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Reel 147B

1-6 Quaker's Courtshipj sung by Mrs., tdgar Hewson,Amherst with piano
accompaniment; this is much better on 147A without accom=-
paniment; for words see 147A; good version of amusing song

6-9 The Sandy Anderson Songy composed and sung by Mr. Edgar Fisher,
Bass Riverjauusing local song about trip taken by bank
manager in snow.

9«10 Conversation with Mr, Fisher @& out the songs he makes up, including
the previous song.

10=15 The Dinner I Et With the Major; composed and sung by Mr. Fisher;
amusing song about a local gathering.

15-15% Breaking In Two Plates; composed and sung by Mr. Fisher about
his own trouble with two new sets of teeth.

155=-16 The Baldwin Songj composed a@a d sung by Mr. Fisher @out a trip

15=21 ta<en on old boat and its resultsjamusing

16-18 Little Joe's Whiskersy composed and sung by Mr, Fisher, the best
of his local songs on this tape; courting song, quite
singable.

21-28 Talk on Customs and Making Songsj; told by Mr. Fisher; his keen
sense of fun shows up all through his conversation

23«29 Stories told by Mr, Fisher about a comical man named Wellington
who lived at Bass Rivery Potato Yarn is gedd tale.

29-end The Man That Invented the Stone Axesj quick retort of old man
which is quite typical of people in this province,




The Sandy Anderson Seng Reel 147B6-9

Come learn of Sandy Anderson, the chieftain of the bank,
n business he is honest and in manners he is frank,
e is alwaysput for doing good and if you listen in
1'11 sing you of the time that he took the apples out to Lynn.
R
fle had to make a busimess trip to Stanley Roger's camp,
The road was broken to The Sack and from there he had to tramp,
The snow was deeg, the way uphill, it mattered not to him,
He was bound to take some apples to those lumberjacks in Lynn,
3
Now lots of things may happen at The Sack I've heard them tell,
And Scotchmen are a people of a race convivial,
And on a cold s d winter's day I'm sure it wss no sin
If he took in gas and oil enough to run him out to Lynn.
4
fle lashed his snowshoes on his feet and his g ples on his back,
And up the Joe licLellan hill prepared to break a track,
The sack had filled hin full of spunk till it nearly bast his skin
As around the Uevil's Elbow he went trudging out to Lynne
S
Now as he passed by Fiddler Joe's a c'w came out to smell,
That bag he carriedon his back and she liked it mighty well,
But Sandy s¥ s, "Gang oot your strap, it's nae for you ye ken,
it's some apples 1'd be takin' out to the lumberjacks in Lynal
6
The cow was lzary of that bag a2 d she poked it with her horn,
Then she rany§ her tongue in through the hole that she had torn,
it prought herput an apple @ d she munched it with a grin
As along with Sandy Anderson she marched awgy to Lynn,
7

Another andanéther s d the bag was growing light,

B.t Sandy never noticed it for he was getting tight,

e thoughtthe road v narr +shen hi began t in
Andﬁheugang the g)ﬂgagf 3 sggrﬁough ag RgagarcﬂegawgysQo Lynne

8

The lumber jacks knew Sandy and they liked him mighty well,
And when they saw him coming in they met him with a yell
And Sandy says, 'Come on my ?ads, see what 1 brought yez 1n,
Here's a bushel ongen Davisis and I lugged them out to Lynn."

flg kicked the snoushoes from his feet, reached down to gethis pack,
And then he heard the munching of that cow behind his back,
He thought that he'd gone hyphotized from smelling canteen gin
And that beldame cows had followed him the whole way out to Lynn,

10

He tuened around and he saw the cow with the bag upon her horn,
Says he, "May ye be sorry for the day which ye were born,
May the devil cook your haggis while his goblins stretch your skin

For you've stolen ?ﬁl the apples I1'd be luggin' out to Lynn.

Come al 1nye folks who hzar this so

& ng, if ye be white or black
And wha you go to visit Lynn don't ;top off at The Sack, g
For if you do you'll surely rue repentin’' of vour sin
And the beldame cows will follow you the whole way out to Lynn,
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Reel 147B9-10
Conve:sation with Mr, Edgar Fisher, composer of these songs:

What is tThe story of that song?

The story of it? Oh, you want to tell it in that? (the microphone)
Well that's a friend ¢f mine, He was the manager of the branch bank of
the Bank of Commerce here at Bass River at the time,and he had to make
a business trip to thecamp out in Lynn ., It was deep and full of snow
and he had to take a horse snd sleigh from The Sack out to Lynn so
he took a bag of apples along to trecat the men on and while he was in
the camp and old cow thegy had there come out and et the appless

And you made up the song @ out it?

1 made up the song about it, '

Have you made up many songs Mr, Fisher?

Quite a lot of them {(he laughs reminiséently)

It was quite a pasttime, was it?

Many's the time when I was a kid I got my ears slapped for it too,.l
used to make it on the fellows and girls m d they didn't like it too
well,

Did you ever collect your debts by making songs up about anybody?
Hum?

Do you say you song a person? Do you use the expression that you song
a person? Make a song up about them if you don't like them?

No ! @ note No sit, A person 1 don'tllike I try to forget them.



That Dinner I Et With thdvajor Reel

As ] h® pened to walk in the sawmill one day
I heard somgone groanin' and moanin',
And I followed the sound until Ferley I found
With his hands clasped around his abdomen.
Sez 1, "ie poor friend tell me what cam be wrong.
How comes it vou're not on the aidger?"
®"Oh listen to me and I'1ll tell you," sal d he,
"It's thatdinner 1 et wl th the major.
2
The major you Know is abit of a blow
But the 'umble hetries to remember,
And a banguet he'll hold when the weather gets cold
Every winter twixt March and Uecember,
His wife goes away and she leaveshim full sway
While society functions engage her,
Then he cooks up a meal that would pisin the de'il
And we al 1 go to dine with the major,
3
There's Roland and Spiker and Arnie and 1,
John Patton and Chirles Ed WMclellan,
With Sharp from New Brunswick and Bobby O'Brien
Whose stomach is guite beyond fillin?',
We go from the shop in our sawdust and rags
And we aitch lay the other a wagee,
1 darst eat more than you of the puddin' and stew
When we go up to dine wi th the major,
: 4

The major don't cook from no recipe book,
His dishes are all in his noddle,
fe can bake, bile, m d stew, fry simmer, and brew,
And fricasse, frizzle, and coddle,
e serves it at noon in hisgrand dining room
And at carvin' he's quite an old stager,
And we sing a d we toast add we yarn arnd we boast
And we drink a long life tc the major,
¥ 8
He held it to-dy in the usual way
And the regular company attended,
And 1 ate like a hog stuff would pisen a dog
the major would not be offended,
ere was fricassed tripe ad liver and lights,
Hen's giblets and Porty de Rager,
That's a French dish ye see brought from over the sea
That can only be cooked by the major.
6

The company was seated, the feastin' began

And aitch of the guests took a plateful,

Sez Arnie, "That tripe is a bit overripe, "

As he walioped his jaws on a mouthful,

Sez John Sharpe, "B'me spot it's this gizzard I got
Come out of an ostrich 1841 wager,"

And 1 said not aword that could ever be heard

Just B r fear of ofiendin'ft" he major,

147B10-15



Then the major arose @ d sez he, "l suppose,

1 believe, 1 presume, 1 consider,

I'm glad when yez come and]l'm glad when yez go

And 1'm takin' the swate with the bitter,

The whistle it sounded, we took for the road

Like bootleggers chased by a gauger,

And 1'm chuck full of cramps round the top of me pants
From that dinner 1 et with the major.

Composed and sang by Mr. fdgar Fisher, Bass River, and
recordzd by ilelen Creighton, July 1955.



Breaking In Two Plates Keel 147Bl5-15%

Question: How did you come to write this s ng?

Answer:*t just happencd sonsthin' llke this, I'd justilost d1 my
teeth one time andesnother and 1 had to get some new ones and 1
got two mika plates, and anyone that ever broke in itwo plates of
teeth at smx the saue time - well you know what kind of a job that
is, So one of my shop matcs come in one day and he sa id, "Look here
Ed, by golly, I wish 1 could make rhymes on people like you cans
124 certainly make someth ing up on your false teethes So I thought
that was & good chance so | made it up on myself.

1'm a poor unhspoy divil, 1'm in nisery every dw@,
And I've somehow got the feelin' I've been stung,
For me pocket book is empty @ d me gob is feelin' sore
From this thing that's wedged down underneath me tongue.
1 hedn't my grinders, a1l me teeth was out offjoint,
Sure me flace looked like a larrigan in the sun,
Oh me friends they did advise me to try Doctor Maclatosh
And theg all were certain that somcthing could be dones
-
Sez he, "Yez are¢ flat-focted, I can see it in your mug,
And your jaws me bye is horribly on the bum, "
Oh he filled me gob with mortar and he tamped it with a hoe
And he cal led that the impression of me gum.
Oh sez he, "Come back next Tuesday for 1 want to fit your plate,
And I've got to get your bite before you're done,"
"How in the devil I'm goin' to bite 'em in thepuzzled 1 don't know,
1've got nothing éeft to bite with but me tongue.,”

He made me imitations of Tom Garvie's river boots,
Oh the corks is long enough for ridin' stumps,
Now me face looks like them lanterns that the kids like Hallowe'en
And me jaws stick out as though I had the mumps.
Oh me wife says, "Yez nust clean them so I washed them with the mop
And 1 scoured them with the scrubbing brush and sand,
But it's when 1 put them back again they worked a whole lot worse
And the wobbled around enough to ate the band,

<
They're upside down, they're downside up, they go just where they please,
Sure they have atourists' lidcence on me face,
And theonly remedy I can see I'l1 have to ate a dog
Justito keep them devils herded in their places

Composed an d sung by Mr, £dgar Fisher, Bass River, and
recorded by flelen Creighton July 1955



The Baldwin Song Reel 147B154-16
18-21

Come a 1 you bold factory men listen to me,

A somg I will sing that will.Ti1ll you with glee,
t¢'s about #p, Tuttle, a man you all know,

Who = vovage tie Jess Elliot lately did go.

Cho,
Singing yo ho, row Baldwin rows
Now Jess Elliot's a captaln whot's vey well know,

Th& shipgthat he sails t ey are best sailed al one,
Oh they're rotten and leaky, lopsided as well,
And their puups wouldn't suck if you had them in - «Cho,
Now Baldwin'd no notion of goin' with Jess,
He'q retl red from busingss, was takin' a rest,
And he wouldn't have goneby a terrible sight
Only Jim Cook shanghied him abosrd in the night.Cho,
&
he anchor was weighted and the ¥itohman set sail,
When Jess woke up Baldwin and toid him to bail,
And he s tood at the pump till his back it was broke
With a rotten old craft l akin' five humdred stroke. Cho.

Foor oid Baldwin got h ngry andwan ted his chuck,
To pump empty-bellied is mighty hard luck,
And he dreamed of plum duff but it made him say damn,
When Jess £lliot sound.d =zight bells on a pane Cho,
(%)
flg went dovm below singin' brown bread and beans,
But the sight that he saw put an end to his dreams,
There was nothin' but hardtack, boiled herrin', and taa,
And he sat .n the floor and he et off his knees, Cho.
7
Poor old Baldwin mis t cat it, what else could he do?
He broke off his teeth when he tried for to chew,
So he swallowved the herrif both bones guts and tail
Until Elliot shouted, "All hamds shorten sail,” Chos

o
Now al oft in thejtopsails ocor Baldwin fell 111,
His stomach was certd nly goin' to spill,
He pelled "Ynder below I1've let go me main brace, "
But the dough struck the captain right fair in the face, Cho,
9

Now forfonce in nis 1ife little Jess couldn't swear,

He had guts in his eyes and he'd bones in his haty,

And he pawed like a dog gettin' rid of the flees

Till the second broadside brought him flat on his knees. Cho.
10

Jess put him in iroms to caulking t he deck
And slushin' the spars of the rotten old wkeck,

And he swore that before on the Watchman he'd sail
He'd hobo his passage back home Tn the mailes Cho.



Now Baldwin escap c¢d from the touch of the snag,
He neverence stopoed for his wages and bag,

And he beat his wy home ard g back in the shop
For aslong asithey'll havahim I'm sure he will stops Cho.

Gomposed and sung by Mr, Edgar Fisher, Bass River, a
F =
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Litiieg Jos's whiskers gzl 147Bl16-18

O ne nane It is Joseph, l'm alixily or more,
Earhaps 4 have ought to bsenmarried befors,

But it took ms so lonms for to make up me mind
All the girls oi me age they had left me behind,
Choe :

;incing @iddy hi ho, whack fol de dol dey
sing tiddy hi ao, whack fol de dol deye
4

Sa tne first ihing 1 did was to build me 8 house,
4il1 fiaished z20d painted and proof rat and mouss,
Anc then to go @ urtin! 1 felt very brave
But | taounht it was better me whiskars to shave, Chos
~
30 one fine >unday merning &l ong in July
I mowed of f me whiskers and stacked them to dry,
i put of me best & ¢ went fown to tne'church
ez 1, "it's a partner for life that 1 ve searched, " Chos

4
When thepeople they saw me they let out a yell,
Sez they there hus been a rebelllion in - ’

And thae parsen he sat and bsjabers sez he
"fhat's the divii himseif that's appearia’ to med Choe

~
O the firsi thing 1 met was a calf and = cow,
And Just for the practise I made her a bow,
B she down with ner hwead and she #p with her tail
Sez she, "That's a goblin m2 calf come to steal,” Chos

G the naxt thing that mot me it was a red squirrel,
1 fiddled with a smile like I would at a girl,
But whenevar 1t saw me 1t howled with affright

"There's the th;n; tdz 2s the hazlenuts all gn one nights” Choe

When 1 got to me lodgings old Joe to me ran,
He hid in thepantry and prayed like a man,
"0 Father ‘orglive me and cover your frown

ligre's the wildaman of Borneo just come to town," Cho.

Row the heart of me bosom it's heavy within,

And 1 wish that me whiskers was back on me chin,

For if aver | marry it seems a plain case

It must be aplind girl with a board on her face, Cho,

Question: Did he zver get a wife?

Answer: No,no.8=x

Cusstion: fie never did? All his life?

Answer; Gosh noj if you'd see him you wouldn't wonder,

Composed and sun Mr, Edgar Fisher. Bass River and resorded
Helen Crcfghton, July fggg - . ’ " an o by



Talk on Custanms and Mating Sengs Keel 147B21-20

When 1 wasix vounastar we had a good temparance lodge here in

Bass River that it was called the Victoria Lodge IOGT and every

idgy 2vening we used to have one hour for entertainment. Well,
2re wes recitations m d songs and there was a lot of good singers
ere then, and then the special entertainment, some of the members
:2e¢< to gat up napers on he other members, We'd find out some Jokes
on them and write it up like it would be in a newspaper, and the
poems, they came in along with the newspaper too. It was a regulat
ald-fashioned home-nade entertainment, We didn'thave any radios or
movin! pictures or m vihing like that them timesy like everything
elsz our entertainment had to be homemade, andso we made ite And
that's why 1 madup a lot of these songs and alot of these foolish
pieces of mine were made up for thate They aln't the truth at allj
they 'réonly founded on ‘acts but by George they're built out of
fiction. There's allot piled onto them and - hope that if anybody
seas them toev won't th ink I'm makin' fun of @ ybody because that
wasn't the idea at all, It was the ldea to get a joke on somebody
and tell them so it would be thellaugh on everyone else, @ d we
21l enjoy=d it and hand 38 good time,

b . o
)

There, that's ¢ood enouchs Don't say any more. 1 hope they
won't hang mejif = ybody aver hears these songs I hope they won't
get mad and hang me ,
~ The time that ! mede up the song you Just heard me brother Nat¢
and } were werkin' ot the bench glueing up cane seats, He was gluin?
them znd ! was drivinc them together, and every time he passed a seat
over the bench forne to drive up 1 sung himanother verse of the song.

Question; There are =z lot of verses to that song. You mean you could
make then up that quickl

Answer; Oh jres, thatfast.

Question: And then ramember them, Did you ever write them down?

Answer, That song was ncver writtens By George 1 didn't dare urite

ite

Question} It's not that libelous. :

Answer: No, but it's a song that I wouldn't wan tto publish very fare

Question: Coul d you make your songs up very quickly? Did they all
come quickly like that?

Answer: When I got started it wasn't any trouble to mé& e them up. The
de'il of it was to get a start at the first of it. Once 1 got it
goin' then it was easy enoughs

Question: What was your work Mr. Fisher?

Aaswer: At the time I made & good many of those up 1 was making cane
chair szats in the factory - chair factory. 1 woriedal 1 through the
place, and that's what I worked at then and now 1 work in the bending
department.

Question: You still work? At the age of i ghty?

Answer: 1 still work. I can't do anything else now but worke



4

Question: Good for you., What else didyou do during your life? Were
wou a carpenter? Or a fisherman? ‘

Answer: No no, I always worked in the factory. I went to work in the
chair factory down here the next spring after 1 was thirteen years
old, and I've been there practically ever since,

Question: Did you ever go to sea?

Answer: No ma'am I did not, No 1 never went to sea at a 1. I never
fisheds 1'm no boatman.

Question; What @& out hunting. Did you ever go humting?

Answer: 1 have gone hunting,yes, and fishin' trout, but that was only
for the sportof it,

Question: Do you know any tal 1 tal es about hunting?

(Stories follow on next page)

Talk with Mr, Edgar Fisher, Bass River recorded by Helen
Creighton, July 1955,



g

There were some good comics around here, We had one old fellow
that used to drive the furniture team, Wellington McLaughlin, and
1 think he couldsay the comicallest things and . fit them in the best
of anyone that ever 1 heard of., If the man had been writin' he'd
have made a fortune mmixsfxikx at it,

Stories told by Mr, Edgar Fisher Reel 147B28-gnd 29

There wasia United winister lived right across the road from
him and he often used to go over a1 dcall on him and have a chat
with him, andone dgy he went over mm d the minister was mowin' the
hay around his place a1 d he mowed away and by and by he finished up
with a big swoop and he said, "There Wellington, what do you think
of that?"

"Well, sez he,” it's naw so bad,"

He says, "Ydu feilows think that a ministers no good for
anything. He can't split wood or split stone or pick potatoes or
mow hay. He can't do anything but preach.”

Wellington says, "I've s2en a considable of them that
couldn't even do that,"
(This story is told on Rev, Rackham) a man with a keen sense of
humour) L I R I )

Potato Yarn

In his younger days Wellinoton had drove the furniture team
for the Dominion Chair Company andof course people sll aleng the road
knew him, He was a dandy off-handed qood ohligin' old soul and every=
body liked him :nd they liked te hear his tall yarns. And one day he
was comin' home from Londonde:ry station snd as he come near Allan
Hill's store there happened © be a crowd in there and it was potato
diggin' time and they was tal kin' about big potato crops. And when
they saw him comin' they sa d, "By George herz's Wellington, He's
coming in. We'll get a big potato story out of him. So as soon as
Wellington landzd inside of the storz ther sai 4 to him,

: "Wellington,how big was the biggest croo »f potatees you ever
saw?"

"Well, "he says, "I think that the biaogest crop I ever had
anything to & with, I helped to pick fivz hunired bushzls off of a
half an acre one time,"

Well sir them fellahs went into th2 air and they howled aad
stomped and Wellin to says, "Well if you don'%t beliecve me, there's the
man behind the counter that I picked them far, " Well Wellington went
out and of o uw se they all 1it on Allan Hill to know what in thunder
he meant by backin' Wellington up in a yarn like that.™ Allan says,
"There's no yarn about it boyse. I'11 tell you that's a facte” He
says, "l rememberit, 1 used to take potatoes to Boston in the schooner
and one time I went in what they call the #iing's Rest Bezach to pick v
Thomas Fulton's potatoes w«nd the schooner kinda beached on and the
water slopped into her and the potatoes got wet and I had to t& e them
out aa d dry them, And when we went to pick them wp again Wellington
was there and he did help >ick them up and there was 500 bushel of
them/, and they were on aout half an acre of ground,

Told by Mr. Edgar Fisher,Bass River, and recorded by helen
Creighton, July 1955,



The Man That Invented the Stone Axes Reel 147B29-end

Be had mothernof those old comical fellows around Bass
River, fe was a ship carpenter by trade, but in his older days
he worked quite a bit at the factory. Everybody liked him. He was
Mr, Fulton Starrett, and one dg he was workin' and there was one of
these men, he wasn't really an old man but he wasone of these
people who looked old, You've seen people look like that, And 1
happened along snd I said,

"Well, “p, Starrett, this is an old man you got workin' with
you to-day"

"Yes,yes, " he says, "he's oid, He's very old. By golly," says
he, "he's the man that invented the stone axes."

Told by Mr, Sdgar Fisher,Bass River, and recorded by Helen
Creighton, July 1955



