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The Hudson River Valley was settled by people who
came from many parts of the world. They often brought
with them the songs they had known in their homeland and,
in time, these songs acquired a local flavor. One of these
songs originally came from Ireland in a somewhat different
form. John Allison, who wrote “Hudson River Steamboat,”
also in this collection, adapted and arranged this traditional
song—and called it

TARRYTOWN

In Tarrytown there did dwell

A lovely youth, I knew him well.

He courted me, my life away,

But now with me he will no longer stay.
Wide and deep my grave will be

With wild goose grasses growin’ over me.

When I wore my apron low,

He'd follow me through rain and snow,

Now that 1 wear my apron high,

He goes right down the street and passes by.
Wide and deep my grave will be

With wild goose grass growin’ over me.

There is an inn, in Tarrytown,

Where my loves goes and sits him down,
He takes another on his knee,

For she has gold and riches more than me.
Wide and deep my grave will be

With wild goose grasses growin' over me.
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In the years between the end of the War for Independence
and the War of 1812, British warships interfered with
American ships on the high seas, sometimes seizing their
cargoes or their crewmen. Among the ships most affected
by this form of piracy were the whaling ships that sailed
out of Nantucket, Martha’s Vinevard and New Bedford.

The Yankee skippers began to look for a new home port
that would be safe from British interference and at the
same time remain close to the primary market for oil. It
wasn't long before they decided that the Hudson River
offered the security they were looking for, and before the
end of the cighteenth century they had established them-
selves at the city of Hudson—almost 150 miles from the
sea. Hudson Valley farmboys signed up for duty on the
whalers and were soon hunting whales in every one of the
seven seas. This is one of the best-known whaling ballads,

sung as often on the Hudson as at Nantucket or New
Bedford.

THE HUDSON WHALERS

'Tis advertised in Boston
New York and Buffalo

Five hundred brave Americans
A-Whaling for to go

Blow ye winds in the morning
And blow ye winds, high-o!
Clear away your running gear

And blow, boys, blow!

They send you up to Hudson town
That famous whaling port

And give you to some land sharks
To board and fit you out

They tell you of the clipper ships
A-going in and out

And say you'll take five hundred sperm
Before you're six months out

Now Clear away the boats, my boys
And after him we'll travel

But if you get too near his fluke
He'll kick you to the devil!

Now we've got him turned up
We tow him alongside,

We over with our blubber hooks
And rob him of his hide

Next comes the stowing down, my boys
Twill take all night and day

And you'll have ﬁfty cents apiece

On the 190th day

When we get home, our ship made fast
And we get through our sailing

A winding glass around we'll pass

And damn this blubber whaling
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For many vears before the Civil War, there existed in
the United States an “underground railread” by which
escaped slaves from the South made their way to Canada
and freedom. One very direct route to Canada was the
Hudson River and many of the river sloops became part of
the pathway to freedom.

There was a song they used to sing, called “Follow the
Drinking Gourd.” The drinking gourd was supposed to be
the Big Dipper whose stars pointed to the North—and to
Canada. One of those who worked to help the slaves escape
and probably knew this song was a black woman named
Sojourner Truth. She was born in Hurley, not far from
Kingston on the Hudson.

FOLLOW THE DRINKING GOURD

Follow the drinking gourd

Follow the drinking gourd

For the old man is a-waiting
for to carry you to freedom

Follow the drinking gourd.

When the sun comes back and the first quail calls,
Follow the drinking gourd.
Then the old man is a-waiting
to carry you to freedom
If you follow the drinking gourd.



The river bank will make a mighty good road,
The dead trees will show you the way,

Left foot, peg foot, travelling on

Follow the drinking gourd.

The river ends between two hills
Follow the drinking gourd.

There's another river on the other side,
Follow the drinking gourd.
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The first steamboats made in America sailed on the Hud-
son River—and they still do. Robert Fulton was the man
credited with perfecting the first steamboat, although it
was far from perfect on that first memorable trip up the
Hudson in 1807. It looked and sounded like a “sawmill
on a raft” as it huffed and puffed its way up to “Clermont,”
the estate of Robert Livingston just above Rhinebeck.

Livingston was Robert Fulton’s partner and soon became
his father-in-law. After that first trip up the River, Fulton
named his steamboat “Clermont” because that is where he

found his backer and his bride.

The steamboats had their day of glory on the River and
many were the songs written about them. One of our
favorites is this one, by John Allison.

HUDSON RIVER STEAMBOAT

Hudson River steamboat, steaming up and down.
New York to Albany or any river town.

Choo, choo to go ahead, Choo, choo to slack 'er,
The captain and the first mate both chew terbacker.

Chorus
Choo, choo to go ahead, Choo, choo to slack ’er,
Packet boat, tow boat, and a double stacker.
Choo, choo to Tarrytown, Spuyten Duyvil, all around.
Choo, choo to go ahead, Choo, choo to slack ’er.

Shad boat, pickle boat, lying side by side.
Fisherfolk and sailormen, waiting for the tide.
Rain cloud, storm cloud over yonder hill,
Thunder on the Dunderberg, rumbles in the Kill.

Chorus

The SEDGEWICK was racing and she lost all hope.
She blew all her steam on the big calliope.

But she hopped right along, she was hopping quick,
All the way from Stony Point to Popolopen Crick.

Chorus
Choo, choo to go ahead, Choo, choo to slack ‘er,
Packet boat, tow boat, and a double stacker.
Choo, choo to Albany, Rondout and Tivoli,
Choo, choo to go ahead, Choo, choo to slack ’er.
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There were a lot of songs written about that big town
that covers Manhattan Island where the River meets the
sea. One of them dates back to the days when the first
trolley cars came to New York City. This song was one of

the oldies collected by Norman Cazden in the Catskills
some years ago. It’s called

THE KNICKERBOCKER LINE

O, I wrote my love a letter and I sealed it with a wafer

And I couldn’t seal it with sealing wax for fear it wouldn’t go safer
And I couldn’t send it with the mail for fear it wouldn't reach in time
So I skipped across the gutter on the Knickerbocker Line

Chorus
And a rig, jig, a riggedy jig jig
A skinamalinka honeydew, a bye away to my do
If you go away my honeydew and never will come back
It's @ weary road to travel and the car jumped the track

Oh, my girl she is a tailor, a tailor she is by trade

And many a pair of pantaloons at my request she's made

She'd begin them in the morning and she’d have them ready by nine
She’s a regular don't-you-touch-her on the Knickerbocker Line.

Repeat Chorus

If you want to see this pretty girl you want to go down Broadway
For she promenades the Bowery from eight to ten each day

But if anyone should tease her just a little before the time

She’s a regular skip-the-gutter on the Knickerbocker Line.
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Not long ago, Pete Seeger wrote a song for a friend,
Ron Ingold, a shad fisherman on the Hudson River. Ingold
is one of the new breed of Hudson River fishermen who
is ready to fight for the environmental health of the River
and, since he is on the River almost daily, he understands
the importance of that delicate balance that must be
maintained between Man and Nature. He understands this
far better than the “half-blind scholars” who scarcely know
which way the wind is blowing or which way the currents
are flowing.

TIME AND THE RIVER FLOWING

Of time and river flowing
The seasons make a song
And we who live beside her
Still try to sing along
Of rivers, fish, and men,
And the season's still a'coming

When she'll run free again.

So many homeless sailors,

So many winds that blow,

I ask the half-blind scholars
Which way the currents flow.

So cast your nets below
And the gods of moving waters
Will tell us all they know.

The circles of the atom,
The circles of the moon,
The circles of the planets
All play a marching tune

And we who would join in
Can stand aside no longer
Now let us all begin!



SIXTEEN SONGS OF THE HUDSON RIVER
SIDE 1

Seneca Canoe Song (Traditional)
Fifty Sail (Gekle - Seeger)

Burning of Kingston (Gekle - Seeger)

Phoenix and The Rose (Gekle- Renehan)

Ben Franklin and The Sally B (Gekle - Seeger)
The Moon In The Pear Tree (Gekle - Seeger)
The Erie Canal (Traditional)
Yankee Doodle (Traditional)

SIDE 2

This Is The Land (Steendam - Seeger)
Big Bill Snyder (T'raditional)
Tarrytown (Allison)

Hudson Whalers (Traditional)

The Drinking Gourd (Traditional
Hudson River Stcamboat (Allison)
The Knickerbocker Line (Traditional

Time and the River Flowing (Seeger)

For information on other FOLKWAYS Records which will be of interest to your family and your-
self, send 25 cents for a catalog to Folkways Records, 43 W. 61st Street, New York, New York,
10012.

For information on how you can help work against pollution in the Hudson River, contact the
Hudson River Sloop Clearwater, 112 Market St. Poughkeepsie, New York, 12601. 914-454-7673.

LITHOINUSA. - m -



ADDENDA TO FOLKWAYS RECORD FH 5257 Booklet

“‘Fifty Sail on Newburgh Bay”’

A note on the music.

The melodies we made up for
the original lyrics by William Gekle
may be reminiscent of older folk
tunes. In general, we thank un-
known generations of singers who
built the various traditions out of
which all music grows. ‘‘Tarry-
town’’ is a version of the old
English ballad, *“The Butcher Boy.”
““Knickerbocker Line’’ is adapted
from two quite different versions
sung by old-time Catskill working-
men, George Edwards and Aaron
van der Bogen at Camp Wood-
land, Phoenicia.

We hope you will learn some of
these songs and take them along
with you to share with others
wherever you travel. Don’t be afraid
to change a tune a bit or to add
or subtract verses to fit a special
time or place. In the long run,
through the folk process, these
songs will be made better, by
having just that happen to them.

Ed Renehan and Pete Seeger
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