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Edwards: "The Dens of Yarrow" 

There were seven sons and two of them twins; 

There were seven sons in the Yarrow; 

And they all [ do fine] for their own true loves 

In the dewy, dewy dens of Yarrow. 

Oh my dear I've had a dream; 

A dream of grief and sorrow~ 

I dreamed I 

In the dewy, dewy dens of Yarrow. 

Oh my dear, I your dream, 

Your dream of grief and sorrow; 

Your love is lying slain 

Way down in the. dens of Yarrow. 

She sought him up, she $bught him down; 

She sought him all through Yarrow; 

And there she found him lying slain, 

At the black elder bush in the Yarrow. 

She washed his face, she combed his hair; 

She combed it neat and narrow; 

And .then she washed the bloody, bloody wound,. 

That he had got in the Yarrow. 

Her [scarf] was three quarters long; 

And the color of it was yellow; 

She wrapped around his middle so small, 

And carried him home from Yarrow. 

Oh my dear, go make my bed, 

Go make it neat and narrow; 
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For my love died last night for me, 

I will die for him tomorrow. 

Oh my dear, don't be so grieved, 

Don't be so grieved with sorrow; 

I'll lead you to a better, better one 

Than the one that you lost in the Yarrow. 

She dressed herself in the clean white clothes, 

And went to the waters of Yarrow; 

And there she laid her own self down, 

And died on the banks of Yarrow. 

"The Hills of Glenshee" sung by George Edwards 

On the bright summer morning when the day was a-dawning, 

Bright Phoebe rose and shone o'er the way; 
,,-(:~~\:s'~~ 

She was bleaching her clothes [ ] by the river, 

She was feeding her flock on the hills of Glenshee. 

I'd found me lassie, 

You will but go to with me; 

My carriage you'll have to ride at your leisure, 

I'll make you my bride on the banks of Glenshee. 

I don't care at all for your horses and carriages, 

I don't care at all for you gold cup of tea; 

I'd sooner be here in my own country [region], 

And feeding my flock on the hills of Glenshee. 

Don't tease me no longer, nor cause me to ponder, 

And call the folks all for to laugh at me; 

As they ride by me with their carriages and horses, 
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To hang their heads low at the lass of Glenshee. 

Took her by her lily white hand and I gently embraced her, 

And then she [consented] to go along with me; 

There's no one but you to step into my castle, 

My heart soon belonged to the lass of Glenshee. 

Long years have passed since we were united, 

Changes were brought, but it brought no change in me; 

For my love was as true as the rose in the summer, 

My heart is as white as the hills of Glenshee. 

The larks may forget to sing in the morning, 

Bright .~lle..may forget to shine o'er the way; 

Never will I as long as I have my senses, 

Forget to be kind to the lass of Glenshee. 

"Fare You Well My Own True Love," sung by g~E;?E~- ~Q,~~1:"~~-

Fare you well, my own true love, 

And fare you well for a while; 

If I shall go I will return, 

If I travel ten thousand miles. 

If I should go from you my love, 

To Holland, France and Spain; 

If I should travel ten thousand miles, 

I would return again. 

What if you should happen to die my dear, 

And from me you would be gone; 

Who would hear her every cry, 

Or who would hear her mourn. 

"My mourn my dear you would not hear, 
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[Although] we're a distance apart; 

I'd take a pen and write to you, 

All the secrets of my heart. 

All the secrets of my heart my dear, 

And the rest of my good will; 

Although our bodies are a distance apart, 

My heart is with you still. 

If I should go from you my love, 

All the rocks, they'd melt with the sun; 

And the fish would live without water, 

And the sea would rage and burn. 

The sea would rage and burn, my love, 

And the days they would turn to night; 

And the darkest bird that ever flew, 

Would change his color to white. 

[c lear-s throat] 

Now you see that little 

As he lights on the yonder rill; 

I would give ten thousand worlds, 

To feel the sheet of silk. 

bird, 

You see that little bird, 

As he lights on the yonder vine; 

And mourning for her own true love, 

And so do I for mine. 

"I Am A ,Boor And Foreign Stranger" sung by George Edwards 
.. .r, :"lio," __ ......,_ .... .., 

I am a poor and a foreign stranger, 

I journey through the world of woe; 

There is no sickness or danger 
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In that fair land from which I go. 

I'm going there to see my mother, 

I'm going there, no more to roam; 

Just a-going over 

I'm just a-going over home. 

I know will wither on me, 

I know my way is rough and steep; 

But there are a few that have been before me 

In that fair land where roses be. 

I'm going back to see my children, 

Gone before me one by one; 

I'm just a-going over 

I'm just a-going over home. 

I'll soon be free from every trial, 

My body lie in the old churchyard; 

I'll drop the cause of self denial, 

And enter in the land of love. 

I'm going back to see my saviour, 

He said he'd need me when I come; 

Just a-going over 

I'm just a-going over home. 

"A Shantyman•s Life" 

A shantyman leads a dreadful dreary life, 

There are some called free from care. 

When he swings down his axe morning and night, 

In the middle of the forest so drear. 

Near the banks of the old 
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Where the wolves and the owls 

With their terrifying howls, 

They disturb our nightly dreams. 

[clears throat] 

And six o'clock is our naughty, naughty cook 

As she's shouting, "Oh boys, it's day." 

And a broken slumbering, a cold frosty night, 

Those cold winter nights away. 

Soon I'll leave 

To the wild woods, boys we'll go; 

And swing our axe morning and the night 

Springtime comes in, that old hardship does begin, 

How well my 

it was[het]only fun, 

In the middle of the forest so drear. 

To the rocks and the sands, give employment to old hands, 

When the water's piercing cold; 

All our clothing are all wringing wet, 

Our hands scarce the pike poles can hold. 

[clears throat] 

Had we gin, wine or beer, our spirits for to cheer, 

While we're into the shanty town; 

Had a glass of any shone while lying here alone, 

We'd forget 

heart does us part, 

Whether our riches be great or small; 

We'll enjoy one another's hearts til death do us part, 

Whether our riches be great or small, 
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"The Bright Sunny South" sung by George Edwards _..,_..._ ____ ,,,,_ 

Oh the bright sunny South where the fair sun contents, 

And the days of my boyhood was carelessly spent; 

Where the wide spreading lakes and the 

Ever fresh in my memory, cleansed in my dreams. 

I left the enjoyments, comforts of life, 

I have left her behind me who would have been my wife; 

I have 

Shouldered my rifle, buckled my sword. 

Oh mother, dear mother, for me don't you weep, 

For it's on a lonesome mountain sleep; 

With my knapsack for a pillow, my rifle in my hand, 

I'm going in the fence of my own native land. 

Oh father, dear father, for me don't ybu weep, 

For your kind advices I shall forever keep; 

You have taught me to be brave from a boy up to a man, 

I'm going in the fence of my own native land. 

[cl·ears throat] 

Oh sister, dear sister, I cannot stand your woe, 

Your weeing and crying does bother me so. 

Let go of my hand here I can no longer stand; 

I'm going in the fence of my own native land. 

Oh friend and dear lady 

My sweetheart who's nearest and dearest to my heart, 

My dear loving sister to in her woe, 

I gave her a kiss and I hastened to go. 

Time findfthe hour, when will it be, 

That this North and this South will forever agree, 
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War will be ended, fighting will be done. 

We'll hasten to our loved ones are waiting at home. 

"Cutting Down The Pines" 

Oh friends if you will listen, I'll sing to you a song, 

All about the pine woods and how they get along. 

you will find 

Spend the winter pleasant, we're just cutting down the pine. 

Some leave their only home, friends they love so dear, 

Til the lonesome pine 

Sawyers and the choppers, the 

Men of all sorts that pile upon the crew. 

Sawyers and the chopper, they lay the timber low, 

Skidders and the swampers, haul them to and fro; 

too; 

665008 

On comes the 

Load up her log temas 

Noontime is coming, how the 

before his break of day, 

haste away. 

haste to pork and beans. 

Arriving at the [paddy] where the fun begins, 

Bringing up the water pails and rapping on the tin; 

Hurry up there, ,,.'t,9m, ,pie.~. and .J,,~ 

Have to take the water pail, for the water go. 

"Time for your dinner," you'll hear the foreman cry, 

You ought to see him bound around, they hate to lose a pine. 

After dinner's over 

Roll up our pipes and we'll smoke a lot of 

"Time for the woods boys," you hear the foreman say, 
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Gather up our hats and caps, to woods we haste away. 

From there they aim their axes until the sun goes down, 

your day's work is done. 

Driving in the [paddy] with cold and wet feet, 

665009 

All hands pulled off our hats and caps for supper we must eat; 

Our boots and our shoes are all aside, 

Our mittens and our socks, they're all hung up to dry. 

"Time for your supper," we'll all get up and go. 

Nine o'clock and thereabout and to a bunk with pine, 

Dreaming with the you're cutting down the pine. 

Four o'clock and thereabout, you hear the foreman yell, 

"Get up there you teamsters, it's time for you to go." 

Teamsters, they'll get up all in the frightened way; 

One lost a sock, mitten gone astray, 

The other one says, "I lost my cap, I don't know what to do." 

The other one cries, "I've lost my cap and I am ruined too." 

Choppers, they'll get up, mittens they couldn't find 

Lay it to the teamsters, curse them almost blind. 

And 

Kill youself for laughing at the boys in despair. 

[Cle·a-rs throat] 

Springtime is coming when early be the day; 

Lay down your saws and axes, you hate to clear the way. 

Floating ice 

Three hundred able bodied men is wanted on the jam. 

Any of you disbelieve the song, think the lines untrue, 

[clea-rs· throat] 

Go and ask one of every crew. 
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In Jack -
This 

shanty this song was sung with glee, 

the end of lumber 

"The Wife Who Was Dumb" 

Oh, it's Bonny Blaine and he married her in Maine, 
..F(C.;J~,;,,~;~/4',,· :. .. ~~~--.-14:·;~-;-.. ~. 

And he saved like a 

She was neat in every part and pleasing to his heart; 

Like and a like, she was dumb, dumb, dumb; ~ 

But a like and a like she was d:fumb. 

She could knit, she could sew, keep the house clean, 

She could keep the house clean with a broom; 

Then the silly swain, nothing but complain, 

Call that his wife, she was dumb, dumb, dumb, 

He called her his wife, she was dumb. 

And after he go 

Can you make a lady speak that is dumb, dumb, dumb, 

Can you make a woman talk that is dumb. 

Doctor, he come, he cuts the string, 

And he sought her tongue; 

When her tongue begun to walk, she begun to talk, 

As though she had never been dumb, dumb, dumb, 

As though she had never been dumb. 

He~ faculty she tried, filled the house with noiBe, 

And hollered in his ear1"like a drmm. 

665010 

She [l·augh] strife, make him weary of his life. 

He'd give anything at all if she was dumb, dumb, dumb, 

He's give anything at all if she was dumb. 

The doctor he goes 

Said, "Doctor, you've got me undone, 
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My wife's turned to scold and her tongue she never holds, 

I would give a thousand dollars if she was dumb, dumb, dumb, 

I'd give a thousand dollars if she was dumb." 

665011 

So the doctor to his "This is a very easy part, 

To make a lady speak that is dumb. 

But within the art of man, you must do the best you can 

To make a scolding woman hold her tongue, [laugh]tongue, tongue, 

To make a scolding woman hold her tongue." 

[nThe Resurrection"] 

[Unintelligible for a moment as the t~~~ recorder is ·turned on at 

the beginnin•g of a so·ng.] 

God did place a of all the human race 

Nature cried against him, come pay you sinner do. 

This task you've undertaken, you therefore must go through. 

With they pierced him and they nailed him to the tree. 

They placed him in a sepulchre 

The grate it could not hold him nor the iron band, 

He broke the bar asunder, he tore the· kingdom down. 

He has overcome and wears a starry crown. 

At the resurrection to Mary he appeared. 
--.;;.,, 

\\ 
Go tell to my disciples what you're seeing here. 

Go tell that I am risen and they can do no more, 

I • ¥ Im going to my father to live forever more. 

He came on his disciples, he found them all alone. 

He gave them to make his gospel known. 

~Go preach it to all [nations], baptize them in my name, 

Beginning in Jerusftlem, cause there I 
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Go preach it to all [nations] that all may hear to know; 

Go salvation, men to heaven may go. 

And ever your supper I will serid, 

And though I will be with you until the world is end." 

["A-Walkin' And A-Talkin'"] 

Walking and a-talking and a-walking goes I, 

For to meet my deat ~]Ji~, I'll m~et him by night. 

For to meet him is a pleasure, but parting is a grief 

An unconstant lover is worse than a thief. 

take all you have, 

An unconstant lover'll bring you to your grave. 

665012 

And the graveyard will consume you and you'll moulder to the dust. 

There's one man in twenty a young girl can trust. 

Now the cuckold, she's a fine bird, she sings as she flies, 

And brings us glad tidings ~nd tells us no lies~ 

She will feed on [small berries] for to keep her voice clear, 

And she never sins "cuckold" til the summer draws near. 

"The Dens of Ireland" 

In the merry dens of Ireland, come listen to my rhyme. 

It is all about a and a gentleman's crime. 

One day by chance and killed a man 

And to the [searching] house was about to try, 

To the [searching] house was brought to the trial that didn't come on. 

There he had to answer 
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But nothing could pay the debt, but his priceless life. 

There was a wealthy, trusting maid that lived in a town nearby, 

She said unto her mistress 

She said unto her mistress 

And with my skill and cleverness, this day I'll let him free. 

Going to the [searching] house, surprising to them all, 

Modestly, courageously, down on her knees did fall; 

Lifting up her hand to God and on to the judge did say, --
"For God's sake judge, have pity on the poor forlorn young maid." 

"How can I have pity on a poor forlorn young maid, 

Your love will answer to his crimes, 

There is nothing on earth can him save. 

You just go home and mourn alone, he is ready for his grave," 

"Oh don't say that for God's sake, judge, 

Don't say to me 

You take my life for his life, let my love go free. 

Take my life for his life and you let my love go free. 

I'll die as well as he. 

You keep God [in rememberance] and the better you will be. -
Of all the crimes he ever had done, the day I let him free." 

"Will you give me gold," she says, "or will you give me fame," 

Or will you have my whole body if the judge will set you free?" 

"I will have your whole body and I shall forevermore 

For of all the maids I ever knew, you're the girl that I ·adore." 
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[Side two] 

["The Bonny Laboring Boy" by George Edwards] -
As I strolled in the morning, oh in the bloom of spring, 

I overheard a couple talking of that morning. 

My cruel father 

He said, my lad be merry, a bonny laboring boy. 

My father, he employed him, oh for his hired man; 

665014 

Too small to row, too weak to hoe, to till my father's lands. 

my father's hired man. 

As him and me walked together down by a 

Planning our work together in a constant flow of love 

And then my cruel father, he took me by the hand, 

J,.obnn¥, to a distant land. 

He locked me in my own bedroom, my cupboard 

And he left me there to weep and mourn for the bonny laboring boy. 

My mother came next morning, come to me to say, 

"Father is determined to set your wedding day. 

Perhaps a man might fancy you with riches 

So do not throw your love away on the bonny laboring boy." 

"Stop, oh stop, dear mother, your talk is all in vain 

I 

I no riches to enjoy. 

the bonny laboring boy. 

Ten thousand pounds he stole last night, 

Straightway to did he fly. 

When they arrived 

peace and prospects 
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let the toast go merry round, 

Drink health to every laboing boy who plows and hoes ·· his ground. 

When his day's work is 

And how happy is the girl with the bonny laboring boy. 

Come all you good old people, listen to my rhyme; 

Off again, the valiant crowd traveled in the time. 

Off again, the valiant crowd suffered the world of pain; 

Little they think to find themselves in the Albany jail. 

T'was the fourteenth of July, I got so awful tight, 

I got into a fight. 

The and the brakesman clubs they did besail, 

Marched us right straight over to the Albany jail. 

They took us to the squires and they searched us through and through, 

Put me under five hundred dollars, of course I could get no bail. 

They marched me right straight back again in the Albany jail. 

They put me in the cell, it was on the second floor. 

When I wanted anything, I'd rap upon the door, 

When the bread would come around, shove out my little pail. . 

To get my bootleg coffee in the Albany jail. 

Every Sunday's morning, they'd open ~p the outside door, 

I'd listen to the preacher until the ears got sore. 

I'd listen to the girl that played on her piano. 

I took another distance from the Albany jail. 
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["She Perished in the Snow" by George Edwards] 

[Should be "Three Perished in the Snow" (Mistake on catalogue}] 

It was on a dark and stormy night, the snow was falling fast, 

A mother and two darling babes came wandering through the blast. 

Was so piercing ¢¢1~ and so cold, the little one did cry, 

"Oh mama, you must keep us warm, or we'll surely die." 

"Look up darling babes, tell me you will not die, 

For mother's heart is a-breaking fast and that to her is nigh." 

She covered up her little babes and knelt down in the snow, 

Crying, "God of heaven take us home, we're ready now to go." ,,...-

Toll all the late bells, let all~!~ people know, 

A mother and two darling babes did perish in the snow. 

Next morning when the sun comes out, the snow was melting fast, 

A mother and two darling babes, were in one loving clasp. 

A farmer heard the sad, sad news, it grieved his heart to know, 

il¢¢t~¢t/~~~/ Not twenty rods from his door, three perished in the snow. 

Toll all the late bells, let all God's people know, 
-CQ.':~-

A mother and two darling babes did perish in the snow. 

["The Banks of Sweet Dundee" by George Edwards] 

farmer lived on the banks of sweet Dundee 

He died and left his daughter ten thousand pounds of gold. 

He died and left his daughter ten thousand pounds of gold. 

Left her with her uncle, her uncle to 

Her uncle had a plowboy that Ma~y loved quite well, 
....... ~#~"f-2 

And into the garden all alone 

One morning very early, her uncle he arose; 

He tapped at her window, "Arise, put on vour clothes. 
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Arise will I marry 

The squire's waiting for you on the banks of sweet Dundee." 

"I care not for your squires, your lords or dukes 

When in the light the diamonds shine, they sparkle to my eye." 

"Go away, unworthy female, that day you'll never see. 

the banks of sweet Dundee." 

The gang,it was sent for, poor Bill was all alone. 

He boldly fought for liberty but there was ten to one. 

"Kill me now," says William, "Kill me now," says he, -
"Here I will die for Mary on the banks of sweet Dundee." 

---.:;,,. 

Mary went a-walking, lamenting for her love, 

She met there with a squire down in her uncle's grove. 

He put his arms around her, he thought to 

pistols beneath his morning gown. 

Put her hand on one of them she could use quite free. 

665017 

Trigger she pulled and the squire slew on the banks of sweet Dundee. 

Her uncle hearing the report, down to the grove he ran, 

Saying, "You have killed the squire, I'll give you a little 

"Stand off, stand off," said Mary," 
;;"K"- •i,•·--: _,_ 

I never will be." 

The trigger she pulled, her uncle slew on the banks of sweet Dundee. 

A doctor he was sent for, a man of noble birth, 

Likewise, a noble lawyer for to write down the will. 

They willed all the gold to Mary 
-~ :·,-:-.<-....J:~½·,· 

Will all of our gold to Mary on the banks of sweet Dundee. ,......_,. 

["Puttin' On The Style," by Ernie Sager, is unintelligible because 

of background noise and guitar playing.] 
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[Long , Long Ago" by Ernie Sager] -
[Mus~cal background provided by a guitar] 

The barber shop was once a place where men would congregate 

But that was long, long agoe, long, long ago. 

And women never occupied the chairs and make you wait, 

But that was long, long ago, long, long ago. 

Each evening we would sit around the old stove in the rear, 

The barber told the stories, I remember them so clear. 

I know I'd be arrested if I told those stories here, 

But that was long, long ago, long ago. 

There was a time when petticoats were made for girls to wear, 

But that was long, long ago, long, long, ago. 

And when a fellow made a date, his girl would meet him there, 

But that was long, long ago, long, long ago. 

A feoow took his girl to court and they never talked that much, 

They would be engaged a year, there wasn't any rush. 

And when he said, "I love you dear," oh how she would blush, 

But that was long, long ago, long ago. 

Whoever said that two could live as cheap as one was right, 

But that was long, long ago, long, long ago. 

A fellow could afford~o take his girl out every night, 

But that was long, long ago, long, long, ago. 

The way that things are happening seems to puzzle me somehow 

I'd like to be around a thousand years from now. 

There was a time a farmer used his hands to milk a cow, 

But that was long, long agoe, long ago. 
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["Catskill Valley" by Orson Slack] 
,,-.....___ 

I [shot] one morn on the hillside, 

I gazed on the valley floor. 

The mist f~om the river was rising, 

And the birds sang on the shore. 

Around me stood the birchbrush, 

The grass was green below. 

The old oak trees swayed in the early breeze 

As they bent their branches low. 

The wind blew the mist from the river 

As the sun peeked o'er the hill. 

The smell of the birch was a tonic, 

As I sat and drank my fill. 

On the winding road in the valley, 

The cars like ants passed by. 

I wondered where all was going 

[Some] sight that passed on by. 

[Cough] Down in the valley below me 

A deer, jumped, jumped rocks and stumps1 

As he sped on up the hillside, I saw a rabbit jump. 

I knew as I gazed o'er that valley, 

That early springtime morn, 

The place that is best in this whole world 

Is the valley where I was born. 

665019 
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["The Hills of Last Chance" by Charles Hinckley] 

As I went a-walking for pleasure one day, 

It was down to where I happened to stray. 

I 

When I heard of a wreck on the Hills of Last Chance. 

They started from Jersey, so I heard them all talk, 

And they flew over Liberty 

They struck a big tree, it was ~• s only will; 

Seven folks lost their lives on them evergreen hills. 

[Clears throat] 

There was one lady amongst them and her name I'll explain. 

It was 

She was to be married on the homeward 

And her sweetheart was in Jersey for to make her his bride. 

~~~, he's known the world o'er, 

And he flew that big airplane 

He flew over Germany, through-England and France, 

But he made his last flight on the Hills of Last Chance. 

[Clears· throat] 

It was due to that old Irish boy, 

He flew with Clyde Holbrook with the greatest of joy, 
- ........ ....,,.,.. __ 4-•.-11£;..~~1•-~ 

But as you ever go through there if you happen to glance 

Their names all engraved in the rock on Last Chance . 

Now .J!QlQJ;.OOk's father and his mother look 

They came for to see him with the tears in their eyes, 

But he left them in sorrow and 

And he left his dear wife and two children behind. 

[Clears throat] 
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Now if you're not [offended] for heaven done wrong 

Of all my troubles of composing this song. 

But wherever I ramble providing I can 

But my name is Charlie Hinckley from the Hills of Last Chance. 

["I'm Sad When I Cry" by Charles Hinckley] 
---~-.e. ....... ~"...-,.Y•~~ 

Now come friends if you listen, I will sing you a song 

About these old Catskill Valleys and how I fare along. 

For I eat when I'm hungry and I drink when I'm dry; 

I smile when I'm happy, I'm sad when I cry. 

Now I eat from good foods, that is plain to be seen. 

And I drink from the springs from these old Catskill streams. 

I smile in the evening when my day's work is done. 

And I've always felt happy for the work I have done. 

But I was sad when World War number two came along, 

And they drafted our boys for to fight with their guns. 

And Patten's third army, where my boy he did die, 

When the telegram reached me, I sat down and cried. 

I eat when I'm hungry and drink when I'm dry, 

But it's pretty blame tough for an old man to cry. 

[Clears throat] 

In the same year it happened one bright summer's day, 

My two boys went in bathing, they was happy and gay. 

With his head on my arm, it was after he died, 

On the banks of I sat there and cried. 

[Though]I eat when I'm hungry and I drink when I'm dry; 

I smile when I'm happy and I'm sad when I cry. 
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["A Sport Song (Quaker's Courtship}" by riar:y Avery] 

I have come a-courting 

Oh dear, dear oh. 

Not for courting, nor for sporting, 

Oh dear, dear oh. 

Well going to bed is fine desire, 

Fel-der-riddle-i-d-a 

You and me sat alone by the fire, 

Fel-der-r:i:ddle-ay,. ... 

[Cough] 

Here's the ring 

Oh dear, dear oh. 

shilling 

And you may wear it if thou art willing, 

o dear, dear oh. 

Now I want not of your rings or money, 

Fel-der-riddle-i-d-a 

But give me the boy that calls me honey, 

Fel-der-riddle-ay. 

Must I die without religion, 

Oh dear, dear oh. 

Or must I live in sin forever, 

Oh dear, dear oh. 

No, you must learn to lie in {slaughter] 

Fel-der-riddle-i7d-a. 

Or else you'll never get any better, 

Fel-der-riddle-ay. 
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[ "I Am A Young Mai den" by J:'.!ary. 1-UC.~] 

[Sung to the tune of "Sweet Betsy From Pike"] 

I am a young maiden, my story is sad; 

For once I was courted by a brave sailor lad. 

He courted me truly by night and by day; 

But now he has left me and gone far away. 

If I were a blackbird, I'd whistle and sing; 

I'd follow the ship that my true love sailed in. 

And in the top riggin' I'd there build my nest; 

And I'd pillow my head on his lily white breast. 

He promised to take me to Donnybrook fair; 

To buy me red ribbons to tie up my hair. 

And I know that some day, he'll come back o'er the tide; 

And surely he'll make me his own loving bride. 

His parents they chide me and will not agree 

That me an~y sailor boy married whould be. 

But let them deride me and do what they will; 

While there's dance in my body, he's the one I love still. 

["Bessie, The Heifer" by 9rant Rogers] 

[Gui tar music acc·om:panim:ent] 

66502:J 

My Baddy bought me a little calf for a Chtistmas present once; 

I picked a little heifer because both of us was runts. 

She didn't seem to have much sense but she grew up somehow; 

And as for giving milk, she's an educated cow. 

Oh, Bessie the heifer, the queen of all the cows; 
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She gives more milk than any law allows. 

In the morning she gives pasturized, in the evening gives homogenized, 

[Laughter in background from an audience] 

Oh Bessie, the heifer, the queen of all the cows. 

I took her to the county fair to try and win a prize; 

She knew just what was going on, I could see it in her eye .. 

Though the contest made her nervous, she tried so hard to please; 

But when it came to milk her, all I got was cottage cheese. 

From Bessie the heifer, the _queen of all the cows; 

She gives more milk than any law allows. 

In the morning she gives pasturized, in the evening gives homogenized; 

Oh Bessie, the heifer, the queen of all the cows. 

[End of tape] 


