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"I have this fr iend that I have worked with for 
quite sometime. He is one of the people that can carry 
on the tradition of preserving history in music and 
stories . He works mainly in schools and libraries in 
New Jersey and other places as well. He is sincere and 
works hard and I am sure an a lbum of this nature 
would be entertaining and educational not only to 
people in New Jersey but elsewhere too." 

Ola Belle Reed 

Jim Albert so n has been singing songs and telling stories of his 
native New Jersey for many years. In 1980-82 he served as the first 
president of the New Jersey Fo lklore Society and was presen ted 
with the Second Annual Award of the New Jersey Folk Festival at 
Rutgers Un iversiy for Distinguished Co ntribution to Folk Music 
in New Jersey. 
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I was born and raised in the beautiful roll ing mountains ... of Atlantic 
City, New Jerse y . Stor y tell ing has always seemed to be a part of my 1 ife from 
hal iday famil y gatherings anticipating the arrival of Uncle Harr y Hatch with 
hi s assortment of joKes and scarry stories for the Kids, to joKe sessions and 
re-telling of favorite Twilight Zone episodes with high school buddies, to 
formal studies in oral interpretation at college, to present day travels to 
school sand 1 i brar i es and other pi aces performi ng songs and star i es for other 
people of all ages . 

The so-called "FolK Craze or boom or reviva l or scare" of the 60 ' s caught 
my attention and I was interested especial l y in the popular singer 
songwriters of that time. They referred to traditional styles and people who 
had taught them in pi aces 1 iKe th e OzarKs, the Appal ach i ans and New Engl and . 
It came as a surprise to me that there e x isted a whole bod y of wonderful 
songs and stories Down Jersey in southern New Jersey where I have spent most 
of my 1 ife ... so far. 

I began to learn some of this material from other people and from writte n 
sources as well and have tried to stay true to Jerse y roots as much as 
possible in passing it on to other people . 

During the earl y 1980 ' s, I became involved in the re-formation of a 
FolKlore Society in New Jerse y and served as its first president. The New 
Jersey FolK Festival held ever y year at Douglass College of Rutgers, the 
State Un i versi t y , has presented New Jersey Fol Kl ore and Fol Kl i fe for over a 
decade now and continues to roll on. It has been a privilege and honor to 
serve on the festiva l staff for most of those year s . 

Here 's hoping you enjoy the songs and stories on this recording and that 
you might be able to pass some of your own recollections of old songs a nd 
stories along the way. 

ThanKs, 
Jim Albertson 

SIDE I, BAND 1: MOUNT HOLLY JAIL (2:50) 

I first heard "Mt. Holly Jail" during my high school years when I vi sited 
my best childhood friend, Johnn y Reill y , who ' s father had been assigned to 
Ft. Di x Army Base . We stopped by the recreation center and heard a y oung 
soldier from Mt. Holl y_ singing to a buddy about the old Mt. Holl y jail. It 
was not unti 1 years later that I ran into the song again . For ten cents, I 
purchased, at an antique store in Penns y lvania, an old coP Y of B . A . Botk in ' s 
"A Treas ur y of American FolK l ore ". Therein was "Hard Times in the Mt. Holl y 
Jail" . At a symposium on New Jerse y FolKlore held at Rutge rs Universit y , I 
had the rare opportunit y to hear the great pioneer co ll ector of N.J. Pine 
Barrens folKlore, Dr. Herbert Halpert, sing his version of the song. LiKe all 
chi ldren at heart the "worms" and the "bugs" especiall y appeal to me and this 
song has remained as one of my favorites . 

When y ou go to Mount Holl y , It ' s there you wi ll find, 
An ol d stone jail house, lea ve all. joy behind . 

( Chorus ) 
It ' s hard times in the Mount Holl y Jail, 
It ' s hard times in the Mount Holl y Jail. 

The soup that the y serve you is not very sweet, 
It ' s full of little worms crawling through moldy meat. 
(Chorus ) 

That ' s the way they serve soup at the Mount Holl y Jail, 
The y serve it to you in a big garbage pail . 
(Chorus) 

There ' s bugs, there ' s bugs as bi g as fat quai 1, 
You ' ll sure go buggy in the Mount Holl y Jail. 
(Chorus) 

There ' s old Sherrif Townsend, I a lmost forgot, 
He ' s the biggest old joKer in the whole doggone lot. 
( Chorus) 

Your pocKets he ' l l picK, your clothes he will sell 
He ' ll spend all your mone y at his famil y's hotel. 
(Chorus ) 

There ' s one other fellow I ' d 1 iKe you to Know, 
Ever y Sunday morning we get Preacher Joe. 
(Chorus ) 

He ' ll stand up real strai ght and the truth he wi 11 te ll, 
To save a ll the prisoners from going to ... Atlantic City . 
(r epeat Chorus twice) 

( spoKen) Do not pass go. Do not collect two hundred dollars. 

SIDE I, BAND 2: SAMMY GIBERSON (6 : 30) 
Samm y Giberson was a legendar y character who 1 ived in the Pine Barrens 

of New JerSey. This stor y is the New Jerse y version of the fiddle contest 
wi th the Dev ii, simi 1 ar to "The Dev i 1 Went Down to Georgi a" and other 
themes in which a mortal saves his soul by outwitting the best known of 
fiddlers, himself. Herbert Halpert explores this legend fully in his thesis 
a nd Bil l McMahon has populari zed it in his "Pine Barrens, Legends, Lore, 
and Lies". 

Ta lK about your fiddl ing, Samm y Giberson could do it. He was Kn own as 
"Fiddl ing Samm y Buc K", the legendar y fiddler of the pines . Sammy made a 
prett y good 1 iving travel ing through the Pine Bar·rens play ing for dances, 
picnics, parties and ot her celebrations. He could be seen on man y 
occasions, walKing through the woo ds, carr y ing that old fiddle of his in a 
leather sacK slung over his shoulder . 

Sammy Bu cK could do amazing tricKs with that fiddle of his. He could 
fiddle up a thunderstorm on a bright and sunn y day , fiddle a stream to a 
dead stop and f i ddle down the du s t on the edge of the road . With that 
fiddle of his, he could imitate the sound of any barn yard animal, or maKe 
it sound liKe a swarm of bee s landing on a tree . 

But he saved his best tricKs for the Saturday night dances down at the 
o ld dance hall. To star t off the dance, he tooK off hi". shoes and socKs, 
se t the fiddle on the floor, s tucK the bow between his toes and played .a 
fast reel with his feet. Then, he ' d take the strings off the fidd l e one b y 
one, playing all the while, ' til he was down to one string, and the tune 
sti ll play ed on. Hi s dance ste p was so light, he could dance o n a looking 
gl ass without cracking it. 

Now, Sammy' s very best tricK was performed at the end of the evening. He 
set a full glass of water on top of his head, play ed the fiddle and turned 
a complete bacK flip in mid air wi thout missing a note or spilling a drop. 

But, one night, Sammy g o t to drinKing ali ttle too much "Jersey 
Lightning" and he got t o br a gging, sayi ng, "I ' m the best fiddler and dancer 
there is. I can e v en be a t the D~ v i 1 . " 

Late that night after the dance had ended, Sammy Giberson packed up his 
fiddle and slung the old leather sacK over h i s shoui"der and headed for home 



through the woods, just 1 iKe he did every Saturday night. But this night 
would be very different indeed. 

Just as Sammy got down to the bridge that crosses the creeK, a strange 
thing happened. Everything got real quiet. The sKeeters stopped buzzing and 
the cricKets stopped cricKing. A big grey cloud covered over the moon. Then 
the wind came up and it seemed to be talKing to old Sammy BucK. 

"Sammy, Sammy BucK, I hear tell you can beat the Devil." 
Sammy's Knees began to KnocK and he broKe out in a cold sweat. He 

figured he better get out of that place fast. 
He had just started to maKe his way across the bridge over the creeK 

when suddenl y , there was a big clap of thunder. A lightning bolt strucK the 
middle of the bridge and standing right there in a big cloud of smoKe was a 
stranger all dressed in blacK wi th a hat pulled down so you couldn ' t see 
his face. 

Sammy poi nted at the stranger and sai d, "Who are you?" The stranger 
said, "Sammy , Sammy BucK, I hear tell y ou can beat the Devil. Well, I ' m 
goi ng to gi ve y ou a chance to prove it." The stranger reached out from 
under his coat with long green bone y fingers and he snapped his fingers 
three times and a fiddle appeared in his hands, and he played that fiddle 
so fast and so 1 ively that fire and smoKe shot out from the fiddle and 
burned off the tops of the pine trees. That ' s wh y to this da y , you won't 
find tall pines in the Pine Barrens; just little scrub pines. 

The stranger played "The Devil ' s Dream" and "The Devil's Hornpipe" and 
Sammy' s feet wriggled and rustled on the ground. He couldn ' t Keep still. He 
had to dance and he danced so fast and so 1 i vel y that he KicKed up a bi g 
cloud of sand that went up in the air and spread out and fell allover the 
Pine Barrens. And, uh! That ' s why' to this day, the soil in the Pine Barrens 
is so sandy . 

Then it was Sammy' s turn to play the fiddle while the stranger danced. 
Sammy Knew who he was up against and he Knew he had to come up with a tune 
the Devil never heard before or else the Devil would taKe Samm y down where 
it ' s real hot. 

Sammy was tr y ing to thinK up a tune when he looKed up in the air and 
what do y ou Know? Some Kind soul sent him a fiddle tune floating right 
through the air. Sammy just reached out and grabbed the front end of that 
tune as it came floating b y and he pulled it out of the air and set it on 
his fiddle. Then he played the tune and the Devil scowled and the Devil 
scoffed ' cause he ne ver heard the tune before. 

Sammy played fast and lively and the De v il looKed down on the ground. He 
couldn ' t Keep still. He had to dance and he danced so fast and so 1 ivel y 
that he KicKed up a big cloud of dirt and he whirled and he twirled and he 
said, "You win, Sammy BucK, I ' ll not claim you tonight." and he disappeared 
in a big cloud of smoKe. 

Fiddling Sammy BucK made it home that night to tell this tale man y times 
to his friends. But from that time on, Sammy Giberson never played music on 
Sunday . And he always ended the Saturday night dance at midnight b y play ing 
his "Air Tune", the tune he pulled right out of the air that night i n the 
Pi ne Barrens when Sammy BucK beat the Dev i 1. 

SIDE I, BAND 3: CAPTAIN KIDD (2:40 ) 

Port Norris historian, Margaret Louise Mints, tells how Captain Kidd ' s men 
came ashore at Mone y Island on the Delaware Bay to bu y some cattle from a 
farmer.The y tooK the farmer aboard ship to Captain Kidd ' s cab i n where he was 
instructed by the captain himself to remov e from the table piled high wi th 
gold coins, the fair value of the cattle. Upon remov ing two coins, the 
pirates released this honest man. Up Barnegat way , they even tell of Captain 
K i dd mee t i ng a young 1 ady from a.round Toms River. The y were go i ng to se ttl e 
down and he was goi ng to become a gentl eman farmer and gi ve up the 1 i fe of 
the sea, but he was betrayed i n the end by one of his own crew, who felt he 
did not recei ve a fair cut of the treasure. Bill McMahon writes about Captai 
Kidd in his booK about the old Vi llage of Smith v ille. I put together bits an 
pieces and glued them to the traditional song about Captain Kidd and came up 
w ith the following: 

Me name is Captain Kidd as I sai led, as I sailed. 
Oh me name is Captain Kidd as I sailed. 
Me Name is Captain Kidd and the laws I did forbid, 
And much wicKedness I did as I s ailed, as I sailed. 
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I sailed from sound to sound ... 
And there ' s many a ship I found, 
But most of them went down ..• 

On the docKs at Oyster CreeK •.. 
The rich folK I did seeK, 
For to help the poor and weaK .•• 

To London I must go ••. 
The Redcoats have me all in tow, 
But I ' ll meet them down below ... 

Near old Smithville town ... 
My treasure can be fou~d, 
If you looKs below the ground ... 

( repeat first verse) 

SIDE I, BAND 4: MOLLY BANNON ( 4:20 ) 

Several versions of this beautiful ballad are Known Down Jerse y . In some 
Old World ballads about Moll y Von, she is able to change form to a swan and 
follow her true love off to the battlefield to watch over him and protect 
him. The troops are hunting in the fog one morning and shoot a s wan. When 
the y approach the swan, a mist rises from the ground and she returns to human 
form. One of the soldiers breaKs down upon recognizing his true love lying 
dead before him. In the New Jerse y "Molly Bannon", she has no magical power, 
but is merel y the innocent victim of a storm and circumstance. I use the 
melody which I heard sung by the great Scottish ballad singer, Norman 
Kennedy , in a concert at Atlantic Community College. 

Jimmy Randall was fowl ing one e vening of late, 
When he shot Moll y Bannon, her beaut y was great, 
She was going to her Uncle ' s when a storm it did come on, 
She ran ' neath a pine tree the shower for to shun, 
With her white apron pulled about her, he ' tooK her for a swan, 
And it ' s sobbin ' and weepin ' it was she Moll y Bannon. 

He ran quicKl y to her and he saw that she was dead, 
A fountain of tears in her apron he shed, 
He ran straightway to his father with h i s gun in his right hand, 
Cr y ing, "Father, Oh! dearest Father, I have shot Mo ll y Bannon." 
Up stepped Jimmy' s father with his hair all so gre y , 
"Stay at home Jimmy Randall and do not run awa y , 
"Stay at home Jimmy Randall til your trial is at hand, 
"You / II not be convicted Down Jerse y land." 

The night before Moll y' s funeral her ghost it did appear, 
Cr y ing, "Mother, Oh! deare s t Mother, my Jimmy Randall he is clear, 
For I was going to my Uncle ' s when a storm it did come on, 
I ran ' neath a pine tree, the shower for to shun, 
With my white apron pulled about me, he ' took me for a swan, 
Please tell him he ' s forgiven b y his OllJ n dear Moll y Bannon." 

So come all you bold heroes that follow the gun, 
And be aware of your rambl in ' at the setting of the sun, 
And be aware of this tragedy that happened of late, 
To young Moll y Bannon and thus was her fate. 

S I DE I, BAND 5: CAPE l1AY Ll GHT ( 2:23 ) 

At the Sea Festival of the Wetlands Institute in S tone Harbor, I performed 
a program· of sea shanties. After the program, a Coast Guar·dsman stationed a t 
the Cape Ma y Base asKed if I Knew a song about the Cape May Lighthouse. To 
the best of his memor y , he was able to do two verses and a chorus for me. He 
also related how officers taKe y oung, green recruits up to the top of the 
1 ;ghthouse and order them to walK halfway out on the beam of 1 i ght then turn 
around and walK bacK. Mos t of the recruits are not fooled. The y Kn ow that 
once the y get half wa y out on the beam of light, the officer sw ill probabl y 
turn it off. I added a third verse t o the song t o gi ve it a 1 i ttle more mea t . 



The wind it blew from Sou ' Sou' East, it blew a might y bre eze, 
The man up on the looKout cried, "A 1 ight upon our lee." 
They reported to the captain, these words he did say , 
"Cheer up me joll y sailor lads, it 's the light on old Cape May ." 

(Chorus) 
It 's watch her, it ' s catch her, it's up from down below, 
It ' s brace your yards and give her sheet, the boy s ' ll pull her thru, 
For the wind it was howl ing, blowing wi ld and free, 
On our passage home from Li verpoo l to Philadelphieeee. 

The pilots then they boarded her, they boarded her in time, 
Saying, "Keep her off to Nor ' Nor ' West to clear the Brand yw ine." 
We cleared the rocKs of Cape Ma y Point, "Hoorah!" the boys did say, 
And then the y gave the i r thanKs to God and the 1 i gh t on 01 d Cape Ma y . 
(Chorus) 

We sailed on up the Delaware, we sailed into the night, 
We reached our destination by early morning 1 ight, 
We dreamed of friends and l oved ones and merry lads were we, 
On our passage home from Li verpool to Ph i 1 ade 1 ph i eeee. 
(Chorus) (repeat twi ce) ( repeat 1 ast 1 i ne) 

SIDE II, BAND 1: PINELANDS TRAVELER (6 : 15) 

Years ago, before the "Big BreaK-up", Ma Bell sent around an 
interesting 1 ittle pamphlet along with her monthl y phone bill. One 
of the interesting little historical and often h ysterical tid-bits 
in these pamphlet s was the stor y of the Pinelands Traveler, a 
circuit preacher named Rev. 'Lorenzo Dow, who traveled the Jerse y 
Pines preaching and spreading news and gossip from place to place. 
"The ArKansaw Traveler". being a well-Known piece in the tune bag of 
any Jersey fiddler worth his salt (including Sammy Giberson ) , I 
figured a combination of the two with a spri nKl ing of mosquito 
ancedotes that were tal d to me b y Bi 11 Estell of Hal <? yv ill e, all 
stirred up together might maKe a pretty good soup . 

( song) 
Once upon a time near a p ine tree small, 
An old man sat b y his little cabin wall 
and he f i ddl ed at a tune that he 1 i Ked to hear, 
a jol l y old tune that he fiddled b y ear, 
Raining hard, the man didn ' t care, 
he fiddled away at the popular air, 
Hi s roof it 1 eaKed 1 iKe a waterfall, 
Di dn' t seem to bother the man at all. 

Stranger: Pardon me there, Old Timer, but uh! I seem to be lost. 

Old Timer:Yep! You sure do l ooK lost. 

Str. 

D.T. 

Str. 

D.T. 

Str. 

D.T. 

I am lost. I wonder if y ou might be able to help me ? 
How far is it from here to Philadelphia? 

Dh! ' bout fift y thousand miles in the direction you ' re 
headed . .• and you ' re going to get yo ur wheels prett y wet . 

No~ You don ' t seem to understand. I am lost and I wonder 
that road over there. Does that road go in to Phi ladelphia? 

Nope! Ever y morning get up at sunrise and I looK out my window 
at that road. There it sets . It don ' t go nowhere. 

No! No! Look, you don ' t understand. What I mean is 
Can I taKe that road to Philadelphia? 

What f or? Don ' t the y have a r' oad? Be~.i de~. ' I f the fol k~. ~. round 

here found that road missing, you ' d be in plent y of trouble. 
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Str. 

D.T. 

Str. 

D.T. 

Str. 

D.T. 

Str. 

D.T. 

Str. 

D.T. 

Str. 

D.T. 

Str. 

D.T. 

Str . 

D.T. 

Str. 

D.T. 

Str. 

D.T. 

Str . 

D.T. 

This is ridiculous! If you ' re not going to help me, 
how far is it to the nearest house ? 

I don ' t Know. They ain ' t never invited me over there. 

LooK! This is really ridiculous. It ' s getting late. I ' m getting 
cold and tired and hungr y . Can I stay here tonight ? 

Nope! It ' s been raining for three days and my roof leaKs. 

Wait a minute' It ' s not raining toda y . 
Why don ' t you get up there and fi x your roof? 

My roof don ' t leaK when it ain ' t r aining. 

LooK! don ' t want to stay here an yway . This place is a mess. 
It ' s a pig pen. It ' ~. a buff alo hollar. In fact, 
I ' ll bet you have bed bugs. 

Hold on there, Stranger . We don ' t have a single bed bug 
around here. 

Well, that ' s good to Know . (ouch-hoo-o-o-o-hey' ) 
I thought y ou said you don't have a single bed bug around here. 

That ' s right . We don ' t have a single bed bug. 
The y' s all marr i ed and has 1 arge fami 1 i es. 

This is ridiculous. Hey! Wait a minute! He y! There ' s something 
fl y ing around in here. What is that thing? 

Oh' Don ' t worr y none about that thing. Wh y , that ' s ju~.t the 
official state bird of New Jerse y .. . the mosquitoe. 

Mosquitoe? That ' s a prett y big bird. 

That ' s noth ing . One night I heard a strange noise and I woKe up 
and there, standing on ei ther side of my bed, was two mosquitoes 
weari ng overalls with horse shoes on chains hanging around their 
necKs. One said to the other, "Should we eat him here or taKe 
him home?" The other said, "Let ' s not taKe him home. The big 
ones might get us." 

How long have the y been around here ? 

Uh~ As long as anyone can remember. My grandfather was painting 
his boat in dr y docK one day when he heard a thunderous roaring 
sound . He looked up and a huge cloud of mosquitoes swarmed down 
on him. He quicK jumped under the boat to hide. But soon he heard 
a loud racKet. The )' was dri 11 ing their' beak~. through the boat. 
Grandpa opened his t ool bo x and tooK out his hammer and bent all 
the beaKs o ver. A few minutes later, they flew awa y , carr y ing the 
boat w ith them. 

I".Jel l, the y don ' t seem to bother yo u. 

Oh ~ I ' m just use to them by now. Bes ides, they Know me and 
each y ear the y just come back and sticK their beaks in the old 
ho le s. Besides, New Jerse y mosquitoes don ' t bite . 

The y don ' t? 

Nope ~ The :;.' smoke these 1 i ttl e tin y c i gar·ette ':. and the y put them 
out on y our skin . 

l,Jell ~ Wh y don ' t y ou put -=·ereens up at your IAl i ndo ..... J-:.? 

Screens? Listen here, Stranger. 
clean, fresh, Pine Bar r ens air. 
strained air for nobodY. 

OI,· .. I€, my long 1 ife to brea.thing 
ain ' t going to start breath ing 



Str. 

D.T. 

Str. 

D.T. 

Str. 

D.T. 

Str. 

D.T. 

You Know something? There is not much separating y ou from a ~ fool 

I Know. Just that fence there in front of y ou. 

We 1 l' Wh a t I me an to say is, y ou ar e the close s t t hi n g t Co a f 00 1 
l i ve ever met. 

That ' s right, but if y ou Keep y our mouth ~.hut, I don ' t thinK 
an y body'll not i ce. 

What I reall y mean to say is .•. You are, without a doubt, the 
biggest fool I have ever met in all my born da ys. 

Well' That ma y be true, but I do Know one thing. 

Dh yeah! What ' s that? 

I a in' t los t . ( repeat song part ) 

SIDE II, BAND 2: STRETCH GARRISON (3: 15) 

The best audience for my joKes and stories was the former postmaster of 
Maur i ce town, Rober t Reeves. I f he 1 i Ked a story he wou 1 d turn red and gasp 
for breath from laughing so hard. He topped my whopper one da y w,th a stor y 
about a farmer who hitched up a giant rooster to the plow. Robert coundn ' t 
r·emember the man's name. My friend, SKip Arey, who was serving as pastor· of 
the Mauricetown United Methodist Church at the time, told me a stor y about a 
farmer up on BucKshutem Road who ' s mule came down with a case of the colic 
and ran off the old bridge. In order to get the spring planting done, the 
farmer hitched up his wife to the plow hoping she wouldn ' t come down with 
col ie. I then ran into a story in "Upstate, Downstate" by M. Jagendorf about 
a giant plowing rooster. It could be these far·mers were all Stretch Garrison . 

Down Jerse y the y tell about a farmer, Stretch Garrison by name, who 
was proud of his good green growing fields. Stretch was a hard worKing 
man, up with the sun each day attending to his farm. 

Dne day , right in the middle of the spring planting, his old plow 
horse pulled up lame and Stretch was worried about coming up wi th the 
mone y to buy ~ ~ew horse. The worr y was worKing on his mind later that 
morning as he was feeding his prize rooster, Big Boy. Not pay ing 
attention to the job at hand, Stretch put the pan of feed up on a bo x , 
just out of reach of that 01 d rooster. Well, Don ' t y ou Know, Bi g Bo y 
just stretched his legs and stretched his necK ' til he was able to 
reach that feed. 

When Stretch Garrison saw what happened, he got an idea that just 
might solve his plowing problem. He put the pan of feed on a barrel. 
The rooster stretched again. Then he put the pan of feed up on a fence 
rai 1, and the rooster stretched some more. Each time Stretch Garr i son 
placed the feed pan higher, that rooster stretched out some more until 
he stretched himself as big as a horse. Then Stretch just hitched Big 
Boy up to the plow and set to worK in his field again. 

The onl y problem was, Big Boy was now, not onl y big as a horse but 
he ate 1 iKe a horse too, and Stretch Knew that feedi ng a rooster· that 
big was going to be an e x pensive proposition. 

So Stretch started to stretch out the rooster feed by adding a 
1 i ttl e gravel to the mi x and Bi g Boy di dn ' t seem to mi nd the taste at 
all. Then Stretch stretched out the feed a 1 ittle bit more b y adding 
some sand. Bi g Boy ate that too and seemed to 1 iKe it. Then Stretch 
stretched out the feed a little bit further by adding some cement mi x . 
Big Boy ate that too and really enjoy ed it. 

But 1 ater on that night, he got real th i rst y and dranK up a whol e 
lot of water. Poor Stretch Garrison. Ne x t day when he went out to the 
barn to hitch up Big Boy to the plow, all he found was a big concrete 
rooster statue. 

Stretch sure was sorry to lose his plowing rooster horse but things 
turned out all right for the town. Stretch gave Big Boy to the local 
volunteer fire compan y and the y put him up on the roof and wired him 
up for 1 ights and sound. Now, ever y time there ' s a fire, picnic, 
part y , or parade or a Fourth of Jul y celebration, wh y y ou can hear Big 
Boy crrrrrrooooooooQwing for miles around. 
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SIDE II, BAND 3 : LURE OF THE S EA ( 5:53) 

Carol y n Bacon of Mauricetown has sav ed notes of recollections of her 
father "' s 1 ife at sea as a sea captain and later a s proprietor of a sh i p "' s 
store in Bival v e. "The Lure of the Sea" is my br- ief summation o f the sp i r"it 
of Captain Alonzo T. Bacon sung to the tune of the Scottish traditi o nal song 
"The Broom of the CowdenKnowes". I had the hor,or· of debut i ng the song for 
Miss Bacon and my neighbors at our 250th Mauricetown Anni v ersar y Celebration. 

( wor·ds-(S) Jim Albertson, tune-traditional ) 

When I was y oung and thought about my 1 i fe, 
I wondered what the times the y owed to me, 
My Mother ' s love shm"ed me what I would learn, 
TaKe no more than what my merit earned. 

( Chorus) 
Oh the lure, the lure-a-lure-a-lure, 
The 1 ure and the call i ng of the sea, 
Well woul d I be on the shorel i ne wi th thee, 
Tending of me own chandler y . 

In my town the choices the y were three: 
The oysterin ' , the farmin ' and the sea, 
The land for me it spoKe of hardship and strife, 
And so I chose the bold seafarin ' 1 ife. 
I left for sea with silver pieces three, 
The y sl ipped into the water from my hands, 
The first mate said he, "Just maKe y our marK upon the bow 
And we ' ll fetch ' em out when we return to land." 
(Chorus ) 

I studied hard, the captain taught me true, 
No need to seeK at trac t ions on the shore 1 i ne, 
The hours the y were long and the worK it was hard, 
But I was captain b y the age of twent y -one. 
(Chorus ) 

Storms, disease and man y 1 ives were lost, 
Dur anchor dropped at man y ports of call i ng, 
Some tides ran smooth and high was the cost, 
But five and twent y y ears were worth it all. 
Now as I looK bacK and I th i nk of man y fr· i ends, 
How was it I escaped from Neptune ' s graveyard? 
When beacon ' s glow I could no longer sight, 
Was then I quit the bold seafarin ' life. 
( Chorus ) 

SIDE II, BAND 4: THE JERSEY DEV IL ( 2:30 ) 

Uncle Harr y Hatch was the real stor y teller in my famil y. When I was just a 
pre-schooler, I remember looKing forward to hoI iday dinners at my 
grandmother ' s apartment ne x t to the Absecon 1 ighthouse in Atlantic Ci t y 
because UncI e Harr y Kept the Kids regal ed wi th all sorts of joKes and 
stories. The Jerse y De v il was introduced to us in the quiet waning hours of 
one of those famil y gatherings. Through the y ears I ha v e read newspaper 
accoun ts abou t the Jerse y Dev iI, heard scou ts te 11 of remed i es to Keep him 
awa y , seen his face on posters, T-shirts, and beer mugs, and read about him 
in various booKs, journals, and pamphlets. What started out as a Pine y bel ief 
has become an y thing and ever y thing to an y bod y and ever y body . He was even made 
the official state monster of New Jerse y . I sti 11 looK bacK fondl y on Uncle 
Harry Hatch ' s stories and hope I do justice in passing on my version of the 
tal es of the Jerse y Dev i 1 . 

Some night when it " s ver-y dar'K, listen to t he wind as it blows 
through the trees. It seems to carry strange sounds, pr o babl y e v en 
someone ' s name ... 01 d Mother Leeds . . , 



Old Mother Leeds 1 ived Down Jersey on the edge of a great swamp. 
All the fol Ks who 1 i ved nearby cIa i med she was a witch. She had twe 1 ve 
children. They say she got tired of raising all those children, so 
when it came time for the thirteenth child, she cast an ancient curse 
upon it, and the child was born wi th the head of a horse with big 
horns growi ng out the si de. The ch i 1 d had long sharp poi nted fangs for 
teeth and great big round bug-eyes shining 1 iKe two big burning coals. 
On the ends of its paws there were long sharp pointed claws. The child 
had feet just 1 iKe a goat and growi ng out of the ch i 1 d ' s bacK were two 
great bi g poi nted wi ngs just 1 iKe a gi ant bat. 

On the night he was born, Mother Leeds ' Thirteenth Child let out a 
horrible blood curdl ing scr-eam and flew up the chimne y and disappeared 
into the woods. 

Many people have seen this critter late at night when the lamp 
1 i ght fl i cKers and all the sKeeters stop buzz i ng and the clouds cover 
the moon. 

Some people have claimed their cows have been scared by something 
late at night and the next day the milK turns sour. Tool sheds and out 
buildings have been turned upside down. Places in the forest have been 
scorched and strange footprints have been found round about. 

Have you seen Mother Leeds ' Thirteenth Chi ld? Next time y ou roam 
through the woods late at night ... taKe care. When y ou hear the 
leaves begin to rustle ... Beware. When the wind blows in off the 
ocean ... Beware of the Jersey Dev i 1. 

S I DE I I, BA~m 5: MOORE AND JACOBY ( 2:40) 

An envelope arrived one day from NicK Anastor, president of the Vineland 
Historical Society. He thought I might be interested in the enclosed 
newspaper cl ipping from around the turn of the century that told about a song 
concerning a racing rivalry between ~wo South Jersey oyster boats that once 
sailed the Delaware Bay. Since the tune was not included, I found the words 
suggested a tune from "Str i Ke the Bell, Second Mate". Th i sis how I have sung 
the song ever since. 

Cl y de Phillips and Walt Hinson of Mauricetown put me in touch with Seth 
Henderson of Newport, New Jerse y , who Knew the original and remembered the 
song being sung in his family, (his grandfather is one of the little boy s 
mentioned in the song) and Captain Cornel ius Campbell, also of Newport who 
Knew the history of the boats (his uncle was the cooK ) , and took me to Mone y 
Island to see the last remains and final resting place of the Samuel Jacoby. 
I was pI eased to record the song for the New ,Terse y Publ i c Tel ev i si on 
documentar y film, "Schooners on the Ba y ". 

While I relate my stor y you o y stermen give ear, 
Jacoby ' s fading glory you presentl y shall hear, 
Give me your attention and you will plainl y see 
That the Eloisa Moore can beat the Samuel Jacoby . 

( Chorus) 
Ring, ring your bells at the dawning of the da y , 
The Moore ' s the fastest boat around to sai 1 the Del aware Ba_ y , 
Oystermen ring your fog bells to let the people see 
That the Eloisa Moore can beat the Samuel Jacoby. 

Here comes old Sam Spencer, he ' s alway s hanging ' round, 
It ' s nothing but the Jacoby whenever he ' s in town, 
He goes into the chandlery and sets upon a stool, 
It ' s enough to maKe the people thinK that he ' s a perfect fool. 
( Chorus ) 

We were sa; 1 i ng up the Del awar-e as· though we had no wi nd, 
When the Eloisa Moore had to take her topsai 1 ir., 
We arrived at Phi ladelphia, we harbored there all night, 
But the Samuel Jacoby ar-rived at first da_ y light. 

William Peterson was our capt .:..in, Wi l lie NevJcomb was thE' ma te, 
Wi 11 Ladlow W2I. S our pot 1. ... .J restl er, he- cooKed us· v.Jh~.t we ate, 
Dave Robbins and Harr y Gates were the men before the ma st, 
The whole ere"J ";; ' heart just swelled with pride 3."3 we went sa i ling p-=-.st. 
( Chorus) 
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Here comes Seth and Bill y , they jam in but a word, 
I thinK it would be better now if the y were seen not heard, 
With this I ' ll end me song and I hope it wasn't long, 
But we can beat the Samuel Jacoby each time she comes along. 
( Chorus - repeat twice) 
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