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Blue Mo untain 
© 1920 Fred W. Keller 

Lea rned a b o ut 30 ye ars ago from Steve White, who fo und it 
o n a record of Frank H a mil to n . W ri t t e n aro und 1920 by Fred W. 
Keller, a lawye r , who li ved near Monticello, Utah , w h e re, it i s 
to ld , during winter s nows, th e figure of a h o rse ' s h ea d can be 
discerned o n the s id e of a nearby m o untain . It was w r itten fo r 
an o ld tim ers banquet ce lebra tin g loca l hi story , a nd it contains 
many loca l r e fer e n ces to p eo ple and places o f the time . (ET) 

My home it was in Texas, m y pa s t you must not know 
For I seek a refu ge from the law where the sage and the 

pinion g row. 

Chorus: 
Blue Mountain you ' re a zure deep. Blue Mountain yo ur s id es 

a re steep . 
Blue Mou ntai n with a horsehead o n you r s id e you've won my 

heart to keep. 

On th e b ran d LC I rid e . Th e re ' s s leeper calves b y th e s id e . 
I ' ll ow n the "hip , side and s h o uld e r " before I get o ld e r . 
Zapatero don ' t you tan m y hide. 

I c hum w ith Lati go Go rd on, I drink a t th e Blue Goose saloon. 
I dance a ll night wi th the Mormon ga ls, rid e home ' n e ath t h e 
li ght of th e moon. 

I trad e at Bunse 's sto re , there 's bullet h o les in his door 
Hi s c ali co treasure my pony can measu re 
w h e n I ' m drunk a nd I ' m fee ling sore . 



You w ill alwa ys sai l , even though th e w ind s wo uld leave yo u 
Your ship ca n neve r fa il , and th e seas ca n n eve r gri eve you 

You w ill a lways si n g, though th e m e lo d y lie s broken 
Your vo ice w ill always ring , though th e words may b e 

unspok e n 

Yo u w il l a lways be , eve n t hough tim e wo uld di sow n yo u 
For yo u h ave se t us free , those among us w ho have known yo u 

MARCO POLO 
© 1988 Jim Stewa rt CA PAC 

Fro m the M A RCO P OLO Suile (also ava ila bl e fro m Timberhead). 

Wh e re the Ma rs h Cree k waters meet Courtenay Ba y 
Heave he r ro und a nd le t her fl y 
At Jam es Smith 's ya rd her kee l did lay 
Th ere 's n o s hip here ca n m atc h her 

She was launc he d w ith a groan a nd thud 
Sh e ' s lik e a d e mo n sa iling by 
Sh e s tu c k two wee ks in t he Mars h c ree k mud 
Th e re's no s hip h e re ca n catch h er 

Chorus: 

(GB) 

Li ve rp oo l in fift ee n days, the seven seas h e r n ame w ill pra ise 
Wind in her h a ir a nd her sa il s unfurl e d , s he ' s t he fa s tes t s hip 

in a ll th e wo rld 
An d he r n a me is MAR CO P OLO. 

Her ke e l's a ll b e n t , s he ' ll n ever sa il 
J a me s Sm ith 's h o p es are doomed to fail 
She ' s fe lt th e w rath of jeers and sco rn 
And throu g h the p a in th e lege nd 's born 

To the Bla c kbal l lin e s h e soon was so ld 
Au s tr a lia bound in se arch o f gold 
She was rul e d w ith a n iron hand 
Wh e n Bul ly Forb es was in command 

Sixty-eight clay s to Me lbourne town 
Th e waves w ill ec ho h e r renown 
Sh e's b eat ing packe ts run b y s team 
From J ames Smith ' s w is h to St. John 's dream 

For thirt y- two yea rs s he ran the tid e 
On Cavend is h s h oa l s h e finall y di e d 
But drea ms are mu c h too h ard to ki l l 
For th e Marco Po l o' s l iv ing s till. 



Ballinderry 
Traditional 

I learned thi s from th e s ingin g o f Tom m y Makem . To mm y gives 
no c re dit for it, so I ass um e it 's traditiona l We recorded thi s 
yea rs ago for Folk Legacy Records in Sharon , Co nn ect icut , and 
we're grateful to Sandy and Caro lin e Paton fo r letting u s use it 
h e re. (G il ) 

'T is pretty to b e in Ballind er ry 
'Ti s pretty to be in Ahalee 
'Ti s prett ie r to be in bonny Ram 's Is land 
Sit ti ng forever b e n eat h a tree. 

For ofte n I 've sa iled to bonny Ram 's I s land 
Arm a nd arm wi th Ph e lim y Diamond 
And h e wou ld w hi s tl e and I wo uld sing 
And we would make t he whole is la nd ring. 

"I 'm goi ng ," he s aid , "from bon n y Ram's I s land 
Out a nd ac ross the deep blu e sea 
And if in your heart yo u lo ve m e, Mary, 
Open your arms at las t to me. 

'Twas pretty to be in Ballinderry 
Now it 's as sad as sad ca n be 
For th e s hi p that sa il ed with Phe lim y Di a m o nd 
Is sun k forever beneath the sea. 

Ahone , a h o n e. 

( H av ing no wr itte n so urce for this, the spel li ng is all ou r own.) 

j 

The CAN DO 
© 1978 Brian Fl ynn 

"The CA N Do was a pilot b oat out of Gloucester , MA. Th e GLOBAL 

HOP E we nt aground just o ff Sa lem , MA., and pict ures a t th e time 
s ho we d her almost on th e beach. The radio did go dead (at least 
so reported in the p re ss) which is why th ey were unable to get 
a f ix on their location. The CAN Do in effect wen t o ut blind w ith 
o nl y the m os t general id ea of where to look . Contact was then 
lost with CAN D o a nd the men were washed (as ho re) a few days 
later, again around Sa lem. The GLOBAL HOPE was sold for sc rap. 

~ Brian Flynn 

ln a dozen coasta l towns, when the su n is go in g down 
Th e boats are tied and th e fishing is all through 
For another s h ot-a nd -beer yo u ' ll lik ely get to hear 
Of the pi lot boat they call the CA N D o 

Chorus: 
Th en lift yo ur g lass to the seasons as th ey pa ss 
To the men w ho sai l the seas a lone 
Say a prayer for the women wa itin g there 
For the men who never wi l l come ho1n e. 

A blizzard fr om t h e North blew t h e tank e r off h er cou rse 
And th e GLOBAi. H OPE was ground ed on the sa nd. 
There we re forty m e n th ey sa id , then the ra dio went dead 
And n o o ne kn ew t he y were ju st a mile from land. 

Well th e CAN Do hea rd th e call, a nd their boat was ve ry sma ll. 
They wo nd e re d h ow a tanker could get los t. 
And lik e a s ing le si lent vo ice, th ey knew th ey h ad n o c h o ice 
But to find the GLOBAL HOP E a t any cost. 



Well the snow made them blind 
and the seas cou ld read th e ir mind 
And the wind laughed at every turn they made 
Ti! a big on e hit th e side , and it flipped her lik e a dime 
And it drove h e r like a nail into the wave. 

There 's a littl e boy who plays by the harbor every day, 
And his mother cannot hide h e r tears for long 
For she knows salt water runs in the blood of sailors ' sons 
And she knows there 's no ending to this song. 

For they ' re cruising where it 's warm and they ' ll neve r see 
th e storm 

And they never , neve r will come home. 

. Brannvinslat 
Traditional 

Dave Kaynor (again) brought thi s tune to this country. It ' s from 
the playing of Ta ng Gudmo nd from the town of Rattvik, Sweden, 
a town famous for hundreds of good tunes made there . It ' s a 
Visa (air, ballad) so it might h ave had wo rd s. Th e name means 
Burning wine-tune or Brand y Tun e. (GB) 

I lea rned it from a tape of music at Indian Neck se nt to me 
by Drew Smith. W e played it quite some time before learning its 
name and origin. (ET) 

Huckleberry Finn 
© 1987 Bob Dyer 

Learne d from Dave Para and Cathy Barton , who learned it from 
their neighbor Bob Dyer. One of the many great songs from and 
about Missouri history Bob h as wr itten. ( ET) 

There 's a moon on the Mississippi river tonight 
A side-wheel steamboat makin' up tim e, 
A raft driftin' by with a bunch of drunk men , 
And I'm catfishi n ' w ith my old friend Jim. 

They call me Huckleberry Finn, Finn, Huckleberry Finn. 

I li ved for awhile up in Hannibal town 
My father was a drunkard and he beat me around , 
So I left my friends Joe , Tom Sawy e r and Ben , 
And went off araftin ' w ith Jim . 

We run b y nights and we ti e d (laid) up days 
Dawn turns the ri ver to a s moky haze . 
Lazin ' in th e shal lows doin ' just as we plea se, 
Me and Jim layin ' there dreamin ' . 

Life slides by when you ' re livin ' on a raft. 
You never rightly know what's gonna pa ss . 
Sometimes dange r , sometimes fun , 
Sometimes it's just a piece of driftwoo d. 



I neve r mu c h ca re d fo r the c iv i li ze d life. 
I ' d ra th e r be o ut on the river at ni g ht. 
Lay in ' o n my bac k lo o kin ' up at th e s ta rs , 
Sm o kin ' o n m y pipe and just drift in ' . 

Stea m boa t c himbl eys s pew in ' out s p a rk s. 
Fiddl e mu s ic driftin ' b y in the d a rk. 
Th e re 's a h oo t ow l calli n ' from a co t to nw oo d tree 
And thi s lo n eso me o ld river ke e p s a rollin ' . 

Merlin's Waltz 
© 1983 Kath y d e Francis 

Fo r so me t im e Ka th y deFran c is o f De nve r p laye d pi a no as 
acco mp a nim e nt fo r a magic s ho w. O ne of h e r co mp os itio n s from 
thi s was a mul t i- p iece medl ey c al le d "Th e Mag ic Su it e " . "Me rlin 's 
Wa lt z " is o n e o f th e songs fro m th e s uit e. ( ET) 

Fa ir , fa ir , go ld e n fa ir , s unlight ge ntl y wa rm s you r ha ir . 
En circ le me , e nchant me no w , dan c in g M e rlin tak e me no w . 

Be nd , b e n d , b e nding low , dai sy c h a in a nd mi s t le toe. 
En c i rc le m e, a d o rn me now , I c urt sy to th y co urtl y bow. 

An d if t h e w in d s h ou ld blow th e s un away th e dan ce goes on. 
Ev e ry thing th a t happen s in thi s d a y b eco mes our so ng. 

Sin g s in g into th e ni g ht. Lute s trin gs q ui ve r w ith to u c h 
so li g ht. 

En c irc le me w ith s il ve r sound , a ge ntl e tun e to lay me d own . 

The Laird o ' Drum 
Traditi o na l (C h ild #236) 

A g rea t Ch ild b a l la d d e alin g with iss u es o f cas te a nd c lass , 
co l lec te d in 18 27 b y Kinl oc h. T le arn e d it fro m Geo rge Ward 
o ve r 20 years ago, a nd G o rdon ran ac ross a lo nge r ve rs ion in 
a n o ld b oo k , so we integ rated the t wo a nd we nt b ac k to s inging 
it a ca p e ll a. ( ET) 

O th e Laird o' Drum is a hu ntin g gon e all in th e morning e arly 
Who s ho u ld h e s p y but a well-favore d la ss a-s hea ring he r 
fat h e r 's b a rl ey. 

0 wo uld ye n ae be a ge nt leman 's w ife a nd wo uld ye na e be 
a la d y? 

An d wou ld ye n ae be o f so me h ig he r d eg ree a nd leave yo ur 
s hea rin g a lo n e -a' 

0 I wo uld b e a ge n t le man ' s w ife , a n d I wo u ld b e a lad y 
And I wo ul d be o f so m e high e r d e gree b u t I' m no t a matc h for 

th ee-o. 

Well if ye' II cast o ff yo ur gow n o ' g rey , pu t o n th e s ilk fo r me-o , 
I ' ll m a ke a vow a nd kee p it true , a nd m y tru e love yo u ' ll 

e ve r b e-o. 

0 my fa th e r h e is a s h e ph e rd man keepin s h ee p o n yo nder hill-o 
And ye ma y go a nd as k o f him , for 1 a m a t hi s w ill -o. 

So t h e Drum is to h e r fa th e r g one, kee pin s hee p o n yo n der hill-o 
"I am co me to ma rr y yo ur o ne d a ug hte r if ye' ll g ive me yo ur 

good w ill -o." 



"Wel l m y lass ie ca n neither read nor w rit e. She was neve r in a 
schoo l-o 

But we ll ca n s h e milk ei th er cow or yowe a n d make th e c heeses 
we ll- o. " 

"She ' ll s ha ke yo ur b arn and w in yo ur corn a nd go to ki ll and 
m ill -o 

Sh e ' ll sad dl e yo ur s teed in time of need and draw o ff yo ur boots 
h erse lf-o." 

"I ' ll lea rn yo ur lass ie to re a d and w rit e; p ut h er m yself to 
sc h ool-o 

Sh e s hall ne ither need to sa dd le m y steed nor draw off my boots 
herself-o. " 

"But w ho w ill b ake yo ur br ida l bread and w ho w ill brew yo ur 
a le -o' 

And w ho w ill sta nd by the ga tes of th e Drum to we lcome you r 
lass ie home-o' " 

"Th e bake r can bake m y brid a l bread. Th e brewer ca n brew m y 
a le-o 

And I w ill sta nd at th e ga tes of the Drum to welcome m y la ssie 
h o m e-o. 

"Th e re were fou r and twenty ge ntl eme n went in at t h e gates of 
Drum-o 

But not o n e man has lifted hi s hat w he n the lad y did co me in-o. 

Then up a nd spoke his broth er J o hn , says "You ' ve done u s a ll 
great wrong-o 

Married o ne far below our degree , a mock to al l o ur kin-o. " 

"No w ho ld yo ur to ngue m y bro th er J o hn , w ha t need s it thee 
offend-o' ' 

I 've marri e d a w ife to wo rk and win a nd yo u ' ve ma rri e d o n e to 

spend-o. 

"And up a n d s p o ke h is father J o hn , a man of hi gh d eg ree-o 
"Yo u ' ve m a rri ed a w ife o n thi s same nig ht a nd s h e's not a match 

for t h ee-o ." 

"We ll t h e last la d y we h a d in thi s h ouse, s h e was far above our 
d eg re e-o 

And we d a red no t e nt e r into a roo m ti ll ou r hat s we re below our 
kn ee-o." 

"But if yo u we re dead and I were dead and both laid in one 
g ra ve-o 

Nin e yea rs down a nd l ifted up again whose to know your du s t 
from min e-o? " 



Tak a dram afore ye go 
© 1982 Ian Sinclair 

Ian and Margie Sin c lair live around Thurso , in th e extreme 
North of Scotland, and when l last sav.r them , we re ru nnin g 
a small folk club there. Margie 's one of th e b es t ballad singers 
I 've hea rd , and at th e e nd of a good eveni ng (wherein a 
s urpri s ing va riety of music was made th e re) she'd si ng th is song 
that Ian made . I learned it from h er as did Bob Zen t z and we 
both seem to have Americanized it, so J'll put here a 've rsion 
closer to the one Margi e sings, w i th any apologies d ue for th e 
folk pro cess . (GB) 

Well the night ha s passed so quickly, and our ti m e is al most 
done 

For th e fiddler and the pip er, the singer and the so n g 
The time has come for us to l eave you; one more song afore 

we go 
Th e n button up and aye be c hee rie , a n d tak a dram afo re ye go 

Chorus: 
Sae button up and aye be cheerie, and tak a dram afore ye go 

Oh this night we will rem embe r , for the music's been just fine 
But th e co ld g re y land o' Caithness ca n be crue l and unkind 
Sae we mu st bid far ewell and lea ve yo u , tra ve l throu g h the ice 

and snow 

So goodn ight and Go el go w ith you , and watc h over you until 
We ca n a ' meet h e re together, and our g la sses we wil l fill 
We wi l l drink a toast tae abse nt fri end s, le t the beer and 

s inging flow 

That Quiet Place 
© 198 4 Sarah Pi rtle 

I first h eard this love ly so ng s un g by my d aughter Ch r isti na Muir 
in 1992. I learned it on the spot. The whale is just one of t h e 
man y s p ec ie s which is th reatened with extin c tion within my life­
time , but many creatures n eed our concern . 1 hop e we all do 
wha t we can to preserve a quiet place , a hon1e where each o ne 
can su rv ive and thri ve before i t ' s too late. Thanks to Sa rah 
Pirtlc 's song we can si n g one of th em home. (A MM) 

So metim es I feel like I am a w h a le 
Guns and harp oo n s are clos in g on 1ne 
Trying to keep me from my hom e 

Chorus: 
In that quiet place where no thin g ca n harm you 
In th a t q uie t place we car ry in side the heart of the world, 
Hea rt o f the world. 

So1n et i1nes I hop e that th ere is an ocean 
Hold in g h er big arms open to me 
And she wh ispe rs "You can rest ". 

Someti mes I kn ow that there is a wha le 
Ca ll ing me out to r id e on her back 
And we go rolling high a n d low 



Cuckoo/Spotted Pony 
Traditional 

The Cuckoo I learned from Drew smit h and Mike Resnick several 
years ago at one of the Indian Neck gat her in gs in Connect icut. A 
traditional tune from I know not whe re. Spotted Pony is from 
Dave Para and Cathy Barton-a lso traditional. (ET) 

Good Wish 
Music © 1986 J an Harmon / Words Traditional 

Alexander Carm ic h ae l col lec te d these wo rd s more th an a century 
ago , in Gaelic , from the people of the Scot ti sh Hebrides. This is 
his trans lation, w hi c h Kate Barnes ( poet laureate of the High 
Ridges of Maine) sent to Jan Harmon , who set it to this tune and 
these chords. I loved to play cellamba w ith J an when she sang 
it. (GB) 

Power of raven be thine, power of eagle be thine 
Power of storm be thine, power of moon be thine 
Power of s ea be thine , power of land be thin e 
Goodness of sea be thine , goodness of earth be thine 

Each day be joyous to thee , no day be grievous to thee 
Love of each face be thine , death on pillow be thine 
Goodness of sea be thine , goodness of earth be thine . 
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