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THE BELLMAN

August 4, 1917

“’Tis Time for Us to Leave Her” is a chanty that
tells its own story. Often have I heard it as a Quebec
drogher rolled into the roadstead, almost waterlogged.

“Two pounds ten is a sailor’s pay,
To pump at night and work all day.

“T'he Bosun shouts, the pumps stand by,
"
But we can never suck her dry.

T'he homeward-bound chanties deal generally with the
treatment of the returned sailor in the sailors’ boarding-
houses ashore, where the harpies were always waiting
to bleed poor Jack.

“Farewell and Adicu” is a forecastle song, and it was
there that I picked it up. The following verses are
additional to those given with the notes:

“We hove our ship to, in a gale from the Sou'west,
We hove our ship to, to get sounding elear,

We had forty-five fathoms, on a white sandy bottom,
Oh square in your main yard, up channel we steer.

“The first land we made was ealled the Deadman:
Start Point, off Plymouth, brought Sclscy and the Wight;
We sailed past Beachy, past Fairley and Dungeness,
And then we arrived off the South Foreland Lights.

“The signal was given for our good ship to anchor,

All in the Downs to anchor the fleet.

Stand by your ring-stoppers, slack away your shank
painters,

Man your cluc garnets, let fly tacks and sheets.

“Let every man here fill up a full bumper,

Let every man here drink up a full bowl.

We’ll drink and be jolly and drown melancholy,
And here’s a good health to each true-hearted soul.”

Thus, with “Farewell and Adieu,” I arrive, appro-
priately, at the end of my yarn about chanties.

Some years ago an interesting article on this subject
by Mr. William Brown Meloney appeared in an American
magazine. Although I do not quite agree with all Mr.
Meloney’s versions of the chanties he mentioned, it is
probably due to the fact that we heard them at different
times and under different conditions.

From this article the following paragraphs are quot-
cd: speaking of the chanty-man:

“Often his poctic feet stumbled and his rhymes flat-
tened out like flounders’ tails, but he sang bravely and
not without purpose. As a long passage wore on he
would become a very personal interpreter of the crew’s
opinions of ship, owners, master, mates, cook, and grub—
the l\ 'rical barrister of thc forecastle’s wrongs.

“Never was the decp-water sailor more interesting
than when, with his heart full of wrongs done him ashore
by the boarding-house masters, crimps, runners, and
shoddy dealers, he cast his chantics in a narrative mood.
Woe unfits most folk for work or, at least, makes it all
the harder. But the chanty-man made a lay of his per-
sonal disasters, and with it lightened his labor.

“With all the old-time sailor’s irreverence for most
things, one never heard him make boast against or chal-
lenge the sea and the clements.  His chanties were all of
himself—his ships, his masters, his mates, the persons
and things ashore which went to make up his hard life;
never of the deep or the winds.

“And now I hear a thrilling call: ‘All hands on deck!
Man the capstan!” What does it mean? Look round you.
What could bring such a light into men’s eyes, such cager-
ness into every movement of their bodies? Can’t you
understand? Why, we're going home! Home!

“But hark! Hear the tramp of feet on the fo'c's’le
hcad, and—and— There he stands—the chanty-man:

““We're homeward bound, oh, ]ovful sound!
Good-by, fare ye well!
Good-by, fare ye well!

Come, rally the capstan and run quick around,
Hurrah, my boys, we’re homeward bound!

“ ‘Our anchor we’ll weigh and our sails we will sct,
The friends we are leaving, we leave with regret.

“‘Oh, heave with a will and heave long and strong,
Oh, sing a good chorus for ’tis a good song.

“*We're homeward bound, you've heard them say,
Then hook on the catfall and run her away.

“ ‘We're homeward bound, may the winds blow fair,
Good-by, fare ye well!
Good-by, fare ye well!

Wafting us true to the friends waiting there,
Hurrah, my boys, we're homeward bound?””

FROM A YACHTSMAN’S LOG-BOOK

I1I: THE GREAT ADVENTURE

Preparations for the cruise had absorbed us for a
week, There were but two of us, and the rotund catboat
destined—as we trusted—to be our temporary home was
under thirty feet long; nevertheless we undertook her pro-
visioning and equipping as seriously as if she had been
a square-rigger bound for the Azores. The trip had been
contemplated as the outstanding feature of our holiday,
so0 in busy anticipation we joyously made ourselves odious.

On the morning appointed we were out of bed almost
as early as we had prophesied; and shortly after sunrise
the Lottie—jocosely thus named, by reason of her un-
wieldy figure, after a once notorious zoo hippopotamus—
started down the bay. Every sign indicated ideal condi-
tions: a brisk north wind, which would be duly followed
by a short calm, and then a steadily increasing breeze
from the southwest, lasting till sunset.

We were well at sea before the early wind failed.
This we had bargained for, so registered no complaint
when, round nine o’clock, the Lottie surrendered to the
ground swell, and became as a rocking-chair possessed of

a demon, while the sail protested its uselessness in silly
flappings. So surc were we of the future that we did
not even whistle for a wind—the sea converts every super-
stition into gospel. Instcad, we went in swimming.

By ten this amusement had decidedly palled. A firm
faith in the southwest wind restrained us from venturing
far afield; for breezes spring up without notice, and even
a corpulent catboat, lacking a guiding hand at the tiller,
can escape with surprising agility from a crew swimming
in pursuit. We demonstrated to one another newly in-
vented methods of diving, but each found his spectator
glumly unappreciative. We invited sleep, but there was
no shade. The cabin reeked of the multifarious pro-
visions stored in it; the cockpit was as hot as St. Law-
rence’s griddle.

Gradually we came to loathe each other’s society.
My comrade’s bathing suit—scrupulously worn because,
on a certain painful occasion, he had, for an entire day,
neglected this precaution, and thus earned the sobriquet
of “Broiled Live”—was of a purplish, nauseating hue;
and he afterwards confessed that the proximity of my

Google




	Section 8 (Page 113)
	Section 9 (Page 124)
	Section 10 (Page 125)
	Section 11 (Page 126)

