
















uneasy moments. But I'm gett1ng ahead of the 
story. 

The temperature just about matched Mrs. 
Bright's age that summer day when I knocked on the 
screen door of her small house. As she moved near 
the door I introduced myself. told her who had 
suggested that I see her, and of my interest in 
preserv1ng the songs of her childhood and youth. 
She told me that she used to s1ng but asthma, 
heart trouble, and old age had all but 
ended that once enjoyable pastime. I interjected 
that anything she could recall would be worthwhile. 

"Well, there was a song my father used to 
sing (she was born in Indiana and thought he was 
born in Ireland) that I liked a lot. Maybe if I 
thought about it awhile, I could get it together 
for you." Anyway, she told me that she would sing 
it and then I could decide if I wanted it. 

By this time Mrs. Bright had outsid e 
and we sat down on the rock step in the direct sun­
light. She began the song with me reflecting about 
her age and health condition there in the heat and 
wondering if I had been wise in coaxing her to sing. 

The first few lines as well as the melod y 
were unfamiliar to me. The next moment my heart 
tried to move into my throat when this aged woman 
seemed to be gasping or trying to catch her breath. 
Many thoughts flooded my consciousness. None, I 
hasten to say, were pleasant! Then simultaneously 
with her chuckle, it dawned on me that the break 
in the song -- what I took as gasping for air -­
belonged in the song and was, indeed, a hic-cup! 

Later when we were inside the house and I 
was readying the tape recorder, I learned that this 
was · her favorite song. In fact, once when she was 
very ill and had thoughts about death. she sent for 
her father and asked that he sing this song. She 
frankly admitted to me, a stranger that her spirits 
were greatly lifted when her father gladly obliged. 

While this was the only song Mrs. Bright sang 
ror me. she used to know others, including Mclnfee's 
Confession. In fact, her father, she said, had 
known Mclnfee in Indiana before he poisoned his 
wife. 
Ref.erence: 
See Randolph, ILL. 134. 
I went up roaa one very dark night, 
I saw a big dog and I thought he would bite, 
I thought in my soul that dog he would b1te 

me, 
(Hiccup) 'um. what shall I do? 
(Hiccup) shall I go? 
I wonder if T'll ever home! 
I went up the road 'til I came to a well, 
MY foot slipped and in it I fell, 
So ggodbye world and howdy-do-Hell! 
(Hiccup) 'um. what shall I do? 

etc. 
went right home, right straight into bea, 

They rattled a brandy keg over my head, 
I thought in my soul they'd kill me stone 

dead! 
etc. 

Mrs. Bright seemed to that there 
was another stanza to the song -- a warning -- but 
she could not get it together. 

13IRDrr D1(Rl;ING 

When Margaret Schroeder 11ved in Clay County. 
Missour1 she lent me the Remembrance Book that her 
mother kept when she was young. Born in 1885, 
MYrtle (W1ndsor) Loomis, lived in Laclede County, 
Missour1, and wrote the songs in her between 
1891 and 1901. Some of the songs were also written 
1n the keepsake book by an older half-brother, 
Floyd W1ndsor. 

Less than three weeks after borrowing the 
Remembrance Book I visited Floyd in Laclede 
County and found that he knew most of the songs 
written 1n the book. That August afternoon in 
1959. Floyd sang w1th genuine interest, "B1rdie 
Darling." Somehow its melody f1t both the 
symbolic and literal fee11ngs portrayed in the 
story. I then that thiR was a I 7 

wanted to commit to I was glad to get 
its melody on tape. 

That was my first and last visit with Floyd 
Windsor . He sang and visited as though we had 
Known each other for years. He knew of "Uncle" 
Jim Broyles , my grandfather, who had grown up 
several mile s from where Floyd was reared. But 
the real rallying pOint, aside from the songs, 
themselves, was that I knew his niece, Mrs. 
Sydney Schroeder . 
Re ference: 

See ·Belden , p. 210, for a version learned 
between 1865-70, having five stanzas and a chorus 
each consisting of four lines. No melody is pro­
Vided. Belden notes that "This varies little 
from the print in Wehman's ballad series , No. 248 ... " 
and reports the song as being found in tradition 
·from Illinois (see TALES AND SONGS OF SOUTHERN 
ILLINOIS, by Charles Neely and J.W. Spargo , 1938, 
pp. 254-57) . . 
Fly across tne ocean Birdie, 
Fly across the glowing sea, 
rhere you'll find a truant lover 
Nho has pledged his life to me. 
Tell him how my heart is aching, 
Aching that I gave him pain, 
.That my pride will not allow me 
To recall those words again. 
Chorus (after each Rtanza) 
Birdie, Birdie, darl i ng Birdie 
Do not tarry on the way, 
When you hear the ocean murmur 
Birdie, Birdie, fly away. 
Take with you this glossy ringlet 
Place it on his bosom bare, 
Tell him Birdie to remember 
How my curls have nestled there. 
Let him call to mind the moments 
When our hearts were both so free, 
When he pledged his life forever 
Unto me , as unto me. 
Let him think how once he faltered 
'Neath the window by my side, 
When he asked me would I l ove him, 
When he asked me for his bride, 
Flyaway now, Birdie, darling , 
Stay no more to hear me sigh; 
There now, Birdie , bless you, bless you , 
Bear the message through the skies. 

LITTLE DAME CRUMP 

Before I collected this song from Mrs. 
Henrietta (Osoorn) Turner Black (1900-1971), 
August, 1957, she had sung it for our children 
while baby sitting with them. Henrietta learned 
the song from her mother, Loretta (Powers) Osborn, 
who was born near Atwood, Michigan, Charlevoix 
County, in 1868 . Loretta, in turn, had learned 
the song from her father, Cyrenius Powers , who 
was born i New York State. A younger sister of 
Loretta's, ninety-five year old, Mrs. Mary (Powers) 
Acker, Lewis County, Washington, early this year 
sent her version of this song and stated that the 
Powers Family was in this Country two generations 
before the Revolutionary War . 

When Cyrenius Powers, his wife, and e1ght 
children came to Kansas City, Kansas, in 1885, 
"Little Dame Crump" wasn't left behind. Traveling 
in two covered wagons, there was surely time to 
share their folklore heritage as the wagons creaked 
and strained along. 

There in Kansas City, Kansas, Loretta marri ed 
Joel "Jim" Osborn in 1887. Her parents and brothers 
and sisters migrated to the states of Washington 
and Idaho. The Osborns remained in Kansas City, 
Kansas, where their children, including Henrietta, 
were born and reared. In fact, most of Henrietta's 
life was lived in Kansas, outside of a brief stint 
in Dent and Platte Counties, Missouri, and the last 
gecade with a son, Roy Turner, in Milwaukee, Wisconsin. 
References: 

The version, THE OF DAME CRUMP 
AND HER LITTLE WHITE PIG, S. Marks and Sons: London. 

@181'). () 0' Valentine, Mrs. Laura Jewry, ed. AUNT LUISA S 
GOLDEN GIFT. Frederi ck Warne and Company: London (?) 

(c) 1875. 
tittle Dame Crump with her little hair broom, 
One morning was sweeping her little bedroom; 
When casting her little gray eyes on the ground 
In a snug l i ttle corner a penny she found. 



"Hum dum, '" said the Dame as she gazed with 
surprise, , 

"How lucky I am, bl ess my soul what a prize. 
To market I'll go and a piggy I'll buy, " 
And little Dan Cupid shall build him a s ty. 

So she washed he r face clean and put on her 
gown, 

She locked up her house and started for town; 
And when she got there a bargain she made, 
And for a white piggy a penny she paid. 
When she purchased the pig she was puzzled 

to know, 
How they both would get home if the pig 

wouldn't go . 
And fearing that piggy would play her a trick, 
She drove him along with a little crab st i ck. 
Piggy trotted along 'till he came to the hill 
Where the bridge stood over the stream by the 

mill; 
There he snapped and he quaffed and no fa rth~ 

would go , 1/ 

"Oh, why little pig treat little Dame so? 
So she went to the miller ' s and borrowed a 

. sack, 
In it she popped piggy and put ' em on fer 

back; 
Piggy squealed to get out but little Dame 

sa i d, 
"If you won't go by fair means you'll have 

to be made." 
When at length to the end of their journey 

she came, 
She was mightily glad to get p i ggy home. 
Then she put little pig in a nice little 

sty 
And gave h i m an arm full of hay warm and 

dry. 
A hand full of peas little piggy she fed, 
Then put on her gown and jumped into bed; 
First saying her prayers and turned out the 

light, 
And being quiet tired, we'll bid her , good 

night! 

Notes: 
Dr. Katherine M. Briggs, Oxford, England, in 

reply to m?, enquiry of late 1971, wrote that "Little 
Dame Crump' was not in the Opies' DICTIONARY OF 
NURSERY RHYMES . I am grateful to her for referring 
me to Miss Judith St. John, Librarian in charge of 
·the Osborne Collection of the Toronto Public Library, 
OntariO , Canada . Miss St . John sent me the words 
to both the chapbook and Valentine versions of this 
song; the former be i ng very similar in content to 
·Mrs. Black's. Four of it's stanzas, however , make 
only one of Mrs . Black ' s. 

The Valentine vers ion is longer, conSisting 
of twelve stanzas of four lines each. Whereas the 
chapbook used black and white illustrations, this 
one was printed in colors and gold with the orig­
inal designs being created by M. Tilsey . Of par­
ticular interest to me was a portion of the preface 
Miss St. John included in her lette r : 

" ... 'Little Dame Crump and her Pig ' will, 
we hope, delight those young people who do not yet 
know her while nearly everybody will welcome 'Hus~ 
a -bye Baby' ... as old friends ... " 

It wOuld appear l'rom this that "Little Dame 
Crump" was in oral circulation in England as it must 
have been in New York State when Cyrenius Powers 
lived there. 

I have met two of Henrietta Black's Sisters, 
Mrs. Ethe l Snider, Wyandotte County, Kansas, and Mrs. 
Ruth Swearingen of Cowley County . They provided some 
information about the family and put me in touch with 
their Aunt , Mary (Powers) Acker, who has been very 
he l pful. 

WAIT FOR THE TURN OF THE TIDE 

When Mrs. Nannie ( Cunningham) Butler was twenty­
three, she left her native Casey County, Kentucky , 
and came to Missouri. When she was eighty-five in 
1960, her finger 's could no longer pick the 5- string 
banjO, but she could still sing with much feeling. 
Had I met her twenty or twenty - five years before 
at her ' place there in Ray County , I would have got 
to hear her banjo talk . Had I lived near her in 
1915 or Twenty, I would have been among the neighbor's 
who wandered up .the hill before sundown and leaned 
against the stone wall that stood guard over the 
front porch where Mrs. Butler often sat and played 
'lnd sang. 

me onao she had learned ohe song at the age of nine 
'from a Gr eat Uncle, J ohn Dobkins , Dickinson County, 
'~nsas. He, too , was a native of Kentucky. 8 

Most likely che people who stood or sat along 
che rock wall in those days listening to Mrs . Butler 
s i ng found some relevancy for their lives in the 
song; "Wa i t for the Turn of the Ti d", . " She told 
In sailing along the rl ver of life 
Over its waters wide, 
We all have to battle with struggle and strife 
And wait for the turn of the tide . 
Men of each other are prone to be jealous, 
Hopes and allus i ons are not what they seem; 
Life and its pleasures philosophers tell us 
Go floating away like a leaf on a stream . 
Chorus ( after each stanza) 
Then try 00 be happy and ga y my boys, 
Remember the world is wide; 
Rome wasn't built in one day my boys, 
So wait for the turn of the tide. 

Some people sit fretting their l i ves away 
I can't for a moment surmise, 
If lif.e is a lottery as they say , 
We cannot a ll turn up the prize. 
Folly i t is to be sad and dejected, 
If fortune shows favor, she's fickle besides . 
She may knock at your door some fine day un-

expected 
If you patiently wait for the ,turn of the 

tide. 

Man was sent in thi s world we're told 
To do all the good that he can, 
Yet how many worships the chain called gold 
An~ never once thinks of the man. 
If you are poor and your friends keep a distance, 
Hold up your head though your funds are but 

small ; 
Once let the world know you need its assist­

ance . 
Be sure then you neve r will get it at all. 
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