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December 18, 1965
LORD BATEMAN
Lord Bateman was a noble Lord
   He was a Lord, of High degree.
He shipped himself on board of a vessel

   Some foreign countries for to go see-

 Oh! he sailed east and he sailed west.
   Until he came to Centipee.
Where he was taken and cast in irons
  Until his life was quite weary.
 In his prison yard there grew a tree

   And there it grew both stout and strong
And he was chained around the middle

  Until his life was nearly-gone.

 Now this Turk he had one only daughter.

  As fair as eyes of man could see.
She stole the keys of her father's prison

And said Lord Bateman she'd go see.
 Oh! is it true that your Lord Bateman

  And all Northumberland belongs to thee

And what would you give to the fair young maiden

  Who out of prison would set you free.
 Oh! yes its true that I'm Lord Bateman

  And half Northumberland belongs to me.

 and I'd give it all to the fair young maiden

  Who out of prison would set me free.
She went unto her father's cellar.
  And she brought to him the very best wine.

And every health he drank unto her.

Said Lord Bateman I wish you were mine.
They made a vow between those two.

  For seven long years to keep it strong.

That he would marry no other woman

  And she to no other man belong.
She brought him to her father's harbour.

  and put him on board of a ship of fame.

Saying farewell, farewell to the Lord Bateman

  I’m afraid I'll never see thee again.
Now when seven long years had past and gone

  And fourteen days well known to me.

She put on all of her gay silk clothing

  And said Lord Bateman she would go see.
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December 18, 1965
LORD BATEMAN
And when she reached Lord Bateman's Castle

  She boldly then did ring the bell.
Whose there whose there cried the proud young porter.

  Whose there whose there, come quickly tell.
Oh! is this Lord Batemans Castle

  And is his Lordship now within

Oh! yes Oh! yes cried the proud young porter.

  He is just now bringing his young bride in.
Twas up then spake the young bride's mother

  She was never known to speak so free.

Saying you’ll not forget my only daughter.

  Now your Sophia has crossed the sea.
Its true I married your only daughter

  But she’s none the better or worse for me.

She came to me on a horse and saddle.
  I’ll send her home in a Chaise and three.
Lord Bateman fixed him another wedding

  And all his heart was full of glee.

And, he sailed no more into foreign countries

  Since his Sophia crossed the sea.

           ----o----

This ballad was sung very often at weddings and parties on boats etc. in the nineties. In fact till radio came. Ballad singing and story telling were the chief way to pass the time among the ordinary folk at that time and many is the winter's night we spent listening to the songs and tales of the sea etc.
                                        (signed) Howard Morry

                                                 Ferryland
                                                     Newfoundland Nov. 26/63
