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Silvery Tide 

It ' s of a pretty f ., ir ma· en wh welt by the sea side 
h uas co1.1 cly f a. i · and h n so e , she was called the village pride. 

young au r ve s a ca 1 ·ai n pre tty ' s hand did gain 
And tru she wi s t o Henry whilst on th raeing main. 

Young Henr , being lone absent this nobleman he came 
He tri tc win pretty Mary's heart but she refused the same. 

"Whilst all lone he's on the main you'll love in vain"she cried 
I'll wed no one lut young Henry and he's on the Silverv Tide. 

t i h w1· .. t h and in ign o. t · on thi s nobleman did say, 
To cain your s epar a t · on your li ·• e I' 11 take away. 

I ' ll watch ou 1 t nc <'' rly < o n by the 1 lue sea side 
And I ' ll end your b y afloating along with the Silvery Tide. 

As tl1is noblPman went walking tot 1ke the pleasant air 
Down by the rolling ocean he spied the damsel fair 

Cried this hard hearted villain "Consent and by my bricle, 
Or I'll send your body afloating down on the Silvery Tide." 

With trembling lips cried ~=-...L--. "My vows I'll never break, 
I'll wed no one bllt young IIenr , I'd die all for his sake." 

With his handkerchief he boun 1 rand threw her o'er the side 
And screaming went pretty t- ar along with the Silvery Tide. 

In the course of a few days after young Henry came : rom sea 
Ile went down unto his own true love to appoint the wedding da\'• 

"I fear your love is murdered" the wretched parents cried 
"She has ir oved her own destruction on the banks of the Silvery Tide." 

Young 0 went to bed that night no comfort could he find 
1e t houch t o · pret y ,1ar e t ·ollin th ougll hi s ,ti d . 

I e dt·<'amcp a h e wen t al ·1n3 pretty ~ ' s corpse he spi d 
And there came along afloating by 1l ban .. s of h . ilvcry i de. 

ft' s well he knew his own true love by the gold ring on her hand 
Ile first untied the handkerchief which brought him to a stand. 

For the name of her cruel 1urd r cr young Henry he espied 
Who cau~=. ed the death of ry along on the Silvery Tide. 

This nobleman was taken, the gallows was his doom, 
For the murdering o :· this air one all in her tender bloom. 

And noble hearted Ilenrv he mourned until he died 
nd his l a t words ··• re ·or ,.11110 died on t h Si lv r r T.d • 



The last fierce charge 861.0006 
A tale of the Civil war 

"Twas Just before that laat fierce charge two aoldiera drew a rein 
Wi tb the clasp of a hand and a parting word they might never meet a:-.ain 
CDe ta d blue eyea and sunny curla nineteen but a month ago 
With the red on ilia cheeks and down on tiis chin, he waa only a boy you know. 

The other be wa.a dark and stern, hia faith in thia uorld wa.a dim 
He only loved and cared for those who loved and cared for bim. 
·r11ey had ri ('en together in many a rnid und marcbed for many a mile 
But never before bad they met the foe vJith a calm and cheerful amile. 

But now they looked in each others face v!ith an awful uhaatly gloom 
Anc1 the dark at. rn man was the ' lrst to speak ~ ;;::__,,;1'"-::,..... my hour bas com 
we•11 ride together dcam the bill and if you ~ 
You mut promlM a little trouble to take for 

You•11 find a face upon my breast I'll wear it in the fight, 
With dark blue eyes anc1 aunny curls an a smile like th~ ~ninr light 
Like the morning liGht waa ber love for me and gladdened my lonely life 
a1 W!lat cared I for the po•r• of fate wnen ahe promised to be my wif •• 

d baCh tb at fair fond face 
e's wy resting place. 

1d hia voice grew low with pain 
· de back a· .• a.in. 

t1ut if you r-1.rle baci; and t do oot, you 111uat do the same for me. 
I've a mother at home who muat bear the news, write to her ten<lerly. 
She has prayed at home like a watching aaint, her fair face white with woe 
'Twill break: her heart when I am gone., 1•11 aee her aoon, I know. 

One after another ol those she loved ebe parted with husband and &on 
I was tile last my country called, ahe kissed and sent me on. 
Just then the orders came to charge, for an inatant hand clasped hand 
Tt1ey answered "Aye" and on tb0y rode those brave dt.:'voted men. 

'Ibey rode unto the brow of the hill where the rebels shot and ahelled 
Poured riflinf death on those toiling ranks and Jeered them aa they fell. 
And WllODL the dead that was left behind was the boy with the curly hair 
And the dark stern man that ro.-te by his side lay dead bea · de him there. 

1bere was no one to write to the blue eyed .irl, those -.-:ords that her 
lover ln tI said 

And the mother at home could not hear tbe news that her darling boy wcia 
dead 

Nor could she llaow the last :onc1 words that were said to eoothe thei~ pain 
Unt_:1 ahe eeoasea the river of death and stands by bis aide again. 

--dictated and sung by John Roche 
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Jae Hegar ty 

I'm a heart broken raftsman from Greenville I came 
Through hardship and sorrow my heart ceased to pain; 

It's the strong darts of cupid caused me so much grief 
My heart sank with in me I can f inci no relief. 

My occupation is a raftsman. where the dark billows roar 
My name is engraved on the rocks of Sand Shore 

Fran House to Bricktop I'm very well known 
And they styled me Jae H garty, the pride of this town. 

I was sober and steady, I ne'er played the rake 
I was the boy that stood up right by the dark purling stream; 

And my though ts were on ,I:.::==::;-
Por she haunted my dre=i s. 

But a story I'll tell you without much delay 
Of a neat little damsel my heart stole away; 

She's a blacksmith's daughter from Plat River Side 
And I always intended for to make her my bride. 

I decked her with jewels and the costliest of lace 
And the fire st of sating her form did embrace; 

I L~ave her my wages each· week for to save 
I refused her of nothin3 t .:at I had on this earth. 

One day on this river a letter I received. 
And she said from her promises she'd soon be relieved; 

For to wed to another she had long been delayed 
And the next time I'd see her she would not be a maid. 

On tc r oth er Jane Tu el er I la. y a ll t he bl ame 
e ' s the caus of her l eavin::,: me , go ing b ch on y name; 

1e ' d cu t l oos t he r i ,ging t hat God soon woul t i e 
Ands e ' · l e- t me a rawbl r t i l th ay t bn t I ' ll die . 

Here's adieu to Flat River for me there's no rest 
I'll shoulder my peavey and I will go west; 

I' 11 go to Musi\.egon new friends there to ind 
And I' 11 leave my old girl and Flat River behind. 

So come all you jolly raftsmen with a heart brave nnd true 
Don •t depend on those young girls, you get left i ,· you do. 

Atrl when you are tempted by dark chestnut curls 
Just think of Jacb. Ucgorty and his _;lat River Girl. 

dictated and sun.i? by ohn Roche 
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P.BTER EMBERLY 

yo 
F.d 

ht 
y 

nderstand 
' s Isle near to the ocean strand. 

· 1en flowers were in brilliant hue 
~ r une to pursue. 

I landed ·in New Brunswick that lumbering country. 
:\nd hired to work in the lumber in,· woods which proved my destiny 

I i.lired to wori~ J.n the lumbering ·woods where 1:hey cut the tall trees down, 
And while loading teams around the yard I received my deadly wound. 

There's dan:_:er on the ocean, where the seas roll mountain high 
There 1 s (1a.n0er on the battlcfi eld where the angry bullets fly. 

There is dan:;er in the lumbering woods Where death lurks always there 
For I did fall a victim into the monster •s snare. 

I know my fate seems very hard since fort•me proved severe 
But a vic,tims eath the worst can come to a man who kn<M"s no fear 

It will allay those deadly pa.ins and liberate me soon 
I'll sleep that long and silent sleep called slumber:ing in the tomb. 

1i who sent me here Hee ' ~ 
l 

It i ... 

l y d his treatment was severe 
r t ry to keep him down 

his home when he is far toe, young. 

Here's adieu unto my dearest friend, I mean my mother dear 
She raised a son that fell as soon as he left her tender care· 

~ t 's little did ny mother knm-: when she ang lullabies 
l'wliat country I might travel to or the 1'e:ith that I might die. 

Here's adieu to my yoµnger friends and the Island , ·:rl so true 
Long may they lh·e to gr;1ce that Isle where· first my breath l drew 

But the ,,,orld will go on just the same as before I passed away 
What signifies a mortal man when he'~ beneath the clay. 

Here's adieu unto Priuee .Bdward Isle that ;arrlen in the sea 
No more will 1 rolm it's friendly shores to enjoy the summers breeze 

No more w; 11 I watch all those gallant ships as they i:!O sailing by 
With streamers floating in the wind far above their canvas hi r.h. 

Tllere is one v;ord wore that I must say before I pass away 
I i1ope some ... oly ra h · will bless my peaceful ;:rave 

So near that city ' .i t own my mouldened bones do lay 
To at,ai t the · • calling on the GREAT JlJDGi,iENT DAY. 



86100G9 

The Dul'oins of the 3rani te tlill 

ID tbla world of care and trouble aaay accldenta occur, 
1•11 aiQ8 to you t:be lateat wbicb perllapa you all have beo.ftl. 
'Iwaa at Pall River City, wbere tbe people were burned ao, ~illed 
Jo that cotton caaaufacturiag ... aown a.a tlle Granite Mill. 

'n1e fire bell ruJJG at eleven o 1c1004 but then twua all too late 
Por tlle flames were apread~ rapi ly and buruin,: a.ta terrible rate. 
'lbe Yillaina wbo bud barred tbe doc) • and told them to ... eep still 
Were the overaeera and boaaca of the buroiDt.& cotto~ will. 

The f_lrst ecvne was a touchin.; one, wns a boy quite younu in years 
Ue waa standing in tbe firflliubt and b:a eye:a were filled with tears. 
The f ,; remen tried to aave him but tlley only t:rie<l in vaiD 
May the _ _ d have mercy on hia aoul aa lle fell ba~ in the ilwaea. 

Dut I hope bla soul hu 1::one to rest in a pl.1ce for better at, 11 
r,u· away fl'OII bere in heaven above £•011 tlle bul'nina cotton mi 11. 

The next acene wa.a a feeling one, was a Girl quite youn;; 10 years 
She was standing by n windcw and her eyf'a were filled with tears. 
a1 save me motber, she did cry but :1lle only cried in vain 
May the Lord have mercy on her aou l aa ahe I ell buck in tuc f luu~•. 

Dut I hope her soul baa uone to rest in a 1,lace far bettc.>r otlll 
Par awny frow hf're in heaven above i .rom ev~ ry cotton ui 11. 

Tue only meana they bad u.t all was 
\'Jbcn just as they got about half w . 
Crash, craSil rit~bt down tbey all c1 • 

Six stories biau, tucy fell to die, 

So c0tae tlll you t-'Oocl people, if with we you'll asree 
I <Ld my beat to aiUG this sooa to plcnne tbe company 
Dut this waa Qf opinion and is my opinion still 
'l'llnt there oucbt to be c. t'lte eac;ipe on eve y cotton rai11. 

dictated and sung by Rocbe 



·-··· 861.001.0 

"<11-IIO, .... ... 
Pol' l .... -Md .~~~ -• •• Jae'• .... , ............ . 

- Aad a aai• 1•11 ., ... la til be rehaaa to Gle-•" ., .. _ 
•Iller fai• llldd. 

poa.k.MW 
aie be lei,, la Gleoeoe. ~ 

........ 
.s out tile slow 

of iow, 
a dCMI diet flw 

-===--aaf• IJaOk te vi. ..... 1• 

""•• thla le ,... , yww twoald.ea •• o•• 
,And ., ... we here w•11 ••• ~ • .,.., 

'1be ....SatGDe wild w11..,. at a diatanee do fi.,, 
And la,..___. ••teatlaellt we'll dwell ill Gle1M11oe•" 

4iotatt!d and ~-"' ...:.;.:;==---~~==-



861.00:lt 
The Old oak Tree 

Dar nd s tormy was the nicht and fast did fall the rain 
When Eliza. left her own sweet home, never to return a~ain. 
She 1ee cd not the drenchine rain, the angry billo\':s ro~red 
She \trcnp d a cloa...-.. around her form and walked CfJ · ct.ly fi·om the door. 

t t n o 'cloc . t a· ver:. y ni •1ht bcn ath t he 1 
Sh promis e .James he r own true l ove t h· t, ·th 1 
n1 ni Tilt I a e on and ornin cam but JHiza , a s 
lfui c· cause 1 er f ri 11 s t o won er uc 1 ~h re pl· za. 

" (' ~ 

h •· . 
n t 
sh 

Unt :i 1 her mother started out and that ,n anguish ·dld 
Saying I' 11 search this country round and round til I find ,1 

'lbree weeks bad passed and gone an<' the country was se ·1rched 
'lbe journey proved a failure, Eliza could not be roum1. 

darling _hild 
all around 

So then to reach her own dear home this poor old ,vidow tr; ed 
So crushed in gr1ef she then lay down and broken be .. trted died. 
But on the scene the very same ay the Q\;aer of the ground a 
The Aguire ~1cCallum he rode out to hunt t·d th all his hounds. 

Up hill, dot1n dale the t;allant went in joyous company 
Until by chance the dogs they met beneath the old oa~ tree. 
For they began to howl and bark and scratch away the clay 
And all the whip or horn could do could not drive them away. 

The gentlemen soon gathered round and called for pick and spade 
They dug the ground and there they found the innoc,nt murdered maid. 
n1cy found the knife all in her breast much to his ['. rief md shame 
For on the handle of the knife was Sguire McCallum's name. 

I id the eel , th v ·11~in hC' er ed• my soul is fit for Hell 
I 1i·d 1e r n l c clay cor se 'l av , the truth to you I'll tell. 
I t ' s tru I lovC'd youn, . a but with an evil heart 
I s,ore I ' t e b r ve·y life th t night before we'd part. 

It 's true ! loved vounr .liz 
But the dev-i. 1 whispered i t1 

And ever since I did the d e 
I think I see those bleeding 

and she grew fond of me 
car. take her life and you'll go 
she appeared be f ore my eyes 

wounds and hear her dying er es. 

rree. 

Ile lookPd at her lying ·n her crave with an angry look of shame 
And drew a p ·stol from his :·ide and fired it throu: .h his brain. 
Thf'y buried him where he did fall. no Christian grave , ound he 
n1ey cursed the spot and le{t him there beneath the old oak tree. 

dictated and sung by John J. Roche 
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Duk .Byed sailor 

Tia of a comely young lady fail' 

861.001.2 

Wa.a walking out for to take tbe air 
Sbe met a sailor upoa tbe way 1, 

So I paid attention-eo I paid attention to hear what they did aay. 

air 

It ' s 

1 b , w y roam 
' fr on? 

id, bile t 
y dar -ey d 

lo ? Por the night ia eomingt and the 

y s did fall, 
my dar -ey•d sailor that•• proving my 

domfall. 

'lbese two. long years since he left this land, a gold ring he took from 
! oll~bud; . 

He broke the token; here is halt with•• 
And the othe.r ia rolling-and the otb r is rolling at the bQttom of the sea. 

j 

Cried , DriYe him ftom Your mindJ Aa good a sailor aa him you'll 
find 

Love turn_s aside, and cold does growl like a winter'• ■oraiag 
Like a winter•• morning, wben ttae hi la are cowred with snow. 

lbese words did ____ fond heart l nfl 
She cried with o 1 play no g 
She drew a dagger and then.did cryl f or yd rk ey'd sailor, 
Por my dark-ey'd sailor, a maid 1• 1 v die. 

Ilia coal black eyes and hia curly hair and f latteri113 tongue dld my 
'heart ensnare 

Genteel he was, no rake _like you, to ad'Yise a maiden 
l'b adVise a.maiden to alight th!! Jacket Blue. 

But a tarry sailor I will · never diac'alal but always I will treat the ••• 
To drink hia health here's a piece of con, 
But my dark-eye'd sailor""but my dark-ey'd sailor still claims this . 

heart of mine. 
. . 

When · did the ring unfold~ she aeem'd di~;tracted midst Joy and woe 
You' re welcome, 1 1 , I haw: lands and gold 
For my dark-ey'd . · r --for my dark-ey 1d sailor, so manly, true.and bold. 

In a cott.age down by the· river aide, In unity and low, they now t'eaide 
So, girls, be true while your lover s away, -. 
Pora cloudy morning--for a cloudy morning oft brings a pleast.nt day. 
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A aoldie1r of the Legion lay dying in Algier• -r 
there waa lack of women's nursing and dearth it women's teara, 
ltut a C911U"ade stooped beaide hill aa his life's blood ebbed away · 
And bent with pitying glances to hear what he might aay. 

'l'be 
I a 
Tak 
Por I 

aoldier faltered as he caught his com.radea·hand 
re again ahall aee my own, my native lands 
aage and a token9 to _aome distant frieada of mine 
born at Bingen, fair : Bingen on the Rhine. 

Tell my mother that be .otiler aons shall comfort her old age 
I waa a boy. a truaat bird, whp thought his home a cages 
My fath~r wa.s a aoldie,and even when a child 
My heart leaped.for to ·hear hi~ tell of struggles fierce and wi ld. 

And when be died-and left us. ~o divide his scanty horde 
I let them t~• what 'er they 1t9uld but kept my father'·& awoa-d; 
With boyish love I hung it where the bright light used to shine 
OD the cottage walls of Bingen~ fair Bingen on the Rhine. . . 

Tell my •ister not to weep for , me or sob with drooping head 
And when the troops are marchipg back with glad and gallant treadJ 
To look upon them proudly with. a clear and steadfast eye 
Por her brother was a aoldier and not afraid to die. 

And if a comrade seeks her lo'f'e I aak her in my name 
To listen to him proud1y without regret or shame, 

{ Aad to hang the old sword in i;ts place, my father's sword and mine 
Por the honor of old Bingen, f~ir Bingen on the Rhine. 

'lbere•s .another, .not a aiater, ._ in the happy daya gone by 
You'd have known her frora the merriment that shone within her eye1 
Too innocent for coqvetry, too fond for idle scorning 
ai friend, I fear the llg~test heart aometimea make• hea'f'iest ,mourning. 

Tell her tbe last night of my life for ere the moon.be risen 
Mp body ahall be out of pain,~, soul be out of priaona 
'lbat 1 dreamt I atood with her .. and saw the yellow aualigbt shine 
OD the Tine clad ·hills of Bing•n• fair Bingen on the Rhjne. 

I saw the blue Rhine aweep alo11g, I heard, or ae~med to hear 
nie German songs we used .to sing with chorus sweet and cleat'; 
And down the pleasant river and up each slanting hill 
Tbe echoing chorus aounded on the evenin~ calm and still. 

Her glad blue eyes were on me~• we passed with friendly, talk 
Down many a path beloved of · yo,:-e and well remembered walk; 
Her little hand lay lightly, confidently in mine · 
But we'll meet no more at Bing~n, fair Bingen on the Rhine. 

Tell my brotbf•rs and companions when they meet and crowd around 
To hear my mournful story in the pleasant Yineyard ground1 
We fought the battle br&vely and when the day was doae 
Pull many a eor~e lay ghastly. pale beaeath the aettiQS aun. 



r Weep No More r-or Me - --
'lbe llOOl1 had Climbed the' b.igbest hilla 

That riaea o •er tbe source of the bee 
And from its east 0 rn &)'mllletry 

Shed ai1wr light ,,n town and trees. 

sleep 
far at aea 

Aa ;:rv laid he 
r thoughts 

When aoft and 1 
Sa ylng , -' -------~ 

v c she heard 
weep no more for me•'' 

And from her pillow gently raiaed her bead 
To aak who tll<'re might be 

And sighing SJmQY shivering ata.ods 
With pallid cheeks and hollow brow. 

Oh,~ dear cold ia my clay 
t l ie beneath yon atormy sea 

Por · in death I alf'ep from thee 
So Hat.y, weep 110 more for me. 

Til a horrid aboek it chilled my blood 

n 

My rt Yaa f llled w'i th love for thee 
The at haa passed and t•m at rest 

So ._._·, ftep no more ror me. 

Oh M&!Y dear, thyself prepare 
And come with me un~o that abore 

Where love ia free £1,om grief OI" pain 
And you and I wi11 part no more. 

Loud crew 
N-:, lo 

And as • 

the cock, th~ shadow fled 

''Oi1, ~:..::...L...L..-

could ahe aee 
ep!rit aaid 
no more for me." 

-dictated and sung by 

861.00~t-i 

n Roche 
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Miss Rose B. Roche 
29 Mexico Avenue 
Mexico, Maine 04257 

Dear Miss Roche: 

November 27, 1973 

It took you two years to write me. Now it's 
taken me two months to write you. Honors can be 
easy between us on this score, right? 

Yes, I'd very much like to have the tape 
and the words of your father's song. We could 
copy the cassette and return the original to you. 

Thank you for the tune to the "Shan Van Vogh" 
too. 

EDI/lr 

BIRal!ilely yours, 

Edward D. Ives 
Direct or , Northeast 
Archives of Folklore 
and Oral History 

(()RJ./l@ 
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Prof. Edward D. Ives 
University of Maine 
Orono 
Maine 

Dear Prof. Ives: 

29 Mexico Avenue 
Mexico, Maine 04 257 
Sept. 4, 1973 

861.001.? 

This is~ much delayed letter regarding folk songs and 

ballads. A couple of years ago I said I'd see that you rad 

a copy of a tape plus words to sorg s from F.E. Islam. Just 

never got to it. 

My father is still living at the age of 82 plus. A 

couple of weeks ago I lad him sing a fresh tape on my 

cassette and it is just grand. At the present time I have 

five songs by him plus myself sineine Jam on Gerry's Rock. 

Are you still interested in these songs? If so, let me 

know and I 1 11 mail the copy of tape plus words for your 

collection. My father has forgotten some of the songs he 

knew but I'm going to set down the words he does knmi and 

hope he will remember the other s. 

Also, I recently eot your~!!_rr Gornan book from the 

Maine State Library and net ed that you did not have the music 

of the tune Shan Van V~h, as Gorman had once sung it. I'm 

enclosing the net es to the song I know as my r,r andf a th er was 

a great writer of parodies, etc. I wish someone had set down 

his \\'Orks because from '"hat I have heard they are incomparable. 

When I hear from you I'll send out the songs. 

Tha le you 

• ( I , /(j J( <. -L· 
\ . -~"""--( t • - ~ 

(Miss) Rose B. Roche 


