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What we often forget about folk i e e assume that they were always there,
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talent. The melodies are are at turns, powerful, tender, playful, and bawdy.
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are mini-dramas. Something is happening in each one of them. Someone is
. Their messages are universal to the human experience. They still resonate. I
ailable texts (which I felt was my right, being the next “folk” in the line), to keep

arranged these songs, but I did not write them. Our ancestors, storytellers with great
musical tale any years ago.
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Ten Thousand Miles Away

Sing I for a brave and a gallant barque, for a stift and a rattling breeze,
A bully crew and a captain true, to carry me oer the seas.

To carry me oer the seas, my boys, to my true love so gay,

Who went on a trip on a government ship, ten thousand miles away.

Oh, blow ye winds, hi oh! A-roaming I will go.

I'll stay no more on England’s shore, so let the music play.

I'll start by the morning train to cross the raging main,

For I'm on the road to my own true love, ten thousand miles away.

My true love, she was handsome. My true love, she was young.

Her eyes were blue as the violet’s hue, and silvery was the sound of her tongue.
And silvery was the sound of her tongue, my boys, and while I sing this lay,
She’s a-doing of the grand in a far-off land, ten thousand miles away.

Oh, blow ye winds, hi oh! A-roaming I will go.

I'll stay no more on England’s shore, so let the music play.

I'll start by the morning train, to cross the raging main,

For I'm on the road to my own true love, ten thousand miles away.

hore
‘ a gone to glory,
By go to meet her

Won't be a happy m
There we'll see our go
re we'll meet our

On th

ior, on the other shore.

There was a
Sing hi di
The devil

't moved away, he’s a-livin’ there still.
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ne of your family 'm gonna take away.”

his hou?—l
le-i fi, di

nd I hope, by golly, you never part.”
dle-i day.
,and oft to Hell he went, clickity clack.

e-ifi, diddle-i diddle-i day.

Sing hi diddle=i' diddle-i fi, diddle-i diddle-i day.

The old man was a-peepin’out of a crack, and he saw the old devil come draggin’ her back.

Sing hi diddle-i diddle-i fi, diddle-i diddle-i day.

Now there’s one advantage women have over men: they can all go to Hell and come back again!

Sing hi diddle-i diddle-i fi, diddle-i diddle-i day!

*“Curst” is the archaic spelling of the word “cursed.”

vils went a climbin’ the wall, sayin’, “Take her back, Daddy, she’ll a-murder us all!”



‘Wanderin’

I been a-wand’rin’ early, I been a-wand'rin’ late, from New York City to the Golden Gate.

An’it looks like I'm never gonna cease my wanderin’.

Been a-workin’in the army ’an workin'on a farm. All I got to show for it is the muscle in my arm.
An’it looks like I'm never gonna cease my wanderin’.

There’s snakes up on the mountain, and eels in the sea. "Twas a red headed woman made a wreck of me.

o

An’it looks like I'm never gonna cease my wanderin’.
Ashes to ashes, and dust to dust. If whiskey don't get you, then the woman must.
An’it looks like I'm never gonna cease my wanderin’.

Red Iron Ore

Come all ye bold sailors that follow the lakes, on an iron ore vessel your livin’ to make,
I shipped in Chicago, bid adieu to the shore, bound away to Escanaba for red iron ore.
Derry down, down, down, derry down.

In the month of September, the seventeenth day, two dollars and a quarter was all they wo
And on Monday morning the Bridgeport did take the E. C. Roberts out into the lake.
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, Katey Wil 3 € us in tow.

m and stern, e bottle we’ll spin a big yarn.

Derry down, down, down, derry down.

They lowered their chutes, and like thunder did roar. They spouted into u

Derry down, down, down, derry down.

And now for Port Huron the Roberts must go,

Derry down, down, down, derry

y

Now my song is ende age is packed and all hands are paid off.

This packet she howled ‘cross the mouth of Green Bay, and before her cut w: e white spray.
We rounded the sand point, our anchor let go. We furled in our canvas a e went below.
Derry down, down, down, derry down.
Next morning, we hove in along the Exile, and soon was made fast to
ed iron ore.

Derry down, down, down, derry down.
Some sailors took shovels while others got spades, and some to el barrows, each ma is trade.
We looked like red devils, our fingers got sore. We curs%Esc hat damned iron ore!
'The tug Escanaba, she towed out the Minch, the Roberts sh she had left in
And as she passed by us she bid us good bye, saying, “We’ll meet'in Cleveland uly.”
Derry down, down, down, derry down.
"Cross Saginaw Bay the Roberts did ride with d water rolling ove .

w
Derry down, down, down, derry down.
We went through North Passage, O L 0 ew! And all roun my a fleet there came, too.
The night being dark, old Nick i hove up nex or Cleveland did steer.
Now, the Roberts in Cleveland m
But Cap Harvey Shannon
Derry down, down, dow
Here’s health to the s staunch,stron . Not forgotten, the bold boys that make up her crew.
Derry down, db down. ‘\
The ay
A

aveling one morning in May, I heard an old bachelor beginning a lay:

tell why the reason may be that none of those girls will marry me.

rted the rich and I've courted the poor. I've often been snubbed at the meeting house door.
can't tell why the reason may be that none of those girls will marry me.

've offered them silver, I've offered them gold, and many fine stories to them I have told.

ut gold and silver won't do, I can see, for none of those girls have married me.

I've been through the mountains, I've traveled the plains. I courted the missus, I've courted the dames.
And I can’t tell why the reason may be that none of those girls will marry me.

I've sailed on the main and I've followed the coast. No conquest of love can I honestly boast.

And I can’t tell what the reason may be that none of those girls will marry me.

I've asked them to tell me what stood in their way. And all of them answered, “I'd rather not say.”
So,I can't tell why the reason may be that none of those girls will marry me.

Go shave off your whiskers and powder your hair! Go dress yourself up with the greatest of care.
Put on your broad sword and bright buckles, too!, if you want a young lady to marry you.”
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Down, Down, Down

With your kind attention, a song I will trill for ye who must toil with the pick and the drill,

and sweat for your bread in that hole at Oak Hill that goes down, down, down.

When I was a boy, said my daddy to me, “Stay out of Oak Hill, take my warnin,” said he,

“or with dust you'll be choked and a pauper you'll be, broken down, down, down.”

But I went to Oak Hill and I asked for a job, a mule for to drive or a gangway to rob.

So, the boss said, “Come out, Bill, and follow the mob that goes down, down, down.”

“All aboard for the bottom” the topman did yell. We stepped on the cage and he gave her the bell.
Then from under our feet like a bat out of... well, we went down, down, down.

You could look at the rib or the face or the top. Ne'er a sign of a laggin’ or slab or of prop.
Someday I expect this old mountain to drop, and come down, down, down.

The Old Woman’s Courtship

Old woman, old woman, will you ?
“Speak a little louder, sir, ’'m r i
Old woman, old woman, ar d ving?

“Pray speak a little 1 ring is deceivi
o a-walking?

“Speak a little 1
Old woman
“Pray speak a |
Old woman, old

Old d woman, shall

‘Dh, mercy on Q
The Ocean Burial
“Oh, bury me not in the deep, de words ca
from the pallid lips of a you small cabi
“Oh, bury me not in the a, where the billo
t

hear you clearly.”

a ournfully
d atlthe close of day.
will roll over me,
where no light wi the cold dark wave, and no sunbeam rest upon my grave.
Oh, it matters not, n told, where t
But grant, oh, gra
I have always

ody may lie when the heart grows cold.

e thig one final plea, t
e laid, when I di

)

anned to journey far to the promised land.

not in the deep, deep sea.
church yard on the green hillside.
, bury me not in the deep, deep sea.

ut they gave no heed to his dying prayer.
, and above him has closed the cold, dark tide.

Cali

ia

When r band, we ar
The golden ore is rich i €
"Then ho boys, ho, to i
We all expect the
On the ground we’ll sound, ‘cept when the wolves go howling round!

Then ho boys, ho, to Califernia go! There’s plenty of gold, or so I'm told, on the banks of the Sacramento!
As we explore the distant shore, filling our pockets up with ore.

ks of the Sacramento shore.
ere’s plenty of gold, or so I'm told, on the banks of the Sacramento!
ping out in the open air.

Hear the sound, the shout goes round, filling our pockets with a dozen pounds!

Then ho boys, ho, to California go! There’s plenty of gold, or so I'm told, on the banks of the Sacramento!
'The gold is almost everywhere, we dig it out with an iron bar!

But where it’s thick, with spade or pick, we take out chunks as big as a brick!

"Then ho boys, ho, to California go!

As oft we roam the dark sea foam, we’ll not forget our friends at home.

For memory kind will bring to mind the love of those we left behind.

Then ho, boys, ho, to California go! There’s plenty of gold, or so I'm told, on the banks of the Sacramento!



The Gallows Tree

Slack your rope, hangs a man! Slack it for a while.

I think I see my mother comir’, ridin’ many a mile.

Oh, mother have you brought me gold, or have you paid my fee?
Or have you come to see me hangin’ on the gallows tree?

“I have not brought you gold. I have not paid your fee.

But I have come to see you hanging on the gallows tree.”

Slack your rope, hangs a man! Slack it for a while.

I think I see my father comin’, ridin’ many a
Oh, father have you brought me gold, or have
Or have you come to see me hangin’ on the
“I have not brought you gold. I have not ec.
But I have come to see you hanging on t

Slack your rope, hangs a man! Sl

I think I see my true love comirn’, mile
Oh, darlin’ have you broug , you pai
Or have you come to see on the gallows

“Yes, I have broug have paid your
I have not co s hanging on the

I’'m a Stranger Here \
Hitch up my buggy, saddle up my old black mare.

Goin'to find me an angel in this world somewhere.
I'm a stranger here. I'm a stranger everywhere. I would @10 ey, 'm a stran ere.
I'm worried now, but I won’t be worried long.

It takes a worried man to sing a worried song.

I'm a stranger here. I'm a stranger everywhere. I would go home;but honey, I re.
Looked down that road far I could see.

And a little bitty hand kept wavin’ back at me.

I'm a stranger here. I'm a stranger everywhere. me, but h ‘m a stranger there.

ht as drunk as he could be.
his coat ought to be.

arlin’ wife,” said he,

ack where my coat ought to be?”
ool, you doddering fool,” says she,

nothing e t me uncle sent to me.”
've travel e over ten thousand times or more,
but but bed quilt I've never seen before.”

O

d man he came home again as drunk as he could be.

e boots beneath the bed where his boots ought to be.

wife, my dear wife, my darlin’ wife,” said he,

¢ boots are these beneath the bed where my boots ought to be?”
, you old fool, you blind fool, you doddering fool,” says she,

“it’s nothing but some milk jugs me uncle sent to me.”

“T've traveled the world over ten thousand times or more,

but spurs upon a milk jug I've never seen before.”

He stumbled home the next night as drunk as he could be.

He saw a face between the sheets where no face ought to be.

“My good wife, my dear wife, my darlin’ wife,” said he,

“whose face is that between the sheets where my face ought to be?”
“Oh, you old fool, you blind fool, you doddering fool,” says she,
“it’s nothing but a cabbage head me uncle sent to me.”

“T've traveled the world over ten thousand times or more,

but a mustache on a cabbage head I've never seen before!”



Poor Wayfaring Stranger

I am a poor wayfaring stranger, a-trav’lin’ through this world of woe,

And there’s no sickness, toil, or danger in that bright land to which I go.

I'm going there to meet my mother (father). I'm going there no more to roam.
I'm jus a-goin’ over Jordan. I'm just a-goin  over home.

Hell in Texas
O, the devil in Hell, they say he was chained. And ther,

He never complained, no, nor did he groan, but decide
Where he could torment the souls of men, free fro A\t

So, he asked the Lord if he had any sand left ov‘ro

D

years he remai
ell of his own

The Lord said “Why yes. I have plenty on hand. It’s
But I've got to be honest the stuff is so poor that I wouldn’t use it for He
So, the devil went down to look over his ame as a gift, so

And when he examined it careful ‘l W ded the place

Well, the Lord he just wanted the st&]s hands, so he pr devil he'd water the land.
He had some old water that wasn't no use, a rancid old p ha like the deuce!

self'as the deed was exchanged.
But the devil was ready t d d so he began.

He scattered taran actus, and horns on the toads.
He sprinkl?me i illi i down, you need soles on your pants!
He put wat under the rocks he put poisonous snakes.

He mixed

The heat in

s, hung thorns and brambles all over the trees.
ot bad for the devil but way too hot for men!

A he i h ell, he said, “I'll be damned if this don’t beat Hell!”
PP is wings and away he flew, and vanished from Earth in a blaze of blue!
ever end uphin Te ¢ me know if it’s true!
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On the Other Shore

Traditional American Text Traditional American Tune
Arranged by Steven Mark Kohn
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° The Farmer’s Curst Wife

Traditional American Text Traditional American Tune
Arranged by Steven Mark Kohn

With bounce and good humor, not rushed o =96-108
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“Curst” is the archaic spelling of the word “cursed.”
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Wanderin’

Traditional American Text Traditional American Tune
Arranged by Steven Mark Kohn

With a steady even roll, mournfully, distantly J=72-84

AT

==

[
] ol ol

QQ;!ND

With a steady even roll, mournfully, distantly J=72-84

faXE.4 [> )
P i < na na na i i i i
il ! | | | | | |
p molto legato sempre
o [ )
Yo AN «—
4 o) ~—
bl [@ X
o
4
0 4 \
IJ\' ”% 2 - P < o t
'\fy\'\ - L/ | I/ | p—
0y 1 14 T
b a-wan-d’rin’ late, from
- o
e — i
! | | | |
Kex)
&
S — p distantly
[ —
<] | Y ] %] ] |
| PN 7 / | |
<
Gate. An’ it
) s . %
. . s
- > [ ) )
74 . . . . I = o i i i I 6
il | | | | - | | | | A4
| | | | " - - [ 2
—poco__
- | l [ )
v,' ”ﬁ — 4] . ql . <] O
e > —_ 0=

.
%ed. changes
© Copyright 2018 by lone Press, Inc., a division of ECS Publishing Group. www.ecspublishing.com All rights reserved.



27

al
~ 1
Pan =
9]
\J =
TN
1
|||l w
=z
s
Q
L |72}
<
5]
151
Vil -
=1
1
L1 =
o
&n
Paxk g
)
1
. >
)
\f =1
N E
—
o1
o
RN O
N| =%
v
N -
o
o
—
p=e
AN
S DNYe
~

to show for it is the

I got

All

P

I'm

like

[@ X

==
Bed.

O -

-

—————— poco

o
hll O 3T




31

Red Iron Ore

Traditional American Text Traditional American Tune
Arranged by Steven Mark Kohn

With measured pace, not rushed .. = 56-66
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The Bachelor’s Lay

Traditional American Tune
Arranged by Steven Mark Kohn

Traditional American Text
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Down, Down, Down

Traditional American Text Traditional American Tune
Arranged by Steven Mark Kohn

In a slow “one,” with weight .’ = 120-144
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The Old Woman’s Courtship

Traditional American Text Traditional American Tune
Arranged by Steven Mark Kohn

Briskly, with good humor . = 108-132
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The Ocean Burial

Traditional American Text Traditional American Tune
Arranged by Steven Mark Kohn

Tenderly, not too slow . =76-96
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California

Traditional American Text Traditional American Tune
Arranged by Steven Mark Kohn

With rollicking energy J=112-132
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The Gallows Tree

Traditional American Text Traditional American Tune
Arranged by Steven Mark Kohn

Briskly J = 92-104
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I’m a Stranger Here

Traditional American Text Traditional American Tune
Arranged by Steven Mark Kohn
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The Drunken Old Fool

Traditional American Tune
Arranged by Steven Mark Kohn

Traditional American Text
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Poor Wayfaring Stranger

Traditional American Text

Slowly and simply . = 4860

83

Traditional American Tune
Arranged by Steven Mark Kohn
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Hell in Texas

Traditional American Text Traditional American Tune
Arranged by Steven Mark Kohn
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