Tirons donc tous sur nos avirons.

It also hails from Morbihan :—

ENGLISH VERSION,

My father has had a house built,
Pull, then, with all our strength,
Pull, ah ! pull, oarsmen, pull,
Pull all together with our oars.

By eighty handsome boys,

Pull, then, all together with our oars,
Pull, ah! pull, oarsmen, pull,

Pull, then, with all our oars. .

The King has passed in the vicinity,
Pull, then, all together with our oars,
Pull, ah ! pull, oarsmen, pull,

Pull, then, all together with our oars.

To whom, then, belongs this house ?
Pull, then, with all our oars,

Pull, ah ! pull, oarsmen, pull,

Pull, then, all together with our oars.

Tt belongs to my daughter Jeanneton,
Pull, then, all together with our oars,
Pull, ah ! pull, oarsmen, pull,

Pull, then, with all our oars.

The French chanty so popularly known as “ Ali! alo !”
originates with the sailors and dock-labourers of the Port
of Dunkerque. So much does its rhythm appeal to them
that it nearly always serves as the tune for all their ‘“com-
plaints.” Any day in Dunkerque you may hear this
“Ali! alo!” trolled out by dozens of them as you pass
along the quay. Now it comes from the lips of some
smart matelot, and the words are as follows —

Soro. CHORUS, avec energae.

A -1, A-.li a-%, a -
L

a -lo, pour Mas-che-ro!
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The music is of the truest Breton style, and is known by
the name of “ Er re goli.”

FRENCH VERSION.

Dieu puissant, notre pere,

?ui commandez aux flots,
Jcoutez la priére

Des pauvres matelots.

Ils vous ouvrent leur ame,

Ils vous offrent leurs veeux,

En priant Notre-Dame

De prier avec eux.

Pilote des étoiles

Qui naviguent aux cieux,
Seigneur, guidez nos voiles,
Gardez-nous en tous lieux.
Quand nous sommes au large
Ot nous vous invoquons,
Daignez prendre la charge
De ceux que nous aimons.
Quand nous sommes au large
Ot nous vous invoquons,
Daignez prendre la charge
De ceux que nous aimons.

Veillez sur nos familles,
Protégez nos parents,

Nos femmes et nos filles,

Et nos jeunes enfants.

Nous les laissons 3 terre,

En mer nous vous prions
Pour eux d’étre un bon pére ;
Nous vous les confions.

A genoux dans 1'église,

Ils demandent pour nous
Que le temps et la brise
Comme du miel soient doux.
Nous, 4 bord du navire,

En regardant le ciel,

Nous oserons vous dire ¢
Envoyez-leur le miel !

Jésus, sauveur des hommes,
Soyez notre amiral !

Vous voyez quinous sommes,
Détournez-nous du mal.

ENGLISH VERSION.

God all Powerful, our Father,
Thou who commandest the sea,
Listen to the prayer

Of the poor mariners.

They open their hearts to Thee,
They offer to Thee their vows,
In praying the Holy Virgin

To join her prayers with ours.

Thou pilot of the stars

Who steers in the heavens,
Saviour, guide our sails,
Guide us wherever we may go.
When we are on the deep,
Where we invoke Thy name,
Take under Thy heavenly care
All those whom we love,
When we are on the deep,
Where we invoke Thy name,
Take under Thy heavenly care
All those whom we love.

Watch over our families,
Protect our parents,

Our wives, our daughters,
And our little children.

We leave them on shore,
At sea we pray to Thee

To be a father to them,
Whom to Thee we confide.

On their knees in church

They ask for us,

That the weather and the wind
Be soft and sweet as honey.
We on board our ship,

In looking up to heaven,

‘We dare to say to Thee :

Send them the honey.

Jesus, Saviour of men,

Be our admiral !

Thou knowest who we are,
Keep us from all evil,



Que votre main puissante,
Au gré de vos desseins,

Vers le bien oriente,
Les cceurs de vos marins.

Dieu des miséricordes
Abaissez vos regards

Sur nos mits et nos cordes,
Quand, parmi les brouillards,
A la cape, en dérive,

Affalés sous le vent,

Nous sommes vers la rive
Drossés par le courant.

Pour notre sauvetage,
Patron des sauveteurs,
Donnez-nous bon courage
En nous rendant meilleurs.
Preservez-nous du vice,

Et qu’aprés notre mort
Notre barque atterrisse
Prés de vous & bon port.

Music oF THE WATERS.

Let Thy powerful hand
Guided by Thy desire,

At the gelden harbour land
The hearts of Thy sailors.

God of all mercy,

Bend we pray Thy looks

On our ropes and sails,

When we are in danger.

At the cape, we drift
Weighed down with the wind,
And make towards the shore
Driven by the tide.

For our salvation,

Patron of Saviours,

Give us help and courage
By making us better.

Keep us from all vice,
And after our death

Let our barque come safely
To the haven of Thy love.

It is impossible to translate the full beauty of this
exquisite poem. It was given, to me by an English lady
who was for many years resident in Brittany, and whom I
met accidentally whilst travelling one day. We had some
conversation, in the course of which she asked me if I knew
Brittany ? I told her I did not. She then spoke of the
fishermen and seamen generally of that part, and told me
some stories of the extraordinary superstition that exists
among them. “They have some nice customs, too,” she
added, “for instance, a beautiful litany which they chant
before going on a voyage ; I heard it several times and got
one of the old fishermen to repeat it to me while I wrote it
down, and I also procured the music. I have been thinking
lately of sending it to a young lady in the North of England,
whom I understand is collecting the sailors’ songs of all
nations ; I am sure she will like to have it for her book.”

I told her how glad I should be to have it, and after
a little more talking 1 reached my destination. A few
days later the Litany and a very kind letter were sent me
by my travelling-companion, and a request that I would
translate the verses as literally as possible, so that the
fervour of the Breton religion might not be destroyed for
the sake of a rhymed version.
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The songs which follow are well known, being always
sung to the same tune, whereas many of the Provencal
fishermen’s favourites are sung to so many different airs
that they end by having no special identity. Their verses
are all of a romantic type, and very touching. Some of
those which follow are peculiar to the sardine fishers, but [
am not quite certain which they are. Marseilles ought to
have some local chanties, but, if it has, the sailors are
loth to make them public property. I believe it was of
Marseilles that the verses in which the following lines
occur were written :—

“ Where the mud lies black and shiny,
Where the waters sweep along,
Where the wharfmen stout and grimy
Heave and haul with many a song.”

At the moment I am just in receipt of a song from the
South of France, said to be a great favourite with the
sailors in that part of the country. It is known as “Le
Petit Navire,” and, as it was sent to me with the following
accompaniment, I have just given it as sent :—

LE PETIT NAVIRE.
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FRENCH VERSION. ENGLISH VERSION.
T1 était un petit navire, There was once a little ship,
11 était un petit navire, There was once a little ship,
Qui n’avait jamais nav:gue ‘Which never, never sailed,
Qui n’avait jamais navigué. Which never, never sailed.
Au bout de cing a six semaines At the end of five or six weeks
Les vivres vinrent & manquer, Provisions began to fail the crew.
On fit tirer la courte paille, They drew lots with pieces of straw,
Pour savoir qui serait mangé. To know which of them should be
eaten.
Le sort tomba sur le plus jeune ; The lot fell on the youngest ;

En sauce blanche il fut mangé. In white sauce he wus to be eaten.
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Il monta sur le mat de hune
Et vit la mer de tous cotés.

¢¢ O Sainte Vierge, O ma patronne,
Préservez-moi de ce danger.”

He climbed the topmast,
And saw the sea on every side.

O holy Virgin, guardian samt,
Preserve me from this danger.”

The prayer must have been granted, for the song ends

here.

As will be seen by the first verse set to the music,

each line throughout is repeated.

SONGS OF PROVENCE.

The following song is a very old one, and has for years
and years been popular amongst the sailors of fair Pro-

vence (—

CHANSON DE MATELOTS.
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FRENCH VERSION.

11 était une barque & trente matelots,

11 était une barque & trente matelots,

A trente matelots, .

Sur le bord de I'ile,

Qui chargeaient des concauts sur le
bord de I’eau.

Qu’avez-vous donc la belle ?

Qu1 vous fait tant pleurer?

Qu’avez-vous donc la belle ?

Qui vous fait tant pleurer?

Qui vous fait tant pleurer sur le bord
de I'ile ?

Qui vous fait tant pleurer sur le bord
de I'eau?

ENGLISH VERSION.

There was a boat manned by thirty
men,
There was a boat manned b~
men,
By thirty men,
On the shore of the islar
‘Which sent off ships tc

iirty

‘What ails you then yi?
‘What makes your g
What ails you th
‘What makes v
What make~
island sh
What ma!
shore ?

1'ty ?
?
»w on the

n the sea-
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Pleurez-vous votre pére ?

Ou I’'un de vos parens ?

Pleurez-vous votre pere ?

Oul’un de vos parens ?

Ou 'un de vos parens, sur le bord de
I'tle?

Ou I'un de vos parens, sur le bord de
Yeau?

Je pleure un brig goélette,

Parti la voile au vent ;

Je pleure un brig goélette,

Parti la voile au vent ;

Parti la voile au vent, sur le bord de
I'le,

Parti la voile au vent, sur le bord de
Peau.

Est parti vent arriére,

Les perroquets au vent,

Est parti vent arriére,

Les perroquets au vent,

Les perroquets au vent, sur le bord de
I'ile,

Les perroquets au vent, surle bord de
Peau.

Est parti pour la traite,

Avec mon bel amant,

Iist parti pour la traite,

Avec mon bel amant.

Avec mon bel amant, sur le bord de
I'ile,

Avec mon bel amant, sur le bord de
Teau.

Do you weep for your father?

Or one of your kin?

Do you weep for your father?

Or one of your kin?

Or one of your kin on the island shore ?
Or one of your kin on the sea-shore ?

I am weeping for a schooner,

Gone with sails flying in the wind,

I am weeping for a schooner,

Gone with sails flying in the wind,

Gone with sails flying in the wind on
the island shore,

Gone with sails flying in the wind {from
the sea-shore.

Is gone sailing before the wind,

The topsails to windward,

Is gone sailing before the wind,

The topsails to windward,

The topsails to windward on the island
shore,

The topsails to windward on the sea-
shore.

Is gone for the transport,

‘With my handsome sweetheart,

Is gone for the transport,

With my handsome sweetheart,

With my handsome sweetheart on the
island shore,

With my handsome sweetheart on the
sea-shore.

This song, which was translated for me by Monsieur G.
Borell, professor of music at Aix-en-Provence, from the
native Provence into French, is somewhat difficult to render
in English ; one or two words are beyond translation.

Several more verses of the next fisherman’s song were
sent to me, but as no French translation accompanied
them, I think it scarcely worth while inserting them, as I
doubt if the Provencal language is known to many English
people ; the music, however, is so pretty that I have deemed
it worth a place.

LOU NOUVE DI PESCAIRE.

DELILLE. Musique de G. Borrr.
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There is no regular music to any of these songs; they
are all favourites with the seamen of Provence, and may be
heard in a variety of settings.

LA BARQUE DU PECHEUR.

FRENCH VERSION.

Seul dans sa nacelle

Au déclin du jour,

Le pécheur fidéle

Chante son amour.

Mais les vents barbares
Rompent les amarres,

Et Ponde en fureur

Roule la barque du pécheur ;
Et onde en fureur

Roule la barque du pécheur.

En voyant ses rames
Sur des boros chéris,
Aux fracas des lames
11 méle ses cris,

o8
Pleurant sa chaumiére,
11 songe 4 sa mére ;
Mais l’onde en fureur

Roule la barque du pécheur.

Sur la mer profonde
Trois nuits et trois jours,
La mer vagabonde
Roule sans secours.

THE FISHERMAN’S BARX.

ENGLISH VERSION.

Alone in his skiff,

At the close of day,

The faithful fisherman
Sings of his love.

But the barbarous winds
Cut his moorings,

And the fury of the wave
Rocks the fisherman’s bark ;
And the fory of the wave
Rocks the fisherman’s bark.

In seeing his oars

On the crested wave,

‘With the roar of the billows
He blends his cries,
Bewailing his hut,

He thinks of his mother ;
But the fury of the wave
Rocks the fisherman’s bark,

On the deep sea

Three days and three nights,
On the roving sea

He rocks without help.
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C’est en vain qu’il prie,

La Vierge Marie ;

La vague en fureur

Roule la barque du pécheur.

Aux feux des étoiles

D’un navire, un soir,

II crut voir les voiles,

11 sourit d’espoir;

Mais loin de 'espace,

Ol le vaisseau passe,

La vague en fureur

Roule la barque du pécheur.

In vain he prays

To the Virgin Mary ;

The wave in fury

Rocks the fisherman’s bark.

By the light of the stars
One night, of a vessel

He thinks he sees the sails,
He smiles with the hope ;
But far away where

The vessel passes,

The fury of the wave

Rocks the fisherman’s bark.

The two last lines of each verse are repeated.

CHANSON MARITIME.

FRENCH VERSION.
Venez, venez, matelots & la ronde,
Approchez-vous ici, venez tous
écouter,
Oh ! vous qui avez déja fait le tour
du monde,
11 faudra ici venir vous délasser,

Cette chansonnette est pour mnos
marins.
Que chacun répete ce joyeux refrain,

Tra la, la, la, la, &c.

Tous nos braves marins que 'univers
revére,

Qui la nuit etle jour vont pour fendre
les flots,

Pour servir leur patrie ils quittent
pére et meére,

Rien d’égal au courage des bons
matelots !

Gargons et fillettes, vivent nos marins !

Que chacun répeéte ce joyeux refrain,

Trala, la, la, la, &c.

Vous vaillants serviteurs de Triton,

Et vous vaillants héros qui montiez
le vengeur,

Ceux de la Belle Poule, honorable
frégate,

Dans les plus grands dangers mon-
triez votre valeur.

En fin tout le monde dira ce refrain,

Tra la, la, la, la, &c.

LE RETOUR DU MOUSSE.

FRENCH VERSION.

Nous étions entre ciel et terre,
Et dans la nuit, et dans la nuit,

SEA SONG.
ENGLISH VERSION.

Come, come, sailors, all come round,
Approach, come all and listen,

Oh'! you who have already made the
tour of the world,

You must come here to amuse your-
selves,

This little song is for our sailors.

Let each one repeat this joyous
refrain,
Tra la, la, la, la, &c.

All our brave sailors that the universe
reveres,

‘Who night and day go to cleave the
waves,

To serve their country leave father
and mother,

Nothing equals the courage of the
good sailors !

Boys and girls, long live the sailors !

Let each one repeat the joyous
refrain,

Tra la, la, la, la, &c.

You valiant servitors of Triton,

And you valiant heroes who ven-
geance take,

Those of the Belle Poule, honourable
frigate,

In the greatest dangers showing your
valour.

In fact every one will repeat,

Tra la, la, la, la, &c.

THE CABIN BOY’S RETURN.
ENGLISH VERSION.

We were between heaven and earth,
And in the night, and in the night,
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Notre vaisseau sur ’onde amére
Voguait sans bruit, voguait sans bruit,
Quand une voix plaintive et douce
Tout bas chantait, tout bas chantait,
C’était la voix d’un jeune mousse,
Qui répétait, qui répétait,

Adieu, beau ciel de ma Bretagne

Et ma promise et mes amours,
Adieu, ma mére et ma compagne,

Je vous regretterai toujours.

Nous étions entre ciel et terre,

Et loin du port, et loin du port,
Sa plainte a la brise 1égére

Dasait encor, disait encor,

Qui me rendra de mon rivage
Les bords chéris, les bords chéris,
Et les sentiers de mon village
Toujours fleuris, toujours fleuris,
Et les sentiers de mon village,
Toujours fleuris, toujours fleuris?

Ol donc est mon humble masure

De Landernau, de Landernau?

Car le clocher c'est la mature

De mon vaisseau, de mon vaisseau.
Je ne vois plus que les mouettes

Qui sur les mers, qui sur les mers,
Ont remplacé les paquerettes

De mes prés verts, de mes prés verts.

Nous étions entre ciel et terre,
Et grice au vent, et grice au vent,
Le brik enfin touchait la terre,
Le jour suivant, le jour suivant,
Apres sa longue traversée,

I1 tend les bras, il tend les bras,
A sa mére, 2 sa fiangée ;

I1 dit tout bas, il dit tout bas,
Salut, beau ciel de ma Bretagne
Salut, mon pays, mes amours !
Salut, ma mére et ma compagne,
Je reviens a vous pour toujours.

LE PECHEUR.

FRENCH VERSION.
Plus legére que Phirondelle,
Comme ma gentille nacelle
Glisse avec grice sur les eaux.
Elle bondit fitre et coquette,

Our ship on the salt wave

Floated silently, floated silently,
When a voice plaintive and sweet,
Quite softly sang, quite softly sang ;
1t was the voice of a little cabin boy,
Who repeated, who repeated,
Adieu, lovely sky of my Brittany
And my beloved and my loves,
Adieu, my mother and my friend,

I must always regret you.

We were between heaven and earth,
And far from port, and far from port,
His wail on the light breeze

Said again, said again,

Who will give me back my shore,
The beloved banks, the beloved
- banks,

And the paths of my village,

Always in flower, always in flower ?

Where is now my humble cottage

Of Landernau, of Landernau?

Now my home is under the mast

Of my vessel, of my vessel.

I only now see the sea-gulls

‘Which on the sea, which on the sea,

Have replaced the daisies

Of my green meadows, of my green
meadows.

‘We were between heaven and earth,

And thanks to the wind, and thanks
to the wind,

The keel at last touched the earth.

The following day, the following
day,

After his long voyage,

He holds out his arms, he holds out
his arms, .

To his mother, to his betrothed ;

He says quite low, he says quite
low,

I greet the bright sky of my dear
Brittany,

Welcome, my
beloved !

I greet my mother and my companion,

1 am come back to you for ever.

country, my best

THE FISHERMAN.

ENGLISH VERSION.
Lighter than the swallow,
Lightly my pretty skiff
Skims gracefully over the waters.
She bounds along, proud and co-
quette,
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Semblant défier la tempéte
Et le choc terrible des flots.
Tra la, la, la, la.

Seul au milieu de I'onde
Quand je vogue, ma foi,

Le plus grand roi du monde
Est moins heureux que moi.
Tra la, 1a, la, la,

Tra la, la, la, la,

Tra la, la, la, la.

Je ne posséde pour richesse
Que Ninna, ma belle maitresse,
Mes filets, ma nacelle, et Dieu.
Et qu'a-t-il besoin de fortune
Celui que le monde importune,
Et qui se contente de peu?
Tra la, la, la, la.

Qu’apres une gloire éphémere
Les ambitieux de la terre
Insensés passent tous les jours.
Pietro le pécheur est plus sage,
En dépit du vent, de I’orage,
Joyeux il répéte toujours—
Tra la, la, la, la,

Tra la, la, la, la.

LA CHANSON DU MOUSSE.

FRENCH VERSION.

La mer est ma patrie,
Ce bord est mon séjour ;
J’y dois passer ma vie,
I’y dois mourir un jour.
Va, petit mousse,

Dans un climat lointain,
La mer est douce

Pour le pauvre orphelin.

La vie est bien amére

A Venfant délaissé,

Que 'amour d’une mére
N’a jamais caressé.

Va, petit mousse,

Dans un climat lointain,
La mer est douce

Pour le pauvre orphelin.

Je vais loin de toi, ma belle,
Conserve mon amour ;

Je reviendrai, je I’espére,
Pour nous unir un jour.

Va, petit mousse,

Dans un climat lointain,

La mer est douce

Pour le pauvre orphelin.

Seeming to defy the tempest
Tra la, la, la, la.

Alone in the midst of the waves
When I am floating, my faith,
The greatest king in the world
Is less to be envied than me.
Tra la, la, la, la,

Tra la, la, la, la,

Tra la, la, la, la.

I only own as riches

Nina, my lovely queen,

My nets, my skiff, and my God.
‘What need has he of fortune
‘Whom the world importunes,
And who is content with little ?
Tra la, la, la, la.

The ambitious people of the earth
Stupidly pass all their days

In seeking an ephemeral glory.
Peter the fisherman is wiser,

In spite of the wind and the storm,
Joyful he ever repeats—

Tra la, la, la, la,

Tra la, la, la, la.

THE CABIN BOY’S SONG.
ENGLISH VERSION.

The sea is my kingdom,

This shore is my holiday home ;
I have to live my life here,

And here I must one day die.

| Go, little cabin boy,

To a distant clime,

The sea is calm

For a poor orphan boy.

Life is very sad

To the lonely child,
Whom a mother’s love
Has never caressed.
Go, little cabin boy,
To a distant clime,
The sea is calm

For a poor orphan boy.

I am going far from thee, my sweet,
Keep thou my love ;
I will return, I hope,
| And then one day we’ll wed.
Go, little cabin boy,
To a distant clime,
The sea is calm
+ For a poor orphan boy.

And the terrible dashing of the waves.
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Many will be familiar with the two French sea-songs
which follow, “ Pauvre Pierre” and the lovely “ Une Fleur
pour Réponse.” They are great favourites amongst the
sailors. I well remember hearing a splendid old Breton
mariner singing the latter; there was a whole world of
pathos in his way of rendering it, and of unconscious
rugged grandeur in the picture he himself presented.

UNE FLEUR POUR REPONSE.
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FRENCH VERSION. ENGLISH VERSION,
“Notre vaisseau va quitter cette | ““ Our ship is about to sail,
plage, . . And for long 1 shall not see you.
Oh! bien longtemps je serai sans | In going so far away, may I have a
vous voir. keepsake,

Enm elmgnant,emporteral-]e ungage, | If not for love, at least for hope ?
Sinon d’amour, au moins d’un peu
d’espoir ?
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Je pars; adieu, Marie ! Hélas, je pars
demain !

Si vous me regrettez, oh ! je vous en
supplie,

Donnez-moi cette fleur, chérie, que
toucha votre main !

“Si cette fleur, par vous m’était
donnée,

Méme, en partant, j’aurais quelque
bonheur !

Et, loin de vous, cette rose fanée

Serait toujours, toujours 13, sur mon
coeur !’

La pauvre enfant, qui tremblait a sa |

vue,

Triste et réveuse, implorait Dieu tout
bas !

Et lui, reprit, d’une voix plus émue,

“Vous vous taisez! oh! vous ne
m’aimez pas ;

Je pars, 'dme flétrie ! Adieu! je pars
demain.”

11 allait s’éloigner, quand cette fleur
chérie,

Seule réponse de Marie, s’échappa de
sa main.

I am going; adieu, Marie! Alas, I
leave to-morrow !

If you will regret me, oh ! I beg you,

Give me that flower, darling, your

hand has touched !

¢“ If that flower were given me by you,

Even in leaving I should feel some
joy !

And when far away from you, that
faded rose

Will be ever, ever there, on my
heart !”

The poor child trembled ’neath his
gaze,

Sad and dreaming she implored God’s
help !

And he in a voice both tender and
reproachful,

Said, “Youaresilent,ah! youdonot
love me ;

I am going, my heart is wounded'!
Adieu, I go to-morrow.”

He was turning away, when that
cherished flower,

Sole answer from Marie, was dropped
from her hand.

PAUVRE PIERRE.
A

N
]
I
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FRENCH VERSION.

La voile s’enfle, il va partir, le brick
A Dallure élégante ;

Sur le pont le matelot chante, in-
soucieux de l’avenir,

Mais Peeil fixé sur 'onde amére, un
seul la regarde en pleurant,

Car sur la greve il voit sa mére, qui
pleure et bénit son enfant.

Un jour, hélas ! le pain manquait 4 sa
famille désolée,

Et sousla cabane isolée, déja ’horrible
faim entrait,

Mais vers le port Pierre s’élance, se
vend et revient en pleurant,

¢ Mere,” dit-il, “ plus de souffrance,
embrasse et bénis ton enfant 17

Parti pour de lointains climats, errant
sur la plaine-écumeuse,

Apres une course ourageuse, le bon
Pierre ne revmt pas;

Etsur la greve solitaire que le flot
baigne en sy brisant,

Chaque jour voit la pauvre mére qui
prie et pleure son enfant.

The story of “Pauvre Pierre
favourite with Jack in France.

ENGLISH VERSION.

The sails are set of the gallant brig,

On deck the sailor sings, regardless
of the future

But with his gaze fixed on the bitter
wave one is silently crying,

For on the shore he sees his mother
weeping and blessing her child.

One day, alas! bread failed the deso-
late family,

And into the isolated cabm, already
hunger in its horror has entered,
But Peter runs towards the port, sells
himself, and comes back weeping,
¢ Mother,” says he, ““ no more pain,

embrace and bless thy child !*
Departed to far distant climes, wan-
dering over the foaming plain,
After a stormy voyage, the good
Peter never comes back ;
And on the lonely shore washed by
the incoming tide,
Each day sees the poor mother pray-
ing and weeping for her child.

» is an undoubted forecastle

This is another very favourite song in Provence with the

fishermen :—

LI MARTEGAN.
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In a course of more than a hundred and eighty leagues,
the “corn-coloured river,” as an old chronicle calls the
Loire, flows through meadows, vineyards, woods, and great
cities, without once finding a barren or a desert spot.
From its source to the sea, on either side, the eye sees
only flocks feeding, chimneys smoking, and ploughmen
who seem singing at their ploughs. The stream glides
noiselessly over its sandy bed among islets nodding their
plumes of osier, willow, and poplar. In all the landscape
there is a delightful though rather unvarying softness, a
subdued quiet, which gives to everything around you that
attractiveness which is somehow always found with affluence
and ease. It is almost a piece of Arcadia, with more water
and less scud. Upon the river dwell a race who partake of
its character. They bhave not the jeering turbulence of the
Seine boatmen, nor the sullen fierceness of those of the
Rhéne, nor the heaviness of the men who navigate the
Rhine. The bargeman of the Loire is of a peaceful dis-
position ; vigorous without coarseness, and merry without
excess, he lets his life flow on through things as he finds
them, like the water which carries him between its fertile
banks. With a few exceptions, he has no restraints of locks,
no hard labour at the oar, no tedious towing work to
undergo. The wind, which finds free course through the
immense basin of the river, enables him to sail both up and
down. Standing at the enormous helm, the boatmaster
attends only to the course of the barge, while his mates
help it along by “spurring” the bottom of the water with
iron-shod poles. At intervals, a few words are exchanged
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in the loud tone of people accustomed to talk-in the
open air; the youngster hums the famous song of ‘“ The
Bargemen of the Loire ;” the barge that meets them getsa
merry cheer as it passes, or gives them some useful bit of
news; and in this way they all reach the evening’s
anchorage, where the crews who have had equal luck of
wind and tide during the day, meet together at the public-
house patronized by “the River Service.”

The following verses are often to be heard sung by these
bargemen, rarely twice to the same tune, sometimes an opera
air is used, anon a hymn tune, anything that adapts itself
to the singer’s feelings and the rhythm of the words.

I do not know whether it is generally known that the
Vaudeville is really an early form of French water-song.
It originated with the workmen of a fuller of Vax de
Vire, or the valley by the River Vire ; these men used to
sing while spreading their cloths on the banks of the
river, usually the subject was some incident or adventure of
the day, and thus from Vau de Vire we get the Vaudeville.
It seems strange that so rustica custom should have
originated the gayest songs of France. The Sanjaneus are
credited with the authorship of this comical little song :—

“ Fisher, fishing in the sea ;
Fish my mistress up for me.
Fish her up before she drowns
Thou shalt have four hundred crowns.
Fish her for me dead and cold
Thou shalt have my all in gold.”

The following famous song of the Rhdne I have given in
its entirety, as it is well deserving of the space it takes up.
It is “ Le Revestidon, ou Les Equipages du Rhéne ”—* The
Revestidon, or the Boats’ Crews of the Rhone.” The
Revestidon means one of the pontoons for embarking and
debarking from the steamboats which ply between Lyons
and Avignon. I am again indebted to Monsieur Borel for
his translation of the Provengal version; indeed, what

M
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Monsieur Sébillot has done for me in Brittany and the
North of France gencrally, Monsieur Borel has done in
Provence and the South. Had all my applications for
information respecting the sailors’ and fishermen’s songs of
a country met with one half the courtesy and extremely
kind help that have been shown them in France, I should
have found my task a much less formidable undertaking ; it
is, perhaps, by contrasting the unresponsive and many times
indifferent treatment of other nations that the kindness and
cordiality of the land of the arrowy Rhone, and corn-
coloured Loire, stands out in such shining characters.

DELILLE. LOU REVESTIDON. G. BOREL.
Andantino.
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FRENCH VERSION. | ENGLISH VERSION.
Tais tirer, mon brave eqmpage ! | Pull! my brave crew,
Mes septante chevaux, filez ! My seventy horses, shoot by ;
Du Rhone, il est fier le rivage, The strand of the Rhone is proud
Quand bravement vous le foulez ! When you valiantly crowd by.
Clest ainsi que, droit comme un | Itis thus, straight as a taper,
cierge, In front of the principal boat,
A Pavant du maitre-bateay, That the coxswain, lifting his cap
Crie: A Peau! sous lcil de la | Under the eye of the Virgin cries,
Vierge ! “Take the water.”

Le patron btant son chapeau.

LA ! fais tirer ! les chefs répétent, ““There, pull,” the other masters

Li! La! LA! mes chevaux vail- repeat,
lants; “ There, there,there, my valiant horses;
Tandis qu’en Lair les fouets claqué- | Whilst in the air the whips are crack-
sent, ing

Vos picds ont des éclairs brillants. | Your feet are going like lightning.
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Grands, beaux, et forts, pleins de
souplesse,

Jarrets tendus, suants, courbés,

La maille, & la barque maftresse,

Par quatre vous tient accouplés.

Et contre I’eau le train remonte,

A la file les bateaux vont;

I1 vente, il pleut, rien ne vous
dompte,

Pluie et soleil rien ne vous font.

Suivant les sentes mariniéres,
L’on vous voit piaffer et nager ;
Vous traversez ruisseaux, rivieres,
Sans jamais vous décourager.

Et soit d’Arles, soit de Beaucaire,
De Tarascon ou d’Avignon,
Vous amenez, narrétant guere,
Le chargement jusqu’a Lyon.

Que de villes, que de villages,
Que de montagnes, de chiteaux,
Les marins, pendant ces voyages,
Ont vus du pont de leurs bateaux !

Tout en naviguant, leurs pensées
A ceux qu’ils ont laissés seulets,
S’en vont, doucement caressées,
Des femmes aux enfantelots.

Mais voici ’endroit difficile,

Le Revestidon redouté,

Chevaux, allez d’un pas tranquille,
Et ne marchez point & coté.

Les six bateaux, on les sépare,

Et deux par deux ils sont passés,
Chevaux et gens, dans la bagarre,
Luttant contre eau, sable et fossés.

Preparés au mauvais passage,
Bravement ils en sont sortis,
Et les marins, selon 'usage,

3 sy
Dissent, “ Nous sommes revesti !

Puis la troupe s’en est allée

Vers le plus grand mas du terroir ;
Sous les peupliers de 'allée,

A la Durbane on va s’asseoir.

Big, beautiful, strong and supple,

With legs distended, sweating and
bent,

The ring to the principal boat,

By four together holds you coupled.

And against the tide the
remounts,

In file the boats go by ;

It may blow, it may rain, but nothing
stops you,

Rain and sun are all one to you.

train

Following the mariner’s path

One can see you pawing and swim-
ming,

Over streams and rivers you go

With an almost indomitable courage.”

Be it from Arles, or Beaucaire,
From Tarascon or Avignon,
You take the cargo to Lyons,
Scarely without stopping.

‘What numbers of towns and villages,

‘What mountains, what castles,

Must the sailors have seen

From the bridge of their boats during
these voyages !

As they sail their thoughts fly

To those whom they have left all
alone.

Their thoughts fly as softly caressed

As women caress their children.

But here comes the most difficult
part,

The Revestidon so feared,

‘“Horses ! go, step quietly,

And don’t walk to the side.”

The six boats are then separated,

And two by two they pass it ;

Horses and men in the hubbub

Fighting against water, sand, and
ditches.

Prepared for the bad passage,
Bravely they come through it,

And the sailors, according to custon,
Say, ‘“ We are revesti.”

Then the troops go off

Towards the biggest farm in the
district ;

Under the poplars of the walks,

At the Durbane they go and sit
down.

2
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On trouve 1a superbe étable ;

Cent chevaux n’y seraient point mal.
On y boit le vin délectable

De Chateauneuf, le vin papal.

Et la table est si bien servie !
Plus d’un s’en donne tout son sodl.
Oh'! la nuit est bientdt finie !
L’on est si joyeux chez ¢ Pécoul !’

A la paresse cherchant noise,
II faut regagner les bateaux ;
Adieu, donc, la belle bourgeoise !
A Lyon nous serrons bient6t.

Et la rejane, la grand maille,
Et tous chevaux sont rattachés ;
3étes et gens, chacun travaille,
Tout attentifs, 'on voit penchés.

Patron et second & la poupe,
De vin point on ne manquera ;
Le petit mousse fait la soupe ;
A son tour chacun dormira.

Et de nouveau file la troupe

De chevaux, d’hommes doux et forts ;
11 va peirant, le vaillant groupe,
Sans jamais se plaindre du sort.

Son voyage est comme la vie :
Tristesse et gaieté, froid et chaud ;
1.es jours passent, I’ceuvre est finie :
Au bout du travail le repos. . .

““ Fais tirer, mon brave équipage ;
Mes septante chevaux, filez,

Du Rhéne il est fier le rivage,
Quand bravement vous le foulez.”

There they find superb stabling ;

A hundred horses would not do
badly in it.

They drink delectable wine,

Chateauneuf, the papal wine.

And the table is so well served,
More than one drinks his fill !

Ah! ah! the night is soon over,
One is so joyful at *“ Pécoul's !’

With idleness they soon quarrel,
They must regain the boats ;

‘“ Good-bye, then, pretty peasant!
At Lyons we soon shall be.”

And then the rejane, the great maille !
And all horses are harnessed ;

Beasts and men, each one works,

All attention one sees them.

Coxswain and second mate at the
stern,

No one will want for wine ;

The little cabin-boy makes the soup ;

In his turn each will sleep.

And again the troop files along,

Of horses and men, weak and strong ;
It goes labouring, the valiant group,
Without complaining of their lot.

Their voyage is like life :

Sadness and gaiety, cold and heat ;
The days go by, the work is finished :
At the end of labour comes rest.

¢¢Pull, then, my noble crew ;
My seventy horses, fly ;

The strand of the Rhone is proud
‘When bravely you crowd by.”

When the boatmen of the Rhoéne wished to indicate to
which side of the river the train of boats had to go, to right
or to left, they cried “ Reiaume ” or “ Empeire,” because in
the Middle Ages the banks on the right of the Rhdne were
the possessions of the kings of France, and on the left were
the provinces of our actual France, taken from the Empire
of Germany.

The ancient crews for remounting the course of the
Rhone were often composed of six or seven boats, and of
sixty to ninety horses. These animals were coupled by
fours together, and the great “ Maio,” the “Réjano,” the
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“Carato,” &c., were the principal cables and tow-ropes
that tied the horses to the boats. They designated, under
the names of front winds and back winds, the first and
the last horse of the file of those horses of the towing-path.
Each quadrigawith its “ baile” or conductor,and the conduc-
tor of the foremost quadriga, were named *“baile premier.”

The Durbane was a large farm, with beautiful shady
walks of poplars and elms. It was in the old days a
public-house of considerable dimensions and repute, and
“ Joseph Pécoul,” who is alluded to in one of the verses,
was the last of the great publicans of the Durbane.

Perhaps I may be permitted to quote some verses from
Guillaume de la Landelle’s dedicatory poem to sailors, with
which he prefaces his “ Le Gaillard d’Avant.”

Matelots, bon peuple marin, Sailors, brave sons of the ocean,
Votre ronde gafieté m’est chere, Your sunny nature pleases me,
Car je suis un ami sincére For I am your sincere friend,
Et quelque peu votre cousin. Your cousin I might almost be.
Jai partagé votre destin I have often shared your lot
Lt vu de prés votre misere, And have seen you in your pain,
Je sais qu’une chanson légere And I know how much on board
A bord dissipe le chagrin. May be done by some joyous strain.
Et c’est pourquoi j’ai fait ce livre And that is why I have written this
Recueilli dans vos nobles ceeurs, book
Au gaillard d’avast je le livre. Of the songs that live in your noble
hearts,
And I inscribe it to the “Foc’sle
Head.”
Vous en étes les vrais auteurs ; You are really the authors of it ;
Moi, j’ai simplement mis en rimes I have simply put in rhyme
Vos franches vertus maritimes. Tlie frank simplicity of your sailor
ife.
J’emprunte & votre magasin I borrow from your varied store
Tous mes airs; pouvais-je mieux | All my tunes ; could I do better ?
faire ? And through your strange vernacular
Et dans votre vocabulaire Keep to the very letter.
Je navigue mon droit chemin.

De la Landelle seems to have been to France what Mr.
Clarke Russell is to England at the present time, namely,
the true chronicler of the sailors’ sayings and doings, and
the genuine historian of the curiosities and credulities of
the foc’sle-head and the galley fire. Dec la Landelle’s volume



166 Musrc or TinE WATERS.

(“Poémes et Chants Marins”)is the nearest approach to
Dibdin’s style of writing of any that I have found, and is full
of songs that are often to be heard on the decks of French
ships ; some few of them may be said to be of the genuine
chanty type. He also published a very interesting volume,
“Le Langage des Marins,” which gives ample evidence of
the study he has made of seamen and of their extraordinary
vernacular.

The following is the French fishermen’s “ Hymn to Saint
Anne” :—
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“Good Saint Anne, great Saint Anne,
Mother of the mother of God!
In heaven you list to the pleading
Of the fisherman who calls on you.
You are the most revered of all our saints,
We are pilgrims of the chapel consecrated
To your love by the seamen.”
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“ Les Enfants de la Mer”

FRENCH VERSION.

* Dis-moi, mon vieux, dis-moi pour-
quoi

Tu ris en douceur & part toi?”

¢ C’est que je répéte & part moi :

Chante, chante,

L’ardeur vaillante,

L’air calme et fier

Des enfants de la mer!”

is a favourite rowing-song :—

ENGLISH VERSION.

¢ Tell me, my old friend, tell me why

You sit and softly laugh by your-
self 2

“It is because I am repeating to my-
self

Sing, sing,

Of the valiant strength,

The calm, proud bearing

Of the sons of the sea !”

CHANSON POUR RAMER.

Allegretto.
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“ La Corsairienne ”
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is another favourite rowing-song :—

CHANT POUR RAMER.

Allegretto.
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“ For the pirate who goes on board
There must be victory or death !
Hallo there, feather gently,

Vive la France!
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tions of the people, in Italy is due to the strong emotions
and passionate nature of her natives. In Italy the mari-
time population amounts to 223,000, of this the greater
part are fishermen, though a large number man the
Genoese barques in the general carrying trade.

The songs of the fishermen and Lazzaroni of Naples are
full of whimsical nonsense and impudence, many of them
are merely the popular tunes of the day ; but, like those of
Venice, the sound of the boat, with its cadence of rowers, is
ever and again heard.

The Mediterranean sailor is popularly supposed to
chant snatches of opera over his fishing-nets ; but, after all,
his is only a larger sort of lake, with water of a question-
able saltness. Sir John Hamner’s exquisite sonnet, “ The
Finmara,” or “ The Old Fisher,” is an admirable picture of
those poor creatures, whose living, if it may be so called,
is made by fishing for a few sardines in the blue waters of
the Mediterranean :—

“ Thou art a fisher of Mazorbo ; lone,
Drifting a usual shadow o’er the sea,
With thine old boat, that like a barkless tree
Creaks in the wind a pitiless dreary moan;
And there thy life and all thy thoughts have flown,
Pouncing on crabs in shallows, till thy knces
Crooked as theirs, now halt unsteadily,
Going about to move the anchor-stone ;
And when the waves roll inward from the east,
Takest thy net, and for some few sardines
Toil’st in the morning’s wild and chilly ray.
Then dost thou go to where yon bell-tower leans,
And in the sunshine sit, the poor man’s feast,
Else abstinent in thy poverty, all the day.”

Mazorbo, a sea-port of Sicily, where is often witnessed
the approach of the Marobea, a violent agitation of the sea,
announced by the stillness in the atmosphere and a lurid
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sky. The Mediterranean can furnish dangerous enough
storms upon occasion, and far worse than storms, the
terrible white squall which lies ambushed under sunny
skies, and leaps unawares upon the doomed vessel. But
the Mediterranean is not the deep sea, nor has it produced
the best and boldest navigators, therefore, although we still
seek the sources of our maritime law amid the rock-poised
huts (once palaces) of Amalfi, we must go elsewhere for our
true songs of the sea.

“Borne on
Beyond Sorrento and Amalfi, where
The siren waits thee, singing song for song.”

The following song of the well-known composer of
Italian popular songs—Paolo Tosti—is a great favourite
with the sailors of Italy :—

PERCHE VUOI TU FIDAS LA BARCA AL MARE,

Assai moderato.
rut. NN N A a fempo.

At least, this is the title by which the song is known, but
the sailors will improvise their own words to the air,
probably of some droll, lazy, impudent nature, such as
delight the hearts of the fishermen of that town of glorious
colours, softest lights, and sweetest sounds—Naples.

In a very able article (in the A#lantic Monthly of
October, 1858), entitled the “ Language of the Sea,” we learn
how much we are indebted to Italy for the language that
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is known as that of the sea. “ Upon the Italian main the
words ‘tack’ and ‘sheet,” ‘prow’ and ‘poop,” were first
heard ; and those most important terms by which the law
of the marine highway is given—*starboard’ and ‘lar-
board.’ For if, after the Italian popular method, we con-
tract the words ‘questo bordo’ (this side) and ¢quello
bordo’ (that side) into sto bordo and lo bordo, we
have the roots- of our modern phrases. And so the
term ‘port,” which in naval usage supersedes ‘larboard,” is
the abbreviated porta lo timone (carry the helm), which,
like the same term in military usage, ‘port arms, seems
traditionally to suggest the left hand. The three masts of
a ship are known as ‘fore,” ‘main,’ and ‘mizzen ;’ of these,
the first is English, the second, Norman-French, and the
third, Italian (mezzano). Your seaman’s tongue is a true
bed of Procrustes for the unhappy words that roll over it.
They are docked without mercy, or now and then, when
not properly mouth-filling, they are ‘ spliced’ with a couple
of vowels. It is impossible to tell the whys and wherefores
of sea-prejudices. . . . Sailors have indeed a passion for
metamorphosing words, especially proper names. The
Bellerophon of the British navy was always known as the
‘Bully-Ruffian, and the Ville de Milan, a French prize, as
the ¢ Wheel ’emn along. . . . For the sea has a language,
beyond a peradventure, an exceedingly arbitrary, technical,
and perplexing one, unless it be studied with the illustrated
grammar of the full-rigged ship before one, with the added
commentaries of the sea and the sky and the coast-chart.
To learn to speak it requires about as long as to learn to
converse passably in French, Italian, or Spanish, and
unless it be spoken well, it is exceedingly absurd to any
appreciative listener.”

If Italy then is not rich in sea-songs, she is at least the
nurse or foster-mother of many sea-terms which play an
important part in those songs that are sung on board
vessels of other nationality.
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SANTA LUCIA.
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This well-known song is often sung by the fishermen of
Naples, the gondoliers of Venice, and Italian seamen
generally. It is truly of the barcarolla type, and seems
thoroughly suited to water pursuits. I give the translation
of the words—

ITALIAN VERSION.

Sul mare lucia

L’ astro d’ argento,
Placida & I’ onda
Prospero ¢ il vento,
Vente all’ agile
Barchetta mia,
Santa Lucia !
Santa Lucia !
Vente all’ agile,
Barchetta mia,
Santa Lucia!
Santa Lucia !

Con questo zeffiro,
Coti soave,

Oh! com’ & bello,
Star tu la nave !
Sie passaggieri
Venite via.

Santa Lucia !
Santa Lucia !

Mare si placido
Vento si caro
Scordar fa i triboli
Al marinaro.

ENGLISH VERSION.
Over the ocean
Night’s star is beaming,
With every motion

Bright waves are gleaming.

Over the ocean
Night’s star is beaming,
With every motion

Bright waves are gleaming.

Sweet voices ringing,
Gaily are singing,
Santa Lucia!

Santa Lucia !

Sea gently flowing,
Sweet music’s measure,
Wind softly blowing,
How pure a pleasure !
Sea gently flowing,
Sweet music’s measure,
‘Wind softly blowing,
How pure a pleasure.
Santa Lucia !

Santa Lucia !

While gaily ringing
Sweet voices singing,
Santa Lucia !

Santa Lucia !

N
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E va gridando,
Con allegria,
Santa Lucia !
Santa Lucia !

O dolce Napoli,
O tuol beato,
Ave sorridere,
Volle il creato.
Tu sei I’ impeso,
Dell’ armonia,
Santa Lucia !
Santa Lucia !

While gaily ringing
Sweet voices singing,
Santa Lucia!

Santa Lucia !

Naples the fairest,

Thy shores perfuming,
Earth’s flowers the fairest
Ever are blooming.
Where gaily ringing
Sweet voices singing
Santa Lucia !

Santa Lucia !

The following charming song is well known as a boatman’s
favourite ; it is “ The Amalfi Boatmen’s Serenade ” :—

LA FATA DI AMALFI.

ITALIAN VERSION.
Chiagnaro-rd la la mia sventura
Si non tuorne chiu, Rosella !
Tu d’ Amalfi la chitt bella,
Tuna Fata si peme !
Viene vi¢, regina mia ;
Viene, curre a chi-sto core, ca non
& &
Non ¢’ & no sciore,
Non ¢’ & stella comm’ a te !

Co chi parlo? Ahi sconsolato !
Addo sta la rosa mia ?

S’ ¢ sfrunnata pe la via,

E chit addore non me da!

No signore la vedette,

So tre mise ch’ & scappata ;
Ma co tutto ch’ & na sgrata
Non la pozzo io maie scorda !

La matina che pe tiempo,
Vaco a Napole mbarchetta,
Pare tanno che m’ aspetta
E la mano me vo da !
Quanno po lo cielo scura,
Ed io vaco pe piscare,
Miezo 4 I’ onne de lo mare,
Veco pure che sta 1a !

E turnanno, a la capanna,
La saluto a lo barcone,

E la solita canzona

Taco tanno pe canta :
Viene vié, turl na stella,
Vu d’ Amalfi si la fata ;
Ma larosa s’ ¢ sfrunnata,
Ed io I’ aggio da scorda !

THE FAIRY OF AMALFIL

ENGLISH VERSION.
T’ll bewail my misfortune
If thou returnest not, Rosella !
Thou, the fairest of Amalfi,
Art indeed a fairy to me.
Come, come my queen,
Come fly to this heart ;
There is no flow’r to compare with
thee,
Nor a star like as thou art !

With whom do I speak? Alas! dis-
consolate,

‘Where is my rose to be found ?

It has been plucked by the way,

Its odour no longer floats round.

Won by the gaze of a master,

It is three months now since she fled ;

But although thus cruel to me

_Her memory is not dead.

When on every morning early,

I with my boat to Naples go ;

It seems to me that she’ll be waiting,
To put her hand in mine—just so !
Then when the sky is darkened,
And I to the fishing must be,

Even amongst the waves of the ocean
That woman appears to me !

And when returning to the cottage,
I salute the pretty thing,

And the usual canzonetta

Beneath her balcony sing :

Come, come, thou art the star,
Thou of Amalfi art the fairy ;

But the rose is now culled,

And of loving her I must be chary.
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The Neapolitan dialect, in which most of these fishermen’s
and boatmen’s songs are written, is so difficult to translate,

literally and at the same time
has many times to be sunk in

rhythmically, that the latter
the endeavour to accomplish

the former. This song of “ The Fairy of Amalfi” may be
-taken as a very fair specimen
Italy.

of the watermen’s ditties of

THE BOATMAN’'S FAREWELL TO NAPLES.

ITALIAN VERSION.

Nce simmo a la partenza,

To me ne vaco addio ;

Napole bello mio,

Non te vedraggio chili !

Quanto ne’ & de chilt caro

Dinto de te se nzerra,

Addio, addio, no paraviso nterra,

Napole mio, si tu! Ah! no paraviso
nterra,

Napole mio !

1’ ammore chi me ncontra

Che vo parld me pare ;

L’ aria, le bie, lo mare

Me parleno purzi,

A chiagnere me vene

Napole bello addio ; addio, addio,
Lo paraviso mio, sempe pe me tu si !
Ah! lo paravisé mio sempe me tu si !

ENGLISH VERSION.

I am ready to depart, .

I go far away, good-bye ;

Oh! Naples, my own,

I’ll see thee no more.

‘Whatever is most beloved

Is hidden in thy bosom,

Good-bye, good-bye ; a paradise on
earth

Naples, mine thou art,

Good-bye, good-hye !

Every one I meet, with love
Methinks will wish to speak ;
The heavens, the earth, the sea,
Also with love will speak to me.
‘The wish to cry comes over me,
Beautiful Naples, good-bye !
The paradise for me

Thou wilt always be.
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FENESTA VASCIA.

The song known as the Neapolitan “ Water-Carrier’s
Song” may be perhaps deserving of a place in a collection

of the “ Music of the Waters.”

“ Fenesta Vascia”:—

ITALIAN VERSION.

Fenesta vascia, e patrona crudele,
Quanta sospire m’ aje fatto jetare?
M’ arde sto core comm’ a na cannela,
Bella a quanno te sento annomenare !
O je piglia la sperienzia de la neve !
La neve ¢ fredda e se fa maniare ;
E tu comme si tant’ aspra e crudele !
Muorto mme vide € non mme vuo
ajutare.

Vorria asseventare no piccinotto

Co na lancella a ghire vennenno
acqua,

Pe mme nne i da chiste palazzuotte,

Belle femmene meja, a chi vo acqua ?

Se vota na nennella da la "ncoppa :

Chi ¢ sto ninno che va vennenno
acqua?

. io responno co parole accorte,

So lagreme d’ ammore, e non &acqua !

“The Closed Window,” or

ENGLISH VERSION.

Closed window ! Ah, cruel mistress,

How many sighs have you made me
heave ?

My heart burns like a candle

Whenever, sweet, your name
breathe !

Alas ! ungrateful one, learn from the
Snow,

Which is tractable though cold ;

But thou, how severe and cold thou
art !

Were I dying, to save me not suffi-
ciently bold.

they

I wish T could become a pretty lad,

And with a can go selling water,

Then under every balcony I’d shout

My pretty maids! who wishes water ?

So, that perchance, the fairest one
might ask,

Who is that youth, who is selling
water ?

And in a few short words 1’d say,

Tears of love it is, but no, not water !
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The pretty idea of this little poem seems almost lost in
the English version, certes one may translate Neapolitan
songs into our own cold, stately language ; but the softly-
rounded phrases sound meaningless and harsh. One cannot
translate the passionate abandon of the Neapolitan’s love-
songs, nor the sunny impudence of those which treat of
other matters. We may bring the sprig of Edelweiss from
the lofty heights of the Alps, and expect it to flourish in a
back garden in Bloomsbury, and we may sing the Neapo-
litan song to the piano in our chilly northern land ; but we
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cannot put into it all the life, and fire, and sweetness, that
makes it the thing of beauty it is, when it has the guitar
for accompaniment, the soft liquid Italian syllables for
words, and the bright, warm sun and turquoise bay to lend
it the subtle charm of colour.

LA CAROLINA.

“Ya Carolina” or “Caroline” is a favourite with the
Venetian gondoliers, as well as with the boatmen of Naples.
The verses are so stupid that I feel tempted to suppress
them, one verse may be perhaps enough to show the
maudlin sentiment of them :—

ITALIAN VERSION. ENGLISH VERSION.
Aggio visto na figliola, I a girl have seen,
Bell’ assaje e graziosa, . Very pretty and very graceful,

Tutt’ acconcia e vrucculosa, Uh ! All neatness, and oh ! so kind,
5

Che zuccaro che d’ & ! Quant’ ¢ doce | A piece of sugar she is to my mind !

chella vocca, | Oh, how sweet is that mouth !
Quant’ & bello chillo riso ! Oh, how dear is that smile !
Tu te cride mparadiso quanno sta | Thou wouldst think thyself in Para-
vicino a te, dise

Quant’ & bello chillo viso, Quant’ ¢ | Were she near thee but a while !
doce chillo riso ! ‘

Tu te cride mparadiso quanno sta
vicino a tte ! '

Allegretto. pPp
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NEAPOLITAN FISHERMAN’S SONG.

& Allegro vivace. - -

G
[ 4

%

ug —‘% I ; W \ \ \
ﬁv—:—:—:—p—géﬁ%_—p—"—"ﬂ

=5 = S
s e e
tomee s
%—r——ﬂ-ﬂ:‘tlﬁﬁj—g‘gﬂgtﬁ

e e ey

/- - v
' ¥

T

—
L) } =
%tm_,_' —iPTH_L‘_]_" - ————=—o—]
¢ —V—b—ry—:"——'t;g _b_LJZ—yﬂ—-_I_E_J_d
The preceding song is the oldest Neapolitan fisherman’s

favourite. There are no words recorded for it ; doubtless
they have not been thought worthy of preservation.

POPULAR NEAPOLITAN SONG.

Con granaezza .. o
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dim,

Perhaps the most extraordinary men that my work
of collecting the sailors’ songs has led me amongst are
some specimens of Italian seamen who visited me at
home. I had often found it a difficult matter, and always
one requiring some little tact, to induce the sailors to accept
any gratuity for their trouble in singing. Sometimes, in
the case of their coming to me, all they would deign to
accept was their railway-fare from the neighbouring port
where they happened to be staying ; but on the occasion
of the visit of the before-mentioned Italians the case was
quite different. One of them, a ferocious, black-browed,
olive-skinned individual, I had made acquaintance with in
the Infirmary, where he had been for some weeks owing
to an accident to his leg. He could speak a little English,
and after a few inquiries as to his accident, &c., I asked
him if he could sing? The answer being satisfactory, I
then proceeded to question him as to the sailors’ songs.
He appeared to understand me perfectly, and it was
arranged that he should come and see me and sing some
of his chanties, as soon as he was able to leave the Infirmary;
the chaplain, with his usual kindness, volunteered to direct
him. Weeks passed, and I had almost forgotten him, when
one afternoon, sitting writing at the open window, I was
startled by hearing what appeared to be a very violent
altercation at the front door. Very foreign-sounding
tongues seemed taking part in the disturbance, and three
very foreign-looking faces greeted me as I went forward, to
find the maid vainly endeavouring to understand the reason
of this strange invasion. I must add that she was a
stranger, and therefore not accustomed, as she very soon
became, to the heterogeneous style of visitors who, in the
persons of the various nationalities of sailors, found their
way to me. One of the three, my infirmary acquaintance,
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on catching sight of me, instantly shouted, *“Missie!
missie!” and, evidently thinking all difficulties removed by
this -recognition, marched in, followed by two dreadful
specimens of the most swarthy, oily, evil-looking men I
ever saw—rings through their noses, as well as in their
ears, adding an unnecessary touch of barbarism to their
already horrible appearance. As far as I could learn from
the excited manner and disjointed English of the Italian,
I gathered that they were Mexicans, but why he had
brought them, or where he had found them, I could not
make out. They could not speak a word of any language
that I ever remember having heard before ; I conclude it
must have been some sort of low Spanish. I tried by
every means in my power to induce the Italian to sing, but
with no avail, he utterly refused, without money were first
given him. I, of course, refused this, and told him he
should certainly have money after his singing. This did
not please him, and he, in his turn, tried coaxing,—

“ Missie, give me just ten shilling, and me sing long
time ! ” :

“Just ten shillings, and you'll be off like a shot,”
was my thought. “No, no,” I said. “ Missie give you
no ten shillings, and if you won’t sing now, you may go; 1
have no time to wait for you to make up your mind any
longer.” .

Just at this moment I became aware of the two Mexi-
cans nodding sagaciously at each other and touching their
heads, whilst they stared fixedly at mine, and then shouted
something in their alarming language at the Italian; he
in his turn looked at my head, then laughed. I couldstand
it no longer, and, truth to tell, I was beginning to be
rather afraid of my visitors, and feeling that I should hail
their departure with relief. I turned to ask him what all
these signs and laughing meant, and he told me it was
only astonishment at my hair not being black. ‘They
only arrived this day,” he added, “and have always been
amongst the darkest people in the world.”
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To my utter amazement one of the Mexicans here burst
in with,—

“Ya, ya! Missie have white hair!” (my hair being a
light brown).

They all three laughed at this speech ; the suddenness
of the man’s breaking into English when I had supposed
him utterly ignorant of it prevented me answering, and
the next minute they surrounded me with more cries for
money ; this time the Mexicans joining in this * Back-
sheesh” chorus. They became so uproarious in their
demands, that I was obliged to ring for some one to help me
to silence and be rid of them.

But this, as I before said, was quite an exception; as a
rule, I had nothing whatever to complain of in the manners
of any of my sailor-visitors. Sometimes the quaintest
remarks and most droll compliments would slip out, and I
have often had to refrain from smiling at the strangeness of
attire some of them—such, for instance, as the Japanese—
adopted ; doubtless out of compliment to the English
lady they came to see. I.had often heard of the custom
of oiling the face amongst semi-barbarous people, but I
never expected to have this extra addition to the toilette
made for my benefit, but I have even had that honour,
and must admit I prefer good wholesome soap and
water to the greasy compound employed in the ablutions
of some of my visitors. .

In a volume of the Cornlill Magazine (xlv. 1882) there
is a charming description of the Venetian boatmen given
in an article by Mr. J. A. Symonds, entitled “ A Gondo-
lier’'s Wedding.” Mr. Symonds writes as one who is inti-
mately acquainted with them, and refers several times
during his account of the wedding festivities to the
gondoliers’ singing—* The great business of the evening
began when the eating was over, and the decanters filled
with new wine of Mirano circulated freely. . .” Antonio,
who is a powerful young fellow, with bronzed cheeks and
a perfect tempest of coal-black hair in flakes upon his
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forehead, has a most extraordinary soprano, sound as a
bell, strong as a trumpet, well-trained, and true to the
least shade in intonation. Piero, whose rugged Neptunian
features, sea-wrinkled, tell of a rough water-life, boasts a
bass of resonant, almost pathetic quality. Francesco has
a mezza voce, which might, by a stretch of politeness, be
called baritone. . . . “Then they burst into full singing,
Antonio leading with a metal note that thrilled one’s ears,
but still was musical. Complicated contrapuntal pieces,
such as we should call madrigals, with ever reviving refrains
of ¢ Venezia, gemma'Triatica, sposa del mar,’ descending
probably from ancient days, followed each other in quick
succession. Barcaroles, serenades, love-songs, and invita-
tions to the water, were interwoven for relief. One of
these romantic pieces had a beautiful burden, ¢ Dormi,
o bella, o fingi di dormir,” of which the melody was fully
worthy. ~ But the most successful of all the tunes
were two with a sad motive. The one repeated in-
cessantly, ¢ Ohimé! Mia ‘madre mori;’ the other was a
girl’s love-lament, “Perché tradirmi, perche¢ lasciarmi!
prima d’ amarmi non eri cosi!” All these were purely
popular songs.” Mr. Symonds then goes on to speak of
the passionate love for operas, which exists amongst the
Venetian watermen. “These operatic reminiscences had
lost something of their theatrical formality, and assumed
instead the serious gravity, the quaint movement, and
marked emphasis which belong to popular music in
Northern and Central Italy. An antique character was
communicated even to the recitative of Verdi by slight,
almost indefinable, changes of rhythm and accent.” In
conclusion, he says, “On all these occasions I have found
these gondoliers the same sympathetic, industrious, cheery,
affectionate folk. They live in many respects a hard and
precarious life. The winter in particular is a time of
anxiety and sometimes of privation, even to the well-to-do
among them. Work then is scarce, and what there is, is
rendered disagreeable to them by the cold. Yet they take
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their chance with facile temper, and are not soured by
hardships. The amenities of the Venetian sea and air, the
healthiness of the lagoons, the cheerful bustle of the poorer
quarters, the brilliancy of this southern sunlight, and the
beauty which is everywhere apparent, must be reckoned as
important factors in the formation of their character. And
of that character, as I have said, the final note is playful-
ness. In spite of difficulties, their life has never been stern
enough to sadden them. . . . On the other hand, their life
has never been so lazy as to reduce them to the savagery
of the traditional Neapolitan lazzaroni. They have had
to work daily for small earnings, but under favourable
conditions, and their labour has been lightened by much
good fellowship among themselves, by the amusements of
their fesfe and their singing clubs.”

The fact of the Venetian boatmen chanting strophes of
Tasso is mentioned again and again in books treating
of the life on the lagoons. The gondoliers of Venice
used to chant’ strophes of Zusso as they skimmed
in and out of the lagoons; but that was in the days
of Venice’s historical prime, and the gondolier of the
nineteenth century has come down to the level of
other boatmen, and though still associated with all that
is most romantic and poetical, he is content to ply his
oars to the same inspiriting strains as his fellow-country-
men in Naples and elsewhere. ‘On St. Mary’s Day one
may hear them chanting the well-known *Sicilian
Mariners’ Hymn” :—

SICILIAN MARINERS HYMN.
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This is done in chorus, and very solemn it sounds, in
the still, early morning, before the lazy stir, that is all
Venice now knows of bustle, commences.

Perhaps of all strange water ceremonies the world has
ever known, the strangest is (or rather was, for the year
1797 was the last in which it took place), that of the
Doge of Venice marrying the Adriatic annually on As-
cension Day, by dropping into it a ring from his bucentaur,
or state barge, attended by all the nobility and ambas-
sadors in gondolas.

The gondoliers improvise all kinds of songs on well-
known arias and themes, to suit themselves. “One poor
little creature,” Mr. Chorley in his volume on “ National
Music” speaks of, “who was old enough to have seen
something of better days in Venice, used to solace
himself by piping out as he sculled along, or sat
waiting on his steps for the passengers who so rarely
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patronized him, a legend of the Virgin, which seemed to
have no beginning or end, to a slow version of the valse
movement closing the lovely concerted piece, ‘O Guar-
daté,” from Rossini’s ‘ Turco in Italia” Many accidental
sharps and flats were added to this, probably resulting from
his extreme age and hunger; but, nevertheless, the mono-
tonous repetition of this travestied melody seemed to
afford him much comfort.”
Byron in “ Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage ” says :—

“In Venice, Tasso’s echoes are no more ;”

and in a note on this line in an early edition of Mr. Murray’s,
the following occurs: “ The well-known song of gondoliers,
of alternate stanzas from Tasso’s ‘ Jerusalem,” has died with
the independence of Venice. Editions of the poem, with
the original on one column, and the Venetian variation on
the other, as sung by the boatmen, were once common, and
are still to be found ; the following extract will serve to
show the difference between the Tuscan epic and the
Canta alla Barcariola :—

VENETIAN VERSION.
cantar gho

THE ORIGINAL. |

Canto I’ arme pietose, e ’1 capitano L’ arme pietose de

Che ’1 gran Sepolcrolibéro di Christo,

Molto edi oprd col senno, € con la
mano,

Molto soffri nel glorioso acquisto ;

E in van I’ Inferno a lui s’ oppose, ¢
in vano

L’ Arno & Asia, edi Libia il popol
i Santi,

Segni ridusse i suoi compagni erranti.

vogia,

Ede goffredo la immortal braura

Che al fin I’ ha libera co strassia, e
dogia

Del nostao buon Gesu la Sepoltura

De mezo mondo unito, e de quel
Bogia

Missier Pluton no I’ ha bu mai paura :

Dio I’ ha aginta, e i compagni spar-
pagnai

Tutti ] gh’ i ha messiin si emei di
del Dai.

Some of the elder gondoliers will, however, take «up and
continue a stanza of their once familiar bard.”
Lord Byron and another Englishman rowed once to the

Lido; in the boat they had two singers, one a carpenter,
the other a gondolier. They sang “ The Death of Clorinda,”
and “ The Palace of Armida,” in Tuscan verse. The car-
penter knew three hundred stanzas, and had a voice of
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most extraordinary power ; the gondolier assisted his already
too shrill voice, by holding his hand to one side of his
mouth. From the description, which is rather too lengthy
to quote entirely, I should gather that this expedition and
its vocal experiences were not entirely such as to arouse
the admiration of the poet and his friend, although some
water-songs heard during the time he spent in Venice
must have charmed Byron into writing,—

“There be none of Beauty’s daughters
With a magic like thee ;
And like music on the waters
Is thy sweet voice to me.”

Although Tasso is no longer heard, there is yet much
music on the canals, and strangers often think the songs
are still verses of Tasso. In the days when these were
popular, two boatmen sang the strophes in turn, sometimes
at a great distance ; for instance, a gondolier would begina
strophe of “ Ariosto” to Rousseau’s melody, a second gondo-
lier would then take it up, and so on. Sometimes the night,
through many a weary hour of waiting, was thus spent by
the Venetian boatmen. A writer in the “Curiosities of
Literature,” speaking of their singing, says: “The sleepy
canals, the lofty buildings, the splendour of the.moon, the
deep shadows of the few gondolas that moved like spirits
hither and thither, increased the striking peculiarity of the
scene ; and amidst all these circumstances it was easy to
confess the character of this wonderful harmony.” In this
same book I read, that the fishermen’s wives of the Lido
spent their evenings sitting along the shore, while their
husbands fished, singing stanzas from Tasso and other
popular songs at the pitch of their voices, going on till
each one could distinguish the responses of her own hus-
band in the distance : a very pretty idea truly, but one I
should fancy which would have to borrow all its enchant-
ment, for the listener, from the necessary distance. It
would scarcely prove a peaceful walk “by the sad sea
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and I see my joy, who starts. I go out on the balcony ; I
see the sea, and I see my love, who rows.”

There is a lovely little song well-known in Venice, “ Song
of a Mariner,” which combines with the exqui<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>