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Goe, tell the poets that their pedling rimes
Begin apace to grow out of request,
While wanton humours in these idle times
Can make of love but as a laughing jest:
And tell prose-writers, stories are 80 stale
That penny ballads make a better sale.”
Breton's Pasquil's Nightcap.—1600,

‘' Come, pretty maydens, what is't you buy?
See, what is't you lack ?

If you can find a toy to your mind,
Be 80 kind view the pedlar's pack.

Pedlar's Song from ** Catch who catch can."—1653.
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TO

JAMES MAIDMENT, ESQUIRE,
IN THE HAPPY REMEMBRANCE OF A FRIENDSHIP

WHICH HAS ENDURED UNINTERRUPTEDLY

FOR A LONG SERIES OF YEARS,

®his ¥Yolumse

1S AFFECTIONATELY INSCRIBED.






PREFACE.

A TasTE for the stupendous and extensive, combined with an
assumption of wisdom and knowledge which our more sage
ancestors never dreamt of, has led to an entire revolution in
the manners and customs of the peasantry of this country.
With a spurious desire to avoid what might be deemed
“vulgar,” the present generation have repudiated many
things which formerly used to be regarded as institutions.
Compare, for instance, a Country or Statute Fair of our
time with the fairs of even twenty years ago, and mark well
the difference. No stir, no bustle, no fun. Such a want of
heart about everything; such a listlessness; and, notwith-
standing the increased population, such a comparatively poor
attendance. Learned Pigs, Spotted Indian Youths, White-
haired Ladies, Fat Boys, the Speaking Fish, and other
wonders of that kind, which were once reckoned great
attr&tions to the common people, seem for ever banished.
Dwarfs and Giants, also, which were only to be seen in
itinerant shows on high days and holidays, have set about
throwing off all connection with meanness and vulganity,
and now aim at raising their social position by assuming
a style of grandeur and magnificence, and by putting a
greater value, if that were possible, upon themselves.
Their keeper, too, instead of being that honest-looking
Yorkshireman in highlows, or that glib-tongued Irishman,
who had just, by dint of a praiseworthy persevering spirit,
emancipated himself from the thraldom of an agnculturaj
“artist plying his sick/e-y trade,” now appears in the person
of a fine gentleman with mustachios, a soft poetic voice, and



Vi PREFACR.

arrayed in vestments which even the Prince of Wales might
not object to. Instead of a Wooden Booth upon wheels
surmounted by exaggerated daubs of the Giant “ standing
eight feet high” on his stocking-soles, and of the Dwarf
reckoning only two feet and a half in his tiny top-boots (which
by the way were in company with a baby house too small to
hold him, always hung up to air in sight of the general
public outside during the intervals of non-performance in
order to beget an interest in what was going forward within),
we find the best halls in London, and the most aristocratic
rooms in country towns, hardly good enough forthe reception
of the distinguished exhibitors. No touter at the door invites
you to “walk up! stepup! just a-going to begin,” nor does
any stout lady with a muff sit for you in the moneytaker's
box to ask you as you come out, how you have been pleased
with the performance. Neither is there any stipulation that
“your money will be returned ” if everything is not as has
been stated. No, everything is done upon the grand; an
““agent in advance,” having hired the rooms, causes advertise-
ments to be inserted in the Z7mes and the other chief papers
of the kingdom ; Photographic Portraits of the coming wonders
are exhibited in prominent windows ; influence is made in
every available quarter to obtain a command for the Jusus
nature to appear and exhibit themselves before some
member of the Royal Family, and trading upon this stamp,
they modestly ask you to pay half a crown for a sight, which,
some few years ago, would have been estimated at about
just as many pence as is now demanded in the shape of
shillings.

In Equestrian Exhibitions as well, instead of ostlers in
dingy red jackets leading in the horses as of old, and
assisting the clown to hold up the hoops, balloons, and long
cloths for the star rider's leap, we have now a large number
of gentlemen clad in blue long-tailed coats and white waist-
coats, from which a casual spectator might imagine he had
come into the presence of the Directors of the Bank of
England out on a lark for that particular evening.
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Our street ballad singers are now also no more. They like-
wise have assumed the magnificent, and betaken themselves
to gigantic places of public resort, adorned with mirrors
and Dutch metal, grandiloquently termed * Music Halls,”
wherein they exercise their vocation (at a large fixed weekly
stipend) amid the fumes of tobacco, the sound of corks being
drawn, and a mixed aroma of bad (rummified) brandy, saw-
dust, and perspiration, from the hours of eight in the evening,
till “the wee short hour ayont the twal,” the music and words
of their minstrelsy being of the very thinnest description,
adapted of course, in a peculiar degree, to suit the taste of
their degenerate audience.

*T’d rather be a kitten and cry ‘mew !’
Than one of these same metre ballad mongers.”

Another and a greater symptom of the growing desire for
“the grand” is the entire absence from lanes and alleys of
Broadsheet Ballads and of Flying-Stationers. To see such
vulgar things as common songs disfigure the walls could not
possibly be tolerated. Have we not our more wholesome
cheap literature to instruct the nation? Our lives of Heroic
Highwaymen, in penny numbers. Our adventures of Detec-
tive Officers. Our sea-stories, to induce boys to disobey their
parents and run away from home. Our Nicholas Nicklebys,
to teach boys to despise and assault their teachers. And
above all, have we not our newspapers full of descriptions of
prize-fights, details of murders, the art of garotting and its
defects,—in cases where the clumsy perpetrators have been
discovered,—reports of Divorce Cases, Seductions, and
Breaches of Promise, Burglaries, and *other articles too
numerous to mention ?”"—all so much in excellence (to say
nothing of the advantage in price) superior to hawkers’
Broadsides, and tending to make people more *knowing ”
than there is any occasion for, so that as time goes on,
intending murderers and house-breakers may so improve
upon past atrocities, as to narrow the means of detection.

The vulgar Broadsheet Ballad thus being thrust from its
legitimate ground by more pretentious, and in too many



viil PREFACE.

instances more questionable, literature, if we are compelled to
truckle to the prevailing taste for the magnificent, there is no
resource left, in order to preserve such old-fashioned legends,
than to follow the footsteps of the Giants and the Dwarfs,
and to appear before the public in a grander form and with
a more popular aspect than of yore. There are happily still
left amongst us very many beings who delight ir such
effusions, and who, like those who go to see our modemrn
Giant, will not object to the higher price, in consideration of
the superior manner in which our collection of ballads is now
placed before them.

This collection was formed upwards of twenty years ago,
it having been my intention to present it as my contribution
to the members of the Abbotsford Club, to which I had then
the honour to belong. Circumstances, however, having led
to a change of residence from Edinburgh to Berwick-on-
Tweed, my attention was for awhile directed to other matters,
and having seceded from the Abbotsford Club, which was
shortly afterwards broken up, and the MS. having fallen
aside, my intentions as to printing were for a while abandoned.

Most of the ballads are from original Broadsides in the
possession of Mr Maidment, a gentleman eminent as a col-
lector of antiquarian lore, as an extensive contributor to that
class of literature, and who 1s the chief Peerage Lawyer at pre-
sent in Scotland. The late Mr C. K. Sharpe, known as the
editor of Law’s Memorials, Kirkton’s Church History, and as
a gentleman who, having figured in the best society of Edin-
burgh about the beginning of the present century, was full of
much contemporaneous information and anecdote, having
obtained a loan of a portion of Mr Maidment’s collections to
beguile the tedium of a few weeks when confined to the house
by indisposition, took occasion to mark those Ballads which
were deemed worthy of preservation, and suggested that they
would make a desirable volume. Upon this hint, I had the
ballads transcribed, and I have now much pleasure in pre-
senting them, with some additions from other sources, for the
acceptance of the more enlightened of the general public,
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POPULAR MINSTRELSY.

CAPTAIN WARD.

THE present version of Captain Ward is from a broadside, printed and
sold by J. Pitts, 14 Great St. Andrew Street, Seven Dials, circa 1821.
It has been collated with two other copies, one issued about 1817
from the same popular establishment; the other in ‘‘Early Naval
Ballads,” in the Percy Society’s Publications, edited by James Orchard
Halliwell, Esq., 1841, ‘‘from the British Museum Collection of Old
Ballads.” Mr. Halliwell gives no indication of the date of the copy he
used, nor any information as to the subject of the ballad itself. He
merely informs us that it was *‘ Licensed and entered, London: Printed
by and for W. Onley, and are to be sold by the booksellers.” The dif-
ferent readings which are of any moment are given in the foot-notes.

In what collection first appeared ‘“A Famous Sea-Fight between Cap-
tain Ward and the Rainbow,” (as the title runs in the two copies cited,)
we have been unable to trace. The time at which the event occurred
was evidently during the early years of the reign of King James I. and
VI. The king, in his despair of ever capturing the pirate, Ward, laments
the loss of his ‘‘jewels three,” any one of whom, had he then existed,
he says, ‘would have gone unto the seas, and brought proud Ward to
me.” The first he mentions is *‘ Lord Clifford, Earl of Cumberland,”
—that is, George Clifford, the celebrated Earl of Cumberland, remark-
able for naval adventures in the reign of Queen Elizabeth, and who died
at the age of forty-five, within three years after King James’ accession.
‘“ Eleven days before his death,” Brydges remarks in his Memoirs of the
Peers of England, 8vo., 1802, vol. i. p. 21, ‘‘ which happened at the
Savoy on Oct. 30, 1605, he settled all his castles and large estates upon
his brother, Francis, charging them with a portion of £15,000 to his
daughter, with remainder of the estates themselves to her, on failure
of issue male of his brother. This daughter, afterwards so well known
as Countess of Dorset and Montgomery, came accordingly in 1643 to the
inheritance of this powerful property.” The Earldom of Cumberland in
the Cliffords became extinct in 1643, and the Estates and Barony of De
Clifford passed to the heirs of line, the Thanet family, 12th Dec., 1691.
The Peerage is now held by one of the Russell family.

/i A



2 CAPTAIN WARD,

The family De Clifford were staunch adherents of the Lancastrians,
and were very obnoxious to the Yorkists, in consequence of the death,
by the hands of Lord Clifford, of the Earl of Rutland, the younger
brother of Edward IV.—an act of barbarity which admits of no palliation.
When the white rose became in the ascendant, every exertion was used
by the conqueror to avenge the death of the boy ; and as Lord Clifford
had himself fallen during the wars of the rival houses, leaving an infant
son, every endeavour was made to obtain possession of the child to further
that purpose. Lady Clifford, who had married a second time, with the
assistance of her husband changed the place of her son’s residence from
time to time, till at last she placed him under the care of a shepherd,
with whom he remained until the death of Richard III., which restored
the fortunes of the house of Lancaster; and upon the accession of
Henry VII. the heir of the De Cliffords was advanced to his proper
rank. He was then about thirty years of age, and could neither read
nor write. Nevertheless he afterwards educated himself sufficiently to
take his place amongst the nobility. He was created Earl of Cumber-
land by Henry VIII. He was greatly addicted to the study of astronomy,
and, it is said, erected a tower on one of his estates for the better observ-
ing the motions of the heavenly bodies.

The second “‘jewel” the king had lost was ‘‘Lord Mountjoye.”
Charles Blount, Lord Mountjoye, had distinguished himself, particularly
as Lord-Lieutenant of Ireland, towards the close of Queen Elizabeth’s
reign. He was second son of James, sixth Lord Mountjoye, came to
Court at twenty years of age, was Knighted in 1§86, and served in the
English fleet against the Spanish armada. To the high office of Lord-
Lieutenant he was re-appointed by King James, who made him a Knight
of the Garter, and bestowed on him the Earldom of Devonshire. *“In reward
of his great services,” remarks Brydges, *‘ his majesty made him Master
of the Ordnance in England, gave him Kingston-hall in Dorsetshire,
£200 a-year old rent of Assize out of the Exchequer, and as much more
out of the Dutchy, for him and his heirs for ever, besides the County of
Lecal in Ireland, together with other lands in the Pale there, which were
to fall to the Crown upon the death of the Countess of Kildare, for want
of heirs male of her body.” He subsequently achieved other honours.
Cambden styles him ‘‘a person famous for conduct ; and so eminent for
courage and learning, that in those respects he had no superior, and but
few equals.” And his secretary, Fynes Moryson (author of the Itiner-
ary), characterizes him as ‘‘beautiful in his person as well as valiant, and
learned as well as wise.” His transactions in Ireland are recorded in Dr
Leland’s History of that Country, vol. ii. p. 371-417. ’

‘¢ Moryson,” says Dr Birch, ‘‘has drawn his lordship’s character with
great judgment and candour, not concealing his defects, and acknowledg-
ing that in the last period of his life, after the Itish wars, ‘grief of un-

> -




. CAPTAIN WARD. 3

successful love brought him to his last end.” He had been engaged,
while a lad, to the Earl of Essex’s sister, Penelope, before she was
married to Robert, Lord Rich, in 1580. She left her husband, and had
several children by him while Earl of Devonshire, and, on his return from
Ireland, finding that she had been divorced, he married her. This con-
nection, under all the circumstances, wounded his reputation in such a
degree, that the impression which the disgrace made upon him was be-
lieved to have shortened his life. He died in 1606, at the age of forty-
three. Samuel Daniel, the poet, wrote a Funeral poem upon him, which
will be found ad Josgum in Brydges’ Peers of England, vol. i., reprinted
from the edition of Daniel’s works—London, 1623, 4to. The Earl figures
in Sir Walter Scott’s ‘ Kenilworth ” as Sir Charles Blount.

The third and last of the king’s “‘lost jewels” was Robert Devereux,
Earl of Essex, ‘‘ who blazed the comet of a season, the favourite equally
of his countrymen and his queen,—the warrior and statesman, who played
a conspicuous part in almost every event of the last sixteen years of Eliza-
beth’s reign,—the patron and friend of men of genius, himself one of the
first writers of pure and elegant English, and almost equally distinguished
for the classical purity of his Latin letters,—a character composed of the
most admirable qualities that can adorn a man, with the most fiery pas-
sions, and the most startling weaknesses.”—See Lives and Letters of the
Devereux, Earls of Essex, by the Honble. W. B. Devereux, London,
1853, 8vo., vol.i. The Earl was educated at Cambridge, where he after-
wards received the degree of M.A. In 1584, at the age of seventeen, he,
with “‘stiff aversation,” entered the Court circle, under the auspices of the
Earl of Leicester, whom he thereafter accompanied in his expedition to
the Low Countries. Winstanley, in his ¢ Worthies of England,” says,
that the Earl of Leicester brought Essex to Court, not so much out of
love to him, as to be a counterpoise to Sir Walter Raleigh, who was then
in high favour with the Queen. Essex’ ultimate fate is well known.

Ward, the hero of our ballad, appears to have been a very notorious
rover of the seas during the reign of Queen Elizabeth, as well as during
the early part of that of King James ; and in addition to ‘“honourable
mention’’ being made of him in the present ballad, his fame was sounded
by other contemporaneous minstrels. The ¢‘famous sea-fight,” by Mr.
Halliwell’s account, was sung ‘‘to the tune of Captain Ward, &c.;"” and
in the same collection of Naval ballads referred to, he gives us ‘the Song
of Dansikar, the Dutchman,” ‘from an old black letter copy, preserved
in Anthony & Wood’s collection at Oxford, No. 401.” In this occur the
following stanzas, which embody a portion of Ward’s history :—

‘‘ Now many a worthy gallant,
Of courage now most valiant,
With him hath put their fortunes to the sea;
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All the world about have heard
Of Dansekar and English Ward,
And of their proud adventures every day.
» - L J ] »

‘ They make children fatherless,
Woful widows in distresse :
In shedding blood they take too much delight;
Fathers they bereave of sons,
Regarding neither cries nor moans,
So much they joy to see a bloody fight.
L ] & ] .

¢ Of Hull the Bonaventer,
Which was a great frequenter,
And passer of the straits to Barbary ;
Both ship and men late taken were
By pyrates Ward and Dansekar,
And brought by them into captivity.

‘¢ English Ward and Dansekar
Begin greatly now to jar
About dividing their goods;
Both ships and soldiers gather head,
Dansekar from Ward is fled,
So full of pride and malice are their bloods.

‘“Ward doth only promise
To keep about rich Tunis,
And be commander of those Turkish seas;
But valiant Dutch-land Dansekar
Doth hover neer unto Argier,
And there his threat’ning colours now displays.”
.

The editor of ‘“Notes and Queries” (3d S. xi., p. 419), with his
usual politeness, has referred us ‘¢ for particulars of Captain Ward, to ‘a
True and Certaine Report of the Beginning, Proceedings, Overthrowes,
and now present Estate of Captain Ward and Dansekar, the two late
famous Pirates. By Andrew Barker. Lond., 4to, 1609.” This work
was dramatized by Robert Daborn, in a tragedy entitled, ‘a Christian
turn'd Turke ; or, the Tragical Lives and Deaths of the two famous
Pyrates, Ward and Dansiker. Lond., 4to, 1612.° The Roxburghe
ballad, reprinted by the Percy Society, has the conjectured date of
1650.”

From Daborn’s Play, we gather that ‘‘ Heroicke Captaine Ward,
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Lord of the Ocean, terror of Kings, Landlord to Merchants, rewarder of
Man-hood, conqueror of the Western World, to whose followers the
lands and seas pay tribute, and they to none, but once in their liues to
the Manor of Wapping, and then are free euer after,” emanated from
Kent, where in his early youth his vocation was to cry, ‘‘herrings seuen
a penny.” Francisco, the Captain of another free trader, who casts
this in his teeth, thus goes on to taunt him further :—

¢¢ Poor fisher’s brat, that neuer didst aspire
Aboue a musle boate, that wert not borne
Vnto a fortune boue two cades of sprats,
And those smoakt in thy father’s bed-chamber.
That by a beggar in meere charity,
Being made drunke, ’steed of a mariner
Wert stole aboard, and being awake didst smell
Worse than thy shell commodity at midsummer ;—~
That desperate through feare wert made a Captaine,
When to haue bene a shoare againe, thou wouldst haue turn’d
Swabber vnto a Peter-man.”

Touching at Tunis, as was his wont when he had a cargo to dispose
of, there being certain Jews there greedy of ill-gotten gear, Ward was
solicited by the Governor and other Turks to become Mahomedan, in
order that they might secure his services in a Naval capacity. Although,
like most daring adventurers, he had not much religion in him, yet had
one belief in common with the Turks and Calvinists—that of Fatalism,—
he hesitated to comply with their desire :—

¢ What’s mine of prowesse, or art, shall rest by you
To be dispos’d of : but to abiure
My name, and the beliefe my Ancesters
Left to my being, I do not loue so well
The earth that bore me, to lessen my contempt
And hatred to her, by so much advantage
So oblique act as this should giue to her.”

One of the Turks named Crosman suggests to the Governor that
female influence should be called in, and hints that his sister will manage
matters judiciously. Crosman says :—

*¢ He enioyes too much by promise to be won,
"Tmust be a woman’s act, to whom ther’s nought
That is impossible: what Devils dare not moue
Men to accomplish, women work them to.”
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Voada, Crosman’s sister, prevails, despite all friendly remonstrance,
and Ward, who is already wealthy, is presented with ‘‘the Captainship
of our strong Castle,” as Voada’s portion. His ambition has full scope
as ‘“‘the Sultaun’s Admirall.” Through the instrumentality, however,
of Voada, who has formed an illicit passion for another, he is falsely
accused of murdering her lover, and this, coupled with the usual revenge-
ful feelings of envious compeers, leads to his ultimate disgrace.

‘¢ Governour. His monument in brass wee’l thus engraue, °
Ward sold his country, turn’d Turke, and died a slaue.”

The play itself contains many spirited and poetical passages, while in
its arrangement it is very dramatic. The ceremony of Ward turning
Turk is minute in its detail. It is represented in ‘‘ dumb show with
Chorus.” There is a sensation scene,—the burning of the Jew’s house by
Dansiker and ,his crew, while Agar (his wife, a Turkish woman) had
just received a promiscuous lover in the upper chamber by means of
a rope ladder. It will be held in mind that this play was represented
during Shakespeare’s time,

Prior to his being led off, Ward recapitulates all that he had done for
the Turks, ending with a denunciation in these lines :—

¢¢ Vngrateful curs, that haue repaid me thus
For all the seruice that I haue done for you;
He that hath brought more treasure to your shore
Than all Arabia yeelds,—he that hath showne you
The way to conquer Europe, did first impart,
What youf forefathers knew not, the seaman’s art ;
Which had they attein’d, this vniuerse had bene
One Monarchy :—May all your seed be damn’d !
The name of Ottoman be the onely scorne
And by-word to all nations ; may his owne slaues
Teare out the bowels of the last remaines
Vnto his bloud-propt throne. May ye cut each other’s throats;
Or may—oh may the force of Christendom
Be reunited, and all at once require
The liues of all that you haue murdered,
Beating a path out to Ierusalem
Over the bleeding breasts of you and yours.”

Dansiker, whose name is linked with that of Ward, does not appear
to have been extensively connected with him in his marauding expedi-
tions. He appears to have traded more upon his own account. In
Daborn’s play he does not hold a very prominent part, and has little to
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do with the progress of the plot. He is thus spoken slightingly of by
‘*‘the Gouernour ” of Tunis when addressing Ward :—

¢¢ You are the man we couet, whose valor
Hath spake you, so impartiall worthy,
We should do wrong to merit, not gracing you.
Beleeue me, sir, you haue iniur'd much your selfe.
Vouchsafing familiarity with those
Men of so common ranke as Dansiker—
Your hopes should fly a pitch aboue them.”

At the date of the action of the play, Dansiker has, seemingly, been
only four years pursuing his desperate vocation, and by letters from his
wife he is assured of pardon for himself and crew, ‘‘on condition they
henceforth for the state of France employ their lives and service.”

The name Dansiker evidently implies a Danish extraction.

Captain Wlard and the Rainbolw,

STRIKE up, ye lusty gallants,
With music beat of drum,

For we have got a rover,
Upon the sea is come.*

. His name is Captain Ward,
Right well it now appears,
There hath not been such a rover
Found out these thousand years.

For he hath sent unto the king,
The sixth of January,

Desiring that he might come in
With all his company.

¢ ¢¢ With musick and sound of drum,

For we have descryed a rover,” &c.—Hallswell.
¢¢ With music’s sound of drum,

For there is such a rover,” &c.—2Pit.
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And if the king* will let me come
Till I my tale have told;

I will bestow, for my ransom,
Full thirty ton of gold.

“ O nay, O nay,” then said the king,
“ O nay, this must not be,

To yield to such a rover
Myself will not agree.

“ He hath deceived the Frenchmen,
Likewise the King of Spain ;

Then how can he be true to me,
Who has been false to twain ?”

With that our king provided
A ship of worthy fame ;
The Rambow she is called,
If you would know her name.

And now the gallant Rainbow
She rolls,* upon the sea,

Five hundred gallant seamen
To keep} her company.

The Dutchman and the Spaniard
She made them for to flee,
Also the bonny Frenchman
As she met them on the sea.

When as the gallant Rainbow

Did come where he did lye;
““Where is the captain of that ship ?”
The Rainbow she did cry.

® «Your king.”— Hallrwell. T ¢ Roves.”—73. b QL —1P.
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“ Q! that I am,” said Captain Ward,
“ There’s no man bids me lie,

And if thou art the king’s fair ship,
Thou art welcome unto me.”

“T'll tell you what,” said the Rainbow,
“ Qur king is in great grief,

That thou shouldst lie upon the seas,
And play the arrant thief.

“ You will not let our merchantmen*
Pass as they did before ;

Such tidings to our king is come,
Which grieves his heart full sore.”

With that the gallant Rainbow
She shot, out of her pride,
Full fifty gallant* brass pieces,

Charged on every side.

And yet these gallant shooters
Prevailed not a pin;

Though they were brass on the outside,
Brave Ward was steel within.

“Shoot on, shoot on,” said Captain Ward,
“ Your sport well pleaseth me,

And he that first gives over,
Shall yield unto the sea.

“1 never wronged an English ship,
But Turk and King of Spain,

Likewise the blackguard{ Dutchman,
Which I met on the main.

® «¢ And will not let our merchants’ ships.”—Hallrwell.
+ *¢ Good.”—PFitt. 3 ¢ Jovial.”—Hallnwell,



IO CAPTAIN WARD,.

“If I had known your king
But two or three days before,*

I would have saved Lord Essex’ life,
Whose death does grieve me sore.

Go tell the King of England,
Go tell him this from me,

If he reigns king of all the land,
I will reign king at sea.”

With that the gallant Rainbow shot,
And shot and shot in vain,

Then left the rover's company,
And home returned again.

“Oh! Royal King of England,
Your ship’s returned again ;

For Captain Ward he is so strong,t
He never will be ta’en.”

¢ Oh, everlasting!” said the king,
“I have lost jewels three,

Which would have gone unto the seas,
And brought proud Ward to me.

“The first was Lord dé Clifford,
Great Earl of Cumberland,

The second was the Lord Mountjoy,
As you may understand.

‘ The third was brave Lord Essex,
From foe} would never flee,

Who would have gone unto the seas,
And brought proud Ward to me.”

® ¢“But one two years before,”— Hallfwell.
%+ ¢ For Ward’s ship is so strong,
It never,” &c.—2b. 3 Field."—Hallfwell and Fits.
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THE copy from which this has been transcribed was printed as one of
‘*“ Four Excellent New Songs: 1. The Turkish Lady; 2. Get Married
Betimes; 3. The Lady in the Wood; 4 The Female Press-gang.
Entered according to order, 1782.”

“The Turkish Lady” does not appear to have been printed in any
other collection. Its date is conjectured to be about the middle of the
seventeenth century. The main incident of the story occurs in several other
ballads. In Deloney’s ‘‘ Garland of Goodwill” (edition 1678), there is
“The Spanish Lady’s Love to an Englishman,” which has frequently
been reprinted, and which formed the subject of a musical entertainment
by Thomas Hull, produced at Covent Garden Theatre in 176s.
““This beautiful old ballad,” says Percy, ‘‘most probably took its rise
from one of those descents made on the Spanish coast in the time of
Elizabeth,” and in all likelihood during the investment of Cadiz by the
Ear]l of Essex. It has apparently been *‘founded on fact,” but who the
gallant was has been a matter of doubt. That question has been dis-
cussed in Percy’s Reliques, vol. i, part 2; in Rimbault’s Musical Illus-
trations of Percy’s Reliques; and in Omerod’s Cheshire, vol. iii. p. 333
See also Notes and Queries, volL ix. p. 30§-573, and vol. x. p. 273.
*The Spanish Lady,” and the man she ‘‘wooed,” are just in the reverse
position of the ‘“Turkish Lady” and her love, inasmuch as the *‘Spanish
Lady” had, with others of her sex, become captives to the English, and
the Englishman in question was her jailor :

‘¢ Garments gay and rich as may be,
Decked with jewels had she on.

Of a comely countenance and grace was she,
And by birth and parentage of high degree.”

An order comes to release the lady prisoners, “ with their jewels still
adoméd, none to do them injury.” Our heroine, however, is loath to go:

¢ O! gallant captain, show some pity,
To a lady in distress;
Leave me not within this city,
For to die of heaviness:
Thou hast set this present day my body free,
But my heart in prison strong remains with thee.”

The Englishman, although he was well aware that

‘¢ In his courteous company was all her joy,
To favour him in anything she was not coy,”
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questions the sincerity of her love by reason of his being her country’s
foe. This she overruless. He tells her to ‘‘weep no more,” as there
are plenty of ““fair lovers” in Spain. To this she replies:

‘¢ Spaniards fraught with jealousie we often find ;
But Englishmen throughout the world are counted kind.”

She implores him not to leave her to a Spaniard, *‘for you alone enjoy
my heart.” He says that English soldiers cannot *‘without offence”
carry ladies about with them. She then offers to accompany him as
his page. He declines that proposition on the score of economy:

‘I have neither gold nor silver,
To maintain thee in this ease,
And to travel is great charges,
As you know, in every place.”

Her answer is,

¢ My chains and jewels, every one shall be thine own;
And eke ten thousand pounds in gold, that lies unknown.”

To this he pictures the many storms and dangers of the seas. She
replies:
‘“ Well in troth, I could endure extremity;
For I could find in heart to lose my life for thee.”

All the lady’s deep devotion, proposals of self-sacrifice, offer of gold and
jewels prove of no avail; for the Englishman has forcible reasons for re-
fusing her request, and he sees that the only course left for him is to dis-
close them:
¢¢ Courteous lady, be contented;
Here comes all that breeds the strife:
I, in England, have already
A sweet woman to my wife.”

Thus baffled, the lady signifies it to be her intention to retire to a
nunnery, to spend her days in prayer, and “‘to defie love and all her
laws,” courteously adding:

“ Commend me to thy loving lady;
Bear to her this chain of gold,
And these bracelets for a token;
Grieving that I was so bold:
All my jewels, in like sort, bear thou with thee;
For these are fitting for thy wife, and not for me.”
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The tune of ‘‘The Spanish Lady” is to be found in the ‘‘Quaker’s
Opera,” 1728—in the ¢ Jovial Crew,” 1731, &c.

There is an old ballad, of which there are many different versions, and
which has from time to time appeared under different titles, more closely
resembling ‘“The Turkish Lady.” In the argument, all the versions
agree that a lord or squire ‘‘ of high degree” went to Turkey to observe
the manners and customs of the natives. That not conforming with their
forms of worship, he was made to ‘‘draw carts and wains.” He was
then cast into a dungeon, and chained to a tree which grew in the middle
of this prison. The Moor who had condemned him had a daughter, who,
in her walks, in passing the prison, had heard him lamenting his fate.
She bribed the jailor with gold and ‘‘ white monie ” to admit her to see
the prisoner, whose liberation she effected, and gave him money to carry
him to “‘his ain countrie.” Before he went,

¢¢ She took him frae her father’s prison,
And gied to him the best o’ wine.”
[Albeit the old gentleman was a Mahometan. ]

At the same time expressing a fervent wish, while pledging his health,
that ‘‘ye were mine!” She proceeded to propose that, if he would not
wed with any other woman within seven years, she would wait for him.
Ere the ship sailed, he, bowing low and reverentially, said :

‘¢ Ere seven long years come to an end,
I'’ll take ye to mine ain countrie!”

Time goes on, and the lady, who ‘‘could get no rest; nor day nor nicht
could happy be,” proceeds to this country, and immediately on her
arrival ascertains the fact that the man she loved was formally betrothed
to another that very day. She gains admittance to his house or castle,
sends a message to him by the porter, which causes him to rise with such
impetuosity, that he ‘‘made the table flee.” The mother of the bride,
when informed who his mysterious visitor is, implores him not to forsake
ber ““ae dochter.” To this he replies:

¢¢ Tak hame, tak hame your dochter, madam,
For she is ne’er the waur o’ me;
She cam to me on horseback riding,
And she shall gang back in her coach and three.”

The result is, that there being no courts in those days for hearing actions
for breach of promise, where alleged wounded feelings are nicely weighed
against gold, matters were satisfactorily arranged for all parties. The
bride, who all the while bad loved somebody else, got the man of her
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heart, and the squire “‘of high degree” entered seriously into the bonds
of holy matrimony with the foreign lady, who had taken care to bring
over with her a handsome dowry. All and each lived happily in their re-
spective spheres for many a long day afterwards, and had large families,
In addition to the broadsides, which characterize this ballad as ‘‘ Lord
Bateman,” Jamieson, in his ‘‘ Popular Ballads and Songs from traditions,
manuscripts, and scarce editions,” Edin. 1806, 8vo, vol. i., p. 117and 127,
has two versions, one titled, ‘‘ Young Beichan and Susie Pye,” the other,
““Young Bekie,” in which the heroine is called ‘“Burd Isbel.” Kinloch,in
his ““ Ancient Scottish Ballads, recovered from tradition, and never before
published,” London, 1827, 8vo, has another version bearing the title of
““Lord Beichan and Susie Pye,” and Mr. J. H. Dixon communicated
in 1842 to Richardson’s Historians’ Table Book, ‘‘Lord Beichan, a
Border Ballad.” This last, Mr. Dixon reprinted in ¢ Ancient Poems,
Ballads, and Songs of the Peasantry of England,” which he edited for
the Percy Society in 1845. Among these he included *‘Lord Bate-
man.” He had printed another version, which is called ¢ Young Bond-
well,” in ¢“Scotish Traditional Versions of Ancient Ballads,” which he
had edited the preceding year for the same Society from a manuscript
of Mr. Peter Buchan of Peterhead. In this the name of the ‘‘foreign
land,” where young Bondwell was *“cast in prison strong,” is not par-
ticularized. It is merely designated as ‘‘that countrie.” On his return
from slavery his residence is ‘‘in the bonny towers o’ Linne,” wherever
that may be, the lady who follows him with ‘‘a maiden in every
hand,” bears the name of ‘ Dame Lessels,” and she obtains her infor-
mation as to the ‘‘ weddin” from ¢‘a bonny little boy,” who was water-
ing his horses at ‘‘the Water o’ Tay.” Mr. Dixon believes the original
locale of the ballad to be Northumberland. In Mr. Kinloch’s ballad,
Lord Beichan returns to ‘‘ Glasgow town.” The name of the heroine
of the ¢‘ Lord Beichan” in Dixon’s Ancient Poems, above referred to, is
Saphia.

Mr. Dixon in the same collection next proceeds to print *‘ Lord Bate-
man,” prefacing it by these remarks: ‘“This is a ludicrously corrupt
abridgement of the preceding ballad, being the same version which was
published a few years ago by Tilt, London, and also, according to the
title page, by Mustapha Syried, Constantinople, under the title of ¢the
Loving Ballad of Lord Bateman.’ It is, however, the only ancient
form in which the ballad has existed in print, and is one of the publica-
tions mentioned in Thackeray’s Catalogues, preserved in the British
Museum.” ¢ Thackeray’s imprint is found attached to broadsides pub-
lished between 1672 and 1678.” How Mr. Dixon arrives at the con-
clusion that this is an abridgement at all (setting aside his phrase, **ludi-
crously corrupt ”’) is not very clear. His traditional ‘‘Lord Beichan,”
which did not appear in print until 1842, is by his own acknowledgment
<t formed from a collation of several broadsheets, with the two ballads in
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Jamieson’s Book,” none of which claim to date so far back as this
abridgment. The heroine in this ‘‘ Lord Bateman ” is called ‘¢ Sophia,”
which has been conjectured to have been suggested by the Mosque of
Santa Sophia at Constantinople. On referring to a stall copy of this
same version (circa 1817), which, by the way, is titled *‘ Lord Bechin,” the
lady’s name is there given as Susy Pye. All these differences of locality
and name only indicate the local feelings of the pro fempore reciter.

We have several chap copies of the romance before us, all varying in
the text. One is entitled, *Susan Py; or, Young Bichen’s Garland
Shewing how he went to a far country, and was taken by a savage
Moor, and cast into prison, and delivered by the Moor'’s daughter, on
promise of marriage; and how he came to England, and was going to
be wedded to another bride; with the happy arrival of Susan Pye on
the wedding day. Falkirk, printed by T. Johnstone, 1815.” Another
is called ‘‘ An excellent Song, entitled Young Beighan and Susie Pye,”
of apparently the same date. And a third is simply called *Lord
Bechin.” The ballad called *‘ Bateman’s Tragedy * bears no affinity to
*Lord Bateman.” The full title of the old copy is enough to shew this,
It runs thus:—‘A Godly Warning to all Maidens by the example of
God’s Judgment shewed on Jerman’s Wife of Clifton, in the county of
Nottingham, who, lying in child-bed, was borne away, and never heard
of after.” The tragedy called ‘ The Vow-breaker,” by William Samp-
son, 1636, is founded on this. See Ritson’s *‘ English Songs. London,
1783,” vol. ii.

Mr. Jamieson, with the utmost simplicity, conceives that the name
of the hero was *‘ Buchan,” while Mr.. Dixon boldly asserts, that the
ballad, being a romance of Northumberland, his name, according to
tradition (a tradition of yesterday) was Bertram or Bartram, to which
family at one time ‘‘half of Northumberland belonged.” He goes on
in his Notes to his Scotish ballads in sober earnest to say: ‘To one un-
acquainted with the peculiarity of Northumbrian accent, it may seem
strange how such a word as ‘Bartram’ could get corrupted to ¢ Bate-
man.’ In the word ‘Bartram’ the letter » occurs twice, a letter
which the Northumbrian peasantry have great difficulty to pronounce in
common conversation, but which they have still greater difficulty to
articulate when singing. Ask a Northumbrian peasant to pronounce
‘ Bartram,’ and he will say ‘ Bwaatam.” The Editor speaks from ex-
perience.” These observations are worthy of the earlier commentators
on Shakespeare. As a counterpart, some have as gravely asserted that
the ballad depicts an episode in the life of the father of Thomas A-Beckett,
the title ‘Bekie” leading them, without much “‘stretch of labouring
thought,” to this conclusion. We have heard in Scotland a version of
this same ballad, wherein the hero has been called *‘Lord Bangol.”
We are content to accept him under any name, as the story in which he
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figures is a good one, and under the firm conviction that his real name
has not as yet been revealed to his posterity. After all it is not a matter
of much moment. Mr. George Cruickshank has, in his usual clever
style, illustrated the common version of Lord Bateman, and there was a
burlesque drama on the subject, played successfully at the Strand theatre
upwards of twenty years ago, in which were introduced Zabdleaux Vivans,
embodying Cruickshanks’ illustrations. The ballad—*¢ Lord Bateman ”
—has been recently revived by Mr. Sothern (Lord Dundreary), and par- .

tially sung by him in a sensation drama, played at the Haymarket, called
“The Wild Goose.”

The Turkish Lady,

YouNG virgins all I pray draw near,
A pretty story you shall hear ;
It's of a Turkish lady brave,

Who fell in love with an English slave.

A merchant ship at Bristol lay.
As we were sailing over the sea;
By a Turkish rover took were we,

And all of us made slaves to be.

They bound us down in irons strong,
They whipped and slashed us all along;
No tongue can tell I'm certain sure,

. What we poor sailors do endure.

[One of the seamen that were there,
An Englishman both fresh and fair,
Comely in stature, straight, and tall,
He went to Turkey amongst them all.]*

Come sit ye down, and listen a while,
And see how fortune on him did smile.
It was his fortune for to be

A slave unto a rich lady;

® This stanza is from a subsequent edition of the ballad.
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She drest herself in rich array,

And went to view her slaves one day ;
Hearing the moan this young man made,
She went to him and thus she said:—

“ What countryman, young man, are you?"
“] am an Englishman, that’s true.”

“I wish you was a Turk,” said she,

“I'd ease you of your misery.

“I'd ease you of your slavish work,
If you'll consent to turn a Turk.
I'd own myself to be your wife,
For I do love you as my life.”

“0O no, no no, no no,” said he,

“ Your constant slave I choose to be.
I'd sooner be burnt there at a stake,
Before that I'll my God forsake.”

This lady to her chamber went,
And spent that night in discontent;
Sly Cupid with his piercing dart,
Did deeply wound this lady’s heart.

She was resolved the next day,
To ease him of his slavery,

And own herself to be his wife,
For she did love him as her life.

She drest herself in rich array,
And with this young man sailed away,
Until they came to Bristol shore,

With jewels, diamonds, and gold great store.

Houses and lands she left behind,
And all her slaves are close confined ;
B

17
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Unto her parents she bade adieu,
By this you see what love can do.

Now she is turned a Christian brave,
And married is to her own slave,
That was in chains and bondage too,
By this you see what love can do.

THE EARL OF ESSEX.

TH1s ballad, which we do not find in any other collection, is from a
broadside of some fifty years’ existence. That it is of much older date in
itself seems evident. The subject carries us back to the times of Elizabeth
and of James the First, although the details are by no means historically
accurate. The spouse of the Earl of Essex was Frances, daughter of Sir
Francis Walsingham, and widow of Sir Philip Sidney. The Earl was
beheaded on the 2§th February, 1601. The Countess was two years a
widow, and it is possible that during that time some ‘‘noble knight” may
have been paying court to her. But assuredly she did not again commit
. matrimony until “‘she found,” according to Devereux’ Lives and Letters
of the Earls of Essex (before referred to), ‘“a third husband in the person
of that Richard de Burgh, Earl of Clanrickarde, who was said to bear
some resemblance to her late husband. This marriage took place about
the time of the Queen's death.” The Earl is no doubt the Irish lord
mentioned in the ballad, who ‘‘looked much like the Earl of Essex,”—
an accidental circumstance, which formed a feasible apology to the
general public (if any were required) for the Countess marrying for the
third time, but which failed to convince those ‘¢ that wished her well.”
The ballad states that she subsequently came to England, her ‘““own two
sons to see.” It is questionable whether the poet is not again at variance
with fact. As Countess of Essex, she had three sons and two daughters.
The two younger sons died young. The daughters were both married,
and ultimately became co-heiresses to their brother. The Earl of Clan-
rickarde was, in 4 Charles I., created Earl of St. Albans. He died in
1636. His son was, 21 Charles 1., created Marquis of Clanrickarde,
which title, as well as that of St. Albans, became extinct on his death,
The former was subsequently revived.

In connection with the present subject, the following ballad may not
be an inappropriate introduction here. Itis from ‘¢ Reliquze Hearnianz,”
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vol i., Oxon 1857, 8vo., and forms an entry in Hearne’s Diary, on 13th
March, 1707-8, but of course it is of much older date.

A NEW BALLAD.
(70 the tune of ““ Chevy Chase.”)

When good Queen Bess did rule this land,
A lady of great fame;

There lived 2 man of great command,
And Essex was his name,

This Essex did some wondrous things:
By sea and land he fought;

He serv'd the French, drubb’d Spanish kings;
But did not this for nought.

Places and pensions, grants good store,
The queen did give unto him;

The more he had, he crav'd the more,
Which did at last undo him.

This Earl grew proud, and not content
With his too happy case;

His power made him insolent,
Which did the queen amaze,

The general thought, ’twixt hopes and fears,
High words would gain upon her!

The queen took courage, box’t his ears,
And bid him learn more manners.

He puff’d and blow’d, complain’d of fate,
And his hard usage too;

Swore she should move some min’sters of state,
But that she would not doe,

He treason hatch’d, and often spread;
When, to prevent this evil,

The queen, enrag'd, lopt off his head,
And then he was more civil.*

® Others read it:
‘¢ And then he went to the devil.”
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Thus reign’d Queen Bess; thus, blest by God,
Her subjects’ hearts she won;

She bid her gen’rals talk big abroad,
But here she'd rule alone.

The death of the Earl of Essex was a grievous blow to the Queen, and
she many a time and oft repented of having signed his death warrant.
When Sir John Harrington, Elizabeth’s godson, came to Court in Octo-
ber 1601, he remarked that ‘‘the Queen was reduced to a skeleton;
altered in her features; her taste for dress gone. Nothing pleased her; she
stamped and swore violently at the ladies of the court, whom she tor-
mented beyond measure.” A letter to a Scotch nobleman from his
correspondent in England, 1602, preserved in the Advocates’ Library at
Edinburgh says: ‘“Our Queen is troubled with a rheum in her arm,
which vexeth her very much, besides the grief which she hath conceived
for the death of my Lord of Essex. She sleepeth not so much by day
as she used, neither taketh rest by night. Her delight is to sit in the
dark, and sometimes with shedding tears to bewail Essex.”

The Eaxl of Cagex.

THE very first time that married I was,
It was to a noble lord ;

The Earl of Essex was his name,
And his fame it was spread abroad.

For he was the Earl of three counties,
And he made me the lady of all ;

And for one small fault to the queen he paid
With his life which she could not recal.

The very next time that married I was,
It was to a noble Knight;

Sir John Littleton was his name.
And he’s gone to the wars to fight,

In France or in Flanders he lost his life,
He was shot with bullets three.
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Was there ever a lady in all the land,
That had two nobler men then me?

I could not enjoy my widow’s estate,
Alas! and well-a-day ;

Until there came an Irish Lord,
And he came a courting to me.

For he looked much like the Earl of Essex,
In person, birth, and fame.

Soon 1 forsook my own native land,
And to Ireland with him I came.

I had not been in Ireland a month,
A month but scarcely three ;

Till there was I and my Irish Lord,
We could never agree.

He called me a saucy English jade,
And his words I could never abide ;

He told me he was as good a Lord,
As ever lay by my side.

“ O hold your tongue, dear lord,” said I,
And leave the dead alone.

“ O hold your tongue, dear lord,” said I,
“ For they're in the silent tomb.

“ If the Earl of Essex were yet alive,
In the field for to fight 'gainst thee,

He would scorm, I'm sure, to turn his back,
Against nobler lords than thee.”

Then to England soon I came,
My own two sons to see ;

They asked me whether my Irish lord,
And I did well agree.

21
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“ O cursed be the hour,” I said,
¢ 1 saw him the eyes between.

And the very first time that married I was,
I wish that dead I'd been.”

THE LOWLANDS OF HOLLAND.

ALTHOUGH ‘‘the Lowlands of Holland ” as here given is of modern
date, it may be fair to conjecture that its original source emanated from
some incident connected with the Earl of Leicester’s investment of the
‘¢ Low Countries,” or the wars of the Palatinate during the time of James
the First, and the subsequent progresses there of people from England
and Scotland. 'Whether the ballad is of English or Scotch construction
is very uncertain. The Scotch, however, seem to have laid claim to it.

Another version of this song, said to be older, occurs in Herd’s
‘ Ancient and Modern Scottish Songs, Heroic Ballads,” &c. Edin.
1776, 12mo. vol. ii, p. 2. It is of four stanzas, partly in Scotch. The
locale of the lady is Galloway. She does not appear to have been
married as in the present ballad. In Stenhouse’s ¢ Illustrations of the
Lyric Poetry and Music of Scotland,” Edin. 1853, 8vo, in a note re-
specting the music of the song *‘I love my Jean,” he remarks:—*¢ This
air was partly composed by Mr. William Marshall, butler to the Duke
of Gordon, by adding a second strain to the old air, called ¢ The Low-
lands of Holland has twin’d my love and me,’ and was by him named
¢ Miss Admiral Gordon’s Strathspey.” Burns in the Reliques, speaking
of the song ‘I love my Jean,” which commences:—** Of a’ the airts the
wind can blaw,” says, “I composed it out of compliment to Mrs.
Burns. N.B.—It was during our honeymoon.” Thus we gather that
the air of ‘‘the Lowlands of Holland” was the first strain of Burns'
popular song, ¢ Of a’ the airts.”

Herd’s version is reprinted in Aytoun’s ‘‘ Ballads of Scotland.” Edin.,
I2mo, 2 vols., 1858. A more lengthened version of the same ballad in
the Scotch dialect, will be found in book 1st of ‘‘a Selection of Scots
Songs. Harmonized, improved with simple and adapted graces. By
Peter Urbani, Professor of Music.” Edin., circa 1794. The air, which
is in the key of F, is given in score, and is composed of both the first
and second strains. The first strain is as nearly as possible that of
M‘Leod’s ¢“Oh ! why left I my hame?” The second strain is identical
with the relative strain of ‘¢ Of a’ the airts.”

Another and hitherto unknown version, extracted from a Scotch News-
paper of October 1859, is worth reprinting here, as being possessed of merit
and differing very materially from all the other ballads of the same name.
It is evidently of more recent date than any of the others now before us.
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The contributor (J. B. G.), while observing that he is not competent to
judge ‘‘whether it deserves to be considered a genuine old fragment,”
remarks: ‘‘One thing is certain; whether ancient or not, it is by
no means a Scotish ballad, but seems to belong to the other side of
the border. An old female relative of mine, now deceased, used to
chaunt it to me long ago, and it is here given from memory, which may
account for a certain appearance of incompleteness, some verses perhaps
having escaped my recollection.”

The Lotwlands of FHolland.

RECENT VERSION.
First when I was married and laid in marriage bed,
There came a young sea captain, and stood at my bed head ;
Saying, “ Rise.up! young Riley, and go along with me
To the Lowlands of Holland to fight and never flee.”

“’Tis but a day and half a night since I have wedded been,
How shall I go along with you and this my bridal e’en?
How can I leave my bonny bride a hagbut-man to be

On the Lowlands of Holland to fight and never flee ?”

“ The maids of Germanie are kind and lavish of their love ;

Their lips are like the rose in May ; their eyes are of the
dove ;

Andwell theylove young Englishmen who roam along withme,

On the Lowlands of Holland to fight and never flee.”

“ Oh tell me not of other maids, and this my bndal night ;

"Twould break my heart to leave my love, my joy, my soul’s
delight ;

Then kind and courteous captain, take some single man with
thee,

On the Lowlands of Holland to fight and never flee.”

“ My ship 1s in the harbour, with her anchor at the prow,
And down the Humber comes the gale, I hear it piping now.
I may not go for other men to sail along with me,

On the Lowlands of Holland to fight and never flee.”
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Then up and spake the bonny bride, in the bed where that
she lay ;

“Oh kind and courteous captain, do not press my love away ;

Five hundred crowns to thee I'll give in gold and white monie,

From the wearie wars in Holland to set my husband free.”

“ It may not be, it cannot be,” the cruel captain said ;
“Were I to take a bribe from thee, ’tis I would lose my head ;
Our King must have brave warriors to send beyond the sea,
On the Lowlands of Holland to fight and never flee.”

Then up and spake the bride’s brother, “I have nor kith
nor kin,

Save yonder new made wife that liggs her bridal bed within;

Then I will go along with you, sith better may not be,

On the Lowlands of Holland to fight and never flee.”

“ It may not be, it cannot be,” the cruel captain cried ;

“Full long I wooed sweet Marjorie, who still my suit denied ;
I swore that she should rue the day she gave the scorn to me,
When the wearie wars in Holland took her lover o’er the sea.”

“ Now draw thy sword, thou coward loon, and dearly thou
shalt rue.”

“ Upon them, lads!” the Captain crnied, “and bind the
gallants two ;

The playis played ; our bonnybark shall bear them o’er the sea,

On the Lowlands of Holland to fight and never flee.”

BROADSIDE VERSION.

The night that I was married and laid in my marriage bed,

There came a bold sea captain and stood at my bed head ;

Saying, “ Arouse, arouse you, married man, and come along
with me

To the lowlands of Holland to face your enemy.”
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For Holland is a pretty place for nobles to dwell in,
There 1s no place of harbour for seamen to remain ;

The sugar cane is plenty and the tea grows on its trees,
And the Lowlands of Holland’s between my love and me.

I'll build my love a gallant ship a ship with noble salils,

Twenty-four bold marners to roll her on the main ;

Come all you ranting roving heroes! come now, boys, pull
away!

I wish I was with my true love although he’s far away.

One evening as I walked down by a river side,

There came a bold sea captain and asked me to be his bnde;

“ Your bride, your bride, young man,” she says, ‘ your bride
I cannot be,

I had in the world but one true love and pressed he was
from me.

“ No scarf shall go o’er my shoulder nor comb go in my hair,

Neither moonlight nor candlelight shall view my beauty fair;

Nor no man will I marry until the day I die,

Since the raging seas and stormy winds have parted my love
and me.”

Says the mother to the daughter, ¢ why do you thus lament ?

Is there not men enough in this world to please your discon-
tent,”

“There’s notaman inall this world this night shall serve for me,

May woe attend the captain that pressed my love away.”

ADMIRAL LOCKHART.

THE hero of this ballad was born on 11th Nov., 1721. At fourteen
years of age he entered the Navy. Having distinguished himself as first
Lieutenant to Sir Peter Warren and Lord Anson, he obtained in
1747 the command of the Vulcan fire-ship. In 1755, on the appear-
ance of a rupture with France, Captain Lockhart was appointed to
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the Savage sloop of war; and in March of the year following to the
Tartar frigate. The bold actions he performed with this little ship
were proverbial in the Navy for upwards of half-a-century, but are
now, like all other meritorious services, unremembered. In Nov. 1758
he was transferred to the Chatham of fifty guns, under the orders of
Admiral Hawke; he commanded the Shrewsbury of seventy-four guns
in the action between the British and French fleets, in July 1778,
which led to his promotion in 1779 to the rank of Rear-Admiral of the
Blue; and having hoisted his flag on board the Royal George, sailed
under the orders of Admiral Rodney, whose fleet fell in with eleven
Spanish ships of the line. An engagement ensued, in which one vessel
was blown up, and the Spanish Admiral, with other six of his ships, were
captured. Admiral Lockhart afterwards superintended, under a tremen-
dous fire, the landing of the stores for the relief of Gibraltar. In April
1782, he was appointed to the command of a squadron in the North
Seas. Declining health compelled him to return to England ; and the
subsequent conclusion of hostilities rendered his re-appointment unne-
cessary.

In 1768 he became member of parliament for the boroughs of Selkirk,
Peebles, Lanark, and Linlithgow, and also for the county of Lanark.
He made his election for the county, and a new writ was ordered for the
boroughs, 29th Nov., 1768. In 1780 he succeeded to a Baronetcy by
the death of his elder brother, from whom he also inherited the estate of
Carstairs, having previously succeeded to the estate of Balnagowan on
the decease of General Ross, in consequence of which he had added the
surname of Ross to that of Lockhart.

Sir John Lockhart Ross died on gth June, 1790 :—that event, how-
ever, is noted in the European Magazine to have occurred on 14th June,
1790.

A portrait of *‘ Brave Admiral Lockhart,” while commander of his
Majesty’s ship Tartar, in 1757, will be found in Hervey’s Naval History.

ON THE BRAVE ADMIRAL LOCKART,

WHO COMMANDED THE ‘‘ TARTAR” LAST WAR.

Tune—*‘Hearts of Oak.”

YE sons of old Ocean, who ’re strangers to fear,
On board of the Shrewsbury quickly repair ;




ADMIRAL LOCKHART. 27

Brave Lockart commands her, rejoice every tar!
For Lockart commanded the Tartar last war.
Hearts of oak are our ships, jolly tars are our men ;
We always are ready,
Steady, boys, steady ;
We’ll fight and we’ll conquer again and again.

His conduct and valour we all must confess,
And Bntains exult in the hopes of success ;
The ensigns of Louis great Lockart shall mar,

For Lockart, we know, was a Tartar last war.
Hearts of oak, &c.

May kindness and friendship each bosom refine,
Nor civil dissension defeat our design :
The dread name of Drake makes the French quake with fear,

Joined with Lockart, who fought in the Tartar last war.
Hearts of oak, &c.

Steel your breasts with revenge ere the battle 's begun!
We'll trim the soup-maigres, tho' fifteen to one ;
Then shall the Carnatics, rich fraught from afar,
Each hero reward for the troubles of war.
Hearts of oak, &c.

Haste, haste, all on board ! see the wind now is fair;
Hoist the flag of Britannia aloft in the air;
May the spirit of Lockart inspire ev'ry tar,—
Great Lockart, who fought in the Tartar last war.
Hearts of oak are our ships, jolly tars are our men ;
We always are ready,
Steady, boys, steady ;
We'll fight and we'll conquer again and again.
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THE DISAPPOINTED SAILOR.

THE mention of Carthagena in this ballad naturally leads us to the
period of Admiral Vernon's expedition ‘‘to destroy the Spanish settle-
ments in the West Indies,” which he had boasted in Parliament he could
easily do. This was in 1739. Porto Bello having, after a fierce con-
flict, capitulated to Vernon, he proceeded against Carthagena early in
the following year, and began to bombard the town; but the force being
totally inadequate to the reduction of so strong a place, he returned to
Porto Bello. Reinforcements having arrived in January 1741, he was
enabled to number under his command thirty-one sail of the line, while
the land forces, under the command of Lord Cathcart, amounted to up-
wards of ten thousand men. Lord Cathcart having died soon after his
arrival in the West Indies, the command of the troops devolved upon
General Wentworth. They proceeded against Carthagena, but the two
commanders having differed most decidedly respecting the mode of
attack, the enterprise was a failure, and they were compelled to retire to
Jamaica with great loss. It was then resolved to attack Cuba; and they
were so far successful, that the port of Walthenham was taken,—but
there their success and conquest terminated. An expedition against
Panama was next determined on; but in this third enterprise the admiral
was again subjected to disappointment and repulse. He all along had
insisted that if the sole command had been placed in his hands, success
was certain. He continued on the Jamaica station till the middle of Octo-
ber 1742, when both he and the general were recalled home. Intelli-
gence of the reduction of Porto Bello had been received with much re-
joicing in England, and at once had rendered Admiral Vernon so popu-
lar, that he was chosen member for Portsmouth ; and in the New Parlia-
ment in May 1741, he was elected for no fewer than three places, Ipswich,
Rochester, and Penryn. He was also proposed for Westminster, and
polled 3,290 votes, which was not very far short of the successful candi-
dates, Sir Charles Wager and Lord Sundon. When he took his seat
in the house, he made his election for Ipswich.

Admiral Vernon is said to have been the first naval commander who
mixed water with the spirits allowed to the seamen, and to have given
to this mixture the name of ‘“‘grog.” He died rather suddenly at his
seat at Nacton, in Suffolk, on the 3oth Oct. 1757. An account of the
expedition against Carthagena will be found in Smollett’s * Roderick
Random.”

The heroine of the following ballad had evidently anticipated the
failure of the expedition, otherwise she would not have provided herself
with a helpmate during Jack’s absence. The idea of no prize-money
being forthcoming had no doubt instigated her to break her word in
favour of the more ready money.
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The Disappointed Sailor.,

EARLY one morning in the spring,

I went board ship to serve the king,
Leaving my dearest dear behind,
Who swore to me her heart inclined.

Oft did I fold her in my arms ;

I doated on her thousand charms ;

Our troth we plight, 'mid kisses sweet,
And vow we'll wed when next we meet.

While I was sailing on the sea,

I found an opportunity

To forward letters to my dear,

But, oh ! from her I ne’er did hear.

When before Carthagena town,

Where cannon balls flew up and down,
While in the midst of dangers there,
My thoughts dwelt always on my dear.

And when arrived on Britain's shore,

I hastened where I did adore,

Her father said, “ What do you mean ?
D’ye really love my daughter, Jean?"”

Surprised, he made me this reply—
“ My daughter does your love deny ;
She’s married now, sir, for her life ;
So, young man, seek another wife.”

I cursed the gold, and silver, too,
And all false women that prove untrue,

Who first make vows, then such vows break,

And all for cursed nches’ sake.

29
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I would rather be on yonder shore,
Where thundering cannon loudly roar,—
I would rather be where bullets fly,
Than in false woman’s company.

So 1’1l bid adieu to all womankind ;
I'’ll sail the oeean round and round—
I’1l sail the sea until I die,

Although the waves run mountains high.

Now from a window-lattice high,
The lady she made this reply—
“ I pray, let reason take its place,
Before you do our sex disgrace.

“ Do hold your tongue, you cruel man,

For of your letters I ne’er got one !

If the fault be great, love, 'tis none of mine,
So don’t speak so harshly of womankind.”

CAPTAIN DEATH.

PERHAPS history does not afford a more remarkable instance. of
desperate courage than that shewn by the officers and crew of an Eng-
lish Privateer called ¢ The Terrible,” of 26 guns and 200 men, under
the command of Captain Death. On the 23d December 1757, he en-
gaged and made prize of a large French ship, the Grand Alexander, from
St. Maloes, after an obstinate battle, in which his brother and sixteen
seamen were killed. He directed his course for England with his prize
and forty men; but in a few days fell in, off St. Domingo, with the
Vengeance, a Privateer of 36 guns and 360 men, the Commander of
which ordered an attack on the prize, which was easily retaken. The
two ships then bore down upon the Terrible, the mainmast of which
was shot away by the first broadside. Notwithstanding this disaster,
the Terrible maintained such a furious engagement against both, as can -
hardly be paralleled in the annals of the British Navy. The French
Commander (Mons. Bourdas) and his second Lieutenant were killed,
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with two-thirds of the existing crew ; but the gallant Captain Death,
with the greater part of his officers and nearly his entire crew, having
met with the same fate, his ship was boarded by the enemy, who found
no more than twenty-six persons alive, sixteen of whom were mutilated
by the loss of a leg or an arm, and the other ten grievously wounded.
The ship itself lay a wreck upon the water, and presented a scene of
borror and desolation. The victorious vessel was so shattered that it
was scarcely able to tow the Terrible into St. Maloes.

This adventure was no sooner known in England than a subscription
was raised for the support of Death’s widow and the surviving portion
of the crew. ) ¢

There was a strange combination of names in connection with this
privateer, the Terrible. It was equipped at Execution Dock, commanded
by Captain Death. The appellation of his Lieutenant was Devil, and
the surgeon’s name was Ghost. Ritson, in the second volume of ‘“‘a
Select Collection of English Songs,” in three volumes, Lond. 1783, in
a footnote to a version of Captain Death, observes, that ‘‘this strange
circumstance, mentioned by some writers, seems entirely void of founda-
tion,” but he gives no authority for contradicting the received impression.
He states that the ballad was ‘¢ written, as ’tis said, by one of the sur-
viving crew.” There are some slight differences between his version
and the present. We also find a copy in *‘ Early Naval Ballads,” con-

tributed to the Percy Socisty by J. O. Halliwell, in which there are
some variations, evidently modemn.

Captain Weath.

THE muse with the hero’s brave deeds being fired,—
For similar views had their bosoms inspired ;—

For freedom they fought and for glory contend.

The muse o'er the hero still mourns as a friend;
Then oh! let the muse this poor tribute bequeath

To a true British hero, the brave Captain Death.

His ship was the Terrible, dreadful to see,

Each man was as gallantly brave as was he ;

Two hundred and more were his good complement,
But sure braver fellows to sea never went:

Each man had determined to spend his last breath
In fighting for Britain and brave Captain Death.
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A prize they had taken diminished their force,

But soon this good prize was lost on her course ;
When the French man-of-war and the Termble met,

A battle began with all horror beset.

No man was dismayed,—each as bold as Macbeth ;—
In fighting for Bntain and brave Captain Death.

Grenades, fire, and bullets were soon heard and felt,

A fight that the heart of Bellona would melt,

The rigging all torn, the decks filled with blood,

And scores of dead bodies were thrown in the flood ;—
The flood, from the time of old Noah and Seth,

Ne'er bore the fellow of brave Captain Death.

But at length the dread bullet came winged with fate,
Our brave Captain dropt, and soon after his mate ;
Each officer fell, and a carnage was seen,

That soon dyed the waves to crimson from green,
Then Neptune arose and pulled off his wreath,
Instructing a Triton to crown Captain Death.

Thus fell the strong Terrible, dreadfully bold,

But sixteen survivors the tale could unfold.

The French proved the victors, though much to their cost,
For many stout French were with Englishmen lost.

And thus said old Time, “since good Queen 'Lizabeth
We ne'er saw the fellow of bold Captain Death.”

PAUL JONES.

PAUL JONES, the terror of our coasts, was born near Kirkcudbright
in 1747. His real name was John Paul. His father was head gar-
dener to Lord Selkirk, and he was for a while one of the under gar-
deners. Having been dismissed Lord Selkirk’s service, he went to sea.
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Ere long he was appointed mate, and after several voyages to the West
Indies, became master of a vessel. When the rupture between Great
Britain and America took place, he being at Piscataway in New Eng-
land, enlisted under the Revolutionary flag, assuming the name of Paul
Jones. His daring disposition and his knowledge of the British coasts,
pointed him out as a fit leader in the marauding schemes then in agita-
tion. Towards the termination of 1777 he was actively employed, as
Commander, in fitting out the Ranger privateer, mounting eighteen guns,
and manned with a crew of one hundred and fifty men. In the course of
the winter he made two captures on the European side of the Atlantic,
both of which prizes he sent into a French port. In the month of April
following, he made his first appearance in his new capacity in the neigh-
bourhood of his native place, and proceeded to put in execution a plan
for burning and destroying the town and shipping of Whitehaven during
the night ; which was frustrated by one of the crew deserting, and arous-
ing the sleeping inhabitants. The alarm soon spread, the people mus.
tered in numbers just in time to assist in saving several of the ships from
fire. Jones then made the best of his way across the Solway Frith, and
by the dawn of moming entered the river Dee, which forms the harbour
of Kirkcudbright. At a short distance from St. Mary’s Isle, on which
stands the castle of Lord Selkirk, he dropped anchor. The Earl hap-
pened to be in London at the time, of which Paul Jones being informed,
he was preparing to depart again, his object having been to capture the
Earl and retain him as a hostage ; but his men had set out with a differ-
ent view—to retaliate on this country for the wrongs inflicted on America
by the English. A boat was sent ashore, and 2 body of armed men
landed and marched to the castle, which they surrounded. Lady Sel.
kirk, who was, with her children, alone resident, was summoned before
the two officers commanding the party, and in the politest manner re-
quested to yield up all her silver plate, with which they departed. This
family plate Paul Jones, some years afterwards, obtained by purchase
from the crew, and sent it from France to Lady Selkirk. Off the Irish
coast, Captain Burdon of the Drake, sloop-of-war of fourteen guns, hav-
ing mistaken the privateer for a merchantman, sent to impress some of
the crew—a mistake which resulted in his own death, as well as in that
of his Licutenant, and the capture of his vessel, which Jones conveyed to
Brest, deeming it prudent to be out of the way of danger from the alarm
his daring conduct had created. He sailed with a small squadron from
Port L’Orient in July 1779, and, after several successful captures off the
Eastern Coast of Scotland, with the intention of burning the shipping in
Leith harbour, and collecting tribute from the defenceless towns on the
coast of Fife, he cast anchor under the island of Inchkeith, nearly op-
posite to Kirkaldy, but next morning, in endeavouring to beat up for
Leith harbour, a violent storm from the westward which had arisen,

C
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speedily sent him and his squadron out of the Frith of Forth into the
German ocean.

The present ballad appears to have been written to record one of
Paul Jones’ most remarkable adventures, but of which the poet has
given a very garbled account, leading us to imagine that it had been
written at the time from flying rumours, and before authentic reports of
the action had reached this country. The true details are as follow =—
Cruising off Flamborough Head, Jones, on the 23d September, fell in
with a British convoy from the Baltic, under escort of his Majesty’s
ship, the Serapis of forty-four guns, conmanded by Captain Pearson, and
the Countess of Scarborough of twenty-two guns, commanded by
Captain Thomas Percy (a natural son of the Duke of Northumberland).
Paul Jones’ squadron consisted of ¢Old Richard” of forty guns, and
three hundred and seventy-five men ; the ‘¢ Alliance ” of forty guns, and
three hundred men ; the ‘‘ Pallas” of thirty-two guns, and two hundred
and seventy-five men; and the ‘‘ Vengeance,” an armed brig of twelve
guns and seventy men. The result was one of the most memorable
naval actions on record. The convoy took refuge under the guns of
Scarborough Castle, and the action commenced between the ‘‘Old
Richard” and the ‘‘ Serapis,” and was continued from half-past seven
o'clock till nearly midnight in a calm sea and by the light of the moon.
The *‘Richard,” being a comparatively weak vessel, grappled with the
‘¢ Serapis,” and Paul Jones, with his own hands, fastened the vessels to
each other. In this position they were desperately engaged for upwards
of two hours, during which time the ¢‘ Serapis” was on fire not less than
ten or twelve times in different parts. The other frigates kept sailing
round, raking fore and aft, killing or wounding almost every man on the
main and quarter decks of the ‘‘Serapis,” which, becoming in a most
disabled condition, was finally compelled to strike. After a short en-
gagement the ‘‘Countess of Scarborough” had surrendered to the
¢ Pallas.” The ¢ Old Richard” was abandoned, and she sunk next
day with a great number of the wounded on board. Paul Jones then
‘took command of the ‘‘Serapis” and sailed for the Texel, which he
reached in ten days. The honour of knighthood was conferred upon
Captain Pearson for his gallant conduct, and Captain Percy was elevated
"to the rank of Post Captain. The Royal Exchange Assurance Company,
for the protection afforded the rich convoy under their care, presented
the former with a piece of plate of the value of one hundred guineas,
and the latter with a similar present, worth fifty guineas. Paul Jones’
own narrative of the event gives this incident, which occurs in the ballad,
‘¢ A bullet having destroyed one of the pumps, the carpenter was seized
with a panic, and told the gunner and another petty officer that we were
sinking. Some one observed at the same time that both I and the
lieutenant were killed ; in consequence of which, the gunner, considering
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himself as commanding officer, ran instantly to the quarter-deck in order
to haul down the American colours, which he would have actually
hauled down, had not the flag-staff been carried away at the time the
*Richard ’ grappled with the ¢ Serapis.’ ”

During the early part of the year 1780 Paul Jones was in France, and
was there presented by his Majesty. with a sword, on which was this
motto: *‘ Vindicati maris Ludovicus XVI. remunerator strenuo vindici.”
The hilt was of gold, and the blade was emblazoned with the royal
arms, the attributes of war, and an emblematical representation of the
alliance between France and America. Towards the end of the year he
went to America, where Congress recognized his eminent services, and
shortly afterwards appointed him to the command of the ‘‘ America,” a
seventy-four gun ship. While upon an expedition to Jamaica, peace was
proclaimed, upon which he returned to Philadelphia, In 1783 he ob-
tained from France a large sum as prize-money, apparently upwards of
ten thousand pounds. In 1788 we find commodore Paul Jones in search
of active employment, tendering his services at Copenhagen to the Empress
of Russia, which were accepted, and it is understood that, as rear-
admiral in the Russian service, he commanded a squadron in the Euxine
or Black Sea against the Turks. After this he is said to have purchased
a small estate at Kentucky in Russia, and living in great splendour for
some time, died at Paris in the summer of 1801, at the age of §3. Some
twenty years afterwards, a frigate was despatched to France to receive
his remains, which were conveyed to America for re-interment. Other
accounts have it, that from some unexplained cause he became disgusted
with the service of her Imperial Majesty, and in 1790 was negotiating
with Kosciuszko, but that they never came to terms; that he in vain
solicited employment from France, and that he died in Paris in 1792 in
great poverty, Colonel Blackden raising a subscription to defray the ex-
penses of his funeral

We entirely agree with the Americans in their opinion that Paul was
one of the ablest naval commanders who have borne their flag. He was
the virtual founder of the United States navy, and was the first sea cap-
tain who compelled the British flag to strike to the stars and stripes.

In the ‘‘ North Countrie Garland,” a very scarce collection of ballads,
privately printed at Edinburgh in 1824, the impression having been
strictly limited to thirty copies, there is one of nine stanzas ‘‘ from Mr,
Pitcairn’s MS. collection,” bearing the title of ‘‘Paul Jones,” but not
especially referable to him. The editor says, ‘‘it was written down
from the recitation of an old lady, and was much sung in Edinburgh by
the populace on the occasion of Paul Jones making his appearance in
the Frith of Forth, also during the strenuous opposition to the Popish
bill. It was subsequently revived during the threatened invasion of
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Britain by Bonaparte.” It consists of a gossip, in alarm, running to ac-
quaint her cronies with the news :—

¢¢ Little do we see, but muckle do we hear,
The French and Americans are 2’ comin here ;
An’ we'll 2’ be murdered,
An’ we'll a’ be murdered,
An’ we'll 2’ be murdered,
Before the New Year!

‘¢ For dinna ye mind, on this very floor,
How we a’ reek’d out, an’ a’ to Shirramuir,
Wi’ stanes in our aprons,
Wi’ stanes in our aprons,
Wi’ stanes in our aprons,
An’ wrought skaith, I’m sure.”

J. Fenimore Cooper has endeavoured, but not very successfully, to
introduce him into a novel called the Pilot; and Allan Cunningham has
written a romance entitled Paul Jones, which has been dramatized by
Tom Dibdin, and frequently acted in minor theatres,

‘“ We learn,” says Charles Kirkpatrick Sharp, in his curious notes to
Stenhouse’s Illustrations, ‘‘from the Gallovidian Encyclopedia, that the
song of Paul Jones, formerly so popular, was composed by one Hack-
ston, who petitioned King George the Third for the office of laureate,
subscribing himself poet and private English teacher, parish of Borgue.
Paul Jones hath of late times burst forth as an historical hero, and a
knight of romance.”

Our attention has just been directed to a book in 2 vols,, Lond. 1843,
12mo, entitled ‘‘Memoirs of Paul Jones, late Rear-Admiral in the
Russian Service, Chevalier of the Military Order of Merit, and of the
Russian Order of St. Anne, &c., & Now first compiled from his
original Journals and Correspondence: including an account of his
services under Prince Potemkin, prepared for publication by himself.”
From the preface we learn that several years since a life of Paul Jones
appeared in America, compiled by Mr. Sherburne, Register of the Navy
of the United States. An abridgement of the same work was reprinted
in London by Mr. Murray. Mr. Sherburne is said to have possessed
no adequate materials for his work, as Paul Jones’ papers, with his
other property, were left, ‘‘by his will, dated at Paris on the day of his
death, to his sisters in Scotland and their children.” His papers by
inheritance became the property of his niece, Miss Taylor of Dumfries,
“ They consist of several bound folio volumes of private and official
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letters and documents, as well as writings of a miscellaneous kind.”
“The Journal of the Campaign of 1788 against the Turks, forms of
itself a thick volume. This Journal was drawn up by Paul Jones for the
perusal of the Empress Catherine IL ; and was intended for publication
if the Russian government failed to do him justice. He felt that it
totally failed ; but death anticipated his long-contemplated purpose.”

From these Memoirs it appears that Paul Jones died in 1792, but by
no means without property. It is stated that as a boy he did not run
away to sea, but went by the consent of his parents, and that altogether
he was a better man than the common records and reports give him
credit for.

Having been charged by the United States with a mission to the court
of Denmark, and having a letter to deliver personally to Louis XVI.,
he went to France in Nov. 1787. Recommended by Mr. Jefferson, the
ambassador at Paris of the United States, to the notice of the Russian
government, after visiting Denmark, he proceeded to St. Petersburg,
where he remained a fortnight, and was ‘‘feasted at court and in the
first society.” ¢ The Empress,” he writes to La Fayette, ‘‘received me
with a distinction the most flattering that perhaps any stranger can boast
of on entering the Russian service. Her Majesty conferred on me im-
mediately the grade of Rear-AdmiralL.” He was sent to command the
fleet against the Turks in the Black Sea, and received the order of St
Anne in recognition of his gallantry. A dispute with the Prince of
Nassau, who had been allowed to hoist the flag of Vice-Admiral on the
taking of Oczakow, and who had usurped much of the merit due to
Jones, eventually led to the dismissal of Paul Jones before the campaign
was ended. *“‘ The Prince Marshall [Potemkin] wished to establish a
permanent line of blockade in the road, by placing frigates there.” He
wrote to Jones rather peremptorily on the subject. To which Jones
replied, ‘‘ A warrior is always ready, and I have not come here as an
apprentice.” He finally lost the favour of the Empress by an accusa-
tion brought against him of a criminal assault on a girl of twelve years of
age. Although he finally established his innocence, the Empress, with
that ultra sense of moral rectitude for which she was so remarkable,
could not with propriety again countenance a man whom the breath of
calumny had tainted. So, after having made the acquaintance of Kos-
cusko at Warsaw, after sojourning some months at Amsterdam, and
paying a flying visit to England, he returned to France once more. It
does not seem that he acquired any property in Russia.

Jones appears to have been a pretty general admirer of the fair sex,
and to have occasionally indulged in poetical epistles to those he courted
for the nonce, while the ladies, of Paris more especially, seem to have
been deeply enamoured of him. Among his papers are several *‘irresis-
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tible love-letters” addressed to him by a lady who chose to shelter herself
under the appellation of Delia. They date from about 1780.

There is a kitcat portrait of Paul Jones in mezzotinto, after C. J.
Nolle, “‘printed for R. Wilkinson, at 58 Cornhill.” He appears amid
fire and smoke on the deck of a shattered vessel, with a cutlass in his
hand, and innumerable pistols in his belt. He wears a cocked hat, and a
tight-fitting jacket with lapells,

Paul Jones the Pivate,

A noble fine frigate called Percy by name,

Mounted guns forty-four, out of L'Orient they came
For to cruise in the channel of old England’s fame,
With their brave commodore, Paul Jones was his name.
We had not cruiséd above days two or three,

Than a man from a mast-head a sail he did see;

A sail he did see, being a large forty-four :

Her convoy stood in for the old Yorkshire shore.

At length the proud Richards came up along side,

With a long speaking trumpet “from whence come?” he cried,
“ Come answer me quickly, I have hailed you before,

Or else a broadside I will in to you pour.”

We received the broadside from the proud Englishmen,
But soon our brave Yankies returned it again,
Broadside for broadside,—five glasses we run

When the undaunted flag of the Richards came down.

Our gunner being frightened, to Paul Jones he came,
Saying,  our ship’s making water, and is likewise in flame;”
Paul Jones, with a smile to the gunner replied,

“If we can do no better we will sink alongside.”

Now, my brave boys, we have taken a prize,

A large forty-four, with a twenty likewise ;

With twenty-five merchantmen loaded with store,
So we'll alter our course to the American shore.

- —— —— ——
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A NEW SONG ON THE FRENCH SQUADRON,
THAT APPEARED IN THE FRITH OF FORTH, ON FRIDAY THE
I17TH OF SEPTEMBER 1779.

THIs song is from a chap book, entitled, ‘‘Three excellent New
Songs; 1. The Americans in Tears since Collier’s Victory; 2. A New
Song on a French Fleet having appeared in the Frith of Forth; 3. The
Quaker’s Courtship. Entered according to order.” Circa 1782. It
bears reference to Paul Jones' appearance in the Frith of Forth, just
mentioned, and evidences the fact, that three years after the event, there
was a question and doubt as to who had been the mysterious visitants
that had purposed invading our shores.

The inhabitants of the ‘‘lang town of Kirkcaldy” were dreadfully
alarmed at the prospect of an invasion, the more so, if the invaders
numbered among them the redoubtable Paul Jones, who was looked
upon as a species of sea monster, devouring or destroying everything
that came in his way. The people all flocked to the shore to take their
observations, dreading the worst consequences. There was an old
Presbyterian minister in the place,—a very pious and simple-minded old
man, but somewhat eccentric in his mode of preaching, and especially
in his appeals to the Deity, whom he would address in most familiar
terms. This reverend gentleman was soon seen making his way
through the crowd, hugging an old black arm chair which, although
the tide was flowing, he placed at low-water mark, and coolly seated
himself. Almost out of breath and in an angry tone of voice, lifting his
eyes heavenward he thus began: ‘Now, 'deed, Lord, dinna ye think
it’s a shame for ye to send this vile pireet to rub our folk o' Kirkcaldy?
for ye ken they're a’ puir enough already, an’ hae naething to spare.
They’re a’ gaily guid, an’ it wad be a peety to serve them in sic a wey.
The wey the wun’ blaws, he'll be here in a crack, an’ wha kens what he
may do? He's no ower guid for onything. Muckle’s the mischief he
bas dune already. Ony pecket gear they hae gathered thegither, he
will gang wi’ the hale o't ; may burn their hoozes, tak’ their verra claes,
an’ tirl them to the sark; an’ waes me! wha kens but the bluidy villain
mightna tak’ their lives. The puir weemen are a’ frichtened oot o’
their wuts, an’ the bairns skirlin’ after them. I canna thole’t! I canna
thole't. 1 hae been lang a faithfu’ servant to ye, Laird; but gin ye
dinna turn the wun aboot, and blaw the scoonrel oot o’ oor gait, I'll no
stir a fit, but’ll juist sit here till the tide comes an’ droons me. Sae tak’
yer wull 0’t.” About the time of the honest clergyman’s supplication,
the wind changed about and the storm arose, which caused the suspici-
ous looking fleet to be driven perforce into the German Ocean. In the
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minds of the common people he of course got credit for a successful
intercession, and his female worshippers became fully assured that,
through him, access to brighter regions was easily attainable. The old

gentleman himself actually believed that his suicidal threat had not gone
without its value.

The name of this worthy and much-respected old gentleman was
Shirra. So terror-stricken were the inhabitants of the kingdom of Fife
by the appearance of these strange vessels, that the men of Pathhead had
fires lighted on the adjoining heights, and kept watch and ward by day
and night for a considerable time after the alarm had died away. The
‘¢ Sir John,” to whom allusion is made in the sixth stanza, was probably
Sir John Halket, Bart. of Pitferran, previously Sir John Wedderburn,
who about this time was possessed of the estate of Gosford, which at a
subsequent date he transferred to his younger brother. Gosford in East
Lothian is on the frith, almost immediately opposite to Wemyss Castle.

The words of this ‘“ New Song” have doubtlessly been arranged to
suit the tune of ‘‘ Donald M ‘Craw.”

The French Squadron.

The French in this war,
Designed for Dunbar,
To plunder the great Provost Faa, man.
The town was in steir,
They trembl’'d with ferr,
Old wives they were greeting an’ 2’, man.

CHORUS.

So ke ran and she ran,
And she ran and he ran,
They frighter’d both great and sma’, man.
If the French they come o'er
70 our unguarded shore,
They'll burn an’ plunder us a’, man.

Upon Berwick sands
Were thousands to land,
To plunder both great an’ sma’, man.
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The people for fear,
Had packed up their gear,
Cry'd, the French dogs will worry us a’, man.
So ke ran, &c.

To Haddington bent,
For Dragoons they sent;
They mounted their horse and awa’, man.
And when they came there
They loudly did swear,

41

They'd slaughter the French with their pa’, man.

So ke ran, &c.

But, in spite of their teeth,
They came to Inchkeith,
As the folk in Edinburgh saw, man ;
They bred such a steer
Round about the Leith pier,
They thought they would burn them a’, man.
So ke ran, &ec.

Some swore by their saul !
*T'was plunderning Jack Paul;
"The greatest rogue that ever you saw, man.
And on the Fife shore,
They heard the guns roar;
They were near to Wemyss Castle and a’, man.
So ke ran, .

Sir John sent to see
What ships they could be,
With a boat, a pilot, and a’, man.
But instead of tea,
Some powder did gi'e;;
And the pilot they took awa’, man.
So ke ran, &ec,
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Oh! such preparation
Was ne'er seen in our nation ;
The men they got broadswords, and a’, man.
I laugh’d at the fun,
With their old rusty guns,
They look’d as they were to shoot craws, man.
So ke ran, &rc.

Then from Edinburgh toun
The cannon came doun,

They placed them a’ in a ra’, man;
Such battering before,
Placed on a shore,

In my life before I ne’er saw, man.
So ke ran, &c.

They’d great packs of woo,
Their cannon were few;
But were to slaughter down a’, man.
The French took a fright,
Got off in the night,
They hoisted their sails and awa’, man.
So ke ran, &ec.

Some say they were Dens,
Other folk say Frenchmen,
While many say Smugglers and a’, man ;
But if I tell aright,
For a’ our great fright,
Ne'er a Frenchman was e’er there at a’, man.
So ke ran, &ec.

THE GOULDEN VANITIE.

THIS "song, with the music, occurs in Mrs. Gordon’s Memoir of
Christopher North.—Cr. 8vo, 1862, vol. ii. p. 317;—and, as it was held
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in much estimation by the accomplished professor, we do not think our
readers will be displeased to find that we have given it a place in this
Collection. It was sung some twenty years ago at a convivial meeting
at Lord Robertson’s by Mr. P. S. Fraser, a gentleman justly held in
much esteem by his fellow citizens of Edinburgh. On this occasion, the
late J. G. Lockhart and Professor Wilson were of the party, and it
made such an impression on the latter, that it haunted him during the
night, and to his surprise he awoke next morning singing it. Lord
Robertson was equally fascinated, and on the conclusion of the song,
turned to Lockhart and said, ‘¢ You Spanish ballad-monger, if you could
produce anything like that, you would soon ding them a'.” For its
antiquity we cannot say anything. All we do know is, that it was orally
transmitted to the gentleman who sang it, and that, according to his
belief, it is upwards of a century old.

THERE was a gallant ship,
And a gallant ship was she,

Eck iddle dee, and the Lowlands low.
And she was called ‘ The Goulden Vanitie,”

As she sailed to the Lowlands low.

She had not sailed a league,

A league but only three,
Eck, &c.,

When she came up with a French Gallee,
As she sailed, &c.

Out spoke the little cabin-boy,

Out spoke he,
Eck, &c.;

“ What will you give me if I sink that French Gallee?
As ye sail,” &c.

Out spoke the Captain,

Out spoke he,
Eck, &c.,

“We'll gi'e ye an estate in the north countrie,”
As we sail, &c.
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“Then row me up ticht

In a black bull’s skin,
Eck, &c.,

And throw me o'er deck-buird, sink I or swim,
As ye sail,” &c.

So they’ve rowed him up ticht '

In a black bull’s skin:
Eck, &c.

And have thrown him o’er deck-buird, sink he or soom,
As they sail, &c.

About and about,

And about went he,
Eck, &c.

Until he came up with the French Gallee,
As they sailed, &c.

Oh! some were playing cards,
And some were playing dice:
Eck, &c.
When he took out an instrument, bored thirty holes at
twice !
As they sailed, &c.

Then some they ran with cloaks,

And some they ran with caps,
Eck, &c.,

To try if they could stap the saut-water draps,
As they sailed, &c.

About and about,

And about went he,
Eck, &c.

Until he cam back to the Goulden Vanitie,
As they sailed, &c.
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“ Now throw me o'er a rope,

And pu’ me up on buird ;
Eck, &c.

And prove unto me as guid as your word ;
As ye sail,” &c.

“We'll no throw you o’er a rope,

Nor pu’ you up on buird :
Eck, &c.

Nor prove unto you as guid as our word.”
As we sail, &c.

Out spoke the little cabin-boy,

Out spoke he,
Eck, &c.

“Then hang me, I'll sink ye as I sunk the French Gallee,
As ye sail,” &c.

But they’ve thrown him o’er a rope,

And have pu’d him up on buird,
Eck, &c.

And have proved unto him far better than their word :
As they sailed, &c.

SGolden Vanitp, ov the Lot Lands Lo,

THE second version of this ballad, now given, is from the collection
which forms the text book of this our *‘ Popular Minstrelsy.” It bears
the imprint of ‘¢ Pitts, Printer, Toy and Marble Warehouse, 6 Great St.
Andrew Street, 7 Dials.” The precise locality of the Low Lands Low
may be assumed to be either in the river Elbe, somewhere between its
mouth and the city of Hamburgh, or off the coast of South Holland, at
some spot where the tide between the mainland and some opposite island
or sandbank subsides in the same manner as between Holy Island and
the coast of Northumberland, where, with exception of a rapid flowing
stream, called, by the way, The Low, the island is connected with the
mainland once in every twelve hours.
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I HAVE a ship in the North Countrie,

And she goes by the name of the Golden Vanity ;

I’'m afraid she will be taken by some Turkish gallee,
As she sails on the Low Lands Low.

Then up starts our little cabin boy,
Saying, ¢ Master, what will you give me if I do them destroy?”
“I will give you gold, I will give you store ;
You shall have my daughter when I return on shore,
If you sink them in the Low Lands Low.”

The boy bent his breast, and away he jumpt in ;
He swam till he came to this Turkish galleon,
As she laid on the Low Lands Low.

The boy he had an auger to bore holes two at twice;
While some were playing cards, and some were playing dice,
He let the water in, and it dazzled in their eyes,

And he sunk them in the Low Lands Low.

The boy he bent his breast, and away he swam back again,
Saying, “ Master, take me up, or I shall be slain,
For I have sunk them in the Low Lands Low.”

“I'll not take you up,” the master he cried,—
“I’ll not take you up,” the master replied ;
“T will kill you, I will shoot you, I will send you with the
tide ;
I will sink you in the Low Lands Low.”

The boy he swam round all by the starboard side ;

They laid him on the deck, and it’s there he soon died :

Then they sewed him up in an old cow’s hide,

And they threw him overboard to go down with the tide,
And they sunk him in the Low Lands Low.
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CAPTAIN GLEN'S UNHAPPY VOYAGE TO
NEW BARBARY.

THIS *“ unhappy voyage” has been reprinted from a broadside cisea
1815, and collated with a copy bearing date 1794. A copy is among the
Roxburghe Ballads, with a conjectured date. There is no reason to
believe otherwise than that the story is a mere fiction. At all events, no
trace has as yet been found of even the existence of a Captain Glen,

The ballad is illustrative of the superstitions of seamen, whose firm
belief in the supernatural is pretty general. The late Mr. O. Smith, the
eminent actor, who has never been rivalled in melodramatic ruffians and
stage demons, was in his youth in the merchant service. On one occa-
sion, some years ago, he related in my presence this story. When the
vessel to which he belonged was lying off the coast of Africa, the mate
went ashore to remain all night Mr. Smith took possession of this
man’s cot, it being more comfortable than his own, and as the bright
moonlight streamed down through the hatchway he felt little inclination
to sleep. By and by a figure appeared between him and the light. He
averred that he then distinctly saw at the hatchway what he supposed to
be the mate returned. This gave him no concern, for the mate was a
person he was in the habit of constantly seeing, so he turned on.his side
and fell asleep. Next morning news arrived that at the particular time
the appearance or apparition had been seen by him, the mate had been
murdered by the natives. Mr. Smith was seriously under the impression
that he had seen the tenant of another world; and, like Sir Walter Scott,
his belief in ghosts remained unshaken to the last.

The superstition of the elements being quieted by the captain being
pitched overboard, is older than the days of Jonah.

It were needless here to particularize all the ‘““authenticated” accounts

of the appearance of apparitions to living persons. Those who are curi-
ous in such matters, are referred to Hogg’s Wonderful Magazine, § vols.

8va., 1793-4, and to the *‘ Terrific Register,” 2 vols. 8vo., 1824

Captain Glen’'s UAnhappy Vopage to
Petv Bavbary,

THERE was a ship, and a ship of fame,
Launched off the stocks, bound to the main,
With an hundred and fifty brisk young men,
Well picked and chosen every one.
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William Glen was our captain’s name ;
He was a brisk and tall young man,
As bold a sailor as e’er went to sea,
And he was bound for New Barbary.

The first of April we did set sail,

Blest with a sweet and pleasant gale,
For we were bound for New Barbary,
With all our whole ship’s company.*
One night the captain he did dream,
There came a voice which said to him :
‘ Prepare you and your company,
To-morrow night you'll lodge with me.”

This waked the captain in a fright,
Being the third watch of the night,
Then for his boatswain he did call,
And told to him his secrets all.

“ When I in England did remain,

The holy Sabbath I did profane ;

In drunkenness I took delight,

Which doth my trembling soul affright.

“ There’s one thing more I've to rehearse,
Which I shall mention in this verse :

® In the edition of 1794 this stanza occurs here:

We had not sailed a day but two,
Till all our whole ship’s jovial crew,
They all fell sick but sixty-three,
As we went to New Barbary.

The music of this ballad will be found in the appendix to Motherwell's
Minstrelsy, where this stanza only is quoted, with the difference of
‘““league” in the first line for ‘“day.” *¢This common stall ballad,” he

remarks, ‘¢is generally sung to the tune now given.” Glasgow, 1827. 4to.
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A squire I slew in Staffordshire,
All for the sake of a lady dear.

“ Now, 'tis his ghost, I am afraid,
That hath to me such terror made ;
Although the king hath pardoned me,

He’s daily in my company.”

“ O worthy captain, since ’tis so,
No mortal of it e’er shall know ;
So keep your secret in your breast,
And pray to God to give you rest.”

They had not sailed a league but three,
Till raging grew the roaring sea ;

There rose a tempest in the skies,

Which filled our hearts with great surprise.

Our main-mast sprung by break of day,
Which made our rigging all give way ;
This did our seamen sore affright.

The terrors of that fatal night !

Up then spoke our fore-mast man,

As he did by the fore-mast stand,—
He cried, “ Have mercy on my soul |"”
Then to the bottom he did fall.

The sea did wash both fore and aft,

Till scarce one sail on board was left ;
Our yards were split, and our rigging tore :
The like was never seen before.

The boatswain then he did declare

The captain was 2 murderer,

Which did enrage the whole ship’s crew:
Our captain overboard we threw.

D
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Our treacherous captain being gone,
Immediately there was a calm ;

The winds did cease, and the raging sea,
As we went to New Barbary.

Now when we came to the Spanish shore,
Our goodly ship for to repair,

The people were amazed to see

Our dismal case and misery.

" But when our ship we did repair,

To fair England our course did steer;
And when we came to London town,
Our dismal case was then made known.

Now many wives their husbands lost,
Which they lamented to their cost,
And caused them to weep bitterly,
These tidings from New Barbary.

A hundred and fifty brisk young men,
Did to our goodly ship belong ;

Of all our whole ship’s company,

Our number was but seventy-three.

Now seamen all, where’er you be,

I pray a warning take by me;

As you love your life, still have a care
That you never sail with a murderer.

"Tis never more I do intend

For to cross o'er the raging main ;
But I'll live. in peace in my own country,—
And so I end my Tragedy.
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@0 High, Go Lotv,

From the Dairymaid, or Vocal Miscellany. Being a Collection of
Choice Songs, Scotch and English. Edin. 1784, 12mo.

In Dibdin’s Comic Opera of the Seraglio, produced at Covent Garden
theatre in 1776, there is a song of similar rhythm. Itcommences thus :—

¢¢ Blow high ! blow low! let tempest tear
The mainmast by the board,” &c.

It is said, by the editor of the collected edition of Dibdin’s songs, to
have been written at sea during an excursion in a yacht, which stress of
weather had prevented from regaining its haven for thirteen hours. It
is a matter of doubt which of the two songs was first written.

Go high, go low, in every state
The sailor’s heart is true ;
In adverse or in prosperous fate
He joins the crew.
Then toiling early, watching late,
Defends his king and country’s cause,
In hopes to be,
When come from sea,
Cheered with applause.—
At home, when shouts his welcome crown,
His wife’s the liveliest of the throng,
Or, when care sinks his spirits down,
Her endearing smile
Rewards his toil,
And greets his favourite song.
So when the nuptial knot is tyed,
Each morn you'll hail my blooming bride,
And gladly share my heart’s content ;
A boon that kindly Heaven has sent.
T'll grasp the hand that made her mine,
To social scenes the hours resign,
While all the wonted strain shall join.
Go high, go low, in every state,
The sailor’s heart is true ;
In adverse or in prosperous fate,
What's right he'll do.
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JACKY TAR.

THIS song may in all probability date some time between 1780 and
1790, cotemporaneously with the very popular Naval Lyrics of
Charles Dibdin. The air to which it has been sung is the well-known
dance tune known as the Sailor’s Hornpipe, which, it is believed, was
danced long before the tune was rendered vocal. Homnpipes are of very
ancient date. They appear to have been the peasants’ dance, not only in
many of the provincial towns of England, but in Holland, and were
usually danced in wooden shoes. The instrument which discoursed the
music was a rude pipe, as the name sufficiently indicates. In the time
of Queen Elizabeth they appear to have been danced with partners, and
not as a single dance. Spenser refers to this :

¢¢ A lusty tabrere,
That to thee many a hompipe play'd,
Whereto they dancen eack with kis own maid.”

Ben Jonson also refers to the hornpipe as a general dance:

‘¢ Let all the quicksilver i’ the mine
Run to the feet veins, and refine
Your firkum jerkum to a dance
Shall fetch the fiddlers out of France,
To wonder at the hompipes here
Of Nottingham and Derbyshire.”

In the Tatler we find it spoken of as a single dance: ‘‘Florinda
danced the Derbyshire hornpipe in the presence of several friends.”

There are two very ancient ballads in MS. in the Public Library of
the University of Cambridge—one entitled the *‘ Tale of a Basyn,” the
other ¢ The Frere and the Boy,” which were printed, in a limited impres-
sion, small 4to, by Mr. Pickering in 1836, under the able editorial care
of Mr. Thomas Wright. These ballads had previously attracted the atten-
tion of Ritson and of the Rev. Mr. Hartshorne, the latter having intro-
duced the Tale of a Basin into his Early Metrical Tales, while Ritson
has taken under his wing in his ‘‘ Pieces of Ancient Popular Poetry”
the Friar and the Boy, which he had adopted from a copy printed by
Wynkyn de Worde. Mr. Wright is of opinion that the Tale of a Basin
was written in the earlier part of the fourteenth century, and the Friar
and the Boy during the reign of Henry VI. 1In both ballads, the heroes,
who are boys, use a pipe, such as shepherds use, with marvellous effect,
those who hear it being incapable of restraining themselves from dancing.

- - -
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In the Friar and the Boy, the Friar is by this means compelled to dance
a hompipe solo:

*‘ The ffreyre ynto the bosches went,
Up the berde ffor to hent
Hem thowt het was well doyn :
The boy cast awey hes bowe,
Wheytley anon, as I trowe,
And toke his pype anon.

As sone as the ffreyre the pype herde,
As a mad man he ferd,

He began to lepe and dans abowth.
Among the buschys smale and gret
The fireyre ffast gan lepe.

¢ e * @ s »
At the last the ffreyre leffyd op hys honde,
A seyd, y haffe dansed here all to lange,

I prey the holde the stell.”

The story of a pipe possessed of similar qualities obtains among
the peasantry of Germany, and has been noticed in the valuable collec-
tion of Kinder-und Haus-Marchen of the Grimms. It is also found in
more northern climes under the title of ‘ Herrauds ok Bosa Saga.”

In none of the older treatises of dancing or of music does any descrip-
tion or even mention of the hornpipe occur. The only dance chronicled
which at all seems to resemble it, is the ‘‘Musette” referred to by
Monsieur Noverre in his works, 3 vols., 8vo, 1782. It is danced by the
country people on the Continent at their merry meetings to the music of
an instrument so named, bearing some affinity to the bagpipe. There
is the music of ‘“a new Homnpipe,” in a small oblong quarto book,
‘“‘sold by Henry Playford, near the Temple Church, 1688,” called ¢‘the
Division-Violin: containing a collection of Divisions upon several
grounds for the Treble-Violin. Being the first music of this kind made
publick.”

Nancy Dawson, the friend of Ned Shuter, obtained much celebrity as
a hornpipe dancer. She died at Hampstead 27th May 1767.

FJackp Tay,

WHEN Jack had pull'd the oar, and the boat was gone,
And the lassie on the shore with her head hanging down ;
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The tears stood in her eyes, and her bosom heaving sighs,
Farewell, my dear, she cries, with your trousers on.
Farewell, said he, I go to sea, and you must stay behind ;
But do not grieve, for while I live I ever will be kind,

And when I come to land, you will meet me on the strand,
And welcome Jacky Tar with his trousers on.

Now peace is proclaim'd, and the wars are all O'er,

The fleets they are moor'd, and the sailors come ashore ;

Now you may see her stand, with her glass into her hand,

To welcome Jack to land with his trousers on.

While up on high she caught his eye, with all her lovely charms,

Her face he knew, and straight he flew, and caught her in
his arms ;

Her hand he kindly press’d, as he held her round the waist,

And he kiss'd the bonnie lassie with his trousers on.

“ (O Jack | where have you been since you went from me ?

And what have you seen upon the raging sea ?

I mourned for your sake, while my heart was like to break,

For I thought I'd ne'er see Jack with his trousers on.

And while you stay'd, I sighed and pray’d to Neptune and
to Mars,

That they'd prove kind, and safely send you home from the
wars ;

And now to my request they have been pleased to list,

And sent you to my breast with your trousers on.”

“I’ve sailed the seas for you to the Torrid Zone,

From the confines of Peru to Van Dieman’s Land,

From the Bay of Baltimore to the coast of Labrador,

But now I’m safe on shore with my trousers on.

I'’ve beat the storms in many forms upon the raging main,

I’ve fought the foes with deadly blows, and many a hero
slain :

I've heard the cannons roar, I’ve rolled in blood and gore,

But now I'm safe on shore with my trousers on.
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T have been aloft when the winds have blown,

And I 've been aloft when the bombs were thrown ;

But like a sailor bold, I am now come from the hold,

With my pockets full of gold, and my trousers on.

And now no more from shore to shore I'll plough the raging
scas,

But free from strife, as man and wife, we'll live in peace and
mse’”

To the church this couple hied, and the priest the knot has
tied,

And the saijor kiss'd the bride with his trousers on.

The Forvecastle Sailor;

OR, THE GUARDIAN FRIGATE.

THIS *‘new song ” is from a broadside of apparently 1788. It bears
no imprint.
THE wind blew a blast from the northward,
When we steered from the Cape of Good Hope,
The skies looked quite pitchy and wayward,
And the sea o’er our weather-bow broke ;
The boatswain piped all hands to bale her,
And I came down the backstay so glib,
For I am a forecastle sailor,
You may see by the cut of my jib.

“ Start my timbers !” cries Ned Junk of Dover,
Plump to me as I landed on deck,

“ With us it will soon be all over,

For the Guardian must quick go to wreck.”

“ Well! well, we sha'n’t live to bewail her,”
Cried I, and I pelted his rib,

“ Come, work like a forecastle sailor,—

An’ I don’t, the gale shiver my jib.”
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We were running at nine knots an hour,
When but two leagues to leeward we spled
An island of ice hke a tower,

And on it our ship swiftly hied.

But now ’twas no use for to bail her,

The water gained on her so glib ;

So each, hke a true-hearted sailor,

Waited fate for to shiver his jib.

Some took to the boat, d’ye mind me,
Whilst some on the vessel’s deck stood ;
Cned I, “ May ¢ Old Davy Jones’ take me,
If 1 sail from my captain so good.”

Now providence help’d us to bale her,
And we managed to patch up her nb:

Safe arrived 1s each true-hearted sailor,

To rig up his weather-beat jib.

Lament fov the Logs of the ShHip Union.

IN another copy of this piece which we have stumbled upon, the title
is ¢“J. G.'s Lament for the Loss of the Ship Union.” Who J. G. was
must, we fear, remain a matter of question, unless his ‘‘ charming lovely
Ann,” to whom he betook himself, be still alive, and will disclose the
secret. Instead of J. G. lamenting, he appears to have rather rejoiced
that the expedition to America was prevented in favour of more halcyon
days down “‘ by the river Bann.”

There is no imprint attached to either of the copies.

WHEN I was young and in my prime,
The seas I had to rove ;

My friends together did combine
To part me from my love.

To Belfast town they me conveyed,
And without more delay

)
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In the Union my passage paid,
Bound for America.

"Twas on 14th day of May,
From Belfast we did set sail ;
And down the Loch we bore away,
With a sweet and pleasant gale.

Now farewell to the shamrock shore,
And bonny banks of Bann,

And the sweet girl I do adore—
My charming lovely Ann.

For St. Andrews we were bound
Our course now for to steer;
From Erin’s shore away we bore,

Thinking no danger near.

At ten o’clock on the third night
We got a dreadful shock :

Our ship she dashed with all her might
Against an unknown rock.

‘Then our hard fate for to lament
It’s now we did begin ;

In discontent some hours we spent
At South-east of Rathlane.

It’s overboard our stores we threw,
Our cargo to the waves ;

Numbers to the shrouds then flew,
Their precious lives to save.

The raging sea ran mountains high,
And dismal were the skies ;

No light or land could we espy,
And horrid were the cries.
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It’s there we lay till break of day,—
Describe our state who can?

Then to myself these words did say,
“ Adieu, sweet lovely Ann.”

Soon as we got a glimpse of light,
Our boats we did employ ;

Towards the shore we took our flight,
Our hearts did leap with joy.

Providence to us proved kind,—
His name we do adore ;

There 's not a soul was left behind,
We all got safe to shore.

Now, farewell to America,
And the rocks of Rathlane ;

No more I'll from my country stray,
To cross the raging main.

I'll go and see my bonny lass,
Down by the river Bann ;

And all my days with her I'll pass,
My charming lovely Ann.

DEATH OF PARKER

THIs ballad is contemporaneous with the event which it records.
bears the imprint of Oxlade, Printer, Portsea. Richard Parker, the
subject of it, was a prominent personage at the mutiny at the Nore.

On the 15th April 1797, when Admiral Bridport, commanding the line-
of-battle ships at Portsmouth and Spithead, ordered the signal for the
fleet to prepare for sea, to the astonishment of all the officers, the men,
by a previously concerted agreement, refused to lift an anchor until they
obtained a redress of their grievances, petitions from all the ships having
two months before been sent to Lord Howe, and no reply having been
elicited. Two men from the crew of each ship were named as dele-

It
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gates, and they selected Lord Howe's cabin as a place for their delibera-
tions. Every man in the fleet having been sworn to support the cause
in which he had embarked, all those officers who had given offence to
any of them were turned out of the fleet. The Lords of the Admiralty
endeavoured for some days, but ineffectually, to reduce the men to obedi-
ence, but the delegates informed them that nothing could be agreed to
unless under the sanction of Parliament and guaranteed by the King’s
proclamation. The grievances complained of ought in justice to have
been earlier investigated and redressed, but real grievances were then as
now passed over, while imaginary ones are ever seized upon by weak
ministers as affording them the means of retaining their places. By the
aid of Lord Bridport, whom the men styled their ‘‘Father” and
*‘ Friend,” redress was obtained as well as his Majesty’s pardon for the
offenders. What the men chiefly complained of was, that the wages
they were paid were at the rate settled by an act passed in the reign of
King Charles II., ‘‘ when the necessaries of life, and slops of every de-
nomination were at least thirty per cent. cheaper,” and they wished such
amendments made as would enable them ‘‘and their families to live in
the same comfortable manner as seamen and mariners did at that time.”
Their provisions also they wished to be of better quality and weight, and
they grievously complained of the want of vegetables on board, while
these could be procured at the several ports at which they touched.
They called attention to the manner in which the sick were attended,
and requested ‘‘that they may have the use of such necessaries as are
allowed for them in time of their sickness, and that these necessaries be
not on any account embezzled.” They farther desired to be ‘‘ granted
an opportunity to taste the sweets of liberty on shore, when in any har-
bour ; and when we have completed the duty of our ships after our return
from sea.” This liberty to be limited. Their next request was, ‘‘that
if any man is wounded in action, his pay be continued until he is cured
and discharged.” And finally they asked for a small augmentation of
the pensions from Greenwich College.

From the concessions made it was now thought that order would
ensue, but in the beginning of May the sailors at Portsmouth, thinking
that Government did not intend to keep faith with them, came ashore and
committed every kind of excess. Shortly afterwards the fleet at Sheerness
began to exhibit symptoms of discontent, and the ships then there were
taken possession of by the mutineers, and compelled to drop down to
the Great Nore. Sheerness was visited every day by the delegates, who,
sfter bholding a conference, paraded the streets and ramparts of the
garrison. At the head of these men marched Richard Parker, who was
regarded as the admiral of their fleet, no officer having any command or
authority whatever. Parker was descended from a respectable family in
Exeter, Devon. He received a good education, was bred in the navy,
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and about the conclusion of the American war, was an acting lieutenant
in one of his Majesty’s ships. Coming into possession of a considerable
sum of money, he married the daughter of a farmer in Aberdeenshire,
and with her obtained some property. Being for a while out of employ-
ment, he not only spent his money, but became involved in debt, which
caused his incarceration in the jail of Edinburgh. The counties were
raising seamen for the navy, and Parker volunteered for Perthshire,
Upon paying a portion of his bounty to the incarcerating creditor, he
was released from prison, and being put on board the tender then in
Leith Roads was conveyed, with many others, to the Nore. Captain
Watson, who commanded the tender, took notice of Parker for his
activity and polite address.

Lords Spencer, Arden, and others, members of the Board of Admiralty,
met the delegates and told them the seamen at Sheerness should have
every indulgence that had been granted to the men at Portsmouth. The
seamen, through Parker, said they had other grounds of complaint, and
presented a list of eight items, the first and principal of which was the
unequal distribution of prize money. The Lords Commissioners in-
formed the delegates that they of themselves could do nothing, and on
their return to London to report at head-quarters, the mutineers committed
acts of plunder and piracy. The delegates then intimated that in order
to bring matters to a crisis, they intended to block up the Thames,
which they proceeded to do. A fresh president of the delegates was
chosen daily, one day being the term of office. An Act of Parliament
was passed in the beginning of June for the prevention and punishment
of all traitorous attempts to excite sedition and mutiny. On the 7th of
that month the Earl of Northesk, who had been held captive, arrived in
town, charged with several propositions, in a letter addressed to the
King, from the Mutineer Committee on board the ‘‘Sandwich.” To this
application no reply was returned, and shortly after divisions took place
in the rebel councils. This led to the desertion and dispersion of seve-
ral of the vessels, in which some men were killed and many wounded.
Discord universally prevailed, and finally the delegates resolved to allow
every ship to do the best for itself. The crew of the ‘‘Sandwich” were
particularly desirous of submitting, provided a general pardon was
granted, and this Parker did not oppose. They resolved to submit to
the King’s mercy, and the vessel proceeded to Sheerness, whence a
boat was despatched for Parker, who quietly surrendered himself. On
landing he was hissed by the populace, at which he said, ‘¢ Do not hoot
me. It is not my fault. I will clear myself.” He was thence conducted
to Maidstone gaol, under an escort of the West York militia.

The trial of Parker lasted three days, commencing on the 22d Juné,
He, having no advocate, was heard in his own defence. He endeavoured
to show from reliable exculpatory evidence that all he had done ‘¢ was in
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compliance with orders, for the purpose of rendering matters less disas-
trous than would otherwise have been.” That he had never shown disre-
spect to the Admiral or any of the other officers, and that in Captain
Wood’s case especially he had not only not been a party to, but had not
been cognizant of, his dismissal from his ship. That the mutiny origi-
nated in the ** Inflexible,” ‘“and there it was always the most violent,”
and that the ‘“‘Sandwich” had been threatened by the ‘‘Inflexible” with
summary destruction if the crew acted otherwise than they set down. All
was of no avail. The charges against him were found fully proved, and
he was sentenced to death; but the Court thought proper not to fix the
time of his punishment. On Friday the 29th of June, the prisoner, who
had been placed in the gun-room of the ‘‘Sandwich,” was awakened
shortly after six o’clock by the Provost Marshall. After breakfasting,
he spoke of a will he had written, in which he had bequeathed to his wife
a little estate he said he was heir to. At half-past eight, the chaplain of
the ship was ready to attend him to prayers on the quarter-deck. Atnine
the preparatory gun was fired, and prayers soon after concluded. On
ascending the scaffold he said, ‘I wish to declare the justice of the sen-
tence under which I suffer; and I hope my death may be deemed a suf-
ficient atonement, and save the lives of others.” After his execution,
his body was taken ashore, and interred in the naval burying ground at
Sheerness.

On the morning of his execution, his wife had made several efforts to
get on board to take leave of him, but was prevented. She went to the
churchyard where he was buried, and, with the assistance of two women,
got his coffin away during the night, and had it conveyed in a fish-cart
out of the garrison, and taken first to Rochester, thence to a room which
she had hired for the purpose at the ‘ Hoop and Horse-Shoe,” Queen
Street, Little Tower-Hill. The circumstance of Parker’s body being de-
posited there, caused the assemblage of a concourse of visitors, which
increased to such a number on the Sunday and Monday as to cause the
interference of the magistrates. Mrs. Parker was desired to attend the
Police Office in Lambert Street, where she was interrogated respecting
her intentions in removing the body of her husband. She replied, * To
take him down either to his lown family at Exeter, or to mine in Scot-
land, to bury him like a Christian.”” She was then asked whether it
was true she had suffered the body to be shewn for money. She burst
into tears, and said, ‘* Do I appear like a monster so unnatural?” It
was afterwards proved that there was not the smallest foundation for
such a report. The body was by order of the magistrates next moved
to the workhouse in Nightingale Lane, and from thence taken and buried
at Whitechapel Church.

Parker was a remarkably fine looking man. The brilliancy and ex-
pression of his eyes were of such a nature as to cause one of the witnesses
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while under examination at his trial to quail beneath his glance, and
shrink abashed, and so become incapacitated from giving further testi-
mony. Another instance of this extraordinary expression of the eye was
in the person of Moffat, a/ias MacCoul, who was tried capitally at Edin-
burgh in 1820 for robbing the Paisley bank. A gentleman who was
present at Moffat’s trial has informed us that ‘‘a glance of his eye went
completely through you. It was really quite oppressive.” Bums, the
poet, has also been noticed by Sir Walter Scott for the peculiar brilli-
ancy of his eye.

Parker appears from the evidence to have obtained scant justice; and
there can be no doubt that, being an educated man, and rather ambitious
of being an orator, he was made the mouthpiece and the tool of men of
harsher natures, whom even in death he did not betray.

Among our memoranda we find the following :—At the Exeter Assizes
in 1828, John C. Parker, son of the celebrated Richard Parker, who
commanded the mutineers at the Nore, obtained a verdict against his
aunts for the possession of an estate called Shute, which had belonged to
the elder brother of his father. The question turned upon the legitimacy
of the plaintiff, which was proved by his mother, a woman who exhibited
the remains of uncommon beauty, and who was married to Richard Par-
ker at Edinburgh in 1793.

Douglas Jerrold founded a drama upon the subject of the ¢ Mutiny at
the Nore.” Parker is the hero; and to give some colour to his conduct,
an episode is introduced. On board the ship in which he served a watch
is stolen, and he is suspected as the thief. He denies the charge. His
testimonials of character are of no avail. He is found guilty, and pun-
ished. Subsequently he deserts, is recaptured, tried, and condemned to
death; but the sentence is commuted to a flogging through the fleet.
This is done after the real culprit has been discovered. The mover of
this vindictive sentence is Captain Arlington, whom Parker had supplanted
in the affections of the female whom he married. Parker then joins the
mutineers, is betrayed while visiting his wife in the Isle of Grain; but
on being captured, he shoots Captain Arlington. He is then hanged at
the yard-arm of the ¢ Sandwich,” not for mutiny, but for murder.

Peath of Parker,

YE gods above, protect a widow !
And with pity look on me.

"Help, O help me out of trouble ;
Out of sad calamity !




DEATH OF PARKER.

It was, by the death of Parker,
Fortune prov'd to me unkind ;

And though hung for mutiny,
Worse than he were left behind.

Parker was my lawful husband,
My bosom friend, whom I loved dear;
Yet at the time he was to suffer,
Alas! I could not him get near!
Again I ask’d, again I tnied them,—
Three times o’er and o’er, in vain ;
They still that one request denied me,
And ordered me on shore again.

The YELLow FLAG I thought was flying,
A signal for my love to die;
The gun they fired, as was required,
To hang him on the yards’ arm high.
‘The boatswain did his best endeavour,
And I on shore was sent straightway,
Where I stood watching, like a mermaid,
To take my husband’s corpse away.

At dead of night, when all was silent,
And many thousands fast asleep,
I, by two female friends attended,
Into the burying ground did creep.
Our trembling hands did serve as shovels,
With which the mould we moved away,
And then the body of my husband
Carried off without delay.

A mouming coach for him was waiting :
We drove to London with all speed,
Where decently I had him buried,
And a sermon o’er him said.
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And now his sorrows are all over,
And he’s free from guilt and pain ;

I hope in heaven his soul is shining,
Where I shall meet with him again.

Farewell, Parker, thou bright angel
Once thou wert the navy’s pride ;
Since we did not die together,
Separate we must abide.
I must wait awhile with patience ;
On earth I hope not long to stay,
When we shall meet once more in glory,
And all our sins be wash'd away.

SAILOR TAKING LEAVE OF HIS MISTRESS.

IT is not very easy to assign a date to this song. It can hardly ad-
vance a claim to have been co-existent with the expedition of Lord
Peterborough. The probability is, however, that it is referable either
to the hostilities commenced by France and Spain against England in
1779, on an alleged violation of the Treaty of Peace of 1763, with regard
to the Spanish colonies in South America and to the French subjects in
the island of Grenada; or to the war which was declared between Spain
and England in 1800, and which culminated in the glorious victory of the
British fleet at Trafalgar, on 21st October 1805, over the combined fleets
of France and Spain. During the former, great apprehension of an in-
vasion prevailed throughout the British Isles. The Channel fleet, under
the command of Admiral Sir Charles Hardy, was powerful enough at all
events to prevent the enemy from attempting such a thing. Several naval
engagements took place and many captures were made, and it was not
till the termination of the siege of Gibraltar, early in 1783, that peace
was again restored. This siege lasted nearly two years. Much havoc
was made among the combined fleets of France and Spain by the dis-
charge of red-hot shot from the garrison. The total loss to the British
during the siege was 1228 men. The memorable battle of Trafalgar lasted
four hours. 1n the moment of victory, Lord Viscount Nelson, the gallant
Admiral of the British fleet, was unhappily shot. The British lost fifteen
hundred and eighty-seven men in all ; the enemy, it is said, lost as many
thousands. Nineteen sail of the line were taken. A storm having arisen
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after the action, part of the prizes were wrecked, and others destroyed.
The Spanish Vice-Admiral, Alava, died of his wounds. Villeneuve, the
French Commander, was sent to England, but was afterwards permitted to
return to France. The French government reported that, dreading the
consequences of a court martial, he had destroyed himself on his way to
Paris; and it is supposed that Napoleon, who never acknowledged
the loss of the battle of Trafalgar, did not much regret the fate of his
admiral. Honours were heaped upon the memory of Nelson. A
public funeral was decreed, and a public monument. Statues and
monuments were also voted by most of the principal cities of his country.
His brother was made an Earl, with a grant of £6000 a-year. /10,000
were voted to each of his sisters, and £100,000 for the purchase of an
estate.

Saflor taking eabe of His Mistvess,

““ Now I’m coming to take my leave,

My charming Molly do not grieve,

For I’m going to the Spanish shore,

To leave my charmer, to leave my charmer,
To leave my charmer whom I do adore.”

“ My dearest Jamie, hearken to me :

How many ships there are lost at sea ;
You're safer in your true love’s arms,

Free from all dangers, free from all dangers,
Free from all dangers and cold bitter storms.”

“ No storms or dangers, love, I fear;

I will go to sea In a privateer ;

If it pleaseth fortune to spare my life,

When I return, love, when I return, love,
When 1 return, love, 1'll make thee my wife.”

“ There ’s one thing more that disturbs my mind :
Some other girl I’'m afraid you’ll find,

And when you ’re on the Spanish shore,

Then you’ll ne’er think on, then you’ll ne’er think on,
Then you’ll ne'er think on your Molly more.”

E
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A RELISH FOR OLD NICK.

“ Though thousands of fine girls I see,
None shall enjoy my love but thee.
Then, says Molly, since you are so true,
I’ ne’er love any, I'll ne'er love any,
I'll ne’er love any, my jewel, but you.”

Now these young lovers they did part—
Few know the grief of true love’s smart—
For he took shipping, and away he went,
And left his Molly, and left his Molly,
And left his Molly in tears for to lament.

Then to old Spain his course did steer,

A British tar devoid of fear,

And soon returned with store of treasure,

To crown his true love, to crown his true love,
To crown his true love with joy and pleasure.

Now he his Molly leaves no more,

To mourn alone upon the shore,

But stays at home from the raging seas

To spend his treasures, to spend his treasures,
‘To spend his treasures and his Molly please.

A Relish for O Pick.

Song on the threatened Invasion. Written by ¢“a Loyal Subject.”
Tune, Vicar and Moses.

‘¢ Printed for J. Wallis, Ludgate Hill, price 1d., or 84 per dozen, by

Crowder and E. Hempsted, Warwick Square.”

ArM ! neighbours at length, ;
And put forth your strength,
Perfidious bold France to resist ;
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Ten Frenchmen will fly,
To shun a black eye,
If one Englishman doubles his fist

But if they feel stout,
Why, let them turn out,
With their maws stuff’d with frogs, soup, and jellies,
Brave Nelson’s thunder '
Shall strike them with wonder,
And make the frogs leap in their bellies.

Their impudent boast
Of invading our coast,
Neptune swears they had better decline ;
For the rogues may be sure,
That their frenzy he'll cure,
And he’ll pickle them all in his brine.

And when they've been soak’d,
Long enough to be smok’d,
To the regions below they’ll be taken ;
And there hung up to dry,
Fit to boil or to fry,
When Old Nick wants a rasher of bacon.

Pelson’s Glovious Victorp at Trafalgar.

ARISE, arise, brave Britons !

Perform your loudest lays ;
And join me in a chorus,

To sing Bntannia's praise.
Once more the hero of the Nile
Did seek to make Britannia smile
With another victory on the file—

O brave Nelson !
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October, on the twenty-first,

It being a glonous day,
The combined fleets of France and Spain

Were just off Cadiz Bay ;
Their ships, in number thirty-three—
And Nelson, when he did them see,
Said, “ Twenty then there is for me.”

O brave Nelson !

The signal made for fighting,
Cannon began to roar;
Our ships, in number twenty-seven,
We shook the Spanish shore ;
And Nelson on the deck so high,
Aloud unto his men did cry,
“ We'll conquer them, my lads, or die.”
O brave Nelson !

He broke their line of battle,
And struck the fatal blow ;
He blew some up into the air,
And some he sent below.
But, when with victory on his side,
A fatal ball his life destroyed,
He in the midst of glory died.
O brave Nelson !

When the hero brave was dying,
And with his parting breath,
He pray'd for England’s glory,
Till the moment of his death.
“ Farewell, my lads, my glass is run,
This day must be my setting sun ;
But Providence, thy will be done,”
O brave Nelson !
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‘The battle it being over,
Which was a bloody fray ;
We twenty of their finest ships,
From them did take away.
Now Bonaparte! boast no more,
To land upon our native shore,
Lest you in pieces should be tore,
Through brave Nelson.

May Collingwood’s and Hardy's,
Like Nelson's fame resound,
And all our force by land and sea,
With good success be crown'd ;
May Bntain’s trade and wealth increase,
All wars and tumults ever cease,

And may we have a lasting peace,
Through brave Nelson.

CHESAPEAKE AND SHANNON.

THIS notable engagement took place on 1st June 1813. Early in
1812 war was declared by the United States of America against this
country, the great object of the American government being the conquest
of Canada. On the frontiers of Canada the Americans were defeated
with great loss, but their loss by land was compensated by their success
at sea for upwards of a twelvemonth. Very many English vessels were
either captured or sunk by the American frigates. It fell to the lot of
Captain Philip B. V. Broke of the Shannon to alter this sad state of
matters. The station of the Shannon was off the port of Boston, in
which harbour lay the United States frigate Chesapeake, Captain Law-
rence,—a fine ship of forty-nine guns—eighteen and thirty-two pounders,
—with a complement of four hundred and forty men. On the first of
June, Broke stood in with the Boston lighthouse, presenting himself as a
challenger to single combat. The Chesapeake sailed out of the harbour,
































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































