Sea Songs of the Isle of Wight
Here are a set of sea songs that have been written about the Isle of Wight over the years. This is a
working on document. As they develop there will be changes and new songs will appear.
We would like to thank all those who have written the words and music and those who had offered their
advice and encouragement to make a really great set of songs. The names of those involved are listed
at the end. These are basic versions of the songs with simplified tunes and chord suggestions. As
always you can change them to suit your voice and your phrasing. You can hear actual performance
versions of some of the songs on You Tube and in other places. It will be fabulous when various
versions of these songs are heard throughout the island and well beyond!
We are always looking for new sea songs and have yet to have ones about “The Battle of the Solent”,
“The Ark and the Dove”, “The Winthrop Fleet”, “Lifeboats” and ones connected with the seaside, piers,
holidays and such like.
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Admiral Hopson

JB

Admiral Hopson’s gone to sea
Weighhh hey, what a man he was
Come from Bonchurch down by the quay
Weigh hey oh
Well he ran away to sea at the age of 10
Weighhh hey, what a man he was
He sailed away to war on the Jenny Wren
Weigh hey oh
Chorus
So weigh the anchor, up she comes
Hoist that sail to the sound of the drum
We’ll follow Lord Snip where ‘ere he goes
Serving the Queen and the English rose
Well he came upon the French off the Dorset coast, Weighhh hey, what..
He took their colours while they were engrossed, Weigh hey oh
Well the admiral he was mighty pleased. Weighhh hey, what..
The battle it was won and the flagship seized. Weigh hey oh
Chorus
Well Hopson then rose through the ranks..
Fighting for the Queen and earning thanks..
He fought many a battle brave and true..
Sailing here and there on the ocean blue..
Chorus
Well he beat the Spanish in seventeen-o-two (1702)
Lauded by the Queen and all his crew
Now back at Spithead after the war
He headed on back to the Bonchurch shore
Chorus
His family they were much relieved
To see just what he had achieved
He became an MP for Newtown
He spent his life serving the crown
Chorus

Atherfield Ledge

(St Catherine’s)

PS A&D

Wild sweeps the wrack from the gates of the West, loud roars the rage of the sea
Bitter the edge of the Atherfield ledge from the which God keeps us free!
White gleam the teeth of the surges high and glisten the rocks for their toll;
Black race the clouds o’er the face of the sky like fiends in pursuit of a soul.
Go, all who have kin on the sea this night and pray on your bended knee
That while you sleep, the good Lord will keep those who sail on this storm-swept sea.
Chorus:
Go all who have kin on the sea this night and pray on your bended knee
That while you sleep, the good Lord will keep, those who sail on this storm-swept sea.
The ‘Bon Venture’ of the Abbot of Quarr is home from the land of France
Deep lade with cloth and the good red wine that makes the red blood dance.
The leadsman checks the knotted line that guides the helmsman’s hand,
The look-out’s beard is stiff with rime as he strains his eyes for land.
‘I cannot the narrowing coast descry, nor the Abbey’s beacon see.
Christ’s body! We’ve missed the Needle’s eye and there’s broken water a-lee.
Ch.
Now, lady of Whitwell, be our aid - we vow thee an altar light.
Good Nicholas, saint of shipmen bold, preserve us all this night.
But the pitiless wind and the treacherous tide hold the good ship in their sway;
In vain the anchor is cast - it drags. She strikes ere break of day.
And it’s, oh! The crashing of timbers rent, by the grim rocks’ savage edge
And it’s, ah! The shrieks of drowning men
(who for want of a light must perish this night) (tune as line above)
By the cursed Atherfield ledge.
Ch.

Notes
Tells the tale of a shipwreck on the Atherfield Ledge which is off an area known as The Back of Wight. One stormy night in
the winter of 1314 one of a fleet of ships, chartered by the merchants of Aquitaine to convey wine to England, struck the
treacherous Atherfield Ledge. The ship contained large amounts of wine, 174 casks and also cloth. De Godyton claimed the
cargo saying possession was nine points of the law. The Merchants, however, claimed redress against De Godyton saying
the cargo was no “wreck of the sea”.
Later there was a Papal Bull threatening De Godyton with excommunication. He built an oratory / lighthouse on the downs
above the Atherfield Ledge as penance for taking the wine. The tower was built so that no other ship would be lost for the
need of a light on the deadly Atherfield Ledge.
Adapted from St Catherine’s 1314

Percy G Stone by A&D

The Back of the Wight Smuggler

CK

We sail to Cherbourg through the night
To buy the brandy tubs
We keep the coastguard out of sight
We’re armed with oars and clubs
We land our crop in the lonely chines
And haul it up cliffs with ropes
We stay at home if the moon it shines
Too much light will spoil our hopes.
Chorus:
When the sky is dark and the hours are small
All along the Back of the Wight
You’ll hear the smugglers’ cheery call
“Tubs ashore, that’s all for tonight”.
We hide our tubs in the nooks and graves
And up our chimney stacks
We hide our tubs in the trees and caves
All for to evade the tax
We water it down and we colour it up
Before it’s time to sell
And if anyone should challenge us
We’ll wish them straight to hell. Ch.
It’s a hard, hard life as a smuggling man
Full of danger, strife and toil
The excise men catch us if they can
Our trade they try to spoil
We’re hit by searches and heavy fines
And some are sent to gaol
James Buckett was pressed in the Queen’s navy
Imprisoned under sail. Ch.
Edmund Barnacle, over in Cowes
To Winchester jail was sent
Liz Trubbeck carried skins under her skirts
It made her knees look bent
John Benzie, only eleven years old
Served half a year in clink
They all of them were smugglers bold
Dedicated to the drink. Ch.
We bear no shame for our smuggling trade

We leave a tub for the church
We share the risks and we all get paid
We won’t leave a friend in the lurch
When the sky is dark and the hours are small
All along the Back of the Wight
You’ll hear the smugglers’ cheery call
“Tubs ashore, that’s all for tonight”. Ch.

Notes
The south-west coast of the island was one of the busiest in 18th century Britain for smuggling.
Smugglers Epitaph
All you that pass pray look and see
How soon my life was took from me
By those officers as you hear
They spilt my blood that was so dear
But God is good, is just and true
And will reward to each their due

Cherbourg to Wight

A&D

From Bembridge town to Freshwater Bay
The smugglers plied their trade
The back of the Wight was where they say
The liquor and goods were laid.
Chorus:
We’ll go down among the Needle Rocks
And put them all ashore O
Back again to Cherbourg
And take in some more O.
At Luccombe Chine under the cliff
Were the homes of the fishermen O
The soft sandstone was easy to work
For to make the smugglers’ den O. Ch.
Old Charlie was a tough old salt
With his brothers all three they dug below
To make a cave under the front room floor
Their illicit tubs to stow O. Ch.
Crafty Old Hannah, Old Charlie’s wife
Her ills one starry night did feign
Writhing and groaning all in her chair
Sipping raw brandy to ease her pain. Ch.
The smell of her brandy seemed to fill the room
Disguising the haul in the cellar below
Old Hannah continued to rock and to moan
With the trap door under her chair O. Ch.
The excise men soon arrived
In search of contraband O
On seeing Hannah in so much pain
They left them all alone O. Ch.

Notes
A tale of IOW smugglers. The chorus is found in Noyes book, as is the story. Old Hannah pretends to be ill when the excise
men arrive at her cottage. Her chair is in fact hiding a trap door to the cave below where the brandy is hidden. Anwyl
arranged this.
Brighstone
Smuggling was one of the main "occupations" of villagers in the past, and a famous smuggler was a Mr. William "Bung"
Russell, who lived at Lilygrove from 1865-79. Lilygrove is a house of great age and was mentioned in the Domesday Book; it is
reputed to have been the manor house of Uggleton Manor. Mr. Russell was a very canny smuggler who knew the ways of the
coastguards, and timed his landings accordingly. He spread a rumour that Moortown Lane was haunted by a flying hare, so
that villagers would be afraid to frequent the lane by night, and he could carry up his kegs unseen.

Opposite Lilygrove, on the walls of the cottage called Casses, the outlines of ships can be seen carved in the chalk stones, and
it is believed that these were an indication to smugglers as to what contraband would be acceptable and when it could be
received.
Brandy, in tubs tied together in pairs for ease of handling, was smuggled mostly from the Cherbourg peninsula. The tubs
holding about three gallons, cost about ten shillings each. When nearing the coast, a stout rope was secured outside the
vessel's gunwale and the tubs were suspended from it, so that if the boat was intercepted by the Revenue Cutter, the lashings
could be cut and the tubs dropped w clear. Bearings were taken so that they could be grapnelled for and recovered later on.
The kegs were hidden under cottage floors, ricks, etc., until they could be taken to their ultimate destination.

Chale
In the days of sail Chale Bay bore a terrible reputation, because of the number of ships driven ashore there. One such wreck
occurred in October, 1836, when the East Indiaman Clarendon grounded in the Bay during a great storm, and was smashed to
pieces in a few minutes with the loss of all but three of her company. The inn, then known as "The White Mouse", was
afterwards enlarged, partly with timbers salvaged from this wreck, and its name was changed to "The Clarendon".
Another local inn, the "Star" at Chale Green, was known in years gone by as Sprake's Brewery. It was started in 1833 by Robert
Sprake and handed down through four generations of the family. It was "good old-fashioned beer", made from local-grown
hops and barley in a small brewhouse at the side of the road. At first supplied only to the villagers it soon became better
known, and was delivered all over the Island. In the old brewhouse are preserved relics of smuggling days, including a rusty
candle lantern which was used for signalling from the cliffs to the smugglers at sea; and a cleverly constructed pump, which
worked through a hole in the hearthstone to draw up liquor from a cask hidden below, whilst the family were seated in the
chimney corner. The first Brewer's licence issued for the house shows that the excise duty on beer at that time was 6d. per
36-gallon cask, as compared with £5 in 1928 when the business was sold – today, £11 or £12.
It is well known that Chale and Blackgang were the haunts of many smugglers, who used all manner of devices to conceal
their contraband, even hiding tubs in the box-tombs in the churchyard when the Excise men were too hard on their heels.
Niton
Smuggling was looked upon as a normal occupation, and it was not until the gangs began to terrorise people – committing at
least one murder – that public opinion began to turn against it. Eventually the interception of a large "run" at Puckaster, and
the subsequent prosecutions and very heavy fines, brought the trade to an end locally.
Women’s Institute Village Book

The Cliffsmen of Freshwater Bay

CK

Chorus
We’re the cliffsmen of Freshwater Bay
We’re strong and we’re bold
We’ve got samphire and we’ve got eggs
We’ve got birds to be sold.
We drive a stake into the top of the cliff
Swing over the void, scaring onlookers stiff
With rope tied between ourselves and the stake
We take birds and eggs for the money we make. Ch
If it’s after the birds then it’s silent we go
If we’re after the eggs then we make a fine show
Silent or noisome, we use all of our tricks
We’ll grab birds by necks or we’ll knock them with sticks. Ch
The eggs and the samphire to London are sent
To be eaten at the tables of the big city gents
The feathers go for beds at eight pence a pound
The gulls flesh is always the best crab bait around. Ch
Now one day a soldier in eighteen – o – eight
The foolish young man met a terrible fate
He swung over the cliff where only cliffsmen do go
And he fell to his death on the rocks far below. Ch
So you ladies and gents of fair London town
As you’re eating your gulls eggs in jackets and gowns
Remember the cliffsman who brought your fine feast
Hanging from an old rope with the wind in the east. Ch

Notes
Men used to abseil down the cliffs of Tennyson Down to collect eggs, gulls and samphire. The soldiers suspected them of being
smugglers. See ‘The Isle of Wight a guide’ Edmund Venables 1860.
This song is sung over the constant rhythm of the pounding of the waves, which does make it it rather tricky. Samphire is a salt
tolerant plant that is highly prized in cooking and is rich in vitamins.

“A cloud of gulls flew off the cliff, puffins and guillemots rushed past in hundreds and the whole colony were thrown into
agitation. The cause was soon obvious. Descending from the brow of the cliff on a rope hardly visible in the mist which
wrapped the summit was the figure of a man, while two others were indistinctly seen easing the rope downward through
what appeared to be a block fastened to a post.
The climber descended some 250 feet till he came to a grass slope, which a few minutes before had been dotted with gulls.
There he slipped his leg out of the loop in which he was sitting and passing the double cord by which he had been lowered over
his left arm, he walked along the slope picking up the gulls’ eggs, which he put into a bag hanging across his chest. Above one
end of the turf slope was a crack in the cliff in which a line of guillemots had been sitting. Scrambling up this he took the eggs
one by one and then walking back to the spot at which he had descended was hauled up to the summit. After removing the
tackle from above he disappeared with his companions behind the brow.” C J Cornish ‘The Seafowl Colony in Freshwater Cliffs’.
1895

Come along all you sailors

JB Tune Adapted LB

Come along all you sailors, from the Isle of Wight
Come along all you sailors, from the Isle of Wight
We’re bound away a-fishing, all through the long dark night.
Chorus:
With a whey hey hey, and away we go, we’re heading for the rolling sea
With a whey hey hey, and away we go, we’re heading for the rolling sea
Off we went a-fishing, away from the Yarmouth shore
Off we went a-fishing, away from the Yarmouth shore
Bound for the open seas, the fishing grounds to explore. Ch.
Oh the hardest voyage, was out in the cold North Sea
Oh the hardest voyage, was out in the cold North Sea
When me and a bunch of caulkheads, from the gales had to flee.

Ch.

When me and a bunch of caulkheads, set sail from the Isle of Wight
When me and a bunch of caulkheads, set sail from the Isle of Wight
We only got back home, by following the beacon light. Ch.
When me an' a bunch o' sailors ran aground on Brambles Bank
When me an' a bunch o' sailors ran aground on Brambles Bank
The seas they were a-roaring, we very nearly sank. Ch.
Well, if you become a sailor, and leave the Isle of Wight
Well, if you become a sailor, and leave the Isle of Wight
Say farewell to your family, as the shore slides out of sight. Ch.

Notes: A rollicking sea song everyone can join in. It has brief glimpses of Isle of Wight sailors lives. The tune is adapted from a song called
“When I was a cowboy” by Lead Belly.

Crossing the Bar

AT

D&A

Sunset and evening star,
And one clear call for me!
And may there be no moaning of the bar,
When I put out to sea,
When I put out to sea, when I put out to sea.
But such a tide as moving, seems asleep
Too full for sound and foam,
When that which drew from out the boundless deep
Turns again for home.
Turns again for home, turns again for home.
Twilight and evening bell,
And after that the dark!
And may there be no sadness of farewell,
When I, when I embark.
When I, when I embark; when I, when I embark.
For tho’ from out our bourne, of Time and Place
The flood may bear me far,
I hope to see my Pilot face to face
When I have crossed the bar
When I have crossed the bar, when I have crossed the bar.

Notes
A poem by Alfred Tennyson written just before his death while he was travelling on a ferry across to the Isle of Wight.
put to music almost immediately after he had written it. We arranged it some years ago.

It was

Galleon of the Isle of Wight

Trad. Arranged AB & IP

The Galleon of the Isle of Wight
Now anchored deeply off Whale Chine
She ferried daughters of a king
And royal others of that line.
Chorus:
Ventnor gold, Ho! Ventnor bold
She sailed from Ventnor on that isle
T’was well in fifteen eighty-eight (1588)
She flew the navy’s flag awhile.
A sturdy ship named by a baron
The navy of the English lion
In Compton’s Bay they cast their cannon
In sandpits deep they poured their iron. Ch.
The galleon of the Isle of Wight
Had three score guns to fire
They blazed their canon all for their queen
And for the Spanish on their pyre. Ch.
The ship advanced round Cornwall’s shore
And chased the Spanish man o’war
Who feared retreat and feared to flee
When torn by storms on the Irish sea. Ch.
When victory came to our galleon fair
She left Drake’s navy fighting there
An sailed for home at days first light
To Ventnor beach the Isle of Wight. Ch.

Notes
“One of the most celebrated events in English history was the defeat of the Spanish Armada by Sir Francis Drake’s
outnumbered fleet of war ships. This was in the reign of Elizabeth 1 in 1588. I was surprised to find an IOW folk song that tells
the story of the Island’s only warship at the time. This galleon, quite unofficially, joined Drake’s fleet as it passed by in the
English Channel. It sailed from Ventnor, on the south coast of the island with much celebration by the locals at the time.
This IOW war ship gave only token support to Drake’s fleet it seems. After firing a few canons, as it reached the shores of
Cornwall, it turned back and headed for its home port of Ventnor” AB
There are two tunes to this traditional song and they give the song a completely different feel.

The Irex

JB

On Christmas Eve in ’89, the Irex she set sail
On her maiden voyage, bound for Rio with Captain Hutton in charge.
But on leaving Greenock she hit a storm, was blown to Belfast Lough
Where she waited out the howling gale, until New Year’s Day.
But on leaving Belfast she hit another gale, 5 men they were hurt
The storm it blew for many a day, they couldn’t get in port.
The Captain thought it best to run , and headed for Portland
But blown of course by the storm, hit the rocks at Scratchell’s Bay.
The Totland boat it did launch, but the weather was too foul
Then a rocket did the coastguard fire, and a breeches buoy was rigged.
Midnight came and all but one, were taken to the shore
Leaving behind a young lad, by the name of Thomas Jones.
Jones was tied to the mast, and spent the night alone
‘Twas a dreadful thing for the boy, how he feared to die.
The storm did rage, the seas did foam, the boy he clung to life
And in the morn he was taken off, frozen and barely alive.
Queen Victoria summoned those who’d bravely saved the crew
To Osborne House they did go, Jones was in great joy.
Seven men had lost their lives, including the Captain and mate.
It’s a brutal life on the seas, beware the Isle of Wight.

Version 2
The Irex

JB Adapted MW

On Christmas Eve in eighty-nine (‘89) the Irex she set sail
Bound for Rio with Captain Hutton, this is a very sad tale.
On leaving Greenock she hit a storm, was blown to Ireland’s shore
There she stayed till New Year’s Day until the gale was o’er.
Chorus:
The Irex, the Irex, the Irex went astray
The Irex, the Irex, she grounded on Scratchell’s Bay.
But on leaving Belfast a second gale made the men distraught
The storm it blew for many a day, they couldn’t get into port
The captain steered towards Portland, the crew they did pray
But blown off course by the storm, hit the rocks at Scratchell’s Bay. Ch.
The weather beat the Totland boat, they needed another ploy
So a rocket did the coastguard fire, they rigged the breeches buoy
Midnight came and all but one were taken to the shore
Thomas Jones the frightened lad, was left where the seas do roar. Ch.
Jones was tied to the mast and spent the night on his own
‘Twas a dreadful thing for the boy who feared to die alone.
The storm did rage, the seas did foam, the boy he prayed to survive
And in the morn he was taken off, frozen and barely alive. Ch.
Queen Victoria summoned those who’d bravely saved the crew
To Osborne House they did go, men so bold and true
Seven men had lost their lives including the Captain that night
It’s a brutal life on the seas, beware the Isle of Wight. Ch.

Notes
On January 25th 1890 the Irex, the largest sailing ship ever to be totally wrecked on the Island ran aground at Scratchell’s Bay
near The Needles. She had begun her maiden voyage on Christmas Eve 1889 bound out of Greenock for Rio de Janeiro with a
cargo of sewer pipes and a crew of 34 (plus two stowaways). On leaving Greenock she was immediately caught in a storm and
was driven to Belfast Lough where she remained until New Year’s Day. On leaving Belfast Lough she was hit by yet another
storm which was to last for more than 3 weeks during which a number of men were badly injured. The ship was blown to the

Bay of Biscay and then back up towards Falmouth. Despite the desperate pleas of the crew they were unable to seek refuge in
Falmouth Harbour because no pilot boat could get out to escort her in.
An exhausted Captain Hutton decided to make a run for Portland Harbour. Blown off course by the storm the Captain mistook
the Needles Lighthouse for a pilot boat and ran aground at Scratchell’s Bay early on the morning of January 25th. The Captain
and mate scrambled to launch a lifeboat but were drowned along with 4 other crew. The heavy seas meant that the Totland
Lifeboat was unable to effect a rescue. However, although more than 300 yards offshore, the coastguard were successfully
able to fire a rocket line into the rigging and eventually a breeches buoy was rigged. All but one of the surviving crew were
rescued – the young 14 year old apprentice, Thomas Jones, was too frightened to climb the rigging in the dark. He was tied to
the mast and rescued the next morning frozen but alive.
Queen Victoria held an audience for those involved in the rescue . Although the corner concluded that the incident was an
accident, the circumstances of the wreck and the behaviour of the captain and crew remain a cause of some intrigue.
A second version has been created by MW that rhymes and has a chorus.

Island Smugglers Three
Up, down, down,
My name it is John Brown
The customs men we did outfox
To lure that ship upon the rocks
Going up and down
Chorus:
We are Island smugglers three
Wheeler, Spanner and me
We are going down, going down
Way down to the sea
Up down, down,
Out of Ventnor town
We hid the goods in smugglers’ caves
Kept them safe above the waves
Going up and down. Ch.
Up down, down,
Sometimes a man did drown
Sailing from the coast of France
Leading customs men a dance
Going up and down. Ch.
Up down, down,
Hiding from the crown
The Jerquer’s name was William Dear
He was a man of great good cheer
Going up and down. Ch.
Up down, down,
I am never one to frown
Hauling brandy up the chine
Sometimes even hauling wine
Going up and down. Ch.
Up down, down,
Bastiani’s back in town
Sailed to France and back in a day
Landed safe in Wheelers Bay
Going up and down. Ch

JB

Notes
The song is told from the perspective of John Brown an Island smuggler in the mid 19th century. Mention is also made of three
other smugglers from the same time – John Wheeler, James Spanner and Joe Bastiani. Smuggling was rife on the Island for
many hundreds of years – brandy and tobacco being especially popular goods. A survey in 1836 estimated that 80% of
Islanders were consuming contraband spirits, tobacco and tea.
Small boats would sail to France and Holland and land smuggled goods in the wooded chines and remote bays of the Island.
Goods would be hidden in caves and graves as well as being suspended on rope lines in the sea.
Smuggling could be highly profitable – John Brown, and his son of the same name, were fined £100 each for smuggling in
1867. This was a significant sum but was paid immediately to avoid a jail term. Although often romanticised smuggling could

be a brutal affair – suspected informers could expect rough treatment, customers officers were commonly attacked and
corruption enabled smugglers to evade harsh penalties.
Reference is also made in the song to a “Jerquer” – this was a customs official whose job it was to search ships. The name
derives from the French ‘chercher’ meaning to look for.
EXTRA BACKGROUND INFO
Smuggling was rife on the Island for many hundreds of years and continued well into the 19th century – a survey in 1836
estimated that 80% of Islanders were consuming contraband spirits, tobacco and tea. It still goes on – in March 2002 six
men were jailed for smuggling cocaine into Orchard Bay near Ventnor.
Commonly smuggled goods included brandy and tobacco which would be shipped in from France and Holland. The wooded
chines were commonly used to carry goods inland where they would be hidden in caves, houses and even in graves eg. there
is a grave for 7 sailors in Mottistone churchyard which was dug out to provide a large hiding place. People of all ranks were
involved with the owners of large houses providing safe storage for goods.
There are many famous Island smugglers with the Wheelers of Wheelers Bay perhaps being the best known. Some were also
involved in more reputable occupations – Fred Bastiani, for example, served in the Brighstone lifeboat which lost 2 men in the
rescue of the Sirenia in 1888.
Smuggling could be highly profitable but whilst smugglers are often romanticised the reality could be far more brutal – local
informers were subject to violent reprisals, customers officers were often attacked and corruption enabled smugglers to
evade harsh penalties.
This song features a number of known Island smugglers :
John Wheeler (of Shanklin), part of the Wheeler family, who was prosecuted for smuggling brandy in 1868
James Spanner (of Chale) who was a dairyman and market gardener and was prosecuted for possession of smuggled brandy
in 1870
John Brown (of Yarmouth) – father and son of the same name who were prosecuted for smuggling 38 - 3 gallon tubs of
brandy in December 1867 from France into Colwell Bay aboard Brown’s boat “Annie.” Both were fined £100 which was paid
immediately to avoid jail – this was a significant sum and gives you an idea of how profitable a business it could be.
Bastiani family – old Joe and one of his sons, Fred, were notorious smugglers in the 19th century

The Isle of Wight Fishing Song

CK

Well it’s out of Brading Haven
And over to Selsey Bill
We’ve got lines out for the mackerel
And nets for the cod and the brill
We’ll catch bream and bass and blenny
We’ll catch haddock, halibut and hake
We’ll hoist the main and we’ll hoist the jenny
Our fingers will bleed and our backs will ache.
Chorus:
We’ll have us the catch that we ever could wish
And we’ll have us a laugh and a lark.
Well it’s out from the rocks of Wheeler’s Bay
And round to Dunnose Head
We’re fishing for bream and squid and ray
As we trawl the rocky sea bed
We’ve got lobster pots and crab bait
And ice for to pack them down
There’ll be herring fish and big fat skate
For to sell in Portsmouth town. Ch.
And it’s out of Yarmouth Harbour
To anchor o’er an olden wreck
And reel in the nice fat conger eels
Watch them wriggling on the deck
Or maybe we’ll hook us a girt dogfish
Or maybe a spotted cat shark
We’ll have us the catch that we ever could wish
And we’ll have us a laugh and a lark. Ch.
Now the seas only harvest is plastic trash
The waves are dismal and drab
It’s goodbye to the gurnard and the ballan wrasse
It’s hello to the Alaskan crab
There’s no boats now down on the slipway
The depths have all been fished out
It’s good bye to the sole and the ungulate ray
It’s hello to the pond farmed trout. Ch.

Notes
For those that want to know about the fish that live around the Isle of Wight this is the song for them.

Man of War

Trad. D&A

'Twas down in yonder meadows I carelessly did stray,
Where I beheld a lady fair with some sailor gay;
Says he, 'My lovely Susan, I soon must leave the shore
To cross the briny ocean in a British man of war.
Chorus:
Man of war, oh man of war, man of war, oh man of war.
Then Susan fell to weeping: 'Oh sailor,' she did say,
'How can you be so venturesome, and throw yourself away?
For when that I am twenty-one I shall receive my store ,
-Jolly sailor do not venture in a British man of war. Ch.
‘Oh Susan, lovely Susan, the truth to you I'll tell.
The British flag's insulted, and England knows it well;
I may be crowned with laurels, so like a jolly tar
I'll face the walls of China in a British man of war. Ch.
'But Susan, lovely Susan, the time will quickly pass.
So come down to the ferry house and take a parting glass;
My shipmates they are waiting to row me from the shore.
And sail for England's glory in a British man of war.' Ch.
The sailor took his handkerchief and cut it fair in two.
Saying, 'Susan keep one half for me, I'll do the same for you;
The bullets may surround me, and the cannons loudly roar.
But I'll fight for fame and Susan in a British man of war. Ch.
A few more words together, her love let go her hand.
His shipmates launched their boat and rowed so merrily from land;
The sailor waved his handkerchief when far away from shore.
Pretty Susan blessed her sailor in a British man of war. Ch

Notes
Men of War pass by the island today. Some rest close to the island, like the Mary Rose until it was raised recently.
sadly saying farewell to her jolly tar.

Susan is

The song is found as Anonymous in ‘Songs of the Isle of Wight’ quoted by Noyes and in ‘Songs of the Peasantry’, as taken from
the lips of singers, by Long. It is found elsewhere and has various tunes but fits well into an island collection. Adapted A&D.

The Mary Rose

RK

(Adapted D&A)

In fifteen hundred and forty five, seven hundred gallant men
Put to sea in the Mary Rose and they never came back again.
Chorus:
She sailed away and she never came back
I’ll not forget that day
The Solent knows where the Mary Rose
Lies buried in the mud and the clay.
They pressed my love to serve the king, to Portsmouth docks they made him go
On a summer’s day all in July, to fight the French with an English Rose. Ch.
Then Roger Grenville and his men turned their heads from a fond farewell
And set the sail on a friendly wind and were gone on the tide they knew so well. Ch.
So proud upon the sea she rode, a queen in all her finery
She turned around, but all too soon was lost just one mile from the quay. Ch.
I come and stand on the edge of the sand and curse that awful day
And turn my head from that gentle breeze that took my own true love away. Ch.
Final chorus:
She sailed away and she never came back
I’ll not forget that day
Doesn’t anyone know where the Mary Rose
Lies buried in the mud and the clay. (Repeat last 2 lines)

Notes
Her true love is press ganged into sailing on the Mary Rose. The ship sets sail to fight the French in the Battle of the Solent.
The ship sinks a mile out in Solent with only 35 out of the 400 surviving. Her true love is lost. She stands on the edge of the
sand and curses the day in 1545 that the Mary Rose sank. She wonders where the Mary Rose and her true love are in the
mud and clay.
There were many salvage attempts, one only a few days after the sinking. Rigging and guns were raised also in 1547 and
1549. The Mary Rose was rediscovered in 1836 by some fisherman. Bombs were used to break it open but it seems they
were not successful. The wreck of the Mary Rose was relocated in 1971 and raised in 1982.
Rick Keeling was a singer songwriter well known around the Southampton area in the early 70's, most notably as a resident of
The Cutty Wren Folk Club, in Hythe. Later Rick moved to East Anglia where he became equally well known. He passed on
some time ago. His wife passed on in 2020. We only had the words and composed a suitable tune for the song. (RK adapted
D&A.) Rick also wrote the “Lymington Round and Round” song.

The Medina River Shanty - Version 1

CK

We tie up safe at the Porter Store Hey ho in harbour oh
At Mew and Langton’s brewery door Hey ho in Newport oh
We’re hauling those cans of IPA Hey ho for India oh
They’re set to travel a long long way
In a barge on the Medina.
Chorus
The tide will take us on our way
Then it’s up with our sails on a breezy day
It’s hard but happy come what may--In a barge on the Medina.
Our cargo’s stowed, the hatches are down Hey ho off we go
Our lines are tarred, our sails are brown Hey ho downstream we go
The railway slides its bridge right back Hey ho ale and sail
An engine’s the only thing we lack
In a barge on the Medina. Ch.
We drift downstream till the tide it floods Hey ho steady we go
Then we kedge our barge in the oozing mud Hey ho the mud below
A pint in the Folly would do us just fine Hey ho folly and woe
We cherish the beer and we’re partial to wine
In a barge on the Medina. Ch.
The cranes of Cowes are now in sight Hey ho there’s salt in the air
And soon we’ll leave the Isle of Wight Hey ho the wind’s set fair
And across the Solent to Pompey we’ll sail Hey ho as fast as we dare
With our cargo of screw top India Ale
In a barge from the Medina. Ch.
Version 2
We tie up safe at the Porter Store Hey ho steady we go
At Mew and Langton’s brewery door Hey ho steady we go
We’re hauling those cans of IPA Hey ho steady we go
They’re set to travel a long long way
In a barge on the Medina.
Chorus:
The tide will take us on our way
Then it’s up with our sails on a breezy day
It’s hard but happy come what may--In a barge on the Medina.

Our cargo’s stowed, the hatches are down Hey ho steady we go
Our lines are tarred, our sails are brown Hey ho steady we go
The railway slides its bridge right back Hey ho steady we go
An engine’s the only thing we lack
In a barge on the Medina. Ch.
We drift downstream till the tide it floods Hey ho steady we go
Then we kedge our barge in the oozing mud Hey ho steady we go
A pint in the Folly would do us just fine Hey ho steady we go
We cherish the beer and we’re partial to wine
In a barge on the Medina. Ch.
The cranes of Cowes are now in sight Hey ho steady we go
And soon we’ll leave the Isle of Wight Hey ho steady we go
And across the Solent to Pompey we’ll sail Hey ho steady we go
With our cargo of screw top India Ale
In a barge from the Medina. Ch.

Notes
Mew and Langton’s brewery in Newport invented India Pale Ale [IPA], which they took in screw-top cans by barge down the
Medina River to Portsmouth. Then it was shipped to India.

“Towards the end of the nineteenth century, the local brewery Mew-Langtons developed a revolutionary way of storing beer they developed screw-top cans instead of the more traditional bottles. The Mew-Langton brewery located in Newport, was in
an ideal position to serve the military being close to Portsmouth. To enable beer to stay fresh it needed to be stored under
pressure with a layer of carbon dioxide. Glass bottles were often too fragile. Beer destined for India in particular would often
arrive flat. So the newly developed India Pale Ale in cans was sent instead. At one time this was an export beer but has since
had periods of popularity - IPA was a popular beer in the 1970's but became less fashionable when 'real ale' made 'gassy
beers' less desirable!” Island Nostalgia site.

Rat of Wight

(Gilbert Lee) PS A&D

Twas off Penzance in mid July
The Spanish fleet we did descry,
Up Channel eastward standing;
Then up and spake our skipper bold,
Small matter what we’ve got in hold;
George Carey must the news be told
To guard him ‘gainst their landing.
Chorus:
A health! A health to Gilbert Lee,
A worthy son of Wight is he,
Who steered the Rat to Newport quay,
And brought us timely warning.
Slack off the sheets, the tiller bind,
We’ll run, my lads, before the wind
And give him timely warning.
The Rat of Wight well found is she,
And I’m her Captain Gilbert Lee,
And we must be at Newport quay
Before tomorrow’s dawning. Ch.
So east before the wind we went,
With every stitch of canvas bent
And every rope a-straining.
By Looe and Plymouth Hoe we sped,
Past Portland’s Bill - the shipmen’s dread Until we opened Alban’s head
As daylight was a-waning. Ch.
The beacons fare from hill to hill,
Red harbingers of coming ill,
The southern coast alarming.
To work, to work, on fosse and wall,
Apprentice stout and yeoman tall,
And show the world, whate’er befall,
The Wight is up and arming. Ch.

Work, Wight men, work, come foul come fair,
The hum of war is in the air;
The Spanish hive is swarming.
Go tell the lads in feu and fee
The message brought by Gilbert Lee,
The Great Armada’s put to sea
And ye must all be arming. Ch.

Notes
Tells the story of Captain Gilbert Lee who steered the Rat of Wight into Newport Quay to warn of the Spanish Armada
approaching. They had spotted them off Penzance and had raced back up the channel. Adapted by A&D from the ballad
“Gilbert Lee” Percy G Stone.

Sailor Boy

(AT adapted A&D)

He rose at dawn and fired with hope,
Shot o’er the seething harbour-bar,
And reached the ship and caught the rope,
And whistled to the morning star.
And while he whistled long and loud
He heard a fierce mermaiden cry,
‘O boy, though you are young and proud,
I see the place where you will lie.
Chorus:
He is the sailor boy who sails the seven seas
He is the sailor boy who sails the bounding main
He is the sailor boy who must now leave
He is the sailor boy who cannot e’er remain
‘The sands and yeasty surges mix
In caves about the dreary bay,
And on your ribs the limpet sticks,
And in your heart the scrawl shall play.’
‘Fool,’ he answered , ‘death is sure
To those that stay and those that roam,
But I will never more endure
To sit with empty hands at home.
Chorus
‘My mother clings about my neck,
My sisters crying, ”Stay for shame;”
My father raves of death and wreck,They are all to blame, they are all to blame.
‘God help me! save I take my part
Of danger on the roaring sea,
A devil rises in my heart,
Far worse than any death to me.’
Chorus

Notes
Tennyson moved to Farringford House on the Isle of Wight in 1853. He wrote the Sailor Boy in 1861 the same year Prince
Albert died. He would walk the downs around the house and often the poems would reflect the beat of his feet. The music
reflects this rhythm and includes a traditional tune.

Ventnor Crabbing Shanty (Song)
Chorus:
A crabbing we will go
With the seaweed dark below
All along by Wheeler’s Bay
On a calm and a sunny day
We know all the best crab baits
Our lines are threaded with weights
Our boats are strong with engines loud
In Ventnor town we’re proud.
Chorus
We know where the lobsters lurk
Dark in the deep sea murk
We lure them into our cunning pots
And sell them to blokes with yachts.
Chorus
We’ll venture down Steephill Cove
When we’ve a mind to rove
And even to Bonchurch Bay
Until the sky goes grey.
Chorus
And when the storms roll in
A fisherman just can’t win
We’ll sit in a bar down by the bay
And watch the wind and the spray.
Chorus

CK

Notes

There are many other crabbing spots such as Bembridge Ledge in Whitecliff Bay, Bembridge beach,
Freshwater Bay sandy beach, Ventnor Bay beach, Yarmouth pier and off the seawall at Cowes. The
Island is well known for its seafood. Try the edible crab or brown crab.
Fun Rhyme
A crabbing we will go
A crabbing we will go
A crab, a crab, a crabbing… (down below)
A crabbing we will go.

Wreck of the Irex

AD

The three-masted ship the Irex, drove aground south east of the Needles,
We poor seamen wet and struggling, are thinking we are dead people.
Chorus:
The waves go high the waves go low
The ship the Irex runs into the rocks,
The wind blows here, the wind blows there
The stricken Irex will never make the docks.
Weeping and wailing, then came rescue, from the cliffs above the leeward shore,
The bold coastguards with their rockets, fired a line both straight and sure. Ch.
Haul boys, haul, pull us to safety, bring us safe onto the land,
With bosun’s chairs, and strength and muscle, even God gave us a hand.

Ch.

First Seamen Nicolls , then the crew, our cook, and at last me
Safe and sound rescued, most from the dangers of the sea. Ch.
Cry all clear, pull our the line, but wait there’s one still by the mast,
Just a little, weeping ships cabin boy, too frightened to move and left till last. Ch.
The cook jumped up, no hesitating on the chair, boys take the strain,
Defied the breakers in the wreckage brought the poor boy back to live again. Ch.
The cook was a big black sailor who saved that boy’s life
But no one could give him thanks as he had vanished in the night. Ch.

Alternative Chorus:
Storm after storm we can relate
Helm down, yards up but too late.
Wild the waves, please set us free
Save us all, from the angry sea.

Notes
Developed from the Mottistone account of “The End of the Irex” over 40 years ago.

The Wreck of the Sirenia 1888

CK

The Yankee ship that braved Cape Horn
She lies on the Atherfield rocks
In the pounding seas she now is torn
Far from the Dunkirk Docks
The fog is dense, the sea is white
And crashes up the chines
The light it fades, soon will come night
The wind it whistles and whines.
Chorus:
A few more rolling suns at most,
Will land us on fair Canaan's coast
Then we shall sing the song of grace,
And see our Saviour face to face.
Then Moses Munt and ten brave souls
They launch in the Worcester Cadet
And at the stone church the wreck bell tolls
Wives pray, with faces set
Through icy waves and dimming light
Women, children are brought ashore
At lowest tide in the dead of night
They set to sea once more. Ch.
They rescued crew from Sirenia’s deck
But a wave caught them on the stern
The lifeboat capsized onto the wreck
The waves did boil and churn
And Moses Munt, Tom Cotton and more
Into the deep were thrown
The rest they made it to the shore
Where the widows cry and groan. Ch.

Five bodies were washed up by the tide
Tom Cotton down at Blackgang Chine
And long after all the tears have dried
And the air is clear of brine
You can see their stones in the green churchyard
Midst flowers and dappled shade
Moss covered and by time deep scarred
But our memories must never fade. Ch.

Notes
This ship was wrecked off Atherfield Point in 1888. The words of the chorus are taken from the tombstone of Moses Munt,
coxswain of the Brighstone lifeboat. These words are thought to have originally come from the poem “Hiding Place” by Henry
Livingston (1748-1828). The poem has been changed into a hymn with various tunes.

