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Harvey Manchester had a habit of mis-speaking. During a conversation of 
crowding in bed, he said "Good God, when you give Grace an inch in bed, 
she'll want a foot." 

A near-sighted man chases a black hen mistaking it for his hat blowing in the wind. 
Fred Geary storekeeper in Machias forgot to zip up his fly after going to the 

bathroom and when he wiped his hands on his apron he exposed himself. 
Zemora Foss (who stuttered) tells a joke: "This is a book of many pages. You 

think the fool is in the middle, but they are all around the edges." (pointing 
at people aroundthe room. 

Zemora after waking at the county fair sees a hot-air balloon. 
Agnes Davis and her children 
How do you catch an elephant: dig a hole and fill it with ash; plant peas all around 

the whole; when the elephant comes to eat the peas, kick him in the ash
hole. 
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Interview with Clarence Berry on December 5, 1963. Interviewer 

is Muriel Watts. Place is Jackson~ille, Maine. 

Song: "The Woodsman's Alphabet Song" 

Song: "The West Branch Song" 

Song: "The Sailor Boy" 

Song: "Caroline of Edinborough Town" 

Song: "Home Sweet Home" 

Song: "There's A Light In the Window That Burns Brightly 

for Thee" 

Song! "I've A Mother Old and Gray Who Needs Me Now" 

Song: "Slavery Days" 

Sahg: "The Black Sheep" 
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Muriel Watts -- / -

The Kennebec area which 1s a part of Mach1~s, Maine is 

w' I /" I 
4:2ll Oa 

popul~te1 mostly by fisherme~ 11nd very small farmers. Originally the 

•re~ had its own grade school, 2 s~ll stores one of which was 

locate; in t private home ,nd 2 very well attended churches. 

In the p~st these people were rather self sufficient but today 

they ~re very rlependent on Machi~s for their shopping needs. 

The ire~ include~ some 300 ~eople ~nd tre directly related to 

~ or s·ortginll!l f!!.rnilies with few exceptions. 

The J~cksonville area is a part of East Machias, M!.:tne and 

is populAted by sm!lll farmers and woodsmen. There h a small store And 

Post Office, I!. gr8.de school and one church. The area includes :rnme 

"00 people. 

During hunting se11son one finrls many of the homes W-~~ hunter3 

~rorn Vl!.rious st~tes1 11a~rtd the man of the household 11ct1ng &3 guide. 

In the sumrner>the Jacksonville camp ground is active. ¥•ny 

youth •nr'i religiou3 organizetions ut:tlize these fllcilities. 

, M~ny people originally from Jacksonville h~ve sunnner home3 at 

the c,.mp groun~. 

0 
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• unee Augustus Bryant~ the son o Sll\ mUe~l 1ni Effie (Morse) Bryant, 

w•!! b:)Tll 1~ M~ch111s on November 30, rg9s. He 1!'1 one--r- t~ .... f mily of four ~y· ,, 

brothers •n1 five sisters. He grew up in M~chi1u "n1 went to :i1eho:)l 

there. ; · '"- ~ .. 

For a time he worked for the Machias Lumber Co. He ~rried: Idft }Tan-
I 

r; 11~s t~. · 11n-1 they h!lve one d1rnghter. 

In September, I92~, he entered the U. s. Coast Guard where he 

rem~inert until J1nuttrf I950. 

Since he hts alWftVS loved hunting and fishing, after his retire-

ment, hebu1lt ~ hunting camp in Township I9. There he spend:'! many :J 

ole~s~nt hours fishing, hunting, An~ trapping. He entertains many out 

of st~te as well as local friends during the hunt~g season. They spend 

m~ny evenings telling jokes and other stories. 

Faunce is a member of the Kennebec Baptist Church and teaches a 

sund19.y School class there. 

During the winter he enjoys television and reading sports magazines, 

but most of all, he looks forwari 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 

told many more then I wrote up. Mr- and Mrs Bryant a:nd I were the only 

ones prel!lent. 

/)!.··~.·~. . .· 'llJJ .. --r_ . . . JT 
/~ . . 
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C l&rence Berry 

'' · l H '."lt~ e Ulmer Berry w ... ., born June S, I900, He was born in the home 

in wh:<J~, h now lives. He was the youngest of I2 children born to .--·-
;--· . 11t.na. JV'tr's Georg· 't111t.shington .3er ~ Susie Abigil Dowling) in Jack-

-
sonville, M11t.in~ ~ 

Clerence stArted working at Talbots Mill in Jacksonville a& the age of 

I5 yeArs. Here he worked sticking lumber •• From there he went into the 

wo 0 i .l!l to work. Next he went to Portland Go wurk in a machine shop. He .. 

st~te~ here for about a year and theh decided to go to Detro1~ with 

his brother, to work in ~n automobile pl~nt. 

returneti holl'le 

dec11.ed that Maine was the pls.ce he WA.ntec'l to live. He 
lqplf. 

and on J1tnuftry I9,fhe W1rrier1 'oe lena. :a~gley, his child
/ 

~-

hoo 1 sweethe8.rt. He settled tt the ol:i home ste11Jl in Jacksonville and 

l.rnrken in the woad!'! ,iinl\ on river 1.rives until I9!.J.2. Then he begsn working 

for St. Regis P~per Co.At the present time, he is still employed with 

with them. 

The Berry's have 7 children and 7 grand children. Cl~rence ~pends 

m•ny ~n evening entertsining them with hi3 song! and storie:s • 

When I intervlewe1 . re:r>oe. he ~eemed mo~t happy to tell his :stories 

nn4 ~ing hi~ :songs. - len , J .n.;. {11:s daughter ) , my hu:sband and I 

were in the room <'luring these int-;erview:s. W course I alwe.y:s have to 

look at all the knitting, 1:nJ etc., th8t Del(')ne h~:s done, :so we 

foun" these to be lengthy vi:slt:s. 

~"~ 
7~ ~&/ff rd.t, 

)~tLTa--~~ 
/}1~ 
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Muriel W11tts -- 'I-

They were holding prAyer meeting at Jonesport lll!lny years ago. 

One r1eAr hdy when doing her testimony ss1d, "If I hsri the wings of 11 

turtle dove I woul~ fly to the arms of rrry dear S11v1or. 11 

An odd b!i!ll ttttending out of curiosity it seems h8.d a. few drinks 

of t1Ark colored brook water. He jumped up and. sAid, "If I hsd the 

wings of a loon or a coot I would fly to Jesus Hellity scoot." 

Another fellow jumped up and se.id, "Sit down brother, you would 

be shot for a shit-poke before you got half WAY across the :rne.rsh. 

' ) ' 1 

Coll.: :M11t.chi11s, t;a..1!te , Nov. 20, 1963 
~. 

Inf.: aunce A! BrYllllt, e.ch1as 

A. 
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Whne working for Mi:ichias Lumber Comp~ny ~t township 31 :'lurmg 

the winter evenings the crew members played the c~rd g~me "63" • 
.,,.,-- - ~ 

1Foster ~vis 1m•l his P1!rtner won the first game. Their opponents 

s~irl ' thAt the first g~me w~s ",lways the fools gnrne 111nyway. 

Uncle Foster excl!'limed, "By Tryst, they rtHn't get thRt time, 

'1 i c1 they'? " 

Coll.: Machbs, Maine, Nov. 20, 1963 
·-. 

Inf.: Faunce A. Bryant'; >Mach1as 

A. 
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A Methoi1st Minister bought a mule. The thing balked and would never 

go. One d!'ly the ministe1• got disgusted with him and whispered. in his 

e~r----Thou lmowest I can't blaspheme thee. Thou knowest I can't 

chi:i stise thee. But one thing thou doesn 1t know, is that I can sell thee 

to i:i. B~ptiSt. 

Coll.; 'Machias, Maine, Nov. 20, 1963 

Inf,: .aunce A. Bryant Machias 
A. • - --
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young grand daughter was v1s1t1ng her one day. She ·: · ,, 
( :- -

Wl!IS teasing for pop and sweets, as was her usual habit. ·..Pattt was only 

three at the time. Her grandmother said to her," Patti, don't you know 

th,.t so much pop and sweets might give you sugar diabetes." 

P~tti ni~n't answer but apparently thought about it. That night when 

her f~ther W!!.S getting her ready for bed, Patti said," Daddy, I can1.t r: eat 

~ny more sweets and pop because my Nana said if I didn't stop it I would 

hove "sugar-by- Jesus." 

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

Inf.: Faunce ' A. Bryan 

A. 
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----
~ H!"rvey Mi:1nche st~\. had a mare named " Flora~ This mare was very high - ---

spiriter'l .• 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 w,:\gon 1:1nrl c~ught the horses tail with':the fill. The mare started dancing 

flrounrl. ~said, "Now Flora, stand still." 

HArvry said, "Good God, Grace, if you had as much fill stuck 1n your 

fl SS as she hss, you would wiggle, too." 

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

Inf.: Faunce A. Bryant, Machias 

A. 
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All the neighbors in Kennebec used to gather at the hone or.Harvey 
I 

MAnchest~r on winter evenings to talk. Harvey always got very excited 

~na. wi:i.s dways pulling a "boo-boo" in his part of the conversation. 

One night they were all talking about crowding 1n bed. Harvey spoke 

up ond said, "Good God, when you givee an Inch In be~ .. she'll 

want A foo:b." 

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

Inf. Faunce A. Bryan Machias 

A. 

ki.11t /VV-_b-fe 

/14 evdut;(x') 
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f\ ner.ir-sighte r1 !Mn lost his h::1t in !.'\ strong wln(1. He gAve chase. 

a wqm..,n s 1~re~!'1e·'l from q ne~rby house, "Hh~t are you d.o:lng?" 

"Getting my h::it," i'e:ilie1 the m:in, 

"Y01JJ" h~t ! " excl;:i ime·l the wom~n. 11~.i'hat 1 s you:(' 11.ttle bhclc lien 

you_ 1re ch~ sing.'' 

Co11,: Mnchi~s, Midne, Oct. 24-, I963 

B . 
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O 1 Fred Ge~r~ Had a grocery store in Machias For J111.ny years. He 

~iw~ys wore a White apron. One day he went out the back door, pulled 

up his ~pron 3nd unzippered his fly to take a leak. He saw two women go 

tnto the store. Not wishing to loose the trade he dropped his apron and 

rushed in to wait on them. He went behind the counter, pulled up his 

apron to wipe his hands, (forgetting his fly) and said, G5od morning, 

l!!>-'11.es. What I couldn't 1o for you." 

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

Inf,:~~ Machi•• 
B. 
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, Olr'I. Zemor~ Fos · Lived on the Jonesboro road in Machias Yll!ny years 

,.; 

~go. He stuttered, so people were RlWRYS trying to get him excited. 

One night 111_t jll party someone said to him, Zemorl!., you must know a Joke." 

Zemor" said, 11Yes,I do.':Give l'Tl.e a book." 

He stood in the middle of the floor, helri the book up and said, "This 

is 8. book of D1Rny pages. You think the fool is in the middle, but they 

Ptre '111 e.round the edges." ( He pointed his finger at the peo le sitting 

~round the edge of the room.) 

Coll.: Machias, Maine, Oct. 24, !963 
.-

Inf. : .Pa u:nce A • Bryal)t , Ma. ch ia s 

B. 
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- -· .... 
Old Zemora oss was at the fair. He had had some colored water to 

~rink, so he 1A11 down and went to sleep. He woke up just as they were 

hqving the b~lloon ascension. He looked up and saw a balloon going up 

with ~ rn~n hl!lnging on. 

Zemor8. SA. id., 11 Wh"t' s that thing going up there? 11 

Someone sdri, 11 That's a h!!ysteck, Zemorl!l, th111t just blowed away. 11 

Zemor" saB, 11I thought so. And there goes 111 JM.n after it." 

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

Inf. ~ Fe.unce A. Bryent , Machias 

B. 
____ ...... /" 
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Gifford Knows It 

,, 1_ !Th1s story is told many times about .A gnes Da,;9 , daughter of e 
' Mr')rse of Kennebec.Agnes always seemed to be on the road with her 

ch11'1ren. 

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

1 Theres~ In the carriage. Her son , Gif for , 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 

knows. 11 "Gifford knows." Then Agnes said, 11 Gifford knows what- you 

n_~mne'l fool." Giffora. said very innocently, 11 Gifford knows Theresa lost her 

shoe W!IJ.Y back there." 

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

Inf. : Muriel1Watt~ , Machias 
...__ --

A. 
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r 
My II year old son , Da vid c'f;lme home from Sunday School and informed 

me he knew how to catch an elephant. When I asked if he had learned this 

~t Sund"-Y School he said, 11Yes~ So I said,," Well tell me, then." This was 1a 

the story. 

How do you catch an elephant? 

First, ~ou dig a deep hole and put ashes 1n it. Put peas all around 

the eflge. When the elephant comes up to take a pea, kick him 1n the 

" r:ish hole." 

( It seems a young high- school boy was teaching there class for 

the day.) 

Coll. Mechias1 Maine, Dec. I~, 1963 --Inf • . Mur1eJ. Watl:-s , Machias 
A. 
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George McGoon 

'Q;or; e McGo o~ known not only troUPd the J11cksonville area, but 

&11 over W"shington County has become a folk in this area. 

George lived in Cr11wford. He wu1 noted for his cleverness and his 

wit. He w~s Alwtys trying to1outsmart the game wardens. 

George ha·'l a friend, Wilbur Day , who lived in Wesley. Wilbur shared 

i~ mahy of the experiences of G,orge. He himself was noted for his 

hunting. 

George Wlls noted for the great number,~of moose that he shot. The:se 

he peddled from door to uoor or 1.ny place he could. This ;cwas.-ht.'.'lilway~ 

sold for moose me~t, but was sold many times for just what ever kind 

of me~t the people happenerl. to want. 

Old George hpd every kin& of 1pple in hls orch~rd. When one visited 

him, he took pride ln showing them 1.n'l seldom lli(i. one come 1t.w1.y without 

- sa..mple of the lTlllny kinds.These ~pples served ft dual purpose, one to 

m"ke frieil·'is anrl irhe other to c11sguise his moose·; me1.t. 

George hlld. two l'IOill'I . ~.r anri. Fr"nw. They useri to <irive for George 

much of the time when he peddled his meat. As Clarence Berry so often 

S'Y!'!, "I remember old George best coming down the roa1. with hh old 

violin in his hands. One of ~fie boys would be driving and every now and 

the~ he would play l little. George didn 1 t play well, but he would pull up, 

!"ugh ,.na. s1y, :•'Atn't she talking of it out.'" 

Coll{: Machia Maine Nov. 23, 1963 
(~ 

I'ilf. : Mur iel Watt , Machias -
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My son tol1 me this joke After l!lchool q~~ n1ght a short time ago. 

A m~n once h111d a mule that he wished to CAll A donkey. His friends 

tol(J him to c,.11 it Pl. mule. The man got pretty confused, l!IO he went to 

' priest "n1 1!1-.11, 11 F11ther tell me whl\t this •nilrull is • 11 

The Priest replied, 11 ThAt h an Ull!l. 
11 

A few weeks later the mule died and while the JM.n W8S digging a 

hole to bury it in, the Priest went by. He stopped and looked and then 

91 eke"l, 11Wh111t P1re you doing? 11 

The man replied, 11Welll!lir, according to you, I am digging an ass 

hole. 11 

Coll.: Machias, Maine, Dec. 2, I963 
/ - "'I 

Inf. Muriel Watt ' , Machias 
A. .. 
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Ir~ 1;0~; s;:1:' 1 he shot 1~i:1~i;een P!!Ytrl ·lges at on~ c : ;ne • .S0meu:i:1e asi.::e (i 1 

":Dui1 ·:'l1 . .'l y,;iJ. i\:ill ~;u 111~ny at ..;ne time, J:ra?" 

shut gu.ns. i firel., split G£le 1trn0 ci1eJ .~ere on, 'i.1:1ri.i:; limb pinched U1e:1r toe;; 

Coll;: Jack~onville, Mti.ine, I'.ov. 22, J:963 
r . .-------···-.~~ · ---. ..... ·-

Inf.: 
1

Chrence Berr~, J~cknunville 
.,/ 

B. 
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T.t ts s::ii'1 tbqt 1)14. vl.llie Elsr.1 :x::~ could remernbe1~ ~1hel"'. the fir ~;'c 

nuVJ irg ;n;.chine c:ine into r::'oi.Jllsh~.) :'.1. Th.-=tt r:J%Ting lil8.ch:ine s~vore. ven·· 

Col1.: Jaci;.::; ·.)nvHle, Ma:i11e Oct. II, I963 

In~.: Clnrence Berry~ Jacksonville ---B. 

, 
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This is 8. story told Rt the hunting camp of ·· C}:/an · . 

It w~s the l~st 1ay of hunting. One of the men was watching a deer 

Wi> lking Pirounri the edge of a ledge. Every once in· a while he would see 

the white of his tail. The sun was going down, so he thought he should 

use ' 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 

aroun~, just ~s thin as a rail, with a bullet just a foot from its 

Coll.: Machias, Maine, Oct. 2~, 1963 -
Inf. !S aunce A. rl1·yfi. t , Machbs 

B. 
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This is another of the stories told at the hunting camp of Mr. Bryant. 

Some hunters were in camp on a rainy day. They found an old muzzle 

1oflne~ gun. Someone would put two or three fingers of powder in 1t and 

S!'Y" Anyone dare to fire this? 11 Every now and then they would put a little 

more powder in it until it was filled. They took it down to the swamp, 

tie1 it to a fence, tied a string to the tri~ger, and got back and fired. 

That gun knocked down I4 fence posts, parted 4 strands of barbed wire, 

~n-1. it w~s a h~lf hour before they could get near it because it kept on 

kicking. 

Coll.: Machias , M~ine, Oct. 24, I963 

Inf. : Faunce Bryant Machias 

B. 
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''.G~.llie 31sm·y;~ hr.<1. h:1.s traps SAt one r.7fn~; ,3:r. It •,ms a had snow ~~tu:·~m 
---~.-/ 

.I 

,. ..., '~ 
c.1.- ... ·-~ 

Inf.: 'Clarer1ce :3e1~~"Y, Jpcksonville, 

.,., 
.o. 
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The ·• following story he.s been told many times at the Coast Guard 

stRtion on Cr~nberry Island. It has actuB.lly become a legend. 

Once the Coast Guard saw a distress signal of a vessel. They launched 

~ surf bo~t and started for the vessel rowing double bank. The wind was 

blowing ~nd the seAs were rolling high. 

When they finally reached the vessel they threw a 1:1ne over the stern. 

E~ch mAn tied the rope around his body and then he was pulled into the 

life boat. 

Someone said," Captain, are you sure everyone is off that vessel'l 11 

"Yes, 11 the caph.in replied. 

After they were well away from the vessel one 1118ll remembered and 

sAid, 11 There's a sick ll'l!.Il aboard that vessel~· " 

The captain watched his chance and with the w:inds still gaining force 

he turned and went back to the vessel, landed a man on board 8lld got 

th~. t sick man. 

As the skipper was mann1ng the helm, he looked at· the sick nan ly:ing 

there. He thought he looked familiar. He looked closer and exclaimed, 

"My God, that's my long lost brother whom I haven't seen for 20 years. 11 

Coll.: Machias, Ma:ine, Oct. 2~, 1963 

Inf. :<[a un~e "'A • Bryant ' Ma ch ia s 
/ 

A. 
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-!.:~nk Elsmn . h81 a motor boat in Rocky Lake. One day he wanted to 

go up lake. He found his ta.nk full of bullet holes. So he brought 

tl1e ti!ink '!own to Judson Merrill, who ran the hardware store to have it 

sol'lere·'l. 

Judson sata, 11 Oh my gory, I could make one cheaper than I could" 

mend this one. 11 so Frank said, "Go ahead, make me one." 

When Fr!:mk came back in two or three days, he asked, ''what a.re you 

going to charge me'?" 

Ju.ison saiil, "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. 111 

Coll.: Js.cksonville,Maine, Oct. II, I~63 
/ ,,. ------

Inf.: ·( lar~n(,. e Berr~ Jacksonville, -----B. 
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Battle Of Ant Eat-um 

~ 
7 =:-_ 

eorge McGoo~and old man Scott were up at the head ---of He11ey' s lake on "Burnt Knole. 11 (So named because every spring it 

wes alw~ys burned over.} 

George McGoon and Scott argued over who could eat the most baked 

be~ns. The ~rgument turfied into a fight. George took Scott down in an 

"nt befl "nr'!. stirred up the ants. The ants began to bite George. This 

W"S known ~s the "Battle Of Ant EA.t-um. 11 

Coll.: Ja e son Maine Oct II, I963 
I . 

Inf . Clerence B3.r ... -). Jncksonville 
/ 

B. 
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11aorge ha1. two sons , Ray and Frt.ll.e'. Frank told this story to Clarence. 

"You know I'm pretty gooii with gloves. One day I got the best of Ray. 

He swore he wouln get even with me one way or another. One night I was 

lugging woo~ and Ray hid behind the door. He intended to hit me when 

I cAme through with my arms loaded. Old George came through the door 

first with a pail of milk in his hand. Ray came out from behind the door 

~nri nAilea. him. After seeing whom he had hit, Ray ran up the road and 

fl.ir'ln't come b~ck for two weeks that time." 

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

Inf. :\_Clarence Berry, acksonville, 

B. 
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~ WRS g8me ward.en in Cooper. George McGoon didn't like him. 

He wqnted someone to shoot Jim and get rid of h~m. So George said to 

Wilbur, ''Wilbur, you shoot him ---- shoot him low ----shoot him 1n the ~., 

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

flown on the meadow haying." 

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

Inf.: {Clarence Be:CTil Jacksonville 

B. 
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, George McGoon ) 
-~ - -

Old lfphie Farnswor}b_used to have a barber shop on Main Street in 

MAchi~s. One d~y Clarence recalls being in there with George McGoon. 

It w~s early fall. A New Jersey car drove up in front of the shop and 

p~rke1. The C8r had a big set of moose horns on it. 

Cl!!!rence lookei1 out of the window, admired the horns and said, "Quite 

" set of horns there. Yes sir, quite a. set of horns." 

Mt-. Farnsworth stepped up to the window, looked out, turned and said, 

"Well now, Mr. McGoon what would. you say those were?" 

Old George cleared his throat several times, put his hands 1n his 

pockets, lifteil his eye brows and said, " Well sir, now I ain't sure, 

but I think they are a set of moose horns." 

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

l.ookeil like.) 

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

Inf. : ~nee Be~, Jacksonville 

B. 



421 35-
Muriel Watts - .;2.. q _ 

George h,id A pig. One day the pig got out and went under the barn. 

George wanted his two sons, Ray and Frank, to help put it back 1n the 

pen~. He stationed the boys near the baI"Il with some boards. He said to 

them, ''Now, I'll go under the barn and drive him out. You take the boards 

~nn_ when he comes through that hole, steer him back into the pen." 

Old George crawled under the baI"Il and tried to chase the pig out. 

He coul~n•t and got tired and decided to come out himself. When he stuck 

his ald bawled head out through that hole, Ray hit him. After seeing 

wh11t he hAd .jone, Ray ran up the road and 'iidri 1t return for a week. 

011 George went 1n the house and said to his wife,"~ I never 

thought I'd r~ise a son who couldn't tell his o~u man from a damned old 

bOJ!lr • 11 

Coll.: Jacksonville, Maine Oct. II, I963 

Inf.: ~_larence Berry, Jacksonville 
-- -

B. 
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Geo~g~ McGoon 

George shot a moose. He wantea his son~ to help him bring 1t 

out. Fr".nk took the horses and went down to the woods road to skid the 

moose out. 01~ George stayed out on the main road waiting for him. 

, Temoleton he game warden came along and stopped. Old George said, 
-=..'...__ 

M~kes no difference to me which way she goes. I haven't got much longer 

to live. Now I've got a moose coming out of that road and I'd just as 

soon you wouldn't be here. 11 Templeton turned and without saying a word, 

left. 

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

when he fired it.) 

Coll.: Jacksonville, Maine Oct II, 1963 

Inf .: ' Cl ar ence Be~~ Jacksonville, Me. 

B. 
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When the T:1 titnic w1 s struck by an ice-berg and s11nk, Old&.:?.!_~--:::> 

T'1t-:__Goon ·r~~ ted to teU ~ur)about it. He cslled Wilbur on the telephone 

e~rly one morning ~nd the conversation went like this. 

"Hello, Wiibur?" 

"Yee, George, what do you wAnt?" 

"You know th!lt God d1tmned ship the Gigantic. Well she :iiunk in about 

two hundred feet of water. Now, J oJ1n J 01 cob A3bastv~ , he was on that ship, 

"nri he blowed bubbles, Wilbur." 

" Now wouldn 1t that h8Ve been the greatest ch1mce for us with our 

c,.noe· t11tving hh life'? "He'd a gived us $200. if we took him aboard." 

" When he got his hands on that gunnel, we could rap them with the 

p8.ll r1le wnd :: nyf'Keep'.:ihem···eiU.tbhes :()ff'" 

"We'd keep him in the w11ter until we'd run him up to two or three 

thous"nd doll1trs snd then we'd h.ke him abo11rd." 

Vlilbur s8i<'l," But when you had to paddle 3ix or 3even days-- you'd 

think y0u hlld e11rned your money." 

Coll.:Jacksonville, M&ine, Oct. II, 1963 

Inf.:~, Jacksonville 

B. 
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Old George McGoon we.s out on the streets in Machias ce.lling, 11Who 

w"nts to buy moose meat'? moose meat'? 11 

Of course george was arrested and put in jail. When they had his 

he"-ring they said to him, "George, why were you out on the street selling 

moose me!!!t'? Didn't you know it was against the law'? 11 

Old George replied, " That wasn't moose meat. That was a danned old 

cow I WA.nte<l to get rid of. I thought I'd sell it faster if I called it 

moose me!!.t." 

He was sentenced to 60 days in jail. After e. few days the sheriff came 

in "nri. s111id, "Well Mr. McGoon, we've decided if you will bring in a 

moose hBe, we'll take 30 days off your sentence." 

Old George s8t there a while thinking and finally said, "Would you'l i.l-

!lln1 wouia you t111ke off 30 more if I should bring down two'?" 

Coll.: Jacksonville, Maine Oct II, 1963 

Inf. : @"larence Berr , Jacksonville 

B. 



Willy Racker-A Hermit 

~William Foss ~f Kennebec was an odd sort of fellow. He was 

known to the folks around. 111.s "Willy Racker". Willy was an 

il~egit~JMte child. His mother, the former{1ora Larrab~ :married 

~~and moved-away. 

w . \t.83 

Willy's fa.ther had lost a leg 1n the Civil War anJ was forcel 

there1ore to live a rather secluded life 1n Kennebec. His father had 

~ h!>nrtsome violin which he bought from a traveling Ih.lisn music 

teecher. When his father died, Willy said they had an "suctioning 

time"---"n"l the violin we.s among the things sold. He kept track of 

it though And bought it back. Someone in Kenne~ec kept it for him. 

,fizzie Mor s~. pl~yed chords on the pinno And org~n to accompany him 

when he pbyed At homea·1n~-.the·'-'·till~ge. Loc1tlly, he had quite a reput-

rtion ~SA musici1tn,,based on tniS and also on the fact that he played 

rt 1~nces 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 died, he had no home. 

For ntP.ny ye~rs Willy lived the life of a hermit. He built a one 

room c~mp at "Duak Cove" an the Kennebec River.His camp wes one that 

, otiI--, ;~k &i1'11ii1J used to live in. ( Nick was s.lso a hermit.) Willy 

move~ the c~mp up the river in sections 1n his boat. When he WAS build-
- ' 

1ng his C-"mp Willy nesrly met his deAth. This is the story-iof thAt: 

~,.na~were down river having dinner with ~ Ida 
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he•rli ~omeone cAlling.~went ti the door and listened. He could 

he•r the c"llini too." It must be someone 1n ilistress," he said. He took 

~ iory 1mli he 111nd~ sb.rted out. "I took 111 goo1 stroke on the oar," 

s•B Fsunce. 

When they got to Duck Cove, they founr1 Jtfilj) hanging over the bank 

with his leg citught between ll part of the~'.To6f of the cemp and a !'ltump. 

The section of roof h1td apparently slipped as he wa!'I pushing it up the 

F111.unce tied 1t rope around the section of roof and ega1n to a tree. 

Then he got Willy free. Ida and Faunce walked Willy up and down the 

be•~h to get his circulstion started again. ::: · -. 

I"I111 s,..id "His legs were a!'I black e.!'I burned alder!'!. It was a blessing 

we were there to !'l!llVe him." 

---------------------When the tide i3 out, Duck Cove i3 completely empty of Wftter. The 

only time Willy wes likely to hsve visitors was at high tide. The shore 

route to his c111mp w111s well over a mile. 

When visiting hil!I c111mp one would be aware of· severe.l pair of eyes 

w•tching. There were quite a few gray and white mice in the camp of the 

v•riety known 111s wood mice or field mice. On his t111ble he kept a cracked 

s•ucer fillerr with scraps of foo~ and 111 handleless cup filled with water. 

It w111s not uncommon to see mice come out for something to e111t. 

Willy's dependence upon society could be ev~denced in little things 

•rounrr hie c111mp.df!bh ~ and ls.tter4ust1n Armsfrm1g., used to do most 

of his grocery shopping for him. Every now and then Willy would row up 

river to get these needs. If he came up r!Vf?" with his boat, he would 
:,.;-._ .. _· 
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· i.1wJJtr'80~ b!'.!ck the s,.me way-·"for luck purposes" as .lfilbused to say. 

Willy used to SAY this about the Jllllny winters he lived through. 

Re ~1mitted they were a bit rough at times, especially When the snow had 

ne~rly covered the c,.bin door. However, those winters were war111er 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 usea. various kinds of wood for different kinds of weather. For 

.. gooa. overnight fire, he used birch, which Willy called "powder horn 

birch." 

In really cold weather he used to sa.y," I most bed in." He slept 

in ~ s?Mll loft overhead, where the heat was better. In the winter he 

uae1 to sleep with his potatoes piled along side of him so that his 

bo \y· he"t woul ri. keep them from freezing. 

One winter the mice 8te nearly A whole sack of potatoes, including 

the sl"ck. Willy s111ia. he'was sure those pots.toes belonged to the mice 

or they wou1~n't have eaten them. 

When anyone came to visit Willy, he would alw~ys greet them with, 

"Hi, Hi, 011 boy! 0ome to spend the night? Come in old boy, come in. 

H"ve a lunch, old. boy." 

Everyone was welcomed to enter his camp. The interior of the camp 

w~s completely blackened by the smoky stove. If he had a stove th~t burned 

well, Willy would never lea.ve it that way. He would always put something 

in it for an obstruction to restrict the drafts, so She wauld smoke 

better. 



Muriel Watts - 0 la -
"'-'· tl.8/, 

t20· 4·2 

When his visitors would leave,_, ' ill]! 1":ould always walk out with 

~hem, wave them ?. goo 1l-by ana before they were out of sight, he would 

he would be gone----b~ck to his own worB, content with his tiny camp, 

the cle~r brook th~t ran p~st ~t, and the wind sighing in the pines 

~1ong the shore. 

Willy w~s loved by ~11 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 children and to others from then on, Willy R~cker Will be pretty 

much of ~ legenli," said t.&l!!i_C.~. 

Coll.: Machias, Maine, Nov.,20, !963 

I~f.: Faunce bryant, Machias 

:B. 
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·1!e11 anr1 1'~ick BrYR 'b lived in Kennebec man~- years ago, During the 

1 "'tter pert of their lives they beceme hermits. They lived :i.n separate 

c~mps for A whlle, but during the bst few yen.rs of their lives they 

1ive"1 together. 

When~~'-1s n boy, they llsed to hold Jnany shooting ll18tches in 

Kennebec. This one w~s the one th~t he remembers best • 

. ,While shooting off hFm1 on one occasion, my old friend, Mell Bryant, 

being the best shot ~round, w~s to shoot his twq rounds wt a target 

?00 y8rns •w~y, the bull's eye 3 ~nd I/4 inches. His brother Nick was 

tenntng the bT"get. He couB tell it WQS his brother ~s he was wearing 

... se~ 1 skin c"p i:ind a ble.ck overcoat. 

Now, Nick had a jug of corn squeezing hid at the end of his retreat 

,,-nri. h~3 v1siter1 it severd.1-:times. That jug g!lve him false courage and 

c0nfPence in his brothers ability • 
..... 

01·'1 Nick la.11 his hand on the top of the target an'.l shouted," Shoot 

!·fo 11 ie, II 

Me11 s1-1id," Sten11 b19.ck , Nickie. There may be '1 fl::!.w in the bullet. 11 

r;tck1e 's voice rolled b~ck , " Si, you mola.ed. them bullets, Mellie. 

Si, let her go." 

Mell s::iic'l.," Plague take it if he wants to stand there." He fired 

"'n'1 e!'lch time Nickie put his finger on the bulls eye and said," Right 

there 'Mellie." 

Th8t hAs Always stood out in my mind. ~he confidence that nne brother 

h..,,,_ in the others Ability to shoot. 

Coll.: Machias;;, Maine, Nov., 20, I963 ~ 
IJ!I~ 

Inf~: Faunce Bryant, Machi•~ 

A. 
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The Wood1man'1 Alphabet Son, 

A wae our axes which was Tery well known 
h.ew-ed. 

B was the boys that~ them also 

c waa the cuttinc which did becin 

D was the dan'e r we o :rt times were in 

Cho rue 

So merry, so merry, are we 

No mortals on earth are. ae happy as we 

Hi derry , Oh derry, ea. ay Hid <YVJ o.w4 
is c--..J \ 

Our bosse-e well in--there 1 s nothinC co•s wron ·• 

E was the echo which tnrou1h the woods ran' 

F was the foreman--the head of the can, 

G was the ,rind1n1stone we shar,ened our axe on 

tt. was the handle so smool;h and so round. 

Chorus 

I waa the iron we marked our lees down 

J was tne jolly boys all in a 11ne 

1t was the keen our axes would keep 

L i• for the lice that kept us from sleep. 

Chorus 

420 47 
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M was for the mo•• we eh1nk.ed our oamp• With 

N W8.8 the needle we men4Pd our pant• 

0 was the owl tha.t hooted by nicht 

.t' was the ,1ne that always fell ri&ht. 

Chorus 

Q, Wal the quarrel we did not allow 

R was tne r1Ter we drdve our locs down 

s was the sled ao stout and 10 stronc 

T wae tne team that drew 'em alone. 

Chorus 

U was the use we ,ut ourselTes to 

v· was the Talley we drove our 101s throuch 

W is for the woods we left in tne a,r1nc 

So I've sun& all I 1 m 101n1 to sines. 

W·ll.3~ 

420 48 

Coll.: Jacksonville, Maine, Dee. 5, 19i3 

Inf.: ffiarenee Berrj:t Jacksonville 
'~ 
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The We st Branch Song 

Come ~11 ye ~ellow men, from far and near, 

A melancholy tAle to hear. 

One of our fellow mort~ls, he-

HAS gone to his long eternity. 

~hn Rob;rEvas we understand. 

It was the aame of this young man 
J . ~ 

Whose f~te we hope wil~ warning prove 

To 111 who do these lines persue. 

Ha hire·~ out with Ji. Brot:ID? 

To help him drive his lumber down 
J, 

On the West Branch, where he :11d go 

~hich quickly prove1 his overthrow. 

T 'wll! s af ,. lowry sky 

Thi~ young man ltft his home to die. 

lf. ~:hen from his home, he did depart, 

A glel!lm of hope, twineXround his heart. 

He ventured Jut to break a jam, 

" ~~ich ti&d beg&.n un the rul:r.ing dam, <3, 

But when he started l0r the shore 

He s1~al~s, to ; rise no more. 

~ . 
We think he got his fatal blow 

While struggling in the Wilder tuw 

6Ll s~ J~ ~ (Cit.A_, • · 
B-&L .. _u:a he av.rppc ' oeneath the waves 
Wk.et(.. 
~ soon he fo~nd him a watery &r&ve. 

w. l\ ,L/, 

420 49 
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'7. We se~.rche•l the stream from shore to shore 

His lifeless body tu secure 

Trusting in God. to guide the way 

• unto his tent~ment of clay. 

~'w~s on the third d8y at three o'clock 

When •tc , Filsb.;i ' took his boat, 

And with a grapple in his hand 

He rAised him from his bed of sand. 

9 . A message then was sent away 

These mourn;u1 tidtngs to convey 

Unto his tender p~rents dear 

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

bi e.r 
10 . And in due time a(biar) was ma.de, 

Ana. on it was his body laid 

Born to the grave where he shall lie 
' -»>~ 

Till GabrielStr1umphS shall rend~ sky. 

-11. We fellow men, we too must die 

And go to oUr long eternity. 

So let us live wh:le here below 
lov't.-
*"it-h God.and all his paths pursue 

And let us live in Christian love 

An1l go with him tu reign above. 

\IV . II .'ii 
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Coll.: Jacksonville, Maine Dec• 5, 1963 

Inf.: <g;Iare:n.ce Beffl, 

Pr 
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'l'he Sailor Boy 

1. 1 Twas a cold and stormy ni,ht, the snow lay on the cround, 

-'5 • 

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

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

But as he ~reesed her to hie breast, he whispered in her ear~ 

Chorus 

Farewell my love, my own true love! This partin, ,1ves me ~ain. 

You'll be my ho~e, my own true cu1d1nc star, till I return acain. 

V.y thoughts will be of you my love, when storms are raiinc hich, 

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

f' Y he•' 6ei' ·tk i 'ijj 
'Twas in~ ca.le ~ sh1 ~ 1ifte:t sail, ~ was standin& by 

She watched the shi1 far 0·1t of sicht, the tears tney dimmed her eye{ , 

She prayed to God in Heaven above, to cu1de him on his way, 
d 

Her lover's ~artinc words that nicht, re-echoe~ o'er the At!!f~ 

YJt11 

Chorus 

I"""'\ 
But sad to say the ship returned, with .. •ut her sailor boy 

\,/ 

For he had died while out at 
-111.£.. 

sea, .a- flac ran half ma.st hi ch 

And when his eomrad'5 eame on shore, to tell her he waa dead 

With a letter that he sent by them, and this is what he said : 
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OlD.or111 ( •1aan1el) 

l.f • farewell 111 love, •1 awn true love! On earth we 111 aeet ne •re 

I hope we'll aeet in Beaven above, On that eternal ahere 

I hope we'll meet in that ar11ht lana, the lan4 beyon4 the sky', 

Where 7ou 1ll never ••re De partel, trom 7our ta1thtul aailor -07. 

Oell.: Jaekaenv1lle, Maine Dee. 1, 19il 

Inf. l _ _ J.~.renee Berr Jaelt.aonT1lle 

A 
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Caroline of Edinborouch Town 

J. Come all ye men and maidens, come listen to my sonc > 

'Tis of a fair younc damsel, who&e scarcely in her prime , 

She beat the blushin& roses, admirp,d by all around; 

'Tie my lovely lady, r eline of Edinborough Town. 

420 53 

~ . Youn& Henry, bein& a h1ch1and man, a courtinc her did Qome, 

And when her parents eame to know they did not like the same, 

Younc Henry was offended, and unto her did say, 

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

II 
3. We 111 both co to London, love, a.nd there we' 11 wed in peace ..., 

And there my lovely Carolin~, we'll haTe sweet hap~1ness indeed. 

Being entieed by Youn1 Henry, she ,uts on another cown, 

And away there floats youn1 Caroline, of Edinborouch Town. 

'--/. 0Ter hill and lofty mountain, to&"Pther they did roam, 

In time arrived in London, far from their happy home; 

Says she, "My dP.arest Henry, ~ray neTer on me frown ,, 
II 

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

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

When eruel hearted Henry, did prove to be seYere. ; 
II 

Says Henry, I'll co to sea, I'll Join that fleet to ficht 

for kines and crowns, 

So bee your way without delay, to Edinborouch Town." 
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'· Many a day she ,assed away, in sorrow and despair, 

'\;\!. 11. tJ~ 
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Her cheeks so once like roses, had crown like lilies fair j 

She cried, "Where 1• my Henry?" and oft times she did say, 

"Sad was the day, I ran away, From Ed1niorouch Town." 

1, Oh pressed with 1r1ef without rAlie~ this maiden she did &OJ 

Into the woods to eat such food, as on the bushea ,rewj 

Some strnn&ers they did ,1ty her, and some d1d~on her frown, 

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

'l . Beneath this s~readinc lofty oak, this me.id eat down to cry i 
{~C4 JJ€..-eJI i) 

While wa.tch1nc or the gallant sht, as they went sailin1 by; 

She save three 10reame for Henry, and ,1unsed her body down, 

And away there floats youn1 Caroline of Edinborou1h Town. 

~er-Cb~) 
q, A note likewis Abonn t, she left upon the shore, 

• f 

And in the note a look of hair, with the words-no more am I 

n H For rast asleep I'm in the deep, Fishes are watchin& round, 

What's come of lovely Caroline of Edinborou&h Town? 

( hc"lu ~t~ ) 
d'ome all tender 

J....1. ~INl\ ... t_. 

While all younc 

~ee t' 
~-

'arente, ne'r try to part true love J 

men and ma.1dens, n'er on 10.ur+"ldJYers frown, 

'rhink on the fate of Caroline, of Edinborout:;h Town. 

Coll.: Jacksonville, Maine, Dec. 5, 19i3 

Inf.: ~ence Berey, J aeksonville 

A 
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Home Sweet Home 

'• You're 1oin& to leave the old home, Jim, today you're 101nc away, 

You're 'oinc amen& the city folks to awell. 
CL 

Thus .,~ke a &ray -haired mother to her boy one summer's day. 

If your mind's made up that way, I wish you well. 

The old hom~ will be lonel1, we'll miss you when you're gone , 

The birds won't sine so sweet, when you're not nich 
) 

But if you are in trouble Jim, just write and let us know 

She s~oke these words and then she said, "Good- by." 

Chorus 

When sickness overtakes you, and old com,anions shake you, 

And through this world you'll wander all alone; 

And friends you have not any, in your pockets not a ,enny) 

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

~. Ten years later to the Tillace, eame a stran,er no one knew 1 

His steps were halt, and ra,ced clothes he wore. 

The 11 ttle eh1ldren laughed at him, as down the ros.d he walked. 

At la.st he sto~:ped before a co ttace door. . .,.u ·J mru/J..Q..) 
(Cv"-'~o-vu ,--- -

He knoekec:'t, he heard no sound, he thou1ht '/1 can she be dead? 

When 1ently hears a voice well known to him 
t?ii 

'Twas Mother's voice, her hair was silTeI{l bY the touch of time. 
--+' 

She e&id, "Thank God they've sen~ us baek our Jim." 

Chorus 

Coll.: Maine, Dec. 5, 19i3 
Inf.: ,-=-.~~~--==--~- Jacksonville 

A ~Mt!iJUf.A). 
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Ther~'• A Light In The Window That Burns Bri&htly For Thee 

CD There's a quaint old-fashioned homestead that stands by the eea, 

With a fond lovin& mother, full three aeore and threej 

Whose ~ ntifu1)11 ,~1e eyes wanders far o' er t he leej 

Aa her lips part to murmur, come back m1 laddie, to me ; 

Each night to the window she in silence she strays, 

She places a lamp, and it• fl1ekerin& rays, 

Are intended for one who may never return. 

Chorus 

There's a lir;ht in the Window, burns brir;htly for ttiee, 

My brave sailor laddie, so lone ,one from me ; 

Your absence and silence makes mother's heart yearn; 

So brightly the li1ht in the window shall burn. 

~ Now the story was s1m,1e, off-told in a day, 

'Twas only a sailor who sailed far away ) 

Anf parted from Mother who~e heart beat with eareJ 

And a lovin& voiee praying for winds to be ta1r; 

But, alas, the lone years came and went like a dream ) 

Some story of wrecka&e eame from the Gult Stream, 

So bri&htly the li&ht in the window shall cleam. 

For one who lives only in 4ream. 

Chorus 



Muriel Watt• -i-f <?-

@ Now the. licht in the window, tr:rouch calm and tnrou1h storm, 

Wae never ext1n ·u1shed until bri ht~ early morn; 
II 

w. ll .L/8 
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A ~e1chbor chanced for to stray, di•eovered the licht burnin' 

brightly one day; 

He knocks on the door, no answer he heara J 

He steps to the window, and pPepe throuch the ,ane j 

·rhe matron waa dead, but the light still shone , 

And they still keep it burn1nc for one far from home. 

Chorus 

Coll.: Jacksonville, Maine, Dec. 5, 19~3 

Inf.:(9~~~~__!!_~, JaeksonT1lle 
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I Have A Mother Old and Gray Who Need• Me Now 

When the ~olden 1unbeam1 ahone in all ~heir 11ory, 

On the riYer where the wat~r lilies crow. 

There two sweethearts true were wn1s,er1ng lovea old story, 

Gently cl1d1nc in a lit~le red eanoe. 

Tnen Jaek saya, "Dear why are yeu so hes1tBtin1? 

Iou' 11 say you love me I can understand. n 

But she an1were, 1Lad for me ~lease don't be wait1n1 

Thouch I'd love to co with you to Maryland." 

Chorua 

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

-

And you know I 1Te eYer faitnful been to you; 

Tnougn ' t1s fond of you I've crown, 

Still I can't lea.Te her alone, 

It would only eauae her head~in crier to bow. 

I've a mother old and cray who needs me now, 

Time haa broucht dee' f urrowe to her once fair brow 

Thouth Lhl• ~arttnc brines re,ret, 

Still my heart must not forcet, 

I've a mother old and cra1 who need• me now. 

1~ 



CU..\e-G.t l( 
ht 1hadowe fell u,on the eloTer 

Down the strolled t h se) l0Ter1 hand in han4. 

A1 they reached the low roofed oottace Jaek sa14, 

"Mother, eoae with us to ev lear he•e in Maryland ... 

There yo11r little cirl will be a7 queen tore•er 

Sweeteat tlowera will alway1 blooa tor yeu 

For today a• we were 101n1 down the ri•er 

J1nn7 4arlinc, •Joke the•e words with heart 10 true 

Ohoru1 

w. \l .5( 
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Cell.: Jaek1en•1lle, Maine, De•.I, 1911 

Int.: 

A 

(. 



W. \\. \ .1 . 00fJ 

Sla ve>.•y Da~·s 

~ 

f, I it.:n think!ng tJ1.hy )LO ~ ~·ear~ th~t paaser'l aw&y. 

1<'hen ~hey b01,i,n." U3 up iri bondage long ago; 

'\A.I . I I . ') 
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T twa3 in oli Virginia sh.te and t 'was there that we were separate • 

And it filled U3 full of misery and woe ; 

T• ey took away my boy, he was his mother's Joy, 

Prom I! bAby in the cradle, him we~ raised ; 

And they set us far apart, and it broke the old man's heart
1 

In those agonizing, cruel slavery days. 

6horus 

~"~~hey ' 1 never come ga:tn
1
let's give all praise to Him , 

\~~ Who l ooks l own where the little children play; 

~~""l~ 
And ~very night and morn, we will pray for those ~e gone, 

In those agonizing, cruel slavery days. 

:? , T tw3 s in the month of June, when the cotton was in bloom, 

My darling wife was sh.n.Jing by my sidej 

I'll ne'er forget that a.z.y~ 1Wi.S a ::ia.le ;:;o they ;:,ay7 

Wh~n they 3old. her, how in agony she cried; 
. l\ t'( il ir' 

My wife i;h.:; is gone, ~1 :: ::i~gh !".nn :m<"lurn, 

But I'll meet her up in heaven, Go1 be praisel! 

An~. every night ~na m".)rn, we will pray for tho~e ~ gon~, 

Choru~ 



w. 11.s; 

But my memory t 1w111 

Mu:r.1e1 r~tts 5.J. -
ht t w,.- t .I 

8tay o•er, t o e ~ bilt do"1"1 

Where the shadows of the sun came peepiJtg m; 
~ 

At night when all was dark, we coaild hear ~ 1atch dogs bttk, 
\ 

And we'd listen to the murmur of the wind~; 

It seemed to s ;I t o me , 117GU people must be freeJ" 
- ---- ( ~hd ~·&.c. ~vu_) 

The happy t irn7'f s coming, ~rd be praised! 
'Sov~ ~ 

T'1s then we weep and mourn, for our ~ e~l is not our own, 

In those agonizing cruel Slavery days. , I 

Chorus 

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

420 

I have traveli4 on the roughest kind~ of road, 

' 

~) 
"1.cJ~£\{,V{" 

(re~,u 
My d8ys of toil have passed, and I ~ reached the end at last, 

Amd I'm resting by the wayside with my load; 

Forget now and forgive, ha3 always been If1ll rule, 

~or that 1 s what tae Golden Scriptures surely sayi , 
11 y 

But our memonies w:tll turn round, when our Soul~ were tied down, 

In those agonizing cruel slavery days. 
I 

Chorus 

62 
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Muriel Watts - S 3 
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The Black Sheep 

(i) In a quiet village, not so very far from here, 

ti 

Lived a rich and aged 1111.n, his hair was turning grayj 

He hed three sons his only ones, both Jack and Tom were st;t, 

While Ted was honest as could be, would never tell a lie; 

Tijey tried their best to ruin him in the old man's eye, _., 

At last their poison began to work and Ted was much despisedj 

II I 11 One night the father said, Begone, youre heartless to the core. 

But as he stood there by the door, these word~ they heard him say; 

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. 

Sive 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. 

~ One night the old man he called his sons to him, and gave to them his gold. 

~"""'' ~ He ~1 ~-thi::m , "Here take this, I o:tll.ly need this place here by your 

fire.side". 

Jack one night coming home, he brought with him a bridej 

The wife began to hate the father more and -· ~~\.( 

.t 
:more each day. 

~· 

At lut one night the chree declared, "the 
·- . • ~ 

' " old fool's in t.he way. 

The agreed to send him to the poor house, that was near; 

When like a flash the black sheep's voice ~d rillg:lng in the 
. 

old. mans ear. 

c , 1·us 
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w.\\.51 
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The next aay a team arives up to the door, it is the poor house van, 

.Av'-"\ 
The sons~ po-1.nt ana says, "there is your man." 

J tsv ~hen 
5 

raEnly form Ii ppe;;. ~ -n push~5 vhcv gh the c uwtl j 

He cries, 11 Stop Ur, you brutes, this will not be allowed." 

11 You stole this old man's property, and all that he could save, 

You even sold the plot contain!ng his w~fe's grave ; 

fi< I am this old man's son but not your k ..,J fr0m n;:;w till judgement day." 

•' 

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

Chorus (ch&nged) 

Don 1 t be ~ngry w Hh me lad, I turned you from my door, 

I know th!!t I Wtl5 foolish, bu'.; I~1;;pented o•er and o'er ; 

I wtsh I'd gave to you my gold and all the re3t, 
\.\tJ.111. 

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

Inf.: ~rence Berm J~cksonville 
A 



ACCESSION # 420 65 
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 
\ 

B Now when youre ready say so 

W all right 

B (sings) A was our axes which was very well known 

B was the boys that hewed them also 

C was the cutting which did begin 

D was the danger we oft times were in 

(Chorus) So merry, so merry are we 

No mortal 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 echo which through the woods rang 

F was the foreman the head of the gang 

G was the gringingstone we sharpened our ax on 

H was the handle so smooth and so round. 

(Chorus) 

I was the iron we marked our logs down 

J was the jolly boys all in a line 

K was the keen our axes would keep 

L is for lice that kept us from sleep 

(Chorus) 

M was XMX the moss we chinked our camps with 

N was the need~e we mended our pants 

0 was the owl that hooted by night 

p was the pine that always fell right 

(Chorus) 



(Chorus) 

2 

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 

420 66 

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. 



3 

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 M~MX 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 lie 

Till Gabrial'striumph shall rend the sky 
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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 reign above. 

There you are. 

W Now Clarence will sing the Sailor Boy 

B (sings) ~Twas a cold and stormy night,the snow lay on the ground 

(chorus) 

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. 

(chorus) 

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 

(chorus 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 beyond the sky 
Where you'll never more be parted from your faithful sailor boy 
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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, 

S~ad 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 str angers 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~h '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 gim,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 old 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. 



(choeus) 
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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 

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 

(chorus) 

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. 

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 



(chorus) 
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So brightly the light in the window shall gleam 

For one who lives only in dreams. 

72 

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 Old 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 



(chorus) 
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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 

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 this 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 

73 



(chorus) 

(chorus) 

(chorus) 
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T'was in old Virginia state and t'was there that we were seperc 

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. 

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 

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 ~xHex 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 slavery days 

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. 
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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 foml'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 

(chorus) 
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 I am this old man's son but not your kin from now 

til judgement day 

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

(chorus 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. 

tape off 


