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Interview with Clarence Berry on December 5, 1963. Interviewer
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Murlel Watts -]-

The Kennebec area which is s part of Machias, Maine ias
populated mostly by flshermemn and very small farmers. Originally the
ares had its own grade school, 2 smeall stores one of which was
located In a private home #nd 2 very well attended churches,

In the past these people were rather self sufflcient but today
they sre very Adependent on Machiss for their shopping needs.

The sree includez some 300 beople and sre directly related to

¥ or 5°originel families with few axceptions,

The Jacksonville area 1s a part of East Machlas, Maine and
is populated by small farmers and woodsmen, There 1s a small store and
Post Office, a grade school and one church. The area includes some
200 people,

During hunting season one finds many of the homes hmEHn hunters
“rom various states,aridd the man of the household acting as guide,

In the summer,the Jacksonville camp ground is sctive, Many
youth snd religious organizastions utilize these facllitles,
3 Many people originally from Jacksonville have summer homes at

the camp grouﬁd.

fonmabee

MNactiaa
Qo ctoaernp el .
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* RauncerBryant

7sunce Augustus Bryant, the son oﬁfﬂsmuel pni Effie (Morse) Bryant,
wes born i Mschiss on November 30, I%98, He 1s one in Liie family of four b-
brothers anid five sisters, He grew up in Mschilss and went to school

there. i

Tor a time he workéd for the Machlas ILumber Co, He married Ida lMan-
\ehaster sni they have one daughter,
Tn September, I924%, he entered the U, S. Coast Guard where he

remeined until Jenuary I950.

Since he has always loved hunting and fishing, after his retire-
ment, hebullt a hunting camp in Township I9. There he spends many -
plessant hours fishing, hunting, ani trapping. He entertains many oub
of state as well as local friends during the hunting season, They spend
meny evenings telling Jjokes and other stories.

Faunce ls a member of the Kennebec Baptist Church and teaches a
Sunday School class there,

During the winter he enjoys television and reading sports magazines,
but most of all, he looks forwar® to going to his camp again the follow-
ing April or May.

The two times I Interviewed him he was happy to tell stories, and
t0ld many more thenr I wrote up, Mr and Mrs Brysnt and I were the only

ones present,
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Clarence Berry

ﬂflaueﬁ4e ﬁlm@g Berry wag born June 5, 1900, He was born in the home

in.wh'uh ne now lives, He was the poungest of I2 children born to
. and Mrs Geors® Washington asacy§ t Susie Abigil Dowling) in Jack-
sonville, Maine,

Clerence started working at Talbots Mill in Jacksonville at the age of
I5 years., Here he worked sticking lumber,.From there he went Into the
wonis to work., Iext he went to Portland to wurk in a machine shop. He =
stnﬁeﬁ here for about a year and theh decided to go to Detrol} with
his brother, to work in an automoblle plant,

Clarence declied that Maine was the place he wanted to live., He
returned home and on January I9)§he }mrrieﬁ Delena Bagley, his ehild-
hool sweetheart., He settled at the 013 home stead In Jacksonville and
worked in the woods snd on river Arives until I9U2. Then he began working
for St. Regls Paper Co.At the present time, he 1s st111 employed with
with them.

The Berry's have 7 children snd 7 grand children, Clarence spends
meny san evening entertsining them with hils songs and stories,

ithen I interviewed 11ﬁvcrh$ he seemed most happy to tell his storiles
and sing his songs.:ﬂylenn, Janice {his daughter), my husband and I
were in the room during these 1nterv1ews.‘9I course 1 alwsys have to
look at all the knitting, snhl etc., that Iéiena has done, so we

foun” these to be lengthy vislts, |
U ofe 0O NA ,-wt,’g Ze

#}ﬂ‘ﬁiﬁﬁlklﬁhuL€¢
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They were holding prayer meeting at Jonesport msny years ago.
One Aear 1sdy when doing her testimony said, "If I had the wings of a
turtle dove I would fly to the srms of my dear Savior,"”

An o0dd ball sttending out of curlosity 1t seems had a few drinks
of Asrk colored brook water. He jumped up and said, "If I had the
wings of a loon or a coot I would f1y to Jesus Hellity scoot."

Another fellow jumped up and said, "Sit down brother, you would

be shot for a shit-poke before you got half way across the marsh.

Coll,::Machias, Malne, Nov. 20, 1963

Inf,: ‘Eaunce Ar—._‘Bryant, Machlas

A,
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While working for Machlias Lumber Company at township 31 during
the winter evenings the crew members playeld the cerd gsme "63".

fbster Ehvisnani his psrtner won the first game, Theilr opponents
8211 that the first game was always the fools game anhyway,

Uncle Foster exclaimed, "By Tryst, they Aiin't get that time,

114 they?"

Coll,: Machias, Maine, Nov, 20, 1963

Inf,: Faunce A, Bryaﬁf},Machias

Ao
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A Methodlst Minister bought a mule., The thing balked and would never
go, One day the minister got disgusted with him and whispered in his
ear--=<Thou knowest I can't blaspheme thee., Thou knowest I can't

chastise thee., But one thing thou doesn't know, 1s that I can sell thee
to a Baptist,

Coll,; Machims, Maine, Nov, 20, I963

Inf,: ®auwnce A, Bryant , Machias
A, -

Noclanr
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s, Br?ant'@»young grand daughter was visiting her one day. She " "
was teasing for pop and sweets, as was her usual habit.f?atti was only
three at the time. Her grandmother said to her,” Patti, don't you know
that so much pop and sweets might give you sugar disbetes."”

Patti didnt't answer but apparently thought about it. That night when
her father was getting her ready for bed, Patti said," Daddy, I centt-sat
sny more sweets and pop because my Nena sald if I didn't stop it I would

heve "sugar-by- Jesus."

Coll.: Machias, Maine, Oct, 24, I963

Inf,:(Faunce A, Bryant

A,

Mackiat
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. Horvey Manchester hed a mare named " Flora" This mare was very high
spirited, They could never make her back up. One day, Grace, (Harvey's
wife) was helping him get flora harnessed into the wagon. Grace pulled
the wagon ani caught the horses tall with'the fill, The mare started dancing

fomety
around, 6&;?;>said, "Now Flora, stand still,"
Harvry said, "Good God, Grace, if you had as much 111 stuck in your

sss as she has, you would wiggle, too,"

Coll.: Machias, Maine, Oct., 24, 1963

Inf,: Faunce A. Bryant, Machlas
A,

Moot
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A11 the neighbors in Kennebec used to gather at the home of Harvey

‘ MnnChest'ér on winter evenings to talk. Harvey always got very excited

‘n»ul was always pulling a "boo-boo" in his part of the conversation,
One night they were all talking about crowding in bed. Harvey spoke

up 2nd said, "Good God, when you give an inch in bed,,she'll

want a foob."

Coll.: Machias, Maine, Oct, 24, I963

Inf,% Faunce A, Bryant, Machias
A .

/L/C A AL Mc
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A nesr~-sighted man lost his hat in a strong wind, He gave chase.
A women geresmed from g nearby house, "That are you doing?"
"Getting my hat," resliei the man,
"

" N . : » . .
Your hot! exclaimel the woman, "hat's your 1ittle black hen

you'lre chasing.,"

63

S

Coll,: Machlas, Maine, Oct, 24, I
Inf,: Taunce A, Bryant, Wachlas

Bu

Hctiian
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‘011 Fred Ge;%y Had a grocery store In Machias For many years. He
alw2ys wore a White apron, One day he went out the back door, pulled
up his apron and unzippered his fly to take a leak. He saw two women go
into the store. Not wishing to loose the trade he dropped his apron and
rushed In to walt on them, He went behind the counter, pulled up his
apron to wipe his hends, (forgetting his fly) and said, Gdod morning,

1231es. What I couldn't 4o for you."

Coll,: Machias, Maine, Oct. 24, I963

Inf,: @ Machias
Bl

Wachior
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',_FOM Zeméra Fbss Lived on the Jonesboro road in Machias many years
ago, He stuttered, so people were always trying to get him excited.
One night at a party someone sald to him, Zemora, you must know a Joke."
Zemors said, "Yes,I do,"Give me a book,"
He stood in the middle of the floor, held the book up and said,"This
1s » book of many pages. You think the fool 1s in the middle, but they
are all around the edges.”" ( He pointed his finger at the peo le sitting

Aroynd the edge of the room,)

Coll.: Machias, Maine, Oct. 24, I963
Inf,: Faunce A, Bryant, Machlas

B.



W. 1113

Muriel Watts — /3 - 420

-

013 Zemora Foss was at the falr., He had had some colored water to
Arink,so he 1aid down and went to sleep. He woke up just as they were
having the balloon ascension, He looked up and saw a balloon going up
with s men hanging on,

Zemora said," What's that thing going up there?"

Someone sald," That's a haystack, Zemora, that just blowed away."

Zemors said, "I thought so. And there goes a man after it."

Coll,: Machias, Maine, Oct. 2U4, 1963
Inf.’s Faunce A. Bryant, Machias

B.

2
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Gifford Knows It

“11This story is told many times about Agnes Dﬁyis, daughter of éiiii)
“Morse of Kennebec.Agnes always seemed to be on the road with her

children,

Agnes Davis was going up the Kennebec road pushing her young daughter,

lThefésé\in the carriage. Her son, Gifford, was holding on the carriage
trying to keep up with Agnes's long strides. His toes touched the ground
just now and then. All along the way Gifford was repeating,"Gifford

nows." "Gifford knows." Then Agnes said," Gifford knows what- you

dameA fool." Gifford sald very imnocently," Gifford knows Theresa lost her

shoe way back there,"

Coll.: Machias, Maine, Oct. 2%, I963
Inf . Muriel:Watts, Machias

A,

WNaeheaa
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My IT year old son, ”a;id came home from Sunday School and informed
me he knew how to catch an elephant, When I asked 1f he had learned this
at Sunday School he said,"Yes! So I said,," Well tell me, then." This was &
the story.
How do you catch an elephant?
First, you dig a deep hole and put ashes in 1t. Put peas all around
the edge., When the elephant comes up to take a pea, kick him In the

" ash hole."

( It seems a young high- school boy was teaching there class for
the day.)
Coll, Machias; Maine, Det, I, 1963

Inf,y Murlel Watts, Machilas
A,
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George McGoon

Ggﬁi5e MEGOOQ known not only around the Jacksonville erea, but
all over Washington County has become a folk in this area.

George 1ived in Crawford. He was moted for his cleverness and his
wit. He was always trying toooutsmart the game wardens,

George had a friend, Wilbur Day , who lived in Wesley, Wilbur shared
in mahy of the experiences of George, He himself was noted for his
hunting,

George was noted for the great numbervof moose that he shot., These
he peddled from door to door or any place he could, Thils "was Dot always
sold for moose meat, bul was s0ld many times for just what ever kind
of me-t the people happened to wani,

01d George hed every kind of apple In his orchard, When one visited
him, he took pride 1In showing them ani seldom iii one come away withoub
- sample of the many kindis.,These spples served a dusl purpose, onée Uo
make frienis and the other to disgulse his moose:: meat.

George had two sons sy and ?rsnw. They used to Arive for George
mgch of the time when he paddled hls meat, As Clarence Berry so often
s*ys, "I remember old George best coming down the road with his old
vinlin in his hands, One of %ﬁe boys would be driving and every now and
then he would play a little. George didn't play well, but he would pull up,

1augh snd ssy, “Ain't she talking of it out.'"

Coll/: Machia; Maine NOv. 23, 1963

Taf, : Muriel Watts , Machias -

Vpchca® -
/e alabén ey
‘[gheébwj&ﬂuﬁw.

g
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My son toll me this joke after school one night a short time ago,

A man once had a mule that he wished to call s donkey, His friends
to1d him to c211 it » mule. The man got pretty confused, so he went %o
» priest sni smid, " Father tell me what this animsl is ,"

The Priest replied,” That is an ass,"

A few weeks later the mule died and whlle the man was digging a
hole to bury it in, the Priest went by. He stopped and looked and then

asked, "What sre you doing?"

The man replied, "Wellsir, according to you, I am digging an ass

hole."

Coll,: Machias, Maine, Dec, 2, 1963

iy
Inf, ;' Muriel Watts , Machias
A.

N aehes
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LIra Cooﬁ sa’l he shot [ifteen parirliges at one Tlme. Someuie asked,
1" - a. o - . 5 % . - "
Tod 434 you kill so maby at e tiwme, Ira?
= , " T T . s . p B 2 %
Irs gaid, Oh it /23 easy. 1 nad une of those 50 spencer single

shot guns, f Tirel, spiib tne liww the, wevre on, That limb oinched thelr toes

-7 then I went up In The tree 2and gout then,

Coll;: Jacksonville, Maine, Mov. 22, 1963

SRR o ;
Inf,; Clarence Berr@, Jacksonville

B,

'
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Tt 1s said that 014 Giille Elsmore could rememver uhen the [lvat
mowing machine came into Towllghin T3, That mowing machine syore ven-

gence on bull frogs, It clippel Uhe heads off some, lags off others,

a1 the remainder took off for the lowlanis snd were never heard LHell

Coll.: Jack b)ﬂVJlle, Maine Oct, IT, I953

In?’,: Clarence Berry, Jacksonville

3.

/ &Lo"#w/t“( 6? i /J/
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This 1s a story told at the hunting camp of M. o yant),

It was the last day of hunting. One of the men was watching a deer
wolking around the edge of a3 ledge. Every once in'a while he would see
the white of hls tall. The sun was goling down, so he thought he should
use q little strategy. He stuck the riffle between two trees and fired,
This bent the barrel, So he picked the gun up, pointed it and fired.

A week later he was out at the ledge. The deer was still going
around, just as thin as a rall, with a bullet just a foot from its

teil,

Coll.: Machias, Maine, Oct. 24, 1963
Inf, ¢ Maunce A,cvyant, Machias

B.
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This 1s another of the storiles told at the hunting camp of Mr. Bryant.
Some hunters were in camp on a rainy day. They found an old muzzle
loeded gun, Someone would put two or three fingers of powder in it and
soy" Anyone dare to fire this?" Every now and then they would put a little
more powder in it untll it was f111éd, They took it down to the swamp,
t1ed 1t to a fence, tled a string to the trigger, and got back and fired.
That gun knocked down I¥ fence posts, parted 4 strands of barbed wire,

ani it wes a half hour before they could get near it because it kept on

kicking.

Coll.: Machilas, M-ine, Oct, 24, I963

Inf,: Faunce Bryant, Machilas

N aotear
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‘G11l1e Elsmoﬁb had hils traps setl one winter. It wes a bad snow sturm

%
i

and he went out to tend the traps, Tn the {irst osne he came to, he Tound
» crow, He oicke? A1l the feathers off the crow except tho tall and
—

Wwing feathers, That crow tosk us in the alr, made thres clreles and tovk

wignt of? for the south,

(99}

&

011,: Jacksonville, Maine 0Oct.II, 7963

P ’
Inf,: Clarence Berpy, Jacksonville,

jQﬂAyé4w7LzMUZCL
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The-following story has been told many times at the Coast Guard
station on Cranberry Island. It has actuslly become a legend,

Once the Coast Guard saw a dlstress signal of a vessel. They launched
o gurf boat and started for the vessel rowing double bank., The wind was
blowing andi the seas were rolling high,

\Whgn they finally reached the vessel they threw a line over the stern,
Each man tled the rope around his body and then he was pulled into the
1ife boat.

Someone s2id," Captain, are you sure everyone is off that vessel?"
"Yes," the captain replied.

After they were well sway from the vessel one man remembered and
ga1d," There's a sick man sboard that vessel."

The captain watched his chance and with the winds still galining force
he turned snd went back to the vessel, landed a man on board and got
that sick man,

As the skipper was manning the helm, he looked at the sick man lying
there. He thought he looked famliliar, He looked closer and exclaimed,

"My God, that's my long lost brother whom I haven't seen for 20 years."

Coll,: Machias, Maine, Oct., 24, I963
Inf.ﬁ‘iaunce A, Bryant‘ Machilas

A,

y Bulardl
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(}/}L;,q L/{’Lé L

M athias



320 29

FOTY. HEROS



s b 2
420 390

Muriel Watts «24/ -

\ Frank Elé%ﬁfa had a motor boat in Rocky ILake. One day he wanted to

go up lake, He found his tank full of bullet holes. So he brought
the tank 3own to Judson Merrill, who ran the hardware store to have 1t
soliered,

Judson said, " Oh my gory, I could make one cheaper than I could”
mend this one." so Frank said,"Go ghead, mske me one."

When Frank came back in two or three days, he asked, "What are you
going to charge me?"

Judson said, "Let me tell you, Frank, you know I go to your camp.
You furnish most of the grub, so I ain't going to charge you a cent."

"Cheap enough," said Frank. "When you get time, make me another for
for = spare,"!

Coll.: Jscksonville,Maine, Oct. II, 1963

Inf,: Clarerice Berry, Jacksonville,

»
0

[ochoytatie .
“k&{V!déiLayétie
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Battle Of Ant Eat-um

Austin Alsmgfé,‘ﬁeorge MbGBon and old man Scott were up at the head
of Hadley'Q lake on "Burnt Knole." (So named because every spring it
was always burhed over,)

George McGoon and Scott argued over who could eat the most baked
beans, The argument turhed into a fight, George took Scott down in an
snt bed snd stirred up the ants. The ants began to bite George. This

wrs known ss the "Battle Of Ant Eat-um."

Coll.: Jacksouville, Maine Oct II, I963
Inf . Clarence Bzr.y, Jacksonville

B-
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George McGoon

George had two sons, Ray and Frank. Frank told this story to Clarence,
"ou know I'm pretty good with gloves, One day I got the best of Ray.
He swore he would get even with me one way or another. One night I was
lugging wood and Ray hid behind the door. He intended to hilt me when
I came through with my arms loaded. 01d George came through the door
first with a pail of milk In his hand, Rey came out from behind the door
and nailed him. After seeing whom he had hit, Ray ran up the road and

A1Antt come back for two weeks that time."

Coll.: Jacksonville, Maine, Oct, II, I963
Inf.:\Clarence Berry, Jacksonville,

B.

/7 (70531 2 .f"_",-{_: L‘(’_
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\_George MeGoon

<;i£§i§§§§ywns gome warden In Cooper. George McGoon didn't like him.

He wanted someone to shoot Jim and get rid of him. So George seid to
Wilbur, "Wilbur, you shoot him =---- shoot him low ----shoot him in the ; :*

belly so he!ll he along time dying. I'1ll prove my whereabouts. I'11 be

Aown on the meadow haying."

Coll.: Jacksonville, Maine, Oct, II, I963

Inf,: C arence_gg;§§} Jacksonville

B.

{
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{George McGoon

014 Ephie Farnsworth used to have a barber shop on Main Street in

Machiss, One day Clarence recalls being in there with George McGoon,
It was early fall., A New Jersey car drove up in front of the shop and
parked, T@e car had a big set of moose horns on 1t.

Clarence looked out of the window, aimired the horns and sald, "Quite
» set of horns there., Yes sir, quite a set of horns,"

Mr. Farnsworth stepped up to the window, looked out, turned and said,
"Well now, Mr. McGoon what would you say those were?"

014 George cleared hls throat several times, put his hends In his
pockets, 11ifted his eye brows snd said, " Well sir, now I ain't sure,
but I think they are 2 set of moose horns.”

(He was trying to make out he didn't know what a set of moose horns

Jooked 1ike.)

Coll,: Jacksonville, Maine, Oct.,II;,I963

Inf,: Clarence Ber¥yy, Jacksonville

B.
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George had » pig. One day the pig got out and went under the barn,
George wanted his two sons, Ray and Frank, to help put 1t back In the
pen. He stationed the boys near the barn with some boards, He sald to
them, "Now, ;[';l_l go under the barn and drive him out. You take the boards
and when he comes through that hole, steer him back into the pen,"

013 George crawled under the barn and tried to chase the pig out.

He coulinft and got tired and declded to come out himself, When he stuck
hig ald bgwled head out through that hole, Ray hit him, After seeing
what he had done, Ray ran up the road snd !didn't return for a week.

011 George went in the house and said to his wife,"(Etta) I never
thought I'd ralse a son who couldn't tell his old man from s damned old

bosr."

Coll,: Jacksonville, Maine Oct, II, 1963
Inf,: Clarence Berry, Jacksonville

Bl

Q'lv ARG oy
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George MeGoon

George shot a moose. He wanted his son@ to help him bring it
out. Frank took the horses and went down to the woods road to skid the
moose out. 0141 George stayed out on the main road waiting for him,

\Templeton the game warden came along snd stopped. 014 George sald,
Mokes no difference to me which way she goes. I haven't got much longer
to live. Now I've got & moose coming out of that road and Ifd Just as
soon you wouldn't be here." Templeton turned and without saying a word,
left.

(@eorge meant he didn't care if the gun was pointing at Templeton

when he fired it.)

Coll,: Jacksonville, Maine Oct II, I963
Inf,:(Clarence Berry, Jacksonville, Me.

B.
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Ne Goon wanted to tell Wilburabout it, He called Wilbur on the telephone
enrly one morning and the conversation went like this,

"Hello, Wiibur?"

"Yes, George, what do you want?"

"You know that God damned ship the Gigantic, Well she sunk in about
two hundred feet of water. Now, John Jacob Asbastus, he was on that ship,
sn1 he blowed bubbles, Wilbur,"

" Now wouldn't that have been the greatest chance for us with our
canoe’ saving his 1ife?"He'd a gived us $200, if we took him aboard."

" When he got his hands on that gumnel, we could rap them with the
padile Lmdi:s[y!"Ke_epT:themf-éigbbhes Hisak

"We'd keep him in the waber until we'd run him up to two or three
thousand dollsrs and then we'!d take him aboard,"

W1lbur s=14," But when you had to paddle six or seven days-- you'd

think you had earned your money,"

Coll,:Jacksonville, Maine, Oct. II, 1963

Inf,: Elarence Berry>, Jacksonville

B,
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_George McGoon

~ 014 George McGoon was out on the streets in Machias calling,"Who
wants to buy moose meet? Moose meat?"

Of course george was srrested and put in Jail. When they had his
hearing they said to him, "George, why were you out on the street selling
moose mest? Didn't you know it was against the law?"

014 George replied, " That wasn't moose meat. That was a damed old
cow I wanted to get rid of., I thought I'd sell it faster if I called it
moose meat,"

He was sentenced to 60 days in jail, After a few days the sheriff came
in »nd said, "Well Mr. McGoon, We've decided if you will bring in a
moose hide, we'll take 30 days off your sentence,"

01d George sat there a while thinking and finally said, "Would you?&--

and would you take off 30 more if I should bring down two?"

Coll,: Jacksonville, Msine Oct II, 1963

Inf,: (Clarence Berry, Jacksonville
Bl

Yl

HNashae



W. 1l 88

Muriel Watts - 3.5 -

20 39

Willy Racker-A Hermlt

1111am Foss vf Kennebec was an odd sort of fellow, He was
known to the folks around as "Willy Racker". Willy was an
illegitimate child, His mother, the former Qora Larrabe® married
@m@m and moved away.

Willy's father had lost a leg In the Civil War and was forcel
thereifore to llve a rather secluded 1life In Kemnebec, His father had
» henisome violin which he bought from a traveling Itallsn music
tescher., When his father dled, Willy said they had sn "auctioning
time"---and the violin was among the things sold, He kept track of
it though sni bought it back. Someona in Kennebec kept it for him.
Lizzie Morse played chords on the piano snd organ to accompany him
when he plsyed at homes in-thev¥illgge, Locally, he had quite a reput-
~tion =5 s musician, ,based on thils and also on the fact that he played
~% Asnces for many years,

Why he chose to seclude-himself from those he loved and why he gave
up his music was perhaps because after his father diled, he had no home,

For meny years Willy lived the life of a hermit. He built a one
room camp at "Duck Cove" an the Kemmebec River.His camp was one that
!'oid'::': used to 1ive in,( Nick was also a hermit.) Willy
moved the camp up the river in sections in his boat, When he was bulld-

ing his cemp Willy nearly met his death. This is the story-of that:

nnd@were down river having dinner with @ Tda
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hesrd someone calling, Faunce went ti the door and Yistened, He could
hesr the calling too." It must be someone in dlstress," he said, He took
gg/_l\Ds Aory »nd he and Tda) started out, "I took a good stroke on the oar,"
s»11 Faunce,

When they got to Duck Cove, they founi W{11p hanging over the bank
with his leg caught between 2 part of therrodf of the camp and a stump.
The section of roof hsd apparently slipped as he was pushing it up the
bsnk.

Faunce tied s rope around the section of roof and again to a tree.
Then he got Willy free, Ids ani Faunce walked Willy up and down the
benth to get his clrculation started again, 7 -

Tin said "His legs were as black ss burned alders, It was a blessing
we were there to save him,"

When the tide 1s ou;:-5;;;~5;;;-;;-;;;;;etely empty of water. The
only time Willy was likely to have visitors was at high tide. The shore
route to his cemp was well over a mile,

When visiting his camp one would be aware of several palr of eyes
watching, There were quite a few gray and whit; mice in the camp of the
veriety known as wood mice or fleld mice, On his teble he kept a cracked
sasucer filled with scraps of food and a handleless cup filled with water.
It was not uncommon to see mice come out for something to eat.

Willy's dependence upon soclety could be evidenced in little things
sround his camp.(Uriah Smith and latterQustin Armstrong, used to do most
of his grocery shopping for him, Every now snd then Willy would row up

river to get these needs. If he came up river with his boat, he would
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‘#Iwyys g0" back the same way--"for luck purposes" as Willy used to say.

Willy used to say this about the many winters he lived through.

He simitted they were a bit rough at times, especially when the snow had
nesrly covered the cabin door. However, those winters were warmer than
those which were open, In cold weather he kept a fire day and night in
one of the two stoves that nearly filled his tiny camp.

He used various kinds of wood for different kinds of weather. For
~ good overnight fire, he used birch, which Willy called"powder horn
birch,"

Tn really cold weather he used to say," I most bed in," He slept
in » smnll loft overhead, where the heat was better. In the winter he
use? to sleep with ﬁis potatoes plled along side of him so that his
boly he~t would keep them from freezing,

One winter the mice ate nearly a whole sack of potatoes, including
the sack. Willy s=1d he'was sure those potatoes belonged to the mice
or they wouldin't have eaten them.

When anyone came to visit Willy, he would always greet them with,
"H1, Hi, old4 boy! Gome to spend the night? Come in o014 boy, come in,
Have a lunch, old boy."

Everyone was welcomed to enter his camp, The Interior of the camp
was completely blackened by the smoky stove, If he had a stove that burned
well, Willy would never leave it that way. He would always put something
in it for an obstruction éo restrict the drafts, so the would smoke

better,
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When his visitors would leave, Willy would elways walk out with
them, wave them s good=by and before they were out of sight, he would
he would be gone----back to hils own world, content with his tiny camp,
the cle~r brook that ran psst ?t, and the wind sighing in the pines
along the shore,

Willy was loved by all of us who knew him, He will live long in
our memories, We'll always have a soft spot In our hearts for him,

To your chiliren and to others from then on, Willy Racker wlll be pretty

much of a legend," said Eaunce,

Coll.: Machias, Maine, Nov,,20, 1963

In{,: Faunce bryant, Machlas

B.

P
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211 and ick Bryant llved In Kennebec many years sgo, During the
1~tter patt ol thelr llves they became hermits. They lived in separate
c-mps Tor a whlle, bub during the last few years of their lives they
jive’ together,

When @sunce was a boy, they uUsed toc hold many shooting matches in
Kennebec, Thls one was the one thel he remembers best.

While shooting off hand on one occaslon, my old friend, Mell Bryant,
being the best shot around, wes to shoot his twq rounds at a target
200 yards sway, the bull's eye 3 and I/4 inches, His brother Nick was
tending the target. He could tell it was hls brother es he was wearing
~ ge~1 skin cap and a black overcoat,

Now, Nick had a jug of corn squeezing hid at the end of his retreat
=ni h~3 visited 1t severdl-times. That jug gave him false courage and
confl”ence in his brothers ability.

014 Fick 1a1d his hand on the top of the target and shouted,” Shoot
Mellie."

Mell sald," Stand back , Nickie. There may be a flaw In the bullet."

Nickie's volce rolled back ," Si, you molded them bullets, Mellie,
S1, let her go."

Mell said," Plague tske 1t if he wants o stand there." He fired
anA ench time Nickie put his finger on the bulls eye and said,” Right
there Mellie."

That has always stood out in my mind, Bhe confidence that one brother
h~2 in the others abllity to shoot,
Coll,: Machissy Mgpine, Nov,, 20, 1963 }§27b41‘12§

AMachra

Inf,: Faunce Bryant, Machiss

A
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The Woodsman's Alphabet Song
A was our axes which was very well known
hewed
B was the boys that wee& them also
C was the eutting whieh did begin

D was the danger we oft timees were 1in

Chorus

So merry, so merry, are we

No mortals on earth are as happy as we

H1 derry! Oh derry, eh—&f—r4id€IT\] (AuWL‘]

Grw, d 7.

\S
Our bosses well in--there's nothing goes wrong.

E was the echo which through the woods rang
F was the foreman--the head of the gang
G was the grindingstone we sharpened our axe on

H was the handle so smoolh and so round.

Chorus

I was the iron we marked our logs down
J was tie Jo¥ly boys all in a line

K was the keen our axes would keep

L 1s for the lice that kept us from sleep.

Chorus



4

M wae for
N wasg the
0 was the

P was the

Chorus

Q was the
R was the
S was the

T was thne

Chorus
U was the

V was the

Muriel Watts -39-
the mose we ehinked our camps with
needle we mended our pants
owl that hooted by night

pine that always fell rignt.

quarrel we did not allow
river we drdve our logs down
8led so stout and so strong

team that drew '‘em along.

use we »ut ourselves to

valley we drove our logs through

W 1s for the wcods we left in thne spring

So I've sung all I'm going to singS.

WLl B9

420 48

Coll.: Jacksonville, Maine, Dec. 5, 1963

A

Inf.: £larenée Berry; Jacksonville
!

W"’M
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The West Branch Song
Come all ye fellow men, from far and near,
A meloncholy tale to hear,
One of our fellow mortels, he-

Has gone to his long eternity.

(Iohn Roberfidas we understand,

It was the mame of thls young man
@
Whose fate we hope w1131warning prove

To 8ll who do these lines parsue.

Hs hired out with

To help him drive his lumber 3Jown
On the West Branch, where he 31d go
which quickly proved his overthrow,
TIwes of a lowry sky

This young man 14ft his home to die.
“Then from his home, he dild depart,

A gleam of hope, twinﬁfround hls heart.

He vengured sut o break s Jam,
which nsd begsn un the rolling dam,
But when ne started Jor the shore
He ssnk,-alas, to frise no more.
We think he got hils fateal biow
While struggling In the umder tow
E_vtlvsomx.. )“’“Ie: eh_ )

Bil—sooi ho—torppes Deneath the waves

where
##= soon he found him a watery grave.
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92, We sesrchel the stream from shore to shore 420 5
His lifeless body to secure
Trusting in God to gulde the way
Unto his tentpment of ciay.

<, Tiluss on the third day at three o'ciock

s \'\
When [, Filsbei>took his boat,
And with s grapple in his hand

He ralsed him from his bed ol sand.

9. A message then was sent awey
These mourn’ul tidings to convey
Unto hils tender parents dear

To tell them that they'd see thair son no more,

bier

/0. And in due time 2(biar)was made,

And on 1% was hils body leild

Born to the grave where he shall lle

' ~he

7111 Gabrielstriumphs shell rendes sky.
Ty We fellow men, we too must dile

And go to our long eternity.

So let us llve while here helow

Love ’

¥with God.aRd all his paths pursue

And let us 1ive in Christian love

And go with him to relgn above.

Coll.: Jacksonville, Malne Dec. 5, 1963

Inf.: Clarence BerDy, Jacksonville ".
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The Sallor Boy
'Twas a cold and stormy night, the snow lay on the ground,
A sallor boy stood on the deck, his ship was outward bound,
His true love standing by his side, shed many a bitter tear,

But as he wressed her to his breast, he whlspered in her ear:

Chorus

Farewell my love, my own true love! Thie parting gives me w®ain.

¥ou'll be my hope, my own true guiding star, till I return again.
My thoughts will be of you my love, when storms are raging high,

30 fare thee well, remember me, your falthful sailor boy.

T Jheir sel i [48)
'Twae in a gale $he shipg thes sall, ales, was standing by

z{,z

She watched the ship far out of sight, the tears they dimmed her eye;ﬂ

She prayed to God in Heaven ahove, to gulde him on his way,
Her lover's warting words that night, re-echoeg o'er the d=¥.
et/

Chorus

-~
But sad to say the ship returned, with-wut her sailor boy
w’
“dNe
For he had died while out at sea, .& flag ran half mast high
And when hls comradg came on shore, to tell her he was dead

With a letter that he sent by them, and this is what he said ;



Cherus (ehanged)

Farewell my leve,
I hope we'll meet
I hope we'll meet

Where you'llnever

Muriel Watts - /3~

By own true love! On earth we'l

in Heaven above, On that eternal

W 11.43

420 52

1l meet neo more

shore

in that bright land, the land beyond the eky,

more be parted, from your falthful sailor boy.

Cell.: Jaeksenville, Maine Dec. %, 1963

Inr.:gclaqgggg”Bény] Jacksonville

A

v
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baroline of Edinborough Town
Come 2all ye men and maidens, come listen to my song,
'Tis of a falr young demsel, whoee scarcely in her prime,
She beat the blushing roses, admired by all around,
'Tis my lovely lady, Qaréii@é} of Edinborough Town,

Young Henry, being a highland man, a courting her dild come,
And when her parents ecame to know they 414 not like the same,
Young Henry was offended, and unto her did say,

"Arise my dearest Caroline, and with me run away."

" We'll both go to London, love, and there we'll wed in meace,

And there my lovely Caroliné, we'll have sweet hapeiness indeed.
Being entleed by Young Henry, she suts on another gown,

And away there floats young Caroline, of Edinborough Town.

Over hill and lofty mountain, together they did roam,
In time arrived in London, far from thelr havpy home;
Says she, "My dearest Henry, sray never on me frown ,

For you'll break the heart of Caroline, of Edinborough "own,

They had not been in London, more than one half a year,
When cruel hearted Henry, did srove to be severe,

]
Says Henry, I'l11 go to sea, I'll Join that fleet to fight

for kings and crowns,

So beg your way without delay, to Edinborough Town,"
2.4, Lo T

(}ggf2b4
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¢t. Many a day she passed away, in sorrow and despalr,
Her cheeks so once like roses, had grown like lilles failr;
She cried, "Where 1s my Henry?" and oft times she did say,

"S8ad was the day, I ran away, From Edinporough Town."

2, Oh pressed with grief withaut relleg this malden she did go,
Into the woods to eat such food, as on the bushed grew,
Some strangers they did pity her, and some @id-en her frown,

And some did say, "Why did you stray from Edinborough Town?"

€. Beneath this spreading lofty oak, thie mald sat down to cry,
While watching of tne(é;g?zg%)ship as they went sailing by;
She gave three sereams for Henry, and plunged her body down,
And away there floats young Caroline of Edinborough Town.

¢( bownex)

4, A note likewisejpbonnet, she left upon the shore,
And in the note a lock of hair, with the words:no more am IJﬁ

"For fast asleep I'm in the deep, Fishes are watehing round:'

What's come of lovely Caroline of Edinborough wan?

’*’\5‘ =
> C J-(L(&L( VOTOTK] ) e —ackl = bee. Lo
o ome all tender warents, ne'r try to part true love,

ki Rews s
White all young men and meldens, n'er on yourflevers frown,

Think on the fate of Caroline, of Edinborough Town.

Coll.: Jaeksonville, Malne, Dec. 5, 1963

Inf.: Clarence Berry, Jacksonville

A
17, g 4_(,( .
(a2 gl
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Home Sweet Home
You're going to leave the old home, Jim, today you're going away,
You're going among the city folks to dwell.
Thus sp;ke a gray-haired mother to her boy one summer's day.
If your mind's maede up that way, I wish you well.
The 0ld home will be lonely, we'll miss you when you're gone ,
The birds won't sing so sweet, when you're not nigh)
But 1f you are 1in trouble Jlm, Just write and let us know

She spoke these words and then she said, "Good-by."

Chorue

When sickness overtakes you, and 0ld companions shake you,
And through this world you'll wander all alone)

And frlends you have not any, in your pockets not a penny,

There's a mother always waiting you at home, sweet home.

Ten years later to the village, ¢ame a stranger no one knew ,
Hie steps were halt, and ragged elothes he wore.

The 1ittle children laughed at him, as down the rosd he walked.
At last he stonped before a cottage door'(aMﬂh%Luf pu&11>
He knocked, he heard no sound, he thouzhtﬁﬂean she be dead?
When gently hears a voice well known to him

'Twas Mother's voiece, her hair was silveﬁ?by the touch of time.

<+
She eaid, "Thank God they've send us baek our Jim."

Chorus

Coll.: Jacksonville, Malne, Dee. &, 1963
Inf.:(Clarence Berry, Jacksonville

A Ww&’?m
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There's 4 Light In The Window That Burns Brightly For Thee

(0 There's a quaint old-fashioned homestead that stands by the sea,

With a fond loving mother, full three score and three,
Whose(§entiful)x$#%}e eyes wanders far o'er the lee;

As her 1lips part to murmur, come back my laddie, to me,
Each night to the window she in sillence she strays,

She places a lamp, and its flickerlng rays,

Are intended for one who may never return.

Chorus

There's a light in the window, burns brightly for thee,
My brave sailor laddie, so long gone from me;

Your absence and silence makes mother's heart yearn;

So brightly the light in the window shall burn,

Now the story was simele, offtcld in a day,

'Twas only a sailor who ssiled far away

An¢ parted from Mother whose heart beat with eare,
And a loving voiece praying for winds to be fair;

But, alas, the long years came and went like a dream,
Some story of wreckage eame from the Gulf Streanm,

So brightly the 1ight in the window shall gleam.

For one who lives only in dream.

Chorus
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CQ Now the 1light in the window, tnrough calm and tarough storm,

Was never extingulshed until brightiy early morn,

A ﬁeighbor chanced for to stray, diseovered the 1light burning
brightly one day,

He knocke on the door, no answer he heard,

He stepe to tne window, and peeps through the pane,

The matron wae dead, but the light still shone,

And they still keep 1t burning for one far from home.

Chorus

Coll.: Jacksonville, Maine, Dec. 5, 19€3
Inf.:(Clarence Berrp, Jacksonville
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CD I Have A Mother 014 and Gray Who Needs Me Now
When the golden sunbeams shone in all thelr glory,
On the river where the water lililes grow.
There two sweethearts true were whispering loves old story,
Gently gliding in a litile red canoe.
ﬂ—Tnen Jaek says, "Dear why are yoeu so hesitating?
You'll eay you love me I can understand."

But she answers, "Lad for me please don't be walting

Though I'd love to go with you to Maryland."

Chorus

Jack to me you've alwavs been so kind and true,

And you know I've ever faitnful been to you;

Though ‘tis fond of you I've grown,

St111 I can't leave her alone,

It would only eause her head in grief to bow.
‘—I'Ye a mother old and gray who needs me now,

Time has brought deew furrows to her once falr brow

Thouth thls sarting brings regret,

Still my heart must not forget,

I've a mother 0ld and gray who needs me now.
c(céccﬂé)_-- lorvers o ma e

() 4’Lu&/ re e el Jow s f’/ﬁ
Ly(,w Je owcd WY ",

—~

0 9 wa Lears B ot o an

Mary lu .
:auy ?xALQVL[Q?fLAéqﬁ-aAQ7 416{
Qm_ﬁrme }//

The M youn* lcttle ¢
Queelta ] {lowse wiLf OLCuQLL/S
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Down the pathway strolled these)lovers hand in hand.
As they reached the low roefed eottage Jaek sald,
"Mother, eome with us to our dear home in Maryland."
There your 1little girl will be my queen forever
Sweetest flewers will always bloom for you

For today as we were going down the river

Jinny darling, spoke these words with heart so true

Chorus

Cell.: Jaeksonville, Malne, Dee.5, 1963

Inf.:(Clarence Berry, Jaeksonville

A
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Siavery Days
o
$ I 2w thinking today »° &e Tears that passed away.
Vhen they boun? us up in bondage long ago;
Tiwas In o0li Virginia state and t'was there that we were separate,
And it £11led us full of misery and woe;
They took away my boy, he was his mother's joy,
From a baby in the cradie, him wve™ raisedi
Ani they set us far spart, and it broke the 0ld man's heart

)
In those agonlzing, cruel slavery days.

Shorus i
(?M)ﬂhey'll never come again’let's glve all prailse to Him,
s
\\Lﬁ}“\ Who looks down where the 11ttle children play;
: et

And every night and morn, we will pray for those whese gone,

In those agonizing, cruel slavery days.

2, T'was In the month of June, when the cotton was in bloom,
My darling wife was stending by my side)
I111 ne'er forget that dayg?;'was a salie 3o they 5ayy
When they so0dd her, how in agony she cried;

Qve How

My wife slsz 1s gohe, 7 T oslgh end mourn,

But I'11 meet her up in heaven, God be prailsel! _
snuts
An? every night znd morn, we will pray for those whess gone,

In thos~ 22~nizing, ctfbl slavery Aays.

Chorus
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But my memory t'will stay oler, to t;ié;ggi;dgibin door,
Where the shadows of the sun cams peeping 1n;
At night when 311 was derk, we could hear tSQ;;Jwatch dogs Dbark,
And we'd 1listen to the murmur of the windp,

(end efside pn)

It seemed to saz to me, "Vou people must be free}"
The happy tim?ﬂ

5 coming, ILbrd be praised!
Spuls el
Ttls then we weep and mourn, for our sewl—is—not our own,

In those agonlzing cruel Slavery days.
Chorus

I'm getting feeble now, and old and my days are nesrly told,
I have traveléd on the roughest kinds of road,
My dsys of toll have passed, and f%:;be reached the end at last,
And I'm resting by the wayside with my 1ocd;
Forget now and forglve, has always been my rule,
Por that'!s what the Golden Scripturessurely saz;, “

iy

But our memo#les will turn round, when our Soulgtwere tied down,

In those ugonizinglcruel glavery days.

Chorus

Coll.: Jacksonville, Maine, Dec. 5, 1963

Inf.;(glgrgngg;béziii*Jacksonville
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wol. |, 2094 Muriel Watts — 53
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The Black Sheep
(D In a qulet village, not so very far from here,
Lived & rich and aged man, his hair was turning gray)
He hsd three sons hls only ones, both Jack and Tom were sy,
While Ted was honest as could be, would never tell a 1ie;
Tﬁeyﬂtried thelir best to ruln him in the old men's eye,
At last thelr polscn began to work and Ted was much despised}
One night the father said, "Begone, youre heartless to the core."

But as he stood there by the door, these words they heard him say:

Chorus

) Don't be angry with me dad, don't turn me from your door,
I know that I've been weyward but I won'!t be anymore,
@ive to me sanother chance, just put me to the test,
And I'11 prove to you the black sheep loves his dad,

11

Far better than the rest,

@ One night the old man e celled his sons to him, and gave to them his gold,
He §:1% “wer—tirem, "Here take this, I ofily need this place here by your
fireside".

Jack one night coming home, he brought with him s bride;
The wife began %o hate\?he Tather more and more each dag.
At last one night th::%;ree declared, "the 0ld fool's in the way."
The sgreed to send him to the poor house, that was near,

CA
Wher 1ike & {lash the black sheep's voice sbaysl rimging in the

Qld mn.s esY,

Chorus
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The next day a team drives up to the door, 1% 1s the poor house van,
"Wv 1" "
The songypoint snd says, there 1s your man,

5 .

T . wmo 7 & o e A 2N Ayl 3 umn D
IJnst then 2 me ﬂl?j‘ LOTrMm apUeaAle= a0 phancg chrough

the crow 1,‘
He cries, "Stop #ir, you brutes, this will not be allowed.,"
"You stole this old man's property, end a1l that he could save,
You even sold the plot containing his wife's grave)

foc I am this old man's son but not your k’'» from now $111 Judgement day."

Just then the black sheep's volce came ringing in his ear.

Chorus (changed)

Don't be sngry with me lad, I turiled you from my door,

I know c¢hat I was foclish, but-fvﬁhpented oler and o'er,
I wish I'd gave to you my gold and all the rest,

TV AL

o el e
ALV R JU“A JLINVENL L

n
ma L% 28 3 P DT o PR, i A Pona $ ¥
y me Yhe black sheep loves his 224 fay better then the rest.

Coll,: Jacksonville, Maine, Dec, 5, 1963

Inf,: Jacksonville

o g 52 & 15,
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This recording was made at the home of Clarence Berry on Dec 5,1963

W=Muriel Watts

B=Clarence Berry

M He will sing the Woodsman's Alphabet Song

4
B Now when youre ready say so

W all right
B (sings) A was our
B was the
C was the
D was the
(Chorus) So merry,

No mortal

axes which was very well known
boys that hewed them also
cutting which did begin

danger we oft times were in

SO merry are we

on earth are as happy as we

Hi derry,oh derry, hi derry away

Our boss is well and there's nothing goes wrong

E was the

F was the

G was the

H was the
(Chorus)

I was the

J was the

K was the

echo which through the woods rang
foreman the head of the gang
gringingstone we sharpened our ax on

handle so smooth and so round.

iron we marked our logs down
jolly boys all in a line

keen our axes would keep

L is for lice that kept us from sleep

(Chorus)

was the

c =z =

was the

e}

was the

(Chorus)

was XEX

the moss we chinked our camps with
need*e we mended our pants

owl that hooted by night

pine that always fell right



(Chorus)

A=
Q was the quarrel we did not allow
R was the river we drove our logs down
S was the sled so stout and so strong

T was the team that drew 'em along

U was the use we put ourselves to
V was the valley we drove our logs through
W is for the woods we left in the spring

So I've sung all I'm going to sing.

W Now Clarence will sing the West Branch Song

B (sings)

Come all ye fellow men from far and near
A meloncholy tale to hear
One of our fellow mortals,he

Has gone to his long eternity.

John Roberts as we understand
It was the name of this young man
Whose fate we hope will a warning prove

To all who do these lines persue.

He hired out with Mr. Brown
To help him drive his lumber down
On the West Branch where he did go

Which quickly proved his overthrow.

T'was of a lowry sky
This young man left his home to die
When from his home he did depart

A gleam of hope twined round his heart.
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He ventured out to break a jam
Which had begun on the rolling dam

But when he started for the shore

He sank, alas, to rise no more.

We think he got his fatal blow
While struggling in the undertow
By some hugh rock beneath the waves

Where soon he found him a watery grave.

We searched the stream from shore to shore
His lifeless body to secure
Trusting in God to guide the way

Unto his tnetiment of clay.

T'was on the third day at three o'clock
When Mr. Filsber took his boat
And with a grapple in his hand

He raised him from his bed of sand.

A message was HHEXX then was sent away
These mournful tidings to convey
Unto his tender parents dear

To tell them that they'd see their son no more.

And in due time a bier was made
And on it was his body laid
Born to the grave where he shall 1lie

Till Gabrial'striumph shall rend the sky

67



We fellow men we too must die

And go to our long eternity

So let us live while here below
Love God and all his paths persue
And let us live in Christian love

And go with him to réign above.

There you are.

W Now Clarence will sing the Sailor Boy

B (sings)

(chorus)

5 [

(chorus)

(chorus

"Twas a cold and stormy night,the snow lay on the ground

A sailor boy stood on the deck, his ship was outward bound

His true love standing by his side,shed many a bitter tear

But as he pressed her to his breast,he whispered in her ear.
Farewell my love,my own true love.This parting gives me pain.
You'll be my hope,my own true guiding star,till I return Again
My thoughts will be of you my love,when storms are raging high

So fare thee well,remember me,your faithful sailor boy.

T'was in the gale their ship set sail, the lass was standing by

eye
She watched the ship far out of sight,the tears they dimmed her
She prayed to God in heaven above,to guide him on his way

Her lover's parting words that night,re-echoed o're the bay.

But sad to say the ship returned without her sailor boy

For he had died while out at sea,the flag ran half mast high

And when his comrads came on shore,to tell her he was dead

With a letter that he sent by them and this is what he said
changes)

Farewell my love, my own true love.On earth we'll meet no more
I hope we'll meet in heaven above on that eternal shore

I hope we'll meet in that bright land,the land_be¥ond the skg
Where you'll never more be parted from your f&ith ul sailor boy



5 4<9 69

W Now Clarence will sing "Caroline of Edinborough Town"

B (sings) Come all you men and maidens,come listen to my song
'Tis of a fair young damsel,whose scarcely in her prime
She beat the blushing roses, admired by all around,

Tis my lovely lady,Caroline,of Edinborough Town.

Young Henry,being a highland man,a courting her did come
And when her parents came to know they did not like the same
Young Henry was offended, and unto her did say

Arise my dearest Caroline, and with me run away.

We'll both go to London,love,and there we'll wed in peace,
And there my lovely Caroline,we'll have sweet happiness indeed.
Being enticed by young Henry, she puts on another gown

And away there floats young Caroline of Edinborough Town

Over hill and lofty mountain,together they did roam,
In time arrived in London,far from their happy home
Says she,My dearest Henry,pray never on me frown,

For you'll break the heart of Caroline of Edinborough Town.

They had not been in London,more than one half a year

When cruel hearted Henry did prove to be severe

Says Henry,I'll go to sea,I'll join that fleet to fight
for kings and crowns

So beg your way without delay to Edinborough Town.

Many a day she passed away,insorrow and despair,
Her cheeks so once like roses,had grown like lilies fair
She cried,Where is my Henry? and oft times she did say,

SRad was the day I ran Away from Edinborough Town.
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Oh pressed with grief without relief this maiden she did go
Into the woods to eat such food as on the bushes grew
Some strangers they did pity her and some did on her frown

And some did say,Why did you stray from Edinborough Town?

Beneath this spreading lofty oak this maid sat down to cry
While watching of the gallerent ships as they went sailing by
She gave three screams for Henry and plunged her body Down

And away there floats young Caroline of Edinborough Town.

A note likewise her bonnet she left upon the shore

And in the note a lock of hair with the words "no more am I"
For fast asleep I'm in the deep fishes are watching round
What's tome of lovely Caroline of Edinborough Town?

Come all ye men and maidens,nere try to part true love,
Come all tender parents,ne'r try to part true love

Likewise all young men and maiden%n'er on your lovers frown
Think on the fate of Caroline of Edinborough Town.
I made a slip there on that one didn't I.

W That's alright. Clarence will now sing"Home Sweet Some"

B (sings) You're going to leave the old home Jim,today you're going away
You're going among the city folks to dwell.
Thus spake a gray haired mother to her boy one summer's day
If your mind's made up that way I wish you well.
The o0ld home will be lonely we'll miss you when you're gone
The birds won't sing so sweet when you're not neigh
But if you are in trouble Jim just write and let us know
She spoke these words and then she said good-by.

(chorus) When sickness overtakes you and old companions shake you

And through this world you'll wonder all alone

And friends you have not any in your pockets not a penny

There's a mother always waiting you at home sweet home.
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Ten years later to the village came a stranger no one knew
His steps were halt and ragged clothes he wore
The little children laughed at him as down the road he walked
At last he stopped before a cottage door.
He knocked he heard no sound he thought can she be dead?
When gently hears a voice well known to him
'Twas mother's voice herhair was silveeed by the touch of time
She said,Thank God they've sent us back our Jim
(chorus)
W Now Clarence will sing "There's a Light in the Window That Burns
Brightly for Thee"
B (sings) There's a quaint old-fashioned homestead that stands by the sea
With a fond loving mother,full three score and three
Whose (sentiful) eyes wanders far o'er the lee
As her lips part to murmur come back my laddie to me
Each night to the window she in silence strays
She places a lamp and its flickering rays
Are intended for one who may never return.

(chorus)
There's a light in the window burns brightly for thee

My brave sailor laddie so long gone from me
Your absence and silence makes mother's heart yearn

So brightly the light in the window shall burn.

Now the story was simple oft told in a day

'Twas only a sailor who sailed far away

And parted from Mother whose heart beat with care
But alas the long years came and went like a dream

Some story of wreckage came from the Gulf Stream
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So brightly the light in the window shall gleam
For one who lives only in dreams.
(chorus)
Now the light in the window through calm and through storm
Was never extinguished until bright early morn
Aneighbor chanced for to stray discovered the light burning
brightly one day
He knocks on the door no answer he heard
He steps to the window and peeps through the pane
The matron was dead but the light still shown
And they still keep it burning for one far from home.
(chorus)
woman-....married when we lived down below,Sunday night,especially
in the summertime I always opened my window,
sat by the window and listened, cause Clarence would sit and sing
the whole evening long and he never would sing the same song
twice.
man - I'll be darned
woman-first it would be perhaps a hymn or you know some of them
(Laughter)
man-probably you heard my mother sing
woman-Now Muriel
W This ends the interview with Clarence Berry for this evening.
W Clarence will sing "I Have a Mother 0ld and Gray Who Needs Me Now"
B You all ready (sings)
When the golden sunbeams shone in all their glory
On the river where the water lilies grow

There twosweethearts true were whispering love's old story
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Gently gliding in a little red canoe

Then Jack says dear why are you so hesitating
You'll say you love me I can understand

But she answers Lad for me please don't be waiting
Though I'd love to go with you to Maryland

(chorus)
Jack to me you've always been so kind and true

And you know I've ever faithful been to you

Though tis fond of you I've grown
Still I can't leave her alone
It would only cause her head in grief to bow
I've a mother old and gray who needs me now
Time has brought deep furrows to her once fair brow
Though thid parting brings regret
Still my heart must not forget
I've a mother old and gray who needs me now

(defect-not audible)
(When the twilight shadows fell upon the clover
Down the pathway strolled these)lovers hand in hand
As they reached the low roofed cottage Jack said
Mother come with us to our dear home in Maryland
There your little girl will be my queen forever
Sweetest flowers will always bloom for you
For today as we were going down the river
Jinny darling spoke these words with heart so true

(chorus)
W Clarence will now sing "Slavery Days"
B (sings) I am thinking today of those years that passed away

When they bound us up in bondage long ago
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T'was in old Virginia state and t'was there that we were seper
And it filled us full of misery and woe

They took away my boy he was his mothers joy

From a baby in the cradle him we raised

And they set us far apart and it broke the old man's heart

In those agonizing cruel slavery days.

(chorus)
Oh they'll never come again let's give all praise to Him

Who looks down where the little children play
And every night and morn we will pray for those that's gone

In those agonizing cruel slavery days.

T'was in the month of June when the cottom was in bloom

My darling wife was standing by my side

I'll ne'er forget that day for t'was a sale so they say
When they sold her how in agony she cried

My wife alas is gone and now I'll sigh and mourn

But I'll meet her up in heaven God be praised

And every night and morn we will pray for those that's gone
In those agonizing cruel slavery days

(chorus)

But my memory t'will stay o'er to that dear old cabin door
of the sun

Where the shadows come peeping in

At night when all was dark we could hear the watchdogs bark

And we'd listen to the murmur of the wind

It seemed to say to me You people must be free

The happy time is coming Lord be praised

T'is then we weep and mourn for our souls were not our own

In those mxmmkX agonizing cruel slavery days

(chorus)
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I'm getting feeble now,and old and my days are nearly told

I have traveled on the roughest kind of road

My days of toil have passed and I've reached the end at last
And I'm resting by the wayside with my load

Forget now and forgive has always been my rule

For that's what the golden scriptures surely say

But our memories will turn round when our souls they were
tied down

In those agonizing cruel saavery days
(chorus)
W Clarence will now sing "The Black Sheep"
B Quite a hard one to sing though (sings)
In a quiet village not so very far from here
Lived a rich and aged man his hair was turning gray
He had three sons his only ones,both Jack and Tom were sly
While Ted was honest as could be,he would never tell a lie
They tried their best to ruin him in the old man's eye
At last their poison began to work and Ted was much despised
One night the father said,Begone,you're heartless to the core
But as he stood there by the door these words they heard
himsay
(Chorus)Don't be angry with me dad,don't turn me from your door
I know that I!ve been wayward but I won't be anymore
Give to me another chance just put me to the test
And I'll prove to you the black sheep loves his dad

Far better than the rest.



(chorus)

(chorus

tape off
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One night the old man called his sons to him
and gave to them his gold
He says "here take this,I only need this place here
by your fireside
Jack one night coming home he brought with him a bride
The wife began to hate the father more and more each day
At last one night the whole three declared,the old fodl's
in the way
They agreed to send him to the poorhouse that was near
When like a flash the black sheeps voice came ringing

in the old man's ear

The next day a team drives up to the door,it is the
poor house van
The sons they point and say,there is your man
Just then a manly form appears and pushes through the crowd
He cries,Stop sir,you brutes,this will not be allowed
You stole this old man's property and all that he could save
You even sold the plot containing his wife's grave
For T am this 0ld man's son but not your kin from now
til judgement day
Just then the black sheep's voice came ringing in his ear

changes)
Don't be angry with me lad I turned you from my door

I know that I was foolish but I've repented o'er and o'er
I wish I'd gave to you my gold and all the rest
For you have proved to me the black sheep loves his dad

far better then the rest.



