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1-5 The Moccasin Last; composed and sung by Mr, Bdgar Fisher,Bass

Rivery 10 vs,pokes fun and is good of its kind

vessel looks like last of a moccasin,

5«7 The Baldwin Songjcomposed and sung by Mr, Fisheryl2 vsemade up
for fun for local audiencejgood

7=10 Rutherford, One Of the Boysgcomposed andsung by Mr, Fisher about
fishing trip of local man; 9 vse. good of its
kind

19-15 The Pinkie Louise; composed ana sung by NMr, Fisher; €& vs, the
best of thes: local songs

15«17 Bobby's Carj composed and sung by Mr. Fishergaboutone of fitst
cars in community and its misadventurcsjamusing.,

17-20 The Tribulations of kelandjcomposed by Mir, Fisher and told in
Biblical stylejamusinggread by Helen “reighton,

: story of local peoples.

R0=22 My Cape Braton Homey sung by Mr. fred “eddengviddle Lusquodobdity
5 vse & choe nice local song well SUNge

22=26 The Drum Majory sung by Mr, fleddeny 5 vs.& chospretty love
song of girl who enlists and finds her lover;
well&nug;usableﬂ“mr any purpose.

26=end Bold Jack Nonahuej sung by Mr, Fred Aedden and his daughter
Finvola,lliddle Musquodoboityiape will not quite
takte ity Is repeated in its entirety on reel 160A
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The Moccasin Last Reel 170Ble5

I'm Corbett the drummer, a man of renown,

I belong to the band that's in Bass River town,

But 1 thought that 138d started for fortune at last

When 1 shipped for a voyvage on the Moccasin Last,
R

The Moccasin Lzdt she was loaded with grain

AAd hay andpotatoes and bufter and jam,

And blankets and lanterns ad dishes and glass,

Scott Fulton had chartered the Moccasin Laste
3

On the Mocfasin Last to the eastward we flew

with =1Tiot for captal n and me for the crew,

When off the big weir bold c£lliot gasped

"All hands to the pumps on the Moccasin tast. o
4

1 stood at thepump till my back was mosl broke,
Such herrible things 1 brought up at each stroke,
For flounder and sturgeon and dogfish and bass
I pumnped through the cracks of the lioccasin Laste
the 5

Off \Povirty Point we encountered a storm,
It blew 'bout as much as you'd blow on a horn,
But Elliot squealed as he clung ‘o the mast,
"All hands lay ~loft on the Moccasin Laste"

6
Then, "Jib, shipsails,halyards,” he loudly did roar,
®Thenllet go your anchor, wz're coming ashore,
And feathzr your mainsails and make your shecets fast
Ur we'll all hands get wet on the lioccasin kaste

T
Oh the bisquits we had they were harder than stones,
And Jess ate th: codfish and I ate the bones,
We ate from the table, for dishes alas
Were a thing n:ver scen on the bMoccasin_Lasts

8

Byt roaches and bedbugs and sp iders und fleas
Ruxzxiditee and musquitoes, they done as they pleased,
We lashed down our bedding fonfear it would pass
1t}self through the ¢ racks of the Moccasin Last,

: 9

1 left her at Clifton and went on a tramp,
1 hired for a blacksmith at Scott Fulton's camp,
My clothes a d my wages 1 let got to grass
For I wouldn t go home on the Moccasin Lasts
10
tTwas, "Sta d by your anchors and shake your sheets out,”
And "Flatten the mainsail, we're coming about,"
My days and my nights at the pumps they were passed,
I sucked the Bay twice through the Mocc:sin Last.

i Sung and cmposed by Mr, Edgar Fulton,Bass River,and
recordzd by Helen Ereighton,Septe1956

The craft looked so much like the last of a moccasin
that it was given this nickname,



The Baldwin Song Reel 170B5«7

Come all you bold Factory men listen to me,
Asong ! will sing that wiil £ill you with glee,
it's aboul Hir. Tutile, a man you all know
Who abeoard the Jess Elliott lately did go

ChO .
Singing yo ho, row Baldwin rows

Now Jess Elliott's a capiain who isvery well known,
The ships that he sails they are best sallcd alone,
They're rotten and leaky, lop-sided as well,
The pumps wouldn & suck if you had them in -
Cho
And it's yo ho row Baldwin rowe
3
This old wood boat the watchman was built sccond class,
She was modelled I think off a moccasin last,
She was rigged with haywire and caulkcd with birch bark,
She's the ship Capte Noah had lighter than the Ark,Cho,
4
Now Baldwin had no notion of going with Jess,
He'd retired irom business and was tgking a rest,
And he wouldn't have gone by a terrible sight
Only Jim Coolt shanghied himaboard in the night. Cho,
9
The snchor was weighgd an d the watchman touched saf 1
When Jess wolt: up Baldwin and told him © bale,
He stood at thepump till his back it was broke
With therotten old craft leaking five humd red stroke. Cho,
' 6
Poor old Baldwin got hungry and wantedhis chuck,
To pump empty belllied is mighty hard luck,
And he dreamed ofplum duff but it made him say damn
When Jess Elliott sounded eight bells on a pane Chos
¢ |
He went @ wn bzlow singing brown bread md beans,
The sight that h: saw put am end to his dreams,
Therz wasnothing but hard tack, boiled herring, and tea
And he sat on the floor and he et off his knez, Cho,.
8 :
Poor old Baldwin must cat it, what else could he do?
fle broke offhis tecth when he tried for to chew
So he swallowed the herringboth bones,guts,and tail
Until Elliott shouted,"All hands shorten sail." Cho,
o
Aloft on theto psai 1s poor Baldwin fell 111,
His stomach was certainly going to spill,
He yelled under below, "1'd 12t go me main brace,"
But the dough struck the captain right fair in the face.Chos
1
Now foronce 1in his life little Jess couldn't swear,
He had guts in his eyes,he had bones in his hair,
e clawed like a dog getting rid of 'he fleas,
Till a szcond broadside brought him flat on his knees. Chos.



11

Now Jess put him in irons to caulken the deck,
And slushin' the spars of the rotten old wveck,
And he swore that before on the Watchman h'd sail
He'd hobo his passage back home 1n the mail, Chos

12
Now Baldwin escaped when they stoppecd at the Snage
e nzever stopped once for his wages and bag,
And he beathis way home and got back in the shop
And as long as they'll have him I'm sure he will stops Cho,

Sung and o mposed by Mr, Edgar Fisher, Bass River,
and recorded by nelen Creighton, Sept.l1956
Questionk How did you happen to make that one up?
Answer: Well he had thatold vessel daild up for the winter,

In the pring he wao going to take her down to Parrsboro
and Baldwin wasn't working so hz wa ted Baldwin to go down

with him, and Baldwin wents, 'Course I Just made it up & out

Jimmy shanghying him, buf that's the way to get it started.
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Rutherford,One Of the Eoys Reezl 170B7-10

My nave it is Rutherford, Thompson for sure,
I'm not very rich and 1'm not very poor,
And my past it is gone but my future's seccure,
Chair-making my leisure enploys.
I1've been in thewar and I}ve been on the sca
A shantyman'’s life is no ncw thing to me,
l can weep at afunc<ral os dance at a spree
For I'm Rutherford, one of theboys,
&
But it's boatin' to fishin' 1 always preferred,
Some ofny adventures no doubt you have leeard,
hough 'the way Fisher tells them it's rather absurd,
e's a fool that ' he foolish 2n joys.
But fishin' for cod is my chiefest delight,
1 can sit in a shanty from mornin?! till night
And tell of the way that the skate used to bite
Fo#d old iygtherford, one ~f the boyse
3

And 1 started this vearon my annual cruise,
1 made a grand outfit of things for my use,
Trawl rollers and buoys asbig as a moose
And al 1 other kindsof decoys,
But thz day that 1 started mv troubles becguh,
I shipped Allan Yavison on to the run,
And charteraed a otorboat drove by a gun,
Oh I'm Rutherford,on: of the boyss
4
The day it was fine and the tackle was stored,
The rudder was shipped and th2 hand come aboard,
"Stand by on your anchor there, forward, "l roared,"
Get ready for making a noises"
1 stooped to the engine and gave it a whirl,
The sail bellizdout mad I tugged and L swore,
But the anchor astcrn held me fast to thz shore,
OUh I'm Rutherford, onc of the boys,
S
Then 1 broke out my anchor and started once more,
I headed sou-west for the Tenzcape shore,
Whil: the engin: continued to grunt @ d to snore,
Oh the life that a sdilor enjoys.
I shifted a point, to ihe westward I stood,
1 1it up my pipe @ d [ felt very goond,
So 1l shanted a shanty the b:st that I could,
Oh I'm Rutherford, one of the boys,
6
Oh my pipe it was empty, my belt it f:lt slack,
So 1 knockedout ny ashes axd humped up my back,
"Now" sez 1,"1'l1l be having a bit of a snack,
Lag fasting onc's pleasurc annoys,"
1 reachcd forthe grub,but o h where could it be?
That doyble decked washtub nowher: could I see,
"lt ain 't come & oard yet," sez Allan to me,
Oh you're Rutherford, one of heboyse

(over)



v
Now my wife had heen cookin' a fortanight before,
She baakedall the flour there wasin the store,
In pies,puddins and doughnuts a bhushe! or more,
Starvation oneg's plzasure alloys.
And nowl'd tqrqot it, the brzad and the roast,
If shaouldn't send it me by parcel post,
Says I will bz makin' a Moose lIsland gﬂost
Out of Ruthzrfordy,onepf the boys,

8

Then 1 hung up my trawl where it wouldn't gzt wet,
I picklied some codfish 1'd got on a bet,
Says 1,"For atime 1 ain't goin' to fret
Hard iahour onc's xkexs lelsnre dvstrovs.
1 sty c¢dthere three weeks and ! yarned and I smoked,
To buy my tobacco I m arly went broke,
I wish L was rich so I could keep up the Joke
And play Rutherford ,one of the boyse
9
Moosz lsland was haunted I knew well enough,
But when in the night 1 saw Anthony Ruff,
Says hexmu, "You can drag for Jou'ra nnly a bluff,
Your presence my spirit annoys."
And now 1 am back in the factery to-day,
My trawls in the barn and my fish in the Bay,
And you're welcome to laugh at what Fisher may say
Of bold Rutherford, onepf the boys,

flc 2lways went down codfishin' eviry spring and of cours
he f131eda11 right but 1 made dut he didn t get any at al 1,
and made a me-s of everything, He wes a géod fellah and a good
sport, one of my best old shop mates was Thompson Rutherford. He
did not mind me making up songs about him, He wan ted to hear them
first thing he got home, The worse thev werz the better they
suitedhim, He'd becen out west duking the Riel rebellion and drove
a portage steamzr or whatever you'd call it feedin' the soldizrs
on the praries, and worked onthe C.P,Rs and livedin shantizs and
that's where 1 got the boatin' and fightin' and shantics and all
that sort oif thinge/le really had a life bezhini him, He was older
than 4 was, a good deal ,

Composed and sung by Mr, Edgar Fisher and recorded by
Heien Crejghton, Sept.1956



The Pinkie Louise Rcel 170B10~15

On Bass River Hzbbour on a fine summer's day

Safe rid°ng at anchor a motorboat lay,

While gents and fine ladies reclined t their case

Bn the thwarts fore md aft on the Pinkie Louises
b4

Then spoke Mr. Collins, "It's to Maitland we'll go,
For some mighty fine folk in that city 1 know,
They're so Jolly and & ever ! know they'll be pleased
Tos eeus come in on the Pinkle Lcuise,.
3
Lave Corbett t e cantal n was 2ngineer too,
Mate,bcatswain, and cook and therest of the crew,
He was husband m d owner and all the big squecze,
$n fact the whole push on the Pinkie Louise,
4
"Stand by on your gstern line," the captain he roared,
"Aye ave sir," hc said," stow thez hawser on board,
All hands on the windlass," he'd shout by degrecs,
"It's to Maitla d we're bound on the Pinkie Louises”
l:,
He s toopzd to the engine and he gave it a whirl,
"Moveon there,# he sal d," what's the m tter old girl?"
fle shHifted his timer his battery to case
But the engine had baulked on the Pinkk Louises
F

The boat on her bow line swung off in the Crick

Where she plunged and she rolled till hee company felt sick,

And over the qunwale thy hung by the knees

While they fattencd the fish round the Pinkiec Louises
7

'Twas mearly half tidewhen the Pinké: took ground

And acres of mud they bzheld all around,

And the tal lest anong them was mud to her knees

As she waded ashore from thePinkle Louises
8

Now vour motorboat captains attend to this tale,

Be sure you g» fitted with oars and with sail,

For an engline's uncertain and so is the breeze,

ewarz of thefate of the Pinkie Louise,

Composad and.sung by Mr, Edgar Fisher,Bass River, and
recorded by Helaen Creighton,Sept.1956



Bobby's Car Reel 170B15-17

(This is @dout a man who had ahorse and buggy and soldl it for
a care It is my old friend a-d brothzr Udifellow Bob O'Brien, I
always make up a so ng @D out Bob to si ng at Lodge or any kind of a
timew:"re havinge.

Now out brother Bob O'Brien ha’ a hankering divine
To go roamin' thro ugh the landscape near and far,
He'd ahorse but that was slow, 'twas hard work to make him go,
So he 1ookzd around and got hims :1f a care
Not ashowy limousine, Jjust a flivver painted green,
The kind that makes you wonder when it goes,
But how proud it made him feel when he sat behind thes wheel
Dressed in his best suit of clothes,
<
Bob he © ok his missus out in his brand new runabout
Just to let the neighbors s:2 how fin: they were,
"Oh now Lizzie dear,"says he, "think how [Jealous they will be
When th:ey se<¢ us drivin' round in our car,
We'll go up to Fortapique and we'll do it nighty quick, "
But he wasn't far from homz as you'd supnose
When in the mud an d mire Bobby hadto chaige o tire
And he spiled all his best suit of clothes,
3
Going to church on 3abbath day someonz got in Bob y's way
And he had o blov thehorn to clear the track,
Oh it made the fellow hop, but thehorn it wouldn't stop,
Though Bobhy swore till esverything turncd blacke
1t blew and blew and blew all the livelong service through,
Surethe deagons alllat Eobby thumbed their nose,
And he didn t quiteknow how but he got intoc a row
And he spiled dl4his bzst suit of clothes,
Bobby started out onz night and he d rove with all his might
For he had to gather school tax ncar @ far,
But thepeople run and hid,'twas a dirty thing they did,
Don't you see thay knew the sound of Bobby's cars
He knocked on ®very door and hz hollered and hec swore,
Till at last with old Ed Harey came 0 blous,
And Hare knock:d Bobby down and upon him set the hound
And he spiled all his best suit of clothes,
5
Bobby's put thatcar away in the henhous¢ s they say
And he hain't a~going to drive it ti il the spring,
Where the chickens roost at night now that car's an awful sight
For you know what hens will do on cverything,
But Bopby saysthetaint is much better than thepaint,
It isn' t so offensive to his nose,
But I bet 'will make him swcar when h: sits down In that car
For he'll spile al his best suit of clothes,

Sung dnd composed by Mr, &d Fisher,Bass River, and recorded
by #Helen Creighton, Sept,1956




"The Tribulations of Leland" Reel 170B17-20
The 13th Chapter, reading from the 39th verses

And after thesc things 1 rest:d not from my labour but spoke
unto flarvey the carpcenter and commanded that he should build a
woodbox andafther the pattern of the elevator which is within
the factory, or a cage which goeth down in the coal mine should
he build ite And it would descend into the bowéls of the earth
and even unto the bottom of the cellar and 1 would pile wood therein
and heave it up even unto fhekitchen, and llarvey did all things
even as 1l had commanded,

And the did I take unto myself straps of leather,and
pieces of rope, chain, and haywire also did I take, and 1 rigged
the woodbox even as Jess Elliott usedto rig his schooners, with
windlass an! counierweights and cams and levers and chocks and
hooks m d bunters =znd stop-ers, even with a pawl and hasp did

rig it, And wham 1 had madz an 2ndof ximgim the rigging I
loadzd wood therein and laid hold upon the windlass and hove it
up even unto the floor of the kitchen, And my wife fell upon my
neck and wept for joy and shez took pride in m2 and shz sald,

"Oh Ekcland, grzat and wonderful art thou and full
of genius,and thgy name shall stand with Hank Ford and Tom
Edison and with Morcong,whatever his first nam: 1s,"

Now it came to pass after certain days 'hat the
kitchen rangz devoured all ‘he wood which was within the woode
box and my wife spoke unto me say ing, "Show me 1 pray thee al !
the secre's and mysteriesof this contraption that p:radventure
1 may be able to manipulate it formyse!fe"And I said u.to her,
"Yea verily thatwill + do, but first take the young child and
shut him under the sink kRakxkhe and give him the nutmeg grater
and the halirbrush t play with that he fall not down the hole
that " he woocdhox goeth downe™ Then 414 I take my wife and expldin
to her al 1 the cams m d levers and chocks and all the inventions
that were #Zmxxk upon the woodbox, And when { ne de an cndof
explaining 1 pushedupon the box that it might descent into the
cellar,but i{! dsscendzd not, but remained steadfast, immovable,
and we Jointly and severally pushed againstiit and shovedbn it
but it rema inadzven as before,

‘hen didmy heart wax hot within me and 1 went forth
and cal ledin mv neighbors, ~ven Johnny Sh:rpe and Jotham and
Wellington and Little :lmer mnd Lively, and d 1 they that were
around about, and we stood all within the woodbox and hollered,
"Yo He," and shovad with our feet, Ancd when my wifc saw thatit
moved not she was wroth and she leped high in the air and came
down with both feet on the edge of the box and the eoun’ erweights
that held it up 1-t go and we a ! £z11 into th: bottom of the
cellar, and great was the fall thereof, and my wife fell not, but
sat upon the floor wit. her fect hanging over, bu' we which wem
within the box fell onz upon theother,

(over)



Jotham was old and stricken vi'h ycars so that he fell
in the bottom,and the rest fell upon Jotham so that he
grunted and cried with a loud voice,"Hut." And Wellington
arose from the box and tock offhis hat m d admonished mz In
very strong language so thatl wentpver unto Jotham's and
berrowed of him a barn door and coveraed up the holz in the
floor of my kitchen and my wife 1:t the young child out
from under the sink and I carriedny wood up from the cellar
in a aml scuttl:s, even unto this day,

Gomposed by Mr, ~dgar Fdsher,Bass River, read and
recorded by felen Creighton, Sept.1956

Published in "The Rhymes and Songs of A Chairmaker,"
compiled by the Bass River Houz m d School Associations




My Cape Breton lome Reel 170B20-22

Round thehome of my childhood memory dothcling

Though others make storiesof many fine things,

They tell of the grandeur of Italy and Rome

But they say not aword of my Cape Breton home.
€hoe

Wherever 1 wander on land or on sca

The home of my childhood remembered shall be,

God's blessing reston it whzrever l roam,

I shal 1 never forget it, my Cape bBreton home,
a

1 love every inch of its wild rugged shoresg,

And listen with Joy to the old ocean roar,

Or gaze with delighy on its bright sparkling foam

As 1t sweepz round the cliffs of my Cape Ereton home,

In the smal 1 quiet village that stands by the sca

1 played with my comrades light-hcarted and free,
Some sleep In the churchysard snd others have roasmed
And laft fag behind then their Cape Breton home,
Thy lakes and xkeyxy thy rivers and pastures so green
And great wooded hillsidas 1 s:ze in ay dreamg,

And the friendsof my childhood wherever 1 roam

1 shd 1 never forget them,my Cape Breton home,

terthfrs tell ta es of the great golden west,
The home of my chéldhood's the land I love best,

Though there's many great countries'meath heaven's bright dome
h

ere's none to surpass thee my Cspe Breton homeeCho,

Sung by Mr, Fred Redden, Middle Musquodoboit and

recorded by Helen Creighton, Sept.l1956



The Drum Major Reel 170B22-26

Come all ye young fellows and bachelors too,
A comical story 1'11 tell unto you,
Concerning a fair maid who carrieda drum
Who in search of h:r truz love to Holland has gones
XXX
She enlisted voluntatily in a regiment of foot,
And being our drum ma jor great honour she got,
She acted sc manly in every degree
Thatno one ne'er trok her agirl for to bee
Gho.
Laddie tor an tye awe,
Laddie tor an tye awe,
2
She went down tc bathe in a river so clezar,
When a Jolly young rifleman chanced to draw near,
e cried as she parted the waves like a swan,
"Though your clotnes are a soldicr's you arc not a mang"
Then out of thewatcr she quickly did run,
- And with her smal 1 fingers her cl othes she plnned on,
Saying, "It's not for your gold sir thati 'listed here,
t In search of young Shelton the bold grenadier," Cho,

"Call on the sergea L and officers d 1,
Call on this falr maid," they on h:r did call,
"You are a woman this day we did hear,
And the causc of your 'listing we fain now would houare”
"These seven long yearsiin your regiment I've been,
Still hiding the face of a poor woundcd dame,
t's not for vour gold sik that I'm 'listed hore,
Byt in search of young Shelton the bold grenadiere " Cho,
4

"Call on the sergeant and officers all,

Call on young Shzlion ," they on him did call,

They say,"This is a letter from your true love this day,
Then to your drum major the postage you'll paye”

"Give me the letterjyoung Shzlton did say,

"Give me thz letter, the postage I1'11 pay,”

With a tear In her eye the drum maJor did stand

Saying, "Read me al 1 over for I'm Just the onee" Cho.

Then he clasped her in his arms an d embraced for a while,
Till at lastithis youag damsel began for to smile,

And now they are marricd,the truth for to tell,

And our gallant drum major pleases young Sh:zlton welleCho,

Last verse repzatzd,

Sung by Mr, Fred Redden, Middlz Musquodo oit, and
. q ’

by Helzn “reighton,Septs1956

recorded



Bold Jack Donahue Reel

Comz d 1 you true bred Irisrmen
Wherevernyou may be,
Who scorn to wear a convict's chain
Or livein slavery,
Come pay attenti on ‘o what I say,
You'll value it if you do,
While 1 relate the m tchless fate
Of bold Jack Donahue,
v
s yas an undauntezd highwayman
%s you will plainly sce,
ransported from old Ireland
In pride of his liberty,
"I'd rather roan this wide wide world
Like a wolf or a kangaroo
Beforz 1'11 submit to government,"”
Cried bold Jack Donahue.
3
bt was scarcely twzlve monfs afterwards
He crossed Australia's shore,
He took himself to thehighway
As hz'd often done bafore,
There was Mike Lermar and Undarwood,
here was Webster and Onslow too,
These were the four assoclates
Of bold Jack Donahue,
&
As Donahuz a dhis companions
Rode outl one afternoon,
They little thought thepangs of dcath
Would reach their band seo soon,
To thelr surprisc ghorsc police
Rode quickly into view
And shortly after they did capture
Both bold Jack DNonahue,
3
Says onzhue % his cempanions,
"This day prove true to me,"
"Oh no," says cowardly Onslow,
"To thafwe vl 11 not agree,
Fer if we stay to facec the fray
The battlz we shall rue, "
"Begone from me vou cowardly dog, "
Said bold Jack Donahue,
18]
The sergeant and the corporal
They did their men divide,
Some fired athim from behind,
Somz fired from other side,
The sergeant md the corporal
In front kept firing too,
Till a fatal ball did pilerce the heart
Of bold Jack Donazhue,
(ovar)

170B26-end
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it's ninz men he had slain

Before that fatal ball,

Which pierced the heart of Donahue
And caused him for to fall,

Before he closed his dying eyes

Hle bid this world adieu,

"Good craftsmen all pray for the soul
Bf bold Jack Donahue,™

f
/i

Sung by Mr, fred Redden and his daughter Finvola,and
recordad by Helzh Crzighton at liddle Musquodobolt,Sept.1956



