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The Ballad of the Second Voyage of the Albion to America 
 

1) Please now listen fair companion, 
Who’s so gentle loved and gay. 
I shall give you a warm story, 
Of the journey through each day. 
So amazing was the Albion, 
Captain Davies at the helm; 
To Cardigan we said fair well, 
Till we meet in heaven’s realm. 
 

2) It was the ninth day of April, 
There had gathered a large crowd; 
Where a meeting had just finished, 
At Castle Pool below the clouds. 
There the gifted Eben Morris,  
Gave advice profound and grave, 
Morgan Jones, Trelech did follow, 
Fine wise words is what he gave. 

 
3) There a massive crowd of people, 

As you know, from everywhere; 
Came to listen out of interest, 
Also many who didn’t care. 
Once the worship there had finished, 
They made their way to Pwll Cam; 
Without hope of ever seeing, 
Brother, Sister, Dad or Mam. 

 
4) Saturday we all did gather, 

In agreement, everyone; 
Awaiting wind to go sailing, 
Across the ocean, all are one. 
But at ten on the Sabbath, 
In to town many did fleet, 
Where they joined in communion, 
With the brothers they did meet. 

 
5) Afternoon we held a service, 

To the Albion, all on board; 
We were praying and were preaching, 
Singing praise, to our great Lord. 
And we wished, from God almighty, 
A blest voyage, we did ask; 
Before leaving for the ocean, 
To begin our journey’s task. 



6) Nine o’clock on Monday morning, 
Across the bar we surely flew, 
And by ten the day that followed, 
We had entered ocean’s blue. 
But fair wind is so elusive, 
From across and not behind, 
Even though we tried to battle, 
Towards Fishguard, we did wind. 

 
7) Following morn we ventured outwards, 

Out to face the ocean vast, 
But towards our ancient homeland, 
Many time our eyes did cast. 
But then so soon after leaving, 
A cross wind came with great might; 
Many of our friends so dear, 
Became sick through day and night. 

 
8) When we woke the following morning, 

On both sides we did see land, 
On one side was our birth-place, 
In the distance Ireland. 
After this the winds did strengthen, 
Every one was now so sick, 
It was good to turn to Kinsale, 
Ireland we’ll be, just a tick. 

 
9) When we woke on Sabboth morning, 

At a port we now did fare, 
And the local poor wretches, 
Everywhere at us did stare. 
With respect we kept the Sabboth, 
As our rules they do decree, 
Singing, praying also preaching, 
As we always did with thee. 

 
     10)  And for six days we did remain, 
 In that place so quietly, 
 Where a hundred friendly locals, 
 From the town watched us closely. 
 And they showed us every kindness, 
 To us all though we were new, 
 And we wouldn’t expect greater, 
 Had we been at home with you. 
 
 
 
 
 



11)       On Saturday at weeks ending, 
From behind there came a breeze, 
And the poorly all felt better, 
As their ailments began to ease. 
So we ventured out so fearless, 
Out across this massive sea, 
A few good days we’ll be arriving, 
Jounrey’s end, full health will be. 

 
12)We came out at ten the morning, 

Travelled far by afternoon; 
Then Cape Clear we were leaving, 
In the evening, oh so soon. 
Goodbye Britain, Goodbye Ireland 
We send blessings from our breast, 
To the throne of George the Monarch, 
to the poor that here do rest. 

 
13)       By next morning twas the Sabboth, 
 Lovely weather was a boon; 

We had service in the morning,  
And again the afternoon. 
Captain Davies was so eager, 
Working hard on every chore. 
Our welfare was his pleasure, 
Be it now, forever more. 

 
14)       We worked hard as physicians, 
 Healing those who shared our fare; 
 I don’t think that we’ll discover, 
 Captain like him anywhere. 
 Our health as wise physicians, 
 With advice always at hand, 
 For our good so we’ll be ready, 
 To face God’s eternal land. 
 
15)       I don’t know of any strangers, 
 In those days that did exist, 

Stormy weather ever changing, 
Roaring winds that did persist. 
Against us it did blow most often, 
Day and night torrential rain, 
And by now so many people, 
Were in bed and always lain. 

 
 
 
 
 



16)       But at week’s end on Saturday, 
 Ireland was far in sight, 
 A storm arose that afternoon, 
 Which gave us fear and great fright. 
 And these winds which were now howling, 
 Boiled the sea with wild furore, 
 Until not one of our sailors, 
 Had ever seen their likes before. 
 
17) Seeing waves like great mountains, 
 Form a curtain crashing steep, 
 Massive waves above are flowing, 
 But below us oh so deep; 
 Forced to tie the sail secure, 
 Lest the wind tears them away, 
 Forced to leave the wheel run freely, 
 Leaving her to find her way. 
 
18) But these winds did drive us backwards; 
 For three days it drove us so. 
 That is why we’ve been unable, 
 To reach the end, so far to go. 
 Time by now has lost all value, 
 In our worry certainly, 
 Just with our lives we’d be content, 
 If it meant a year at sea. 
 
19) There now occurred great shivering, 
 Should things improve we surely swore, 
 If we’d be saved by God above, 
 Safely led to distant shore. 
 ‘We dared too much’, said some people 
 When the sea we did befall, 
 And life at home was sufficient, 
 Where in store we had it all. 
 
20) We were poor in circumstances, 
 Without fire days were long, 
 And though hunger is unpleasant, 
 The truth must be put in song. 
 But after being shut below, 
 And no water to be found, 
 Everyone was still and quiet, 
 Keeping silent without sound. 
 
 
 
 
 



21) If you were there you’d be worrying, 
 By far much more than were we, 
 If a great storm was now blowing, 
 Towards you across the sea. 
 But if some wings you’d now possess, 
 Towards us you’d take fast flight, 
 You would have heard such sweet singing, 
 In the darkness black of night. 
 
22) The brave Albion did all withstand; 
 Despite the rage she’d befall, 
 Sometimes down in the deep valleys, 
 And the waves did hide her all. 
 But again her heads she lifted, 
 And rise once more to break free, 
 But a Hand strong and able, 
 Worked with her so rigorously. 
 
23) But the gentle skilful sailors, 
 Reassuringly did say, 
 That storms like these held no danger, 
 When the land is far away. 
 Many on board did acknowledge, 
 Up above the able Hand,  
 He who walked upon the water, 
 Who created heaven and land. 
 
24) In this place our faith could flourish, 
 Trust again the word of God; 
 And want for things from Him only, 
 Our Savior, thank you Lord. 
 I would hope He’d give his blessings, 
 To some people at these times; 
 Only from him they can expect, 
 Acknowledgement for their crimes. 
 
25) But when the storm had receded, 
 Some were sickly some were fit, 
 Everyone was now in comfort, 
 And things improved bit by bit. 
 Then for several days that followed, 
 We could see ships, all around. 
 Some travelling in our direction, 
 Other boats from Indies bound. 
 
 
 
 
 



26) We saw one ship coming homeward, 
 From West Indies far away, 
 Towards Bristol she was sailing, 
 Better wind to make her way. 
 Towards us she came so near, 
 From our deck we gave a cry, 
 But because the wind was blowing, 
 She did quickly pass us by. 
 
27) We all wished that they had stated, 
 “Why for home?”, we would demand; 
 We were all so happy going, 
 To our appointed land. 
 Then we saw some massive fishes, 
 Swimming in the darkest blue, 
 As big as the largest horses, 
 We have ever seen with you. 
 
28) God has shown us very clearly, 
 He could drown us all at will. 
 Constant praising he’s expecting, 
 For keeping us free from ill. 
 He has shown us obviously, 
 That His words are true and grand, 
 And the price of sin is dying, 
 On the sea, like on the land. 
 
29) But death arrived in our area, 
 On this the third day of May. 
 And one of us He has taken, 
 Our numbers less here today. 
 And her age was just two summers, 
 From this earth, she now has gone, 
 It is strange to see old sinners, 
 Being left here for so long. 
   
30) It was Iona Morgan’s daughter, 
 From Llangoedmore land was she, 
 At afternoon she was buried, 
 Beneath the waves appropriately. 
 So the grieving Captain Davies,  

Gave the service, at his best. 
He read words that had been chosen, 
In the water, she’s at rest. 

 
 
 
 
 



31) A stormy Sabboth did follow, 
 Very much like one before; 
 The wind did blow so terribly, 
 And the sea and waves did roar. 
 The great spray was so drenching, 
 That on deck we could not stay, 
 Even though we wished so dearly, 
 To be there, to sing and pray. 
 
32) But the storm was so meager, 
 By afternoon it ceased to blow, 
 Without making that much difference, 
 Our experience was at a low. 
 When we now looked all around,  
 We saw ships about ten or nine; 
 Sometimes fewer, sometimes more so, 
 When the weather was so fine. 
 
33) There are several sickly people, 
 In our midst, these days on end. 
 Some men are brave and mighty, 
 And their wives always attend. 
 Williams Jenkins, I give tribute; 
 Of us all, he’s poorly lain; 
 There is so little hope indeed, 
 He will ever be the same. 
 
34) Here is news so sad and mournful, 
 To Trelech we must relay, 
 For he has lost all his senses, 
 Since the fifth or the sixth day. 
 Despite every type of treatment, 
 Confined to bed is his plight; 
 He has all kinds of comfort, 
 From his friends both day and night. 
 
35) On day fifteen at eight o’clock, 
 His hours no more remain; 
 He won’t be seen, never ever, 
 Beneath the heaven’s domain. 
 In the evening, he was buried, 
 Deeply in the deepest sea, 
 There he will wait, oh so hidden, 
 Till the resurrection be. 
 
 
 
 
 



36) We were there at his funeral, 
Everybody sad and grave; 
Reading, singing also praying, 
Placed his body in the deep grave. 
He had thought when leaving homeland, 

 At journey’s end, be fit and well; 
 But instead of all his wishes, 
 The eternal place, he now does dwell. 
 
37) Even though deprived is Nanny, 
 Of relation here and now; 
 For a husband is now buried, 
 In the ocean deep below. 
 Nanny’s better off than many, 
 Of the ones who’re in her state, 
 If she decides not to remain, 
 Back to you she can locate. 
 
38) Today we saw a shoal of fishes, 
 Far, far more than previous time; 
 The look of them was so frightening, 
 That in this song, they’ll have their line. 
 The next day a lovely Sabboth; 
 The fine weather was a boon, 
 And unhindered was God’s worship, 
 Both morning and afternoon. 
 
39) So the fine spell, while it lasted; 
 For the whole of seven days, 
 Favorable winds and fine weather, 
 Every one so well and gay. 
 We agreed to hold thanksgiving, 
 On the Wednesday afternoon, 
 To thank our Lord and acknowledge, 
 That his goodness is a boon. 
 
40) Oh that here is so delightful, 
 The ship’s progress through the foam; 
 Children playing, oh so joyful, 
 Like they did on hills of home. 
 And I’ve not seen one that’s poorly, 
 Between age of ten and three, 
 Every one so fit and happy, 
 As that they could ever be. 
  
 
 
 
 



41) Among you across the country, 
 Oh how idle is your talk; 
 America we will travel, 
 Only if there’s land to walk. 
 Good for us, a sea for swimming, 
 And a ship to bear us there; 
 But still ten times we would return, 
 If needs arose, without care. 
 
42) Saturday began in comfort, 
 We were sailing, oh so grand; 
 We then saw banks which came closer, 
 That lay south of Newfoundland. 
 Then came fog which was so cloudy, 
 From the west it came to stay; 
 With great thunder that was roaring, 
 It gave us fright later that day. 
 
43) When we woke on Sabboth morning, 
 An isle of ice we saw afar. 
 Many wonders we have witnessed, 
 On our trip to America. 
 Wonderous to see great castles, 
 Made of ice from Northern shore; 
 Larger than any great palace, 
 That you’ve ever seen before. 
 
44) I hear of one who did compare, 
 ‘The nearest that I have seen, 
 Is the church of Cilrhedyn’; 
 The one at which you have been; 
 A great deal more was visible, 
 I am certain, in our gaze, 
 But below we had no knowledge, 
 It’s concealed beneath the waves. 
 
45) When it came to ten the morning, 
 On our work we did begin, 
 On our worship all together, 
 Our Creator, kith and kin. 
 We are always close together, 
 Keeping prayers so very tight, 
 Always praying for his mercy, 
 And our safety through the night. 
  
 
 
 
 



46) It’s very strange, this cold weather, 
 Where we are with banks in view; 
 Even summer here is colder, 
 Than at Christmas there with you. 
 Ice and snow is now most frequent, 
 Around these parts, where we are; 
 And the ice, just like mountains, 
 Coming from Greenland, afar. 
 
47) We are nearer by some degrees, 
 To the sunshine than are you; 
 Yet here it is far, far colder, 
 Why is this? We have no clue? 
 Great flocks of birds are everywhere, 
 Many colours, different scales; 
 And the sea is full of fishes, 
 In this region where we sail. 
 
48) For several days we did remain, 
 On these very chilly banks; 
 And all around we saw nothing, 
 Except this fog, pale and rank. 
 We then saw ships that were fishing, 
 All at anchor, near at hand; 
 We passed through them, oh so smoothly, 
 On our way to pleasant lands. 
 
49) We could hear the horns all blowing, 
 Night and day the bells did toll; 
 Signs for us to keep our distance, 
 Not too close, we were to stroll. 
. All around there was great danger, 
 Both ships and ice that were there; 
 To keep watch was necessary, 
 In morn and noon with great care. 
 
50) So very cold it did remain, 
 Through the week, all of the time; 
 By Sabboth morning it began, 
 To improve and be so fine. 
 We held service all together, 
 In the morning, glad were we; 
 By afternoon, a child we buried, 
 In her grave beneath the sea. 
 
 
 
 
 



51)  Listen gentle friends from Clydau; 
 For you I have, news to say, 
 The death of William Richard’s daughter, 
 Upon this day, at Midday. 
 The sweet mother full of grieving, 
 Her child buried in the waves; 
 Despite this we can do nothing, 

But accept the rules He gave. 
 
52)  Betty Henton was so poorly, 
 Truth to say too weak to stand; 
 She did shout, always complaining 
 “Oh Good God we’ll not see land”; 
 And to shout she did continue, 
 From her bed where she confine, 
 Until one day, she miscarried, 
 Like so many at this time. 
 
53) Sweet medicine is God’s goodness, 
 That’s kept her alive on board, 
 And hope now, she’s learnt her lesson, 
 To live in praise of her Lord. 
 Hope to see her in the future, 
 Once this season has gone by, 
 Walking on her life’s new pathway, 
 Her foolishness left to lie. 
 
54) I now want to share some knowledge, 
 That at midday, here with me, 
 There back with you it is around, 
 At that time, just after three. 
 Even though the sun arises, 
 Earlier in the morn with you, 
 It does also set at night time, 
 So very much earlier too. 
 
55) We’ve now had days, oh so many, 
 Which are foggy, wet and cold; 
 Sometimes the sun does come shining, 
 By afternoon, clear skies unfold. 
 The first Friday in the morning, 
 We arose at crack of dawn, 
 And we did see to our surprise, 
 Great and strange, Leviathan. 
 
 
 
 
 



56) Upon the waves it did approach, 
 As we watched from far away; 
 What could it be?  We weren’t knowing, 
 Until at hand it did lay. 
 It had been killed and was deceased, 
 Yet it floated on the sea, 
 There is too much to comprehend, 
 On this frontier where we be. 
 
57) Now the wind was in our favour, 
 For some days, two or three; 
 Cutting through the sea and lifting, 
 The Albion sailed impeccably. 
 Quickly through the darkest waters, 
 On the waves, she was so grand, 

Swiftly baring us from danger, 
At St. John we soon would land. 

 
58) For six weeks we were sailing, 
 On the sea, no land in sight; 
 But then on this Sunday morning, 
 Nova Scotia was so bright. 
 Halifax we passed and Shelbourne, 
 Pleasant country, oh so fine; 
 Then we left this freezing weather, 
 Here it’s now sweet summer time. 
 
59) The gentle sweet inhabitants, 
 Then approached us in a trice; 
 Baring barrels full of fishes, 
 Which they sold for a cheap price; 
 And some of us they took away, 
 With free will they said ffarwel; 
 They did their best to encourage, 
 For us all to leave as well. 
 
60) We proceeded very quickly, 
 Towards the south of this place; 
 We then entered bay of Fundy, 
 Towards St. John at great pace. 
 We awoke on Thursday morning, 
 A great tidying was at hand; 
 Everyone in best attire, 
 To disembark on dry land. 
 
 
 
 
 



61) ‘Bout two o’clock the afternoon, 
 Upon board a pilot came; 
 As we entered port so quickly, 
 We held service in God’s name. 
 To thank our Lord and acknowledge, 
 For deliverance on this quest, 
 Bringing us to land we’ve chosen, 
 His ascendance our request. 
 
62)  Next morning we all departed, 
 Towards town we did embrace; 
 Who’d imagine so much kindness, 
 From the locals of this place. 
 The gentle folk who now approached, 
 They did bring us gifts galore; 
 Some of us were even given, 
 Fifteen shillings, even more. 
 
63) There leader’s a famous Welshman, 
 Like a father, understands; 
 Found a place for the young people, 
 In the town and on the lands. 
 The families he did settle, 
 On their land that was so prime, 
 So that they be famous gentry 
 Every one, in a short time. 
 
64) We did hold in Colombia, 
 Our first Sabboth praise His Grace; 
 In a chapel so fine and splendid, 
 Scottish Presbyterian place. 
 Dr Burns, a famous pastor, 
 Is minister at this date; 
 He does love the Welsh nation, 
 Which he wants to elevate. 
 
65) I can say about New Brunswick, 
 Which has great trees all around, 
 In the whole world I don’t believe, 
 A better place can be found. 
 You’ve been told of poor people, 
 Dispute this, I truly say, 
 If there were we would have noticed, 
 As we travelled, night and day. 
 
 
 
 
 



66) Here there isn’t rent nor taxes, 
 And we own our property; 
 If only the Welsh, impoverished, 
 All came here immediately. 
 Which is best in your opinion, 
 Stay in Wales with nowt at all? 
 Or travel here to Columbia, 
 And say farewell to you all. 
  
67) If the girls of Wales would journey, 
 Quickly over here to stay, 
 Receive they would for their service, 
 Twenty shillings, a months pay. 
 If young men so sweet and gentle, 
 To this land would come along, 
 Every month they could be earning, 
 Forty shillings in St John. 
  
68) You did say so very often, 
 And did claim, so very couth, 
 No one would be tolerated, 
 To write home with all the truth. 
 We can send whatever pleases, 
 No one here does supervise, 
 So don’t believe any longer, 

All these empty, foolish lies. 
 
69) It’s time to end and put aside, 
 In case you tire for some time; 
 I hope that we can meet again, 
 At journey’s end, feeling fine. 
 Our home shall be eternal, 
 Each one of us presently, 
 Oh for the grace to be ready, 
 For the judgement that’s to be. 
 
70)  I’ll give advice to all sailors, 
 If on water you do plan, 
 Whatever is your reckoning, 
 Make Jesus your middle man. 
 If your ship goes to the bottom, 
 You do know that Christ’s at hand, 
 From the depths he’ll bring your bodies, 
 From the ocean to the land. 
 
 
 
 
 



71 He’s the most experienced pilot, 
 To your port He’ll be your guide; 
 On land, o’er sea and on rivers, 
 Always watchful, by your side. 
 And as you sail the rough oceans, 
 He’s by far the greatest gain; 
 Good the winning, great achievement, 
 The grace of Christ to obtain. 
 
72) You will likely board the Albion, 
 With all the stores that she holds, 
 Helm and compass, mast and anchor, 
 And much more to behold. 
 Faith and hope and love so perfect, 
 Search in life, to come across, 
 Then you will be surely aided, 
 By the man who bore the cross. 
  
The end of the song. 
 
  
  
 
 
  
  
  
 
 
 
 
  
  
  
  
  
  
 
  
  
 
  
  
  
  
  
  


