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December 18, 1965

THE FLYING CLOUD

Come all ye rambling heroes

  Take a warning here from me.

I'm bound in heavy irons strong

  For the crime of piracy.

My name is Peter Anderson, as you might understand

  Reared in the town of Waterford

In Erin's lovely land.

My parents reared me tenderly

   In the fear of God likewise

They little thought I'd die in scorn
   Neath Cuba's sunny skies.

My father bound me to a trade

   In Waterfords fair town

He bound me to a cooper
   His name was William Brown
I served my master faithfully

   For eighteen months or more

Then I shipped on board of the ocean queen

   Bound to Valparaiso shore
It happened at Valparaiso

    I met one Captain Moore

He commanded the clipper Flying Cloud.

    Sailing out of Baltimore.
The Flying Cloud was a clipper ship of 800 tons or more

    She could easily sail round any ship sailing out of Baltimore.

Her canvas was white as the driven snow

    On it there was no speck

There were seven or eight brass mounted guns

    She carried on her deck.

Her iron chest and magazine

    Were safely stowed below

She had a long Tom between her spars

    On a pivot it did go,

I've often seen that goodly ship

     With the wind abaft the beam

With Royal and studding sails set below and aloft

     Like sixteen from the reel.

 I shipped on board of the Flying Cloud

     On a slaving voyage to go

 To the burning shores of Africa

     Where sugar canes do grow

We soon tossed over the raging main

     Unto the African shore

Five hundred of these poor wretches

     From their friends and homes we tore

We hauled them bodily to the ship

     And stowed them down below

And eighteen inches to a man

     Was all that they could stow

We weighed our anchor and set sail
     With our cargo of Black Slaves

   T'was better for those poor creatures

     They had gone down in Their graves.
For the plague and fever came on board

     Took half of them away

We hauled their body's up on deck

     And threw them in the sea.
We soon tossed over the stormy main

     Unto the American shore

We sold them to the planters there

     As slaves for evermore.

To toil in the rice and cotton fields

     Beneath a burning sun

And to wear away their weary days

     Till their career was run.

And when our money was all spent

     We came on board again

Captain Moore then called us all on deck

     And said to us, my men

There's gold in plenty to be had

     Forever on the main.

If you'll agree, come with me

     I'll tell you how its gained,

We have as fast a sailing ship

    As ever crossed the seas
Or ever spread a main topsail

    Unto a heavy breeze.

And then he cried my Bully Boys

    If with me, you'll remain

We'll fly aloft the Pirate flag

    And scour the Spanish main.

We all agreed except five brave lads

   Who told him them to land

And two of them were Boston boys

   Two more from Newfoundland
The other was an Irishman

   Belonging to Tramore

I wish that I had joined them now

   And landed safe on shore
We robbed and plundered many a ship

   Down on the Spanish main

Caused many a widow and orphan child

    In sorrow to complain

Causing many a widow and orphan child

    I'm sorry to complain

We made their crews all walk a plank

   We held out over the rail

For the saying of our Captain was

    Dead men will tell no tales.

We were often chased by men of war

    And English Clippers too

But to overtake our goodly ship

    Was more than they could do

Always in vain astern of us

   Their cannon roared so loud

But none of them by any means

   Could catch the Flying Cloud

At length a Spanish man of War

  The San Juan hove in view

They fired a shot across our bow

   A signal to heave too

But we paid no attention and ran before the wind

   A chain shot struck our mizzen mast

   And we soon fell behind

We cleared our decks for action

   As she ranged up alongside

And soon along our quarter deck

   There ran a crimson tide.

We fought till Captain Moore was killed

   And thirty of his men

A bomb shell set our ship on fire

   We had to surrender then

Prisoners we were taken

   And into prison cast

Tried and found guilty

   And to be hanged at last.

            See now what I have come to

               By my unlucky hand

            For its on the gallows I must die

               By the laws of the Spanish land.
            So fare you well sweet Waterford town

               And the girl I love most dear

            Your voice like music soft and sweet

               I never more will hear.
            No more I'll kiss your ruby lips

               Or press your lily white hand

            For its on the gallows I must die
               By the laws of the Spanish land.
                            ——-0---
    Those two Newfoundlanders mentioned were named Keating and Chidleigh my grandfather told me, when I was a small boy. This song was very popular among the folk in the early nineties, in fact I heard it sung in British Columbia when I was on the boats out there in the early 1900's. A great song to hum to yourself while standing watch or at the wheel, coming and going to the fishing ground, also at the ice and logging camps. Before radio and when men had to make their own enjoyment, we lost something that will never be replaced, when radio and T. V. came in.
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