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Produced by Roland and Heather Blasdale Clarke for Convict Culture Week on Norfolk Island, May 2023 in conjunction with the Dancing in Fetters exhibition.

This  week celebrates Maconochie’s Frolic where, for one day in 1840, the convicts on Norfolk Island were encouraged to dance, sing and play.  On 25 May they celebrated the birthday of the young Queen Victoria in a remarkable day when there was no crime or punishment -  only rejoicing. News of this event caused such an uproar in Sydney and London that Commandant Maconochie was officially reprimanded by the Governor and roundly criticised in the press.

Dancing in Fetters: the culture of convict dance at the Norfolk Island Museum from May to August 2023 as part of a national tour.
This project has been assisted by the Australian Government’s Visions of Australia funding. Exhibition partners include Abbey Museum of Art and Archaeology and Bush Traditions Inc.
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Songs from the Castle of Andalusia

Catalina’s Lover

Don Scipio

Padrillo

Spado the Scoundrel

Victoria

Flow thou regal purple stream

Galloping Dreary Dun
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Old England for ever
Comic Song—Walker, the Two-penny Postman

Bound 'Prentice to a Waterman
Glee—Some love to roam
The Old Commodore

Banner of War
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Recitations

Powder Monkey Peter

Spirit of the Storm

The Tight Irishman

Extras

Over the Hills and Far Away

The Treadmill Song
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1a. The prado I resorted



1b. ‘Twas all about reported 
     That brilliant place, that brilliant place

     And no disgrace, and no disgrace 
     This comely person sported


     The ancient maid I courted 
     All dress’d in lace, all dress’d in lace

     Like this pretty face, this pretty face 
2a. When first my person bless’d her


2b. So cunning I address’d her

      Sir what d’ye want? Sir what dy’e want?

      with sigh and pant, with sigh and pant

      And when I’d have carress’d her


      That soon I’d kiss’d and press’d her

      Indeed you sha’n’t, indeed you sha’n’t.

      I’m so gallant, I’m so gallant
3a. My fair in wit so arch is



3b. My heart with love she parches

      I’m her dawdle, I’m her dawdle


     My blood coddles, my blood coddles

      My very soul she searches


     And like a duck she marches

      Shakes her noddle, shakes her noddle

     Widdle waddle, widdle waddle
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Spado the Scoundrel
	In the forest here hard by

A bold robber late was I

With my blunderbuss in hand

I bid a trav'ler stand

Zounds! deliver up your cash

Or your noddle I shall slash

All amongst the leaves so green O.

	Soon I'll quit the roving trade

When a gentleman I'm made

then so spruce and debonaire

Gad! I'll court a lady fair

How I'll prattle tattle chat

How I'll kiss her and all that!

All amongst the leaves so green O.
	But ere old and grey my pate

I'll scrape up a snug estate

With my nimbleness of thumbs

I'll soon butter all my crumbs

When I'm justice of the peace

I'll master many a lease

All amongst the leaves so green O.

	Damn me Sir

If you Stir

Sluice your veins

Blow your Brains

Hey down do down derry derry down

all amongst the leaves so green O
	How d'ye do

How are you

Why so coy

Let us toy

Hey down do down derry derry down

all amongst the leaves so green O
	Wig profound

Belly round

Sit at ease

Snatch the fees

Hey down do down derry derry down

all amonst the leaves so green O
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1. Let Britons attend, and unite in the cause,

    To save their religion, their king, and their laws,
    Against an usurper, whose treacherous blow
    Has laid throughout Europe all Protestants low!

2. It is his wish and intention this land to invade,
    To ruin our Commerce, and Credit degrade –

    Our birthright he threatens at once to enslave – 

    But Britons have e’er been courageous and brave!

3. They know how to value their Liberties dear,

    In arms they are ready throughout to appear – 

    They know they’ve a king, who has long fill’d the throne,
    Whose Virtues and Merits can ne’er been outdone!

4. In a moment of danger let’s rally around

    True liberty’s standard on old English ground!

    Should Neptune take charge of the consul at sea,

    Then Britons may boast, they still live – and are free!

5. Then cheer up my lads, and with heart, hand and voice,

    For favours repeated let’s ever rejoice!
    While George wields the sceptre no harm can accrue

    If Britons remain but united and true!
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	1. VERY near the West end, tho' I must not tell where,
    A shoemaker married a maiden so fair,
    Who, a month after wedlock, 'tis true I declare,
    Fell in love with a Two-penny Postman.
    Her person was thin, genteel, and tall,
    Her carroty hair did in ringlets fall,
    And while her spousy work'd hard at his stall ,
    She watched this Two-penny Postman.

	4. Next morning, I can't tell you what she was at,
    She felt her heart suddenly beat pit-a-pat,
    When she at the street door heard a double rat-tat
    And in came the Two-penny Postman.
    Here's a letter said he, the cunning olf,
    The postage is paid, so it needs no pelf,
    In fact he'd written the letter himself,
    And brought it, the Two-penny Postman.


	2. He was just four feet six in height,
    But a well made figure to the sight,
    He walked like a beef-eater, bolt upright,
    Mr. Walker, the Two-penny Postman.
    His toes turned out, he had bright black eyes,
    His nose was more than the common size,
    And he really looked, without any lies,
    Too genteel for a Two-penny Postman.

	5. With love in his eyes then he at her did stare
    Says he, I never saw a lady so fair,
    I always was partial to carotty hair,
    I was, said the Two-penny Postman.
    That your husband ill treats you I can't suppose.
    Yes, he gives me bad words and sometimes blows.
      He's an ugly man, and has got no nose,
    But I have, said the Two-penny Postman.

	3. Resolved she was to get in his way,
    So without any trouble she met him one day,
    And says she, " Have you got e'er a letter, I say,"
    For me, Mr. Two-penny Postman.
    Says he, I don't know you, says she, good luck,
    I lives next door in the two-pair back,
    My husband's a cobbler, 'tis all in your track,
    It's all right, says the Two-penny Postman.
	6. His kindness was such that it knew no end,
    And to prove that he realy was a real friend,
    He took her spouse three pair of shoes to mend.
    Mr. Walker, the Two-penny Postman.
    They were soled and heeled without delay,
    To the cobbler he had so much to say,
    He got the shoes, but as for the pay,
    'Twas Walker, the Two-penny Postman.`

	
	7. Ever since then they've led cat and dog life,
    Their home, bed ,& board has had nothing but strife
    The cobbler was done, and so was his wife,
    By Walker, the Two-penny Postman ,
    For by way of a finish to this vile act,
    The lady, (depend on't 'tis a fact,)
    Has brought him a boy, the image exact,
    Of Walker, the Two-penny Postman.
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Chorus
    Sing ri tol fol de rol yo ho,


    Ri rol fol de riddle li do.


    Ri tol fol de rol yo ho!


    Ri tol fol de riddle da.


2. Board man o’ war I enter’d next learn’d to quaff good flip,


    And far from home we scudded on so gay;


    As I ran my rigs, but like so well my captain’s crew and ship,


    That run what will, why hang me if I ever run away!



(Chorus)


3. With Drake I’ve sail’d the world around and learn’d a bit to fight,


    But somehow I a prisoner was ta’en;


    So when the Spanish jailor to my dungeon shew’d a light,

    I blinded just his peepers and then ran away again!



(Chorus)


4. I’ve run a many risks in life, on ocean and on shore,


    But always like a Briton got the day;


    And fighting in old England’s cause, will run so many more,

    But let me face ten thousand foes, will never run away



(Chorus)
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	1. Odds, bobs! What a time for a seaman to skulk,

    Under gingerbread hatches ashore;

    What a hanged bad job that this battered old hulk
    can’t be rigged out for sea once more,

        Can’t be rigged out for sea once more.

    For the puppies as they pass, 

    Cocking up a squinting glass,
    Thus run down the old Commodore.

    That’s the old Commodore, the old rum Commodore,
    the gouty old Commodore!

    Hi! Hi! Hi! Why the bullets and the gout 
    have so knocked his hull about,
    that he’ll never more be fit for sea, 
        he’ll never more be fit for sea.
	2. Here I am in distress like a ship waterlogged,

    Not a tow-rope at hand nor an oar;

    I am left by my crew and may I be flogged,

    For the doctor’s a fool, nothing more,

        For the doctor’s a fool, nothing more.

    While I’m swallowing his slops,

    How nimble are his chops
    Thus queering the old Commodore.

    Bad case, Commodore, can’t say, Commodore,
    can’t flatter, Commodore, says he,

    Hi! Hi! Hi! For the bullets and the gout 
    have so knocked your hull about,
    that you’ll never more be fit for sea, 
        you’ll never more be fit for sea.

	3. What, no more be afloat, fire and fury, they lie! I’m a seaman and only three score; 
    and if as they tell me, I’m likely to die, Odds, zooks! Let me not die ashore! Odds, zooks! Let me not die ashore!
    As to death, ‘tis all a joke, Sailors live in fire and smoke so at least says the old Commodore.
    Rum old Commodore, the tough old Commodore, the fighting old Commodore!
    Hi! Hi! Hi! Who the bullets nor the gout, nor the French dogs to boot, shall kill till they grapple him at sea.
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	On the shore, how alert, how intrepid her crew!
How firm at their sov’reign’s command!

How dauntless o’er ocean his foes to pursue,

And die for the cause of their land!

Yet one tear ere the heroes depart, - 

One sigh shall be drawn from the hear;

One kiss on the cheek with sweet sorrow impearl’d,

When the Banner of War is unfurl’d.
	Now forth to the contest – the battle swells high,

And fierce round the vessel it roars – 

Hark! The Sons of Britannia “To victory” cry,

And victory sounds to our shores!

Then peaceful again to their home

Shall the patriot warriors come;

No more the fair cheek shall with teats be impearl’d ,

But the Banner of Peace stand forever unfurl’d!
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	Deserted by the waning Moon, 

When skies proclaim night’s cheerless moon,
On tower, fort, or tented ground,

The sentry walks his lonely round,

The sentry walks his lonely round,

The sentry walks his lonely round.

And should a footstep haply stray, 

Where caution marks the guarded way,

Where caution marks the guarded way, 

Where caution marks the guarded way, the guarded way.
Who goes there? Stranger quickly tell
(A friend) the word (good night)
All’s well all’s well the word (good night)

All, all’s well.
	Or sailing on the midnight deep,

While weary messmates soundly sleep,
The careful watch patrols the deck,

To guard the ship from foes or wreck,

To guard the ship from foes or wreck,

To guard the ship from foes or wreck.

And while his thoughts oft homeward veer,
Some friendly voice salutes his ear,

Some friendly voice salutes his ear,

Some friendly voice salutes his ear, salutes his ear.


What cheer? Brother quickly tell
(Above) below (good night)
All’s well all’s well above (good night)

All, all’s well.
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The Fisherman’s Glee

A glee is a type of English part song composed for three or more, usually male and unaccompanied voices. The heyday of the glee was in the years between 1750 and 1850. The respectable and artistic character of glees contrasted with the bawdiness of the many catches which continued to be composed and sung well into the early years of the 19th century.
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Powder Monkey Peter
(C.Dibdin)

Born aboard a man of war,

Pipe all hands with a yeo! ho!

I have sail’d both near and far,

With a yeo! ho! yeo!

A sailor’s life’s the life for fame,

So none to me is sweeter;

And what d’ye think I’m called by name?

Why, little saucy Powder-Monkey Peter.

SPOKEN.]  I’m little, but I’m tough like a bantam cock, and crow over all the boys in the ship.


With a yeo! ho! yeo!

When the waves heave mountains high,

Pipe all hands with a yeo! ho!

Up the rigging I can fly,

With a yeo! ho! yeo!

And in a calm can dance and sing,

What pleasure can be sweeter!

And toast the health of George our King,

Can little saucy Powder-Monkey Peter.

SPOKEN.]  To be sure, I get into a little mischief now and then; I sweetened the purser’s flip t’other day with a quid of tobacco, so I got a round dozen.

With a yeo! ho! yeo!

When the foe in sight appears,

Pipe all hands, with a yeo! ho!

Ev’ry man for fight prepares,

With a yeo! ho! yeo!

And when the foe he strikes, d’ye see,

No sight sure can be sweeter

And that he must strike, you’ll agree

With little saucy Powder-Monkey Peter.

SPOKEN.]  We boarded a Frenchman last voyage, and I came alongside a French Powder-Monkey, “Marbleu,” says he; “True Blue,” says I; popp’d him into an ammunition-barrel, and smothered him in his own gunpowder.

With a yeo! ho! yeo!
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Over the Hills and Far Away
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G                                          C                          G                                                D

Here's fourteen shillings on the drum, for those who volunteer to come,

      G                             C                  G                                        D

To 'list and fight the foe today, Over the Hills and far away

CHORUS: 

G                                C                                          G                                       D

O'er the hills and o'er the main, Through Flanders, Portugal and Spain.

           G                                       C                G                                          D

King George commands and we obey, Over the hills and far away

              G                   C                        G                                         D

When duty calls me I must go, to stand and face another foe

         G                            C                  G                                        D

But part of me will always stray, Over the hills and far away

CHORUS 

   G                          C                             G                                       D

If I should fall to rise no more, as many comrades did before

           G                                C                     G                                        D

Then ask the fifes and drums to play, Over the hills and far away

CHORUS 

          G                        C                                  G                                       D

Then fall in lads behind the drum, with colours blazing like the sun

     G                           C                             G                                      D

Along the road to come what may, Over the hills and far away  -          
CHORUS X 3

The Treadmill Song
THE WARNING. Supposed to have been sung by a Cadger to his Companions on his Return from “The New Dancing Academy,” Brixton.
Tune.—“Bow wow, &c.”
You Cadgers all, both great and small,
Attend to vat I say, Sirs,
All prigging stow, or you vill go
Where I com’d from to day, Sirs.
As down the Strand, a Gent so grand,
Was strutting, mighty fine, Sirs,
His hankercher hung out so fur,
I really thought ’twas mine, Sirs.
Tol de rol, &c.

I made a grab—he did me nab,
To quod I quick vas taken;
The magistrate he sat in state:
I trembl’d for my bacon.
Evidence o’er—oh vhat a bore!—
His eyes on me he fix’d on;
Says he to me, “Go, have a spree
At the Treading Mill at Brixton.”
Tol de rol, &c.

Vhen I reach’d there, a surly bear,
The steps he bid me mount, Sirs—
From Dirty Dick, up to the kick,
Ve’d a swelling black legg’d Count, Sirs.
Both high and low, they have a go:
Oh! ’tis a decent pill, Sirs.
They step avay, and cry all day,
“The devil take the Mill, Sirs.”
Tol de rol, &c.

Then varning take, and keep avake,
For Traps are not asleep, Sirs;
They prowl about, to find us out,
Like volves do after sheep, Sirs.
My life I’ll change—don’t think it strange,
I’ll vork, that’s vat I vill, Sirs,
Both night and day, to keep away
From the curs’d Treading Mill, Sirs,
Tol de rol, &c.
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