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Three Songs (Two of them Traditional) 
 
We’d like to include a regular column in which we print older songs that are still current in oral tradition in Canada, 
as well as more recently crafted songs that especially appeal to us, for one reason or another. This time here are two 
traditional songs that we heard sung in New Westminster while we were there for the CSTM conference in early 
November. The first has a beautiful tune, and I believe that Bert Lloyd was the first to introduce it to revival singers, 
back in the late 1950s or early 1960s. If you’ve never heard Judy Collins’ recorded version, then make a point of 
seeking it out. The second is a shanty that received a particularly vigorous rendition from Jon Bartlett, and probably 
needs no introduction. A recorded version can be found on the Songs and Stories of Canada CD-ROM, which we 
reviewed in the last issue. The third song I recently discovered in a folder of old submissions to Canadian Folk 
Music and, as far as I can tell, we apparently never printed it. We obviously should have done, but better late than 
never. It will serve to remind us of a CSTM stalwart who was suddenly taken from us and who is badly missed. 
 
 

 
 

Farewell to Tarwathie, adieu moor and hill, 
And the dear land of Crimond I bid you farewell, 
I’m bound off for Greenland, I’m ready to sail, 
In hopes to find riches in hunting the whale. 
 
Farewell to my comrades, for a while we must part, 
And likewise the dear lass who first won my heart, 
The cold coast of Greenland my love will not chill, 
And the longer my absence more loving she’ll feel. 
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Our ship is well rigged and she’s ready to sail, 
The crew they are anxious to follow the whale, 
Where the icebergs do float and the stormy winds blow, 
Where the land and the ocean is covered with snow. 
 
The cold coast of Greenland is barren and bare, 
No seed time or harvest is ever known there, 
And the birds they sing sweetly in mountain and glen, 
But there’s no bird in Greenland to sing to the whale. 
 
There is no habitation for a man to live there, 
And the king of the country is the fierce Greenland bear, 
And there’ll be no temptation to tarry long there. 
With our ship bumper full we will homeland repair. 
 
 

 
 

I thought I heard the old man say 
John Kanaka-naka toor-i-ay! 
Today, today is a holiday, 
John Kanaka-naka toor-i-ay! 
Toor-i-ay, oh, toor-i—ay! 
John Kanaka-naka toor-i-ay! 
 
Oh, haul, oh, haul, oh, haul away, 
Oh, haul away and make your pay. 

We’re bound away at break of day, 
We’re bound away for ‘Frisco Bay. 
 
We’re bound away around Cape Horn, 
We’re bound away tomorrow morn. 
 
Well, it’s one more pull and that’ll do, 
For we’re the bullies to kick ‘er through! 
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