





























Now they salvaged the tugboat and she's Young Man, Rowing
workin' yet.

She has a new crew brave and bold, Young man, rowing

But they'll never forget that cold Christ- in your boat all decked with flags,
mas Eve pull in to the dock,

Nor the ghosts of the five in her hold. for I want to see my love.

For seven days she's been waiting,
that precious flower.

I couldn't cross the channel
because of the stormy wind.

Row quickly, young man,

and don't delay,

for when I reach Dalcahue

I am going to be married.

What ‘a look the priest will wear
with his church all prepared,
the expressions of the singers
with their guitars all tuned.

7. Mocito Que Vas Remando - GRUPO RAIZ

"This song comes from the island of Chiloe
in Chile. The only vehicle of communica-
tion the islandershave is the boat, so they
have to go anywhere they want to go, for
food, even to get married, by boat to an-
other island where the priest is. Written

ot ands Elavirad The accordion of Don Pedro

will play of marvels,
periconas, refalosas,
parabienes and sirillas.
Everything's been made ready,
with a stew fit for a king.
Young man, you haven't hurried.

Mocito que vas remando
en tu lancha engalanada,
atracate para el muelle

que quiero ver a mi amada.
Siete dfas que me espera,
aquella preciosa flor.

El canal no lo he cruzado
por culpa de un ventarron,

# - -
Rema rapido mocito

The wind has begun again.

Young man, rowing

in the middle of the channel,
the stormy wind has caught us.
Now we will never return.

My poor little bride

was all dressed in flowers

no vayas a demorar,

que llegando yo a Dalcahue
allf me voy a casar.

Que cara tendrd el curita Translation by Aurora Levins Morales
co su iglesia preparada,
la cara de las cantoras

con guitarras afinadas.

while I sleep in the water.
She never heard my song.

El acordeon de Don Pedro
que toca de maravillas,

periconas, refalosas, : 8. The Five Gallon Jar - JILL KING and
parabiénes y sirillas. BOB WEBB
Quedo todo preparado
un curanto para un rey. "Crimps were hiring agents in the days of
Mocito no te apuraste. sail. Well known in San Francisco was
Comienza el viento otra vez. Larry Marr, who employed a large jar of
doped drink to assist in procuring sailors
Mocito que vas remando for service aboard deepwatermen. 'Prior
en el mitad del canal, to the earthquake,' Stan Hugill writes in
nos pillo la ventolera. Sailortown (1967), 'sailor boarding houses
Ya no volverémos mas. ...flourished, crowded Davis, Drumm, Front,
Pobrecita novia mia East, and Battery Streets, with overflows
quedo vestida de flor in Vallejo and the lower ends of Pacific,
mientras yo duermo en el agua. Washington and Jackson. Crimps by the hun-
M{ parabiéﬁ no escucho. dreds dwelt in Frisco...' They all had




special tricks for playing the 'shanghai
game,' and Marr's was apparently most ef-
fective."

On the Barbary Coast there lived a man,

Oh, Larry was his name

And in the days of the Cape Horn trade

He played the shanghai game.

His wife's name was Maryann,

Sailor's knew both near and far

They never missed a lucky chance

To use the big stone jar.

Ch. In the old Virginia lowlands, lowlands,
low, in the old Virginia lowlands, low.

Shellbacks and farmers just the same
Sailed into Larry Marr's

And sailed away around the Horn
Helped by the big stone jar.

There was five or six old drunken shellbacks
Standin' in before the bar,

Missus and Larry would prime the beer

From the big five-gallon jar.

From the Barbary Coast steer clear me boys,
And from old Larry Marr,

Or else damn soon shanghaied you'll be
With the big five-gallon jar.

Shanghaied away in a skys'l ship

Around Cape Horn so far,

Goodbye to all the boys and girls

And Larry's five-gallon jar.

W

1. Décimas del Folklore Venezolano -
GRUPO RAIZ

SIDE B

" Décima is a poetic form that originated
in Spain, composed of ten lines, each con-
taining eight syllables. With the Spanish
conquest of America, the décima form has
spread through many countries of our con-
tinent. The rhythm of this song is called
polo, and comes from the island of Mar-
garita, which is located in the Caribbean
region of Venezuela.

La concha dice en el mar,

"Yo mantengo una riqueza,

Una prenda de belleza

Con un brillo natural.

Yo valgo mas que el coral,
Que el diamante y que el rub{
Y no me cambio por ti,

Pues yo valgo donde quiera

Y en regiones extranjeras
Tambien me aprecian ami.
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Ch. Dicen que hubo no hubo nada
Me voy pa'l Yopo de madrugada,
De madrugada me voy p'al Yopo
Po'que el guayabo me vuelve loco.
Y Usted, y Usted,
Y Usted la mando poner
Que si la pone, la paga y
Si no, la pone también.

La pata de cabra se queja

Y tambien el caracol.

"Pa' nosotros no hay dolor,"
Eso lo dice la almeja.
También la papa, la reina
Cuentan su historia pasada:
"Que vida mds desgraciada
Ecarnos Dios en el mundo

En estos mares profundos
Donde no valemos nada."

""Mis dos hermanos queridos
se los llevd la corriente,"
Dice un niflo tristemente.
""Que caso tan dolorido.
Marchamos todos unidos

A baffarnos sin temor.

Vino el rfo con su furor

Se los llevd muy ligero.
Cuando desaparecieron
Cuanto serfa m{ dolor."

The shell in the sea says,

"I have a rich treasure,

a jewel of great beauty

and natural brilliance.

I am worth more than the coral,

the diamond, or the ruby

and I wouldn't change places with you
for I'm valued everywhere

and in foreign lands

I am also valued."

Ch. They said there was, but there was

nothing.

I'l1l go to Yopo at dawn.

At dawn I'11 go to Yopo

because my hangover will drive me
crazy.

And you, and you,

and you called for the drinks,

and if you call for them then you pay,

and if you don't call for them, too.

The pata gg_cabra*complains
and also the sea-snail.

"For us there is no sorrow,"
so says the clam.

The papa and the reina

tell their stories as well:




"What a miserable life

for God to put us in the world
down in these deep seas

where we are worth nothing.

"My two beloved brothers

were carried away by the stream,"
a small boy says sadly,

"What a sorrowful thing!

"We all went down together

to bathe, without any fear.

The river came with its fury

and swept them quickly away.

When they disappeared,

imagine my sorrow and pain!"

*various kinds of sea creatures
Translation by Aurora Levins Morales

2. Come All Ye Tonguers - JILL KING and
BOB WEBB

"This song of shore-whaling in New Zea-
land's early days was collected in the is-
lands by an American, John Leebrick.
'"Tonguer' apparently carried variant local
connotations along the New Zealand coast.
Robert McNab, in The 0ld Whaling Days
(1913) reports two English exiles at Aka-
roa, near Christchurch, who in 1840 were
acting as carcassiers, 'collecting stray
floating whales or the intestines of
whales already cut up...and melting them
down to produce an inferior class of oil,
which they sold to the whalers.'

"Farther north at Cloudy Bay (on the
northeast corner of the south or 'middle’
island), 'tonguers' were interpreters,
helping ease communication difficulties
between the Maori and Yankee whalers.
'There were two or three such men at
Cloudy Bay,' McNab writes. 'Each tonguer
had a boat, and had also a number of na-
tives attached to him. On the arrival of
a vessel he went on board and canvassed
for employment, which consisted of inter-
preting and furnishing a boat's crew to
help tow the dead whales, and to cut them
up. The remuneration for these services
was the carcass and the tongue of the
whale.' 1In no case was there much oppor-
tunity for advancement or escape, and the
work must have been at once delicate and
horrible."
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Come all ye tonguers
bers,
Here's a job cutting
blubbers,
A job for the young,
The agent would take
whaling.
Ch. I am paid in soap and sugar and rum
For cutting in whales and boiling
down tongue.
The agent's fee makes my blood so to
boil,
I'11l push 'em in a hot tub of oil.

and land-loving lub-
in and boiling down

the old, the ailing,
any man for shore

Go hang the agent, the company too.

They're making a fortune off me and you.

There's no chance of passage out of this
place,

And the price of living's a bloody disgrace.

A
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3. Blow the Man Down - STAN HUGILL

"The most popular of all topsail halyard
shanties, probably originating during the
1830-40's in the days of the packet ships.
There are those who believe that the sail-
ors on hearing German emigrants singing
'Stille Nacht, Heilige Nacht,' used the
tune with salty words for a new halyard
song. On the other hand, Negro versions
exist which use, instead of 'blow,' 'knock
the man down.' The Hoosiers or cotton-
stowers of the Gulf used this chant when
heaving at the bars of the jack-screws
forcing the cotton into the holds of the
droghers in places such as Mobile Bay and
New Orleans. My mother would sing me to
sleep as a baby with this ditty and my
father would play it, when I was a school-
boy, on his squeeze-box (button accordion).
So you see I've been long familiar with it.
On going into sail in the early 20's, I
learnt several more versions from oldtime
seamen—-- my favorite, however, being the
one I sing here about the Liverpool police-
man.

Now as I was a-haulin' down Paradise Street,
Ch. Timme way, hay, blow the man down.

A big Irish scutter I chance for to meet,
Ch. Gimme some time to blow the man down.

Says he, 'Yer a Blackballer by the cut o'
yer hair,'

Says he, 'Yer a blackballer by the clothes
that yer wear.'




'Ye've signed in some packet that flies
the Blackball,

'Ye've robbed some poor Dutchman of boots,
clothes and all.

'0 policeman, O policeman, ye do me great

wrong,

I'm a flyin'-fish sailor just home from
Hong Kong.'

So I stove in his face and I smashed in
his jaw, :

Says he, 'Young feller, yer breakin' the
iz

Now they gave me six months, boys, in
Liverpool town,

For a-bootin' and a-kickin' and a-blowin'
him down.

We're a Liverpool ship with a Liverpool
crew,
A Liverpool mate and a scow-skipper too.

We're Liverpool born and we're Liverpool
bred,

Thick in the arm, boys, and thick in the
head.

We'll blow the man up, bullies, blow the
man down,

With a crew of hard cases from Liverpool
town.

4. The Tugboat Song - INGE WESSELS

"My love for the sea and my desire to make
some 'real money' instead of peanuts made
me work for several years on tugboats,
shipping out of Vancouver, British Columbia.
I wrote 'The Tugboat Song' in 1979 on

board the QUEEN to cheer myself up after
getting hell from the skipper for following
orders from the first mate and hell from
the first mate for his getting hell from
the skipper—-dces that make sense?"

I looked for adventure and went to the sea,

> I didn't know what was in store there for
me.

Now I wish I could get myself off the hook

'Cause I've had bloody well enough as tug-

"~ boat cook.
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Ch: Rolling, roliing, rolling,
Everything is rolling,
Rolling the sea
And poor little me,
For god sake why am I a tugboat cook?

We went to Gold River and rounded Cape
Scott,

I cooked a big pot of stew to feed my lot.

But when we had dinner, my crew gave me
heck,

'Cause this lovely stew was spread all
over the deck.

The West Coast is rough, I don't have
enough hands,

To hold on in the washroom and pull up my
pants.

If it goes on like this I'l1l be losing my
wits,

Don't know what to do because I've got the
shhh...

If the good fairy comes ever to me,

In this cramped little cabin on this awful
rough sea,

I'd ask her politely, often wish I'd be
found,

Please do stop my galley from rolling around.

5. Lord Franklin - GOLD- RING

"This song commemorates the tragic death
of English Lord Franklin, who set sail

in 1845 in search of a northwest passage
around North America. His ship was trap-
ped in the ice, and he died in 1847.

Terry learned this song in Dublin-- when
asked where, exactly, and when, he replies
in correct metaphysical language, 'I've
always known it.'"

It was homeward bound one night on the
deep,

Swinging in my hammock, I fell asleep.

I dreamed a dream and I thought it was
true

Concerning Franklin and all his crew.

With one hundred seamen he sailed away
To the frozen ocean in the month of May,
To seek the passage around the Pole
Where we poor sailors do sometimes go.

Through cruel hardships they mainly strove,
Their ship on mountains of ice was drove.
Only the Eskimo in his skin canoe

Was the only one that ever came through.
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In Baffin's Bay where the whalefish blows,

The fate of Franklin, no man may know.

The fate of Franklin, no tongue can tell,

Lord Franklin along with his sailors do
dwell.

And though me hardship it gives me pain,

For the long lost Franklin, I'd cross the
main.

A thousand pounds I would freely give

For the one on earth that says my Franklin
do live.

6. Evening Song of the Happy Fisherman -
FLOWING STREAM ENSEMBLE

"The piece was composed by Mr. Lui Man.
Sing, possibly the most well-known and
beloved of all modern Cantonese composers.
It exudes the characteristic vitality of
music from Southern China and is especial-
ly appreciated by the large Cantonese pop-
ulation of Chinatowns across America."
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7. Grey Funnel Line - LOUIS KILLEN

"This song was written by Cyril Tawney in
1959. The title is a euphemism for the
Royal Navy, equating the color of its fun-
nels with those of company emblems found

on commercial shipping lines. The song,
though romantic, does show the boredom,
loneliness, and longing for home that af-
flicts many who work on modern screw-driven
vessels, whether the sailors be naval or
merchant marine."

Don't mind the wind or the rollin'
The weary nights never trouble me.
The hardest time in a sailor's day
Is to watch the sun as it sinks away.

Ch. One more day on the Grey Funnel Line.

sea,

Oh, the finest ship that sails the sea,
It's still a prison for the likes of me.
But if I had wings like Noah's dove,

Then I'd fly up harbor to the one I love.

Now there was a time when I was free
Like a floatin' spar on the rollin' sea.
But now that spar is washed ashore,

It comes to rest at my real love's door.

Every time I gaze behind the screws,

How I long to be in Saint Peter's shoes.
Then I'd walk on down that silvery lane
And I'd take my real love in my arms again.
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Oh Lord, if dreams were always real,

Then 1'd put my hands on that wooden wheel

And with all my heart I'd turn her round

And I'd tell the boys that we're homeward
bound.

So I'1ll pass the time like some machine
Until the blue ocean turns to green.

Then I'l1 dance on down that walk ashore
And I'll sail the Grey Funnel Line no more.
I'11 sail the Grey Funnel Line no more.

8. Shallow Brown - DICK HOLDSTOCK

"I learned this shanty from a floor singer
in a Newcastle Folk Club in 1976. Unfor-
tunately, I didn't get the name of the
singer, but it was popular with the mem-
bers of the club. I was particularly taken
with the sentiment, which is not often part
of the shanties I have heard. Stan Hugill
has several verses and versions listed in
his Shanties of the Seven Seas and he cre-
dits its origin to the West Indies. In

the latter days of sail it was usually

sung at halyards, yet it started life as a
pumping song."

Fare thee well, my Juliana,
Ch. Shallow, Shallow Brown.
Fare thee well, my Juliana.
Ch. Shallow, Shallow Brown.

Yes it's Shallow in the mornin',
Just before the day is dawnin'.

Yes I put me clothes in order,
For my packet leaves tomorrow.

Yes my packet leaves tomorrow,
And it fills me heart-with sorrow.

For you are my only treasure,
And I love ye still full measure.

For I loves to gaze upon yer,
And I spend me money on yer.

In me cradle is me baby,
I don't want no other lady.

Yes my wife and baby grieve me,
And I never will deceive ye.

Fare thee well, my Juliana.
Fare thee well, my Juliana.
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« . g A steam schooner, the Wapama -

plied the Redwood Coast for
seventeen years, loading and
unloading millions of board
feet of lumber. Her runs up
and down the coast took her
from San Francisco Bay to the
coves, bays, and sounds of
Oregon and Washington. She
went from lumber to the salt
salmon trade, next the salt
codfishery, then finally as
a towing barge in WWII.

Photos by Richard Frear
Wapama

} In 1922, the thirty-two year
’ old ferry, Ukiah, went through
a metamorphosis to become the
Eureka, the largest passenger
ferry in the world. She was
the last of the walking beam
ferries, "paddling" commuters . =
S on San Francisco Bay until her St g—'='l
retirement in 1956. Her decks o
carried men, women, children,
railreoad ears, trucks, auto-
mobiles, cattle, and express
carts.
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