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Introduction to the New Edition

JOHN Jacos NivLgs, balladeer, folk collector, and
composer, was a sixty-eight-year-old man by the time
his Ballad Book was published in1961 by the
Houghton Mifflin Company. At this point in his
career, Niles had long since written his popular com-
positions based on folk music, “I Wonder As I Wan-
der,” “Go "Way from My Window,” “Jesus, Jesus,
Rest Your Head,” and “Black Is the Color.” He had
nearly arrived at the end of an active performing
career featuring his dulcimer-accompanied tenor
voice. He had released the last of his commercial
recordings of folk arrangements and original com-
position for Folkways, Tradition, Camden, and RCA
Victor’s Red Seal Label. He had authored various
books including the two important collections of
World War I songs Singing Soldiers and Songs My
Mozher Never Taught Me. And he had composed an
opera, a symphony, several cantatas, an oratorio, and
nearly six hundred songs and arrangements pub-
lished with G. Schirmer and Carl Fischer.

The time was right for a reflective, retrospective
publication that would gather together the ballads,

xiii

personalities, and experiences assembled in the
course of fieldwork carried out between 1905 and
1936. Thus, The Ballad Book is really a culmination
of his collecting activity rather than a timely contri-
bution to the burst of folkloric preservation activity
that took place in the United States during the first
three decades of the twentieth century. Although
Niles released a wealth of folk songs through collec-
tions such as “Seven Kentucky Mountain Songs”
(1928), “Impressions of a Negro Camp Meeting”
(1925), and various Schirmer octavo arrangements,
he delayed presenting the balladry in published form
because he was concerned with folk enthusiasts and
performers pirating his versions of folk material.
Niles was a performer as well as a collector. As
such, he wanted exclusive rights to the material that
he had gathered. According to Niles, “I had collected
it at great pains. No vastly rich foundation had
helped me. I had financed the operation myself.
Therefore, I thought I should have first right to its
use” (Ballad Book). He sought to share it with the
public through his own performance, but until late
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in his career he was reluctant to make the ballads
readily available for others to perform and record.

As a composer as well as a collector, Niles
adapted fragments of text and tune, composed new
tunes for pre-existing texts, and wrote new songs in
a modal, folk-influenced style. Many of the pieces
he originally attributed to folk or traditional sources
were, in fact, his own compositions. For instance,
“Black Is the Color” was simply credited as “Ary, on
Troublesome Creek, Perry County, Kentucky” in
More Songs of the Hill Folk (Schirmer 1936). While
Niles did use a folk text collected from a member of
the Combs family in Ary, Kentucky, the tune and
harmonization were his own and completely unre-
lated to any variant of the traditional tune. Niles’s
disingenuous attribution facilitated the song’s accep-
tance as folk music but made proving his ownership
of the music difficult.

Niles himself addressed the confusion caused by
his “folk composition” process in a letter to Sing Out
Magazine: “1 was amused one time to hear a folk-
singer tell me that he thought it was a ‘dirty trick’
on my part to have written the tune of ‘Black Is the
Color.” Personally, I do not feel that my having writ-
ten some of the most widely used songs in Ameri-
can folk music today should be held against me”
(December 1962). Eventually, the tangled origins
and questionable attributions of his songs compelled
Niles to engage in lawsuits to validate his claims to
“Black Is the Color,” “I Wonder As I Wander,” “Go
"Way from My Window,” “The Lass from the Low
Countree,” “Ribbon Bow,” “Jesus, Jesus, Rest Your
Head,” “The Black Dress,” and “Venezuela.”

Although Niles blurred the line between per-
sonal artifice and traditional expression in his “songs
in the folk style,” he clearly respected the integrity
of balladic tunes and text. His field notebooks record
exacting transcriptions of ballads with attention to
subtle nuances of intonation and rhythmic com-
plexity. The notebooks also frequently document
personal information concerning the subjects from
whom Niles collected the music, and they com-
ment on the location, date, and particulars of the
collecting experience. Niles may have influenced
the version by asking the informant to repeat and
alter his or her singing to suit Niles’s preconceived
idea of what the tune should sound like, but he

was guilty of only minor changes in the melody or
text once they had been set down in the field note-
book.

The ballad was the perfect vehicle for John Jacob
Niles’s performance art. Ballads are, simply, stories
told in song—and Niles was a consummate story
teller. The dramatic content of the narrative was
perfectly matched to Niles’s dramatic stage delivery
honed by years of operatic training. As Niles once
commented, “To be a folk singer, a man must first
be an actor, then maybe he might get to be a singer”
(“A Song from the Heart,” Beaux Arts, Summer
1987). In later years, Niles even began acting out
the ballads with the aid of props. While singing
“Hangman” he caressed his cello-shaped dulcimer
like a lover and swung the dulcimer to and fro as
though she were trapped in the hangman’s noose.
The murder ballad “Pretty Polly” was frequently told
in the first person as though Niles was the lover who
stabbed Polly. At the climactic moment, Niles would
take a case knife out of his pocket and plunge it
repeatedly into Polly’s imaginary breast until the lis-
tener could practically see “her heart’s blood flow.”

This was certainly not traditional folk perfor-
mance style, but Niles was no traditional folk singer
either. He was really a singer of folk music who
developed a new audience for traditional music
through his dramatic performances. In the van-
guard of the folk revival, Niles drew the music out
of its original context in isolated pockets of Appala-
chia and introduced it to a widespread public
through his recordings and through concerts at so-
cial clubs, universities, and concert halls. At a time
when radio and commercial recordings were
commodifying old time traditional music as “hill-
billy” and “country and western” styles, Niles was
transforming and presenting those same folk sources
as an American art music.

Niles received his eatly education in oral tradi-
tion and collecting from his parents. His father, John
Thomas, introduced him to balladry by teaching him
songs such as “Barb’ry Ellen” and taking him to visit
local traditional musicians. His mother, Louise Sa-
rah, was a church organist who taught Niles to read
music notation and instructed him in music tran-
scription. With this background, Niles collected his
first ballad, “Young Beichan,” from Granny Cilla
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Baker at Red Bird Creek, Kentucky, when he was
just fifteen years old.

As a student at DuPont Manual Training High
School in Louisville, Niles collected ballads in rural
Jefferson County. Following graduation, he contin-
ued to gather folk material in the mountains of East-
ern Kentucky while working for the Burroughs
Adding Machine Company. After service as an avia-
tor in World War I and music studies at conservato-
ries in France and the United States, Niles initiated
his most important period of ballad collecting in
collaboration with photographer Doris Ulmann.

Ulmann was engaged in photographing the Ap-
palachian people and their crafts to illustrate Allen
Eaton's Handicrafts of the Southern Highlands (1937),
so she and Niles traveled throughout the mountains
of North Carolina, Tennessee, Virginia, and Ken-
tucky between 1932 and 1934. Much of their work
concentrated on the areas surrounding the John C.
Campbell School in Brasstown, North Carolina, the
Hindman Settlement School in Knott County, Ken-
tucky, and Berea College in Berea, Kentucky, be-
cause of the rich craft traditions inculcated in those
schools. Niles served as Ulmann’s chauffeur and
porter, driving the twisty roads in his little Chevy
and carrying her cumbersome view cameras and glass
plates over his shoulder. She, in turn, assisted Niles
by making it financially possible for him to collect
his balladry. After Ulmann’s untimely death on Au-
gust 28, 1934, Niles continued his fieldwork inter-
mittently at the John C. Campbell School, where
he directed the music program and served as gar-
dener for six months. His active period of folk col-
lecting ended with his marriage to Rena Lipetz and
their travel abroad at the end of 1936.

It is difficult to assess Niles’s Ballad Book in com-
parison to other works in the discipline because his
book was published so late, yet his fieldwork was
accomplished so early. The important collections,
such as Cecil Sharp’s Folksongs from the Southern Ap-
palachians (1917) and Josiah Combs’s Folk-Songs du
Midi des Etats-Unis (1925), were published long be-
fore Nile’s Ballad Book, and yet Niles’s notebooks
indicate that he was actively engaged in fieldwork
for his collection during this early period.

His octavo arrangements published by G.
Schirmer, such as Songs of the Hill Folk (1934) and

Ballads, Carols, and Tragic Legends from the South-
ern Appalachian Mountains (1937), closely resemble
the content and format of other octavo arrangements
of the period, such as Mellinger Henry’s Beech Moun-
tain Songs and Ballads (1936). Similarly, Nile’s Seven
Kentucky Mountain Songs (1928) for piano and voice
resembles the arrangement style of Loraine Wyman
and Howard Brockway’s Lonesome Tunes: Folk Songs
from the Kentucky Mountains (1916). And yet, the
Niles Ballad Book is really an anomaly because it
occurs after the fact—it exerted no influence on vola-
tile contemporary social and political ideologies such
as Anglo-Saxonism, nativism, and racism. It exerted
no influence on other folk collectors and collections,
folk festivals, or education initiatives. In 1961 The
Ballad Book could be savored for its lovely melo-
dies, dramatic texts, and interesting stories of people
and places in remote Appalachia, but it also was sev-
ered from the immediacy of the world it described.
The Ballad Book provided a nostalgic glance back
through the rear view mirror rather than a contem-
porary view straight ahead through the windshield.

Despite that, or rather because of that, The Bal-
lad Book can speak to audiences today with a kind
of classic detachment and objectivity. The stories
possess timeless truths of love, jealousy, murder,
nobility, and avarice told without superfluous de-
tails. The melodies have a haunting and pure qual-
ity tempered by an internal logic. Many of the 110
ballads are unique and apparently unrelated to ver-
sions represented in large collections such as
Bertrand Bronson’s The Traditional Tunes of the Child
Ballads (1959). In particular, Niles’s ballads such as
“The Hangman” and “Mary Hamilton” can be con-
sidered some of the very best examples of the art.
The piano accompaniments are really optional, but
they contribute a simple and unobtrusive comple-
ment to the voice.

Niles’s interpretive writing proves to be one of
the strengths of his book. Each Child ballad is in-
troduced with useful historical background based on
the academic scholarship available to Niles at the
time. The bibliography appended at the back of the
book is quite thorough and reflects Niles’s later in-
terest in scholarship as well as performance. There
are also anecdotal reminiscences about each version
of the ballad, commenting personally on the per-
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former and recounting collecting adventures and ex-
periences. Not only are these notes entertaining, but
they serve the critical function of connecting the
singer to the song and establishing some folkloric
context for the music.

Originally published as a handsome hardbound
edition by Houghton Mifflin and subsequently re-
printed in a paperbound edition through Dover Press
(1970), The Ballad Book was graced by striking black
and white illustrations and decorations by William
Barss. Unfortunately, the work has been out of print
for some years and available only through libraries
and used book stores. The University Press of Ken-

tucky republication is faithful to the Houghton
Mifflin original, maintaining all of the melodies,
texts, commentary, and illustrations of the 1961 edi-
tion. Niles, in citing Cecil Sharp, provided a pur-
pose for his book: “The primary purpose of
education is to place the children of the present gen-
eration in possession of the cultural achievements
of the past” (Ballad Book). The University Press of
Kentucky has ensured that the transmission of this
unique Appalachian cultural heritage has been placed
in the hands of yet another generation through the
republication of The Ballad Book of John Jacob Niles.




Introduction to the Original Edition

’I:IE FINE PEOPLE, young and old, who
sang the ballads found on the pages of this book,
were the direct descendants of the hardy English
settlers who came to the shores of the North
American continent in the 17th and 18th cen-
turies. The spaces in those sailing ships were
small. They traveled light. But the men and
women who crossed the stormy Atlantic in those
early days came from a civilization rich in the
tradition of ballad and carol singing, and al-
though we have no records of such activities, it is
safe to assume that once they came ashore in
North America, the singing of the kind of native
music they had inherited from their homeland
was used to lighten their burdens and brighten
what little leisure they had.

The same adventurous spirit which led these
pioneers across the Atlantic continued to lead
them, and their immediate descendants, farther
and farther west. Disease, privation, or the
American red man could not stop them. At great
loss to life and personal comfort they crossed

Virginia and poured through the Cumberland
Gap into the mountains of Kentucky. Parties
traveling on foot, under the protection of James
Robertson, and other groups led by John Sevier,
crossed the Carolinas and set up the fortified
villages in eastern Tennessee. Men on log rafts
poled themselves down the turbulent Ohio, and
when they were temporarily halted by the falls
in that wide river, they paused long enough to
build the palisades on Corn Island, and this set-
tlement turned out to be the beginnings of Louis-
ville, Kentucky.

Indeed, they were an industrious folk. The
forests rang with the sound of the woodsman’s
axe, and the Indian warrior waited, ever ready
with his flint-tipped arrows. Life was not easy in
those early days. But the singing of the ballad
and the carol, inherited from Elizabethan Eng-
land, surely went on, and as years passed, there
was more leisure, and as there was more leisure
there was more time for singing and dancing.
It must have been during this period that the
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dulcimer* (a homemade three-stringed instru-
ment) came into use.

In 1772, Judge Richard Henderson engaged
Pennsylvania-born Daniel Boone to explore the
Kentucky country, to open the wilderness road,
and to escort settlers into what is now the Blue-
grass. In 1775 Boone entered upon the her-
culean task of assisting with the erection of the
palisades at Boonesboro, a few miles from my
home in Clark County. Soon after this, the
coves, the valleys, and the ridges of the Appala-
chian Mountains were being populated. The
cabins were far apart, but the ancestors of the
men and women who sang the ballads to me were
clearing the forest lands and planting their crops.

Historians tell us that the fort at Boonesboro,
made up of 24 cabins and 4 blockhouses all con-
nected in rectangular form with high palisades,
was attacked by Indians many times but never
taken. Time and decay finally destroyed it, and
when the 20th century had come and I went
about collecting my balladry and folklore, it had
quite disappeared. But the turn of the 20th cen-
tury found thousands of the descendants of those
early pioneers scattered up and down the length
and breadth of the Appalachians, still carrying
on in almost complete isolation, living in all man-
ner of houses and cabins, eking out a meager
existence from the rocky soil, but still gay and
willing to sing.

Some of these people lived in what we call
“down houses” — that is, houses just this side of
complete ruin. A few were slab-sided lean-tos
with pounded earth or puncheon floors; some

were cabins, and a few were one- or two-storied
houses covered with poplar weatherboarding.
But the homes I visited most often in the collec-
tion of folklore were cabins, and according to
my notes they were usually about 20 to 22 feet
long and from 14 to 16 feet wide. As a rule the
ceiling was not more than 7 feet above the floor,
with an upper room where the younger male
members of the family slept. The downstairs
room was literally a large bedroom, and some-
times there was a bed in each of the four corners.
I was told that it took nearly 50 tall, straight trees
to supply all the wooden parts of a single cabin.

The fireplace around which the “little gray
wisps of women” sat and sang for me was the
true center of all the cabin’s activities. And if the
family was large enough to need a double cabin,
a dog-trot or breezeway connecting the two
usually sheltered a loom and a spinning wheel,
with a flax-hackle and a pair of cardst hanging
on wooden pins on the wall nearby.

The beds in the older cabins were ofttimes
covered with hand-loomed coverlids of great
beauty, and at certain seasons of the year, the
odor of the mildewed, fermenting indigo pot
could be smelled from afar. It was in these
indigo-pots that the womenfolk dyed their yarns
to that indescribably beautiful blue found in so
many of the coverlids.

In the earliest spring, the dogwood, peach, and
plum trees bloomed outside the cabin door, and
morning-glory vines, moon-vines, hollyhocks,
zinnias, and other old-fashioned flowers grew
about in great profusion as summer progressed.

* As one who has played the dulcimer much of his life and made all the dulcimers he uses, I am convinced that the
traditional mountain dulcimer is a development of two instruments — one, the rebeck, a medieval English instrument
of three strings played with a bow, and the other, the crowd, a Celtic instrument, having from 3 to 6 strings, also
played with a bow. In my collection, I have a dulcimer of 4 strings, intended to be played with a bow; the bow, with
a few remaining horsehairs, came with the instrument.

John Milton referred to the playing of the rebeck: “And the jocund rebecks sound,” and Stephen Hawes (1472
to 1521), the English poet who was once a groom of the chamber to Henry VII, referred to the crowd in such a
manner as to indicate that it was played with other instruments: “harpes, lutes, and crouddes right delycyous . . .”

In my lifetime I have made about 30 dulcimers. Only 5 of them proved successful — that is, playable. Of these
5, 3 are still in daily use. My dulcimers are made of Kentucky walnut, curly maple, spruce, mahogany, ebony, satin-
wood, wild cherry, ponderosa pine, and rosewood. They are put together with French rabbit-skin glue. The strings
vary in length from 16 to 42 inches, and are made of steel, steel covered with bronze, and nylon covered with bronze
and silver.

T Device to separate the fibers of wool or hemp.
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Indeed, the location of long destroyed cabins
may be rediscovered in the springtime by the
blooming of the perennial “spring-pretties”
planted by long dead hands — the daffodils, the
tulips, the narcissi. Cabins of this kind housed
many of the wonderful people who sang the bal-
lads in this book.

At first my collection was a private family
document. Being very young and having only a
very limited view of the great world, I started it
in a rather timid manner. Furthermore, only a
very few people were interested in folklore col-
lecting, and even they thought I was “quaint and
cute.” It was uphill from the beginning.

By the time I was 20 years of age (1912) well-
informed scholars in Virginia, West Virginia, and
North Carolina were collecting folklore, but I
knew nothing of this. All I knew was that the
tunes I encountered in those days were fascinat-
ing, and that when they were used to motivate
the ballad texts small audiences listened.

So for many years my collection was a private
family property, out of which I was selecting the
ballads, the love songs, and the nursery rhymes
I employed — at first in my early singing engage-
ments and finally in my concert and lecture
appearances. There were several reasons for
keeping my collection private, and I thought
them to be entirely valid. First among them was
the feeling that publishing would be very unre-
warding, because of the lack of public interest.
And as I was making my collection at my own
expense, I thought I deserved the first right to its
use.

Although my first commonplace book (Note-
book No. 2) was purchased as late as May. 1,
1908, I had already been writing down fragments
of folklore, family and community music, prov-
erbs, riddles, dialect speech, parts of revivalist
sermons, my own poems and musical composi-
tions, and even one ballad of 25 quatrains on the
looseleaf pages of a school notebook. (This
ballad, “Lord Bateman,” Niles No. 22, was taken
down on July 12, 1907, when, a stake driver
and bush-cutter in a surveying party, I was just
past 15 years of age.) Quite a few pages fell out
of this notebook. I have no idea what was on the

pages, but after I had repaired the book as best
I could, I wrote the following: “If I had known
that this book would need all this pasting, I
would not have paid 10 cents for it, but would
have offered 5 cents.”

At the present time, this notebook contains 96
closely written pages of ballads, carols, love
songs, a fragment of a handwritten rhyming dic-
tionary, a family genealogy, certain weather
signs and superstitions, and 40 pieces of priceless
handwritten music. I say “priceless” because
among these pages are the ones showing the
original development of “Go 'Way from My
Window” and “Black Is the Color of My True
Love’s Hair,” which my publisher G. Schirmer,
Inc., and I have used to establish the validity of
my claim to their composition and copyright.

If there ever was a commonplace book or
notebook indicated as No. 1, I have never found
it. There is one indicated as Notebook No. 5,
I + 1A. Itis a tiny thing of 71 pages, measuring
a scant 4 by 6 inches, and contains 12 ballads
with music, 2 sonnets, some proverbs, many
examples of dialect speech, cures, superstitions,
and random notes. But I do not know what No.
5,1 4+ 1A actually means.

My second notebook was once a publisher’s
dummy. A female-person first owned it and
wrote her poems on its blank pages. 1 bought
the book for five cents in Louisville, erased the
former owner’s poems and wrote my own over
them. Later, I erased my own poems and wrote
down the ballads, carols, love songs, and native
lore I encountered in my field work. All together,
I have 14 notebooks containing folklore. The
pages of these books are covered, top to bottom,
with tiny, faint, penciled notes. From these pages
I first constructed my concert and lecture pro-
grams, and finally they became my source mate-
rial when I wrote The Ballad Book of John Jacob
Niles.

In 1935 I began to write a ballad book and a
carol book simultaneously, hoping to have at
least one manuscript to offer the publishers in
1937. The demands of the concert stage took
so much of my time that I had to give up the
carol book and concentrate on the ballads.
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Meanwhile, G. Schirmer, Inc., had been publish-
ing parts of my folklore collection in the form of
small octavo pamphlets, and in 1940, RCA Vic-
tor presented me to the public in three albums of
carols, ballads, and love songs.

Almost at once my imitators and an ever-
increasing group of young ballad enthusiasts
went about the disturbing business of pirating
my collection by way of my published works and
my recordings. In the spring of 1942 I gave up
the writing of my ballad book, because I had
concluded that a publication of my entire col-
lection would only lead to wider piracies.

For more than 10 years thereafter, the ballad
book lay quietly in several large brown enve-
lopes, waiting the day when I thought I had
employed my material sufficiently. I had col-
lected it at great pains. No vastly rich foundation
had helped me. I had financed the entire opera-
tion myself. Therefore, as I have said earlier
here, I thought I should have first right to its use.

In 1953 I began the fifth revision of my mate-
rial. In 1959, having been technically in retire-
ment from the concert stage for two years, I
submitted the eighth revision to Houghton Mif-
flin Company. Although I have suffered from
many copyright infringements and have been
honored by many imitators (some of whom have
never been farther west of Manhattan Island than
Manhattan Transfer, out in the Jersey meadows),
I have an abiding satisfaction in the recollection
of my father’s statement concerning beginnings:
“The eternal glory in all great things is to have
laid the first stone.” I did not lay the first stone,
but I was present at the laying of that stone, and
although I may not have had a trowel in my
hand I was surely carrying hod.

My philosophy, however, was formulated
slowly and at great pains. In fact, it was not until
after I had concertized in England and Holland,

and observed the school systems in these coun-
tries, and had traveled and performed in Scandi-
navia and been exposed to the concepts of na-
tionalism prevalent there that I concluded that
every man, woman, and child on earth had a
right to be benefited, inspired, comforted, and
assured by contact with the legend, the poetry,
the prose writing, and the folk music arising from
the language they speak or the race to which
they belong. Insofar as the teaching of music is
concerned, I found myself agreeing with Cecil J.
Sharp, who said: “The primary purpose of edu-
cation is to place the children of the present
generation in possession of the cultural achieve-
ments of the past, or to put it another way, the
aim of the educationist should not be to forge
the first link of a new chain, but to add a fresh
link to the already existing chain.”

Lest I be misunderstood, may I hasten to
assure the reader that I have always wanted my
composed and collected music employed by the
public, either privately in homes or publicly in
schools and colleges and in concert halls, on the
radio, and by television. But I strongly object
when the singer, either through ignorance or
misinformation, mistakes my composed love
songs and carols for public-domain folk material,
and when the aspiring collector, through a com-
plete lack of ethics, publishes or records any of
my material without my knowledge and consent.

As long ago as 1910 my father told me that our
“old-timey family music came from the people,
and it should go back to the people.” Inciden-
tally, he seemed to think that I might be one to
help the process along.

The present ballad book is based on a small
portion of the folklore I collected and wrote down
in my field notebooks. I selected this portion
after I was able to identify it with similar items
found in the Child* collection. These items I

* Francis James Child was born in Boston on February 1, 1825, the son of a sailmaker. He attended Boston public
schools, the Boston Latin School, and entered Harvard College. In 1846 he was graduated at the head of his class.
He entered the service of the college immediately and continued in this service until the day of his death, September
11, 1896. First he taught mathematics, history, and political economy; then from 1849 to 1851 he traveled abroad
and studied in Germany (Berlin and Goéttingen). When he returned to Harvard College in 1851 he was appointed
Boylston Professor of Rhetoric and Oratory and continued in this post for 25 years. On May 20, 1876, he was trans-
ferred to the newly established professorship of English literature. Some of his better-known works are: Four Old
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have chosen to call the folklore classics — that is
to say, ballads whose Old World origin has been
clearly established.

The form of the ballad book is the outgrowth
of considerable investigation. First I ran a ques-
tionnaire among the students in one of my
classes, asking what sort of ballad book they
would like best. Next I consulted with faculty
members — English Department people inter-
ested in folklore — asking them what kind of
text they would like to use in their teaching. I
talked with college deans and presidents, and
finally turned to scholars abroad. Of course my
own feelings in the matter had quite a lot to do
with it, and what my friends and neighbors
thought became important, too. Ultimately I
decided to follow the lead of Francis James Child
— to treat each ballad individually by prefacing
the text and the melodic material with a short,
concentrated bit of what might pass for scholarly
discussion. Then, deviating from Child, 1 de-
cided to tell the story of my informant as fully
as space would permit, following this with the
text of the ballad as the informant sang it for me,
and arrange to have the music immediately fol-
lowing.

In every case I have tried to create piano set-
tings for the melodic material in such a way as
to present the tune without disturbing the melodic
line, and to preserve the modal quality, where it
exists, at all costs. In almost every instance, the
tune is found in the top line of the accompani-

ment. In a few cases I deviated from this process,
because it seemed that a different method was
more rewarding. The modal assignments found
at the end of each setting concern the tune only,
while the piano accompaniments may or may not
coincide. Not being a guitarist, I worked out the
guitar-chord symbols under the eye of an expert.
I have set only one verse of each ballad — for
two very good reasons. First, I knew that if I set
all the verses of each ballad it would make an
endlessly long book. And second, 1 thought it
would hamper the delights of variation —the
interpolation of new words and the cunning
twists of a new tune idea. Furthermore, the
reader might want to sing several verses unac-
companied — and this would be a great idea.
My students and members of my audiences
have asked me many times about the continual
sadness of the ballad. Many good folk who are
not overly informed musically refer to these bal-
lads as “minor” or “in the sad minor.” I discov-
ered that the expression “in the sad minor”
usually referred to a tune cast in the Aeolian or
Dorian mode. And then I would try to explain
that although the texts are truly sad the effect of
sadness is compounded by the native folksinger’s
affection for the minor third. No one can deny
the fact that the texts of the ballads are often
tragic to an extraordinary extent, and this, added
to the singer’s continual use of the minor third,
produces an unmatched but superb sadness.
There are those musicologists who will say

Plays (1848), The Poetical Works of Edmund Spenser (1855), “Observations on the Language of Chaucer” and
“Observations on the Language of Gower’s ‘Confessio amantis,’” published in the Memoirs of the American Academy
of Arts and Sciences, NS, VIII, Pt. II (1863) and IX, Pt. Il (1873), and The English and Scottish Popular Ballads,
10 parts in 5 large volumes, published 1882-97.

This latter work contains every version then available in print or manuscript of 305 distinct English and Scottish
ballads, with an introduction, a history, and a bibliography concerning the piece under discussion, and a full account
of parallels in foreign languages and traditions.

A condensation of this work, edited by Helen Child Sargent and George Lyman Kittredge, was issued in 1904,
with an introduction by Kittredge, Child’s pupil and associate. Child’s monumental work, with its exhaustive col-
lations, bibliographies, indices, etc., has become the standard work throughout the world wherever balladry is studied.

If the reader is interested in finding out more about this distinctive and gentle scholar, it is suggested that he read
A Scholar's Letters to a Young Lady. In one of these letters, Child speaks of his few “superstitions,” which he
enumerates as “love of women, roses (including apple-blossoms), popular poetry, Shakspere, my friends, wild flowers,
trees, violin music, voila!”

Through my acquaintance with his daughter, Miss Henrietta Child, I have concluded that Francis James Child
was a man with a fine sense of humor, patience enough to appreciate good sense, and an aesthetic understanding of
his contemporaries.
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that with the establishment of Gregorian chant
(Cantilena Romana), the golden age of the
creation of a certain kind of music came to an end
quite abruptly. This type of music is called
monody, and is one in which a single voice sings
a tragic ode, or where a group of singers sing
entirely in unison. Although I do not agree with
this idea, I shall leave it for my readers to decide,
after they have heard and perhaps sung the
melodic material in this book — all of which
was created in the Southern Appalachian Moun-
tains in the 19th and 20th centuries.

Seldom did I encounter the use of harmony in
folk singing. However, I have heard folk hymns,
carols, ballads, work songs, and nursery rhymes
in which one voice sang the melodic line and
others, numbering from 1 to 25, sang a mono-
tone that occasionally harmonized. The effect
was not unlike some of the results gained when a
singer supports himself with dulcimer accom-
paniment, for the dulcimer actually produces as
much dissonance as consonance.

On one of the doors of my house on Boone’s
Creek in Clark County, Kentucky, the following
sentence has been carved in large, bold letters:
“A ballad is a song that tells a story, or — to take
it from the other point of view — a story told in
song.” This oft used statement is a quotation
from the first few lines of George Lyman Kit-
tredge’s introduction to the Cambridge Edition
of English and Scottish Popular Ballads.
Although there is little or no agreement among
scholars and students of ancient literature as to
the historical background of some of the ballads,
I am prepared to say that, so far as anyone has
ever been able to tell, the ballad has no author.
The teller of the story or the singer of the song
must at the time of performance, if he is to be suc-
cessful in the telling or the singing, appear to be
the author, just as much as the long dead person,
or persons, who first put the material into shape.

Since the beginning of time man has been try-
ing to express himself. Indeed, we might almost
say that the history of mankind is a record of
these efforts. Occasionally, and for short periods,
mankind has succeeded in this effort, and the
measure of this success may be said to represent

the level of his civilization at that moment. The
development of a national culture may not
appear to be a steady growing process, but is,
rather, one that has long, blank periods, when
artistic and cultural efforts seem to be lost under
the dust of wars, invasions, pestilences, and
changing tastes. By taking a long-range view of
the wide picture of time, we see that a national
culture is a tenacious thing, a recurrent thing,
and a thing that is found in its best and purest
form in the arts of the lowliest citizens — that is,
the folk-art creations of a nation.

English folk balladry, and particularly folk-
carol singing, suffered an enormous setback from
the period of Oliver Cromwell’s Commonwealth.
The folk carol went underground, and seemed
to be forgotten for 178 years. In 1647 the Puri-
tan Parliament abolished Christmas as a heathen
celebration, and, of course, there was no longer
any reason to sing carols.

If we count time from the death of Chaucer,
we might conclude that two-and-a-half centuries
of folk-ballad and folk-carol creation went over
the side in 1647. But this is not true, for there
was a renaissance in due time and season. Neither
the story of the birth of Jesus Christ nor the
enduring, melodramatic legend of the Maid
Freed from the Gallows could be avoided by the
English and Scottish people forever. How those
Puritan politicians must be turning over in their
narrow graves as they observe the mass of
ballad- and carol-singing going on today, not
only at Christmas but at every season of the year!
I could be mistaken, but I have always believed
that the pioneer families who came into the
Appalachian Mountains in the early days were
not overly influenced by the thinking of the Eng-
lish Puritans or their American counterparts.
The realities of frontier life in the Appalachian
Mountains were stern enough without the angry
voice of Hezekiah Woodward’s 1656 tract de-
nouncing the celebration of Christmas.

The ultimate result of creative thinking in the
field of music — that is, composition — may
appear to be magic, but it is not. So far as I
have been able to tell, the only thing the com-
poser has is what he has inherited, and no matter



Introduction xxiii

what modern garb he may employ to dress his
ideas, underneath them are the inherited motifs
of the past, and this past is studded with folk
motifs. A very great English musicologist has
said: “Music cannot be produced out of nothing.”

After an exhaustive comparative study, I have
concluded that the music in this book is an Amer-
ican product. So far, I have not been able to
discover similar tunes in any of the standard
books of collected English folk songs. The fact
that the American ballad and carol tunes sound
somewhat like the English and Scottish tunes is
because their creators were somewhat alike.
Both used a gapped scale. Both have also em-
ployed the Dorian, Mixolydian, Aeolian, and
occasionally the Phrygian modes, and the rea-
sons for their so doing would surely lead into a
musicological controversy.

In Estonia I was told that the gapped scales
came about because in very early times the min-
strels sang their ballads or recounted the news of
distant places in a monotone. As years passed,
they discovered the dramatic possibilities of the
fourth scale degree, and at last the five-tone, or
pentatonic, scale evolved. Personally, I subscribe
to this idea, and I offer this information for what
it is worth, after hearing the rune singers of
Finland and the Baltic States chant their mag-
nificent versions of the Kalevala.

But let me repeat: this book does not contain
my entire folklore collection. Out of more than
3000 interviews and thousands of notes, it con-
tains only 110 items, and they are the ballad
classics, coming to us from English and Scottish
sources. Second, the melodic material employed
by the native American folk singers I have known
is entirely a native American product, though
the texts are of ancient origin. Third, this melodic
material is ofttimes modal, and, as my father said
so rightly, “Our tunes have the God-given bene-
fit of ending at the end.” Seldom will one find an
artificial, tacked-on tune ending, although the
last line of the text may be repeated for strength
and finality.

In the early days of my career as a collector
of folklore, I discovered the importance of hav-
ing the help of a native man or woman, who

understood something of the habits and tenden-
cies of the community. In this way, 1 saved
myself weeks of time. Even so, the number of
false starts, “the backing and filling” I did were
quite disturbing.

Naturally, I did not have time to settle down
in a mountain community and wait for the folk
singers to come to me. I had to go to them.
Whenever I arrived in a new community I imme-
diately made myself known to the county offi-
cials. This was done for two reasons. First, I
wanted the officials to know why I was there
and what I was seeking, so as to prevent the
sheriff from taking a dim view of my operations.
Then, I assumed that the potential ballad singers
would be known to the local politicians.

I usually started at the top and went down the
list, and as a rule the people at the bottom of the
list were the most helpful. First, it was the county
judge and the county sheriff. Next in order came
the county school superintendent (he or she
was usually helpful), the county health nurse
(if there was one), the county agent, the county
road supervisor, the county jailer, the county tru-
ant officer, and, last, the county dogcatcher. The
dogcatchers were wonderful people. Being a
foxhound fancier myself, I found that we had
much in common.

But county officials were busy people, even in
the sleepy mountain counties. If there was a
political campaign going on, the politicians were
more than willing. Out of election season, they
were only mildly interested. This situation usu-
ally led me to engage a local character who had
time on his hands and was willing to work for a
small, stipulated fee. I referred to these char-
acters as my “contact men.”

One of my best contact men was a middle-
aged person known to us all in Whitesburg, Ken-
tucky, in 1932-1934 as “The Bat-Winger.” A
bat-wing, in local slang, was a flat half-pint
bottle of some kind of alcoholic beverage. Thus,
the man who made a trade of selling bat-wings
was known as a bat-winger. It was the Bat-
Winger who told me about Aunt Flory French,
as colorful a person as I have ever encountered.
At the same time, it was the Bat-Winger who
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convinced me that a singing bee-man named
Chet Hawk would be willing and able to sing if
I would only allow him to show me his bee-gums
and purchase several combs of his tree-blossom
honey.

The bee-yard was three miles beyond Isom,
about seven from Whitesburg, as I recall, and 1
rode a mule all the way. It was a gray mule, and
it was a gray day, and the honey man turned out
to be gray-bearded and as glum and unco-
operative as anyone I had ever met. The bees
must have taken a signal from their owner. 1
was stung quite a few times. I did not purchase
“a few combs of tree-blossom honey,” but 1 did
fall from the mule and land in a loblolly. And
when 1 returned empty-handed to the hotel in
Whitesburg, “the boys,” who made a life of
lounging on the front porch, raised a mild, deri-
sive yell of amusement at my muddy appearance.
The Bat-Winger was greatly crestfallen over this
tragicomic interlude, but he went right on selling
bat-wings and trying to locate willing folksingers.
(His pay for the latter activity was one dollar a
week and Sunday dinner at the Daniel Boone
Hotel.)

In Hazard, Kentucky, I worked with a watery-
eyed individual of great age named Poachy Gab-
bard. According to my notes, Poachy’s fees were
small, and the results of his efforts in the field of
folklore were smaller. From a page of my note-
book, I see that Poachy received fifty cents now
and then.

Gabbard was something of a rustic philoso-
pher. I remember how one day when he and I
were driving along a rutted country road he
asked me to stop a minute. The next thing I
knew, Gabbard was out of my car, over a rail
fence, and — in spite of his age — climbing a
large peach tree. When he returned, laden with
a dozen lovely peaches, I asked him if he thought
the raiding of a farmer’s peach tree was quite
honest. “Aw, pshaw now, Mr. John,” said
Poachy, “a sip from an open bottle is never
missed.”

In the neighborhood of Jenkins, Kentucky, I
engaged a disabled miner named Charlie Elrod.
Charlie told me that he worked when the notion

struck him, but at other times he mostly rested.
He worked at a strange and hazardous occupa-
tion. He was, in reality, a mine scavenger; he
called it “gob-mining.” This operation took him
into abandoned or worked-out coal mines where,
with a pick and wheelbarrow, he mined out the
coal left in the walls and the supporting pillars.
So far as I could tell, the supporting pillars
were called “gobs.” His speech was not clear, but
I had him write down the word in my notebook.
Charlie Elrod had never been married, because,
he said, the womenfolk put blinders on a man
as soon as they got their hands on him. I enjoyed
riding about with Charlie, making notes on his
life experience, but as an assistant he was com-
pletely unsuccessful.

Arlie Duckmer, ancient of days, part-time
dogcatcher and local ward-heeler in Knoxville,
Tennessee, was not only helpful but enormously
amusing. As I remember him, he resembled
Ichabod Crane, being extraordinarily thin. In
fact, Arlie admitted that he was so thin he had
to stand twice to make a shadow. He and I had
a very interesting experience in the Knoxville
public market, and it was through Arlie that I
met the man who sang the ballad of “Judas.”
But I ultimately discovered that Arlie was a one-
fault type: he drank to excess, when he could get
it. He referred to the local homemade whiskey
as “corn coffee,” and in moments of great ex-
hilaration he spoke in the unknown tongue.

In the back pages of one of my notebooks I
kept a list of the ballads I had taken down, and
this list was shown and explained to any interested
party, and particularly to my so-called contact
men. In this way I was able to give them an idea
of the sort of thing I hoped to find. Never during
my collecting days did I see any of the informa-
tive pamphlets recently issued by the folklore
and dialect societies, under such titles as A
Method for Collecting Dialect or A Guide for
the Collecting of Folklore or How to Identify
Folk Tunes, etc. 1 had none of these benefits.
I made my own rules, and in my earliest days I
was looked upon by educated people as “quaint
and cute,” and I was tolerated by the singing
natives because I seemed to be an inoffensive
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youngster, who was occasionally amusing when
he spoke and slightly entertaining when he sang.
Finally, it was my singing of their own ballads
that won the day, for when the natives found me,
an outlander, so willing to sing, they usually were
impelled to respond with whatever they knew.

The scholarly investigation of folklore has
been going on for many years, and bids fair to
continue at a still more important level, each
new generation producing more gifted and more
informed folklorists, folk singers and folk musi-
cologists.

Although T have been singing “The Maid
Freed from the Gallows,” in one form or another,
for nearly 40 years and have written and lec-
tured about it considerably, only recently I dis-
covered that in 1957 a new and exciting study
of this ballad was made by a Finnish scholar
named livar Kemppinen. His findings were pub-
lished under the title of The Maid to Be Ran-
somed: A Comparative Study of the Ballad. 1
have not seen this work, but by way of a review
written by Friedrich Ege of Helsinki, I find that
Kemppinen concluded, after making a study of
1634 variants from many countries and linguistic
areas, that the following is the basic structure of
the plot:

The maid is weeping in the vessel of a stranger,
bound for an unknown destination (in America,
she is weeping because she is about to be hanged).
She begs her father, mother, brother, and sister
to produce some money and ransom her from
aboard ship. They refuse. But her lover arrives
and ransoms her, whereupon the maid curses her
relations. Iivar Kemppinen tells us, further, that
in his opinion the ballad we now know as “The
Maid Freed from the Gallows” originated in
southern Europe some time between the 12th
and 13th centuries and is based on the same
mythology from which Euripides drew in writing
his play Alcestis. This play, written in 438 B.C.,
involves Admetos, King of Thessaly, who was
doomed to die a premature death. Neither the
King’s mother nor his father, though quite aged,
would die in his place, but the King’s wife,
Alcestis, makes the sacrifice, somewhat as the
maid’s beloved does in the ballad.

No, the last word in the scholarly investigation
of the ballad will most likely never be written.
New voices and new minds will always be ready
to start where the men and women of my gener-
ation left off.

In conclusion, I must tell my readers that most
of my ballad singers were simple people, never
overly rich in the world’s goods, usually liv-
ing in the most frugal manner, most of them
closely associated with agriculture. In the days
before World War I many of them were housed
in cabins of their own making and dressed in
clothes which they had woven, out of yarn they
had previously carded and spun.

No one could say that they lived by bread
alone. In many cases there was not even an
oversupply of bread. They were not interested
in getting rich. Their charming, lack-a-daisy
attitude toward everything gave them more leisure
than their more industrious brethren in the low-
lands, and a fair part of this leisure was spent
in resting and dancing and singing. My desire
to perpetuate their unique folk arts led me to
them.

The reader may be struck, as he turns the
pages of this book, by the frequent use of the
adjectives “delightful” and “gay” applied to the
people who sang these ballads for me. The use
of these terms is not accidental, but reflects my
own reaction to the stalwart gallantry of men
and women, many of them advanced in years,
whose high spirits were in such sharp contrast to
their meager circumstances. The fact that they
were poor among the poor may explain the lack
of resentment and bitterness, at least in part, but
a fuller explanation would have to take into
account their innate dignity, which would not
permit them to be anything less than gay — and
consequently, delightful.

In my collecting years (more than 50 of them),
I interviewed as many as 3000 people. Only a
few more than 100 found their way into this
book. On several occasions my disappointments
were so keen that I almost gave up entirely. Heat,
cold, food poisoning, lack of public interest, skin
eruptions, stubborn horses and mules, snakebites
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and insect bites, automobiles stuck in mudholes, single person who was impolite or inhospitable.
hotel fires, railroad wrecks, tornadoes, floods and And if I had it all to do over again, I believe I
dust storms — all these things came and went, would do it exactly the same way.

but never in all my travels did I encounter a
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Riddles Wisely Expounded

(Child No. 1)

RIDDLING 1S an almost universal art. And as
James McNeill Whistler said in Ten O’Clock,
“No hovel is safe from art, and no prince may
depend upon it.” A generation ago distinguished
authorities on folklore could be found to say
that Chinese people, Jewish people, and American
Indians did not employ or understand riddles.
It doesn’t take much investigation, though, to
discover riddles in Hebrew literature dating from
great antiquity, and just in 1952 Ruth Rabin,
writing in the Journal of American Folklore, gave
some delightful examples of Yiddish folk songs
which were variants of a riddle song sung in the
United States. Miss Rabin also included five
examples of riddles in folk songs coming from
Lithuania, one of which was cumulative and very
complicated.

It might be added that riddles in the Western
world, whether spoken or sung, are quite simple
when compared with those of the Near East and
the Far East. This is particularly true of those
coming from the United States. The Armenians,
on the other hand, delight in some of the most
complicated riddles in existence; they seem to
go out of their way to make them unsolvable.

The Chinese have their own oriental way of
riddling, and examples of their riddles have been

The Devil’s Questions
(Niles No. 1 A)

The Riddle Song

(Niles No. 1 B)
Piri-miri-dictum Domini
(Niles No. 1 C)

discovered in considerable numbers. In the case
of the American Indian, no less an authority than
Dr. Archer Taylor has declared that “although
our information is scanty, the American Indians
have riddles of their own.”

For general consideration, ballads containing
riddles may be divided into three classifications.
The first involves a situation where rivals offer
to guess each other’s riddles under penalty of
forfeiting life or great treasure, an example being
“The King and the Bishop,” found later in this
book as Niles No. 19. In the second classification,
a suitor wins or loses a lady’s hand by guessing
riddles, and the third involves what we may call
“the clever lass,” who by her great knowledge
and cunning saves her father’s life, or wins a
crown, or gets a prince who becomes her husband
and ultimately becomes a king. In one case, the
man asking the questions runs out of ideas and
admits that he is at a loss to think up any more
riddles, but, says he, “Let’s get married anyway.”
True to tradition, the girl is overjoyed. They
mount his horse and gallop away. If there were
a script for all this, it would probably call for
background music of wedding bells.

Although ballads based on riddling have been
encountered many times in the Old World, they
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are not widely distributed on the North American
continent. In fact, we might say that they are
very rare in our country, and this is particularly
true of “Riddles Wisely Expounded.” There may
be some I have not encountered, but, so far as

I can tell, only 5 examples of this ballad have
been reported — a 4-stanza fragment from the
state of Maine, a delightful 10-stanza text with
music from Virginia, and the 3 versions offered
herewith.

The Devil’s Questions
(Niles No. 1 A)

IN THE SUMMER of 1933 (some of my notes are
dated July 20 and 21) Hugh Stallcup, now dead
and then a man in his seventies, sang me quite
a few bits of folk music. He was fascinated with
the supernatural, and had a wide understanding
of weather signs and other backwoods super-
stitions. He told me a long yarn about a man
he had known in his youth who could cure babies
of certain lung and throat troubles by blowing
in their mouths. The news of my “partial clair-
voyance” had reached him, and he was impressed.
He put me to the test, and, of course, I failed.
My experience is that whatever clairvoyance a
person has is an automatic device, operating on
its own energy rather than a controlled skill that
can be employed at will. But though I must have
been a disappointment to Mr. Stallcup, he was
surely not a disappointment to me.

He was interested in hunting animals, and par-
ticularly wild animals. The wilder they were,
the more dangerous they were, the more inter-
ested he became. I well remember the yarn he
told me of his Uncle Andles’ combat with a wild-
cat. He called it a bobcat, and from his descrip-
tion, this bobcat must have had a mouthful of
teeth not unlike a shark’s. It seems that his uncle
was walking through a wooded part of western
North Carolina one evening, when suddenly he
found himself face to face with a terrific bobcat.
Now Uncle Andles had no rifle, no gun-pistol,
not even a walking stick. But he was a man of
great resourcefulness. He waited until the bobcat
decided to spring. After the fashion of bob-

cats, this animal sprang with his mouth wide
open. Uncle Andles rammed his fist into the
bobcat’s mouth and jammed his arm all the way
through the animal’s body, until he finally caught
hold of the tail. Giving one gigantic pull, he
turned the animal inside out. Later he skinned
the carcass and sold the hide to a fur collector
in Murphy, N. C., and made an Indian-style
necklace from some of the smaller teeth.

Many of Hugh Stallcup’s folk-music contri-
butions were fragments concerning mistaken
identity. He also sang songs about animals and
Indians (the Cherokee reservation was not far
away). One of the few songs he sang without
interruption or variation was one he called “The
Devil’s Questions.” 1 recognized his ballad as
the first item in Child’s collection, “Riddles
Wisely Expounded,” and tried to explain this to
Hugh Stallcup — with no success. The fact that
a somewhat similar ballad had been published
somewhere off in the far world was beyond his
concern. He would not have raised his eyes had
I told him that the origins of his ballad could be
found in manuscripts at Oxford University dating
back to about A.p. 1450.

Nor was he interested in any quare-turned*
furrin-bodyt who thought himself able to sing
the old-timey music of Cherokee County, N. C.
As it was with most native ballad singers I have
encountered, first things came first. “The Devil’s

* Foolish, half-witted.
1 Person from some foreign place — that is, any place
outside Cherokee County.
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Questions” concerned a girl and the devil, and,
as Stallcup explained it, “hit all goes to show
that when a body deals with the devil, a body
gets the devil’s dealings.”

Stallcup lived almost all of his life in and
around Murphy, N. C. In fact he had been out
of Cherokee County only twice. Once, at the
turn of the century, he had made a trip to Abing-
don, Va., to see a circus. There was a party of
ten men, and they were very gay. They rode
horses part of the way, buggies a little way, and
a train the rest of the way. The trip to Abingdon
took five days of steady travel. They saw the
circus, and then, somewhat reluctantly, turned
homeward.

The return trip took more than a week, allow-
ing for a stopover in Asheville. Only eight of
the original party of ten ever returned to Chero-
kee County. One managed to marry up with a
widow-woman who had 75 of her own acres and
a fine frame farmhouse painted white with red
trim. The other punched a policeman and landed

in the Asheville jailhouse on a disorderly con-
duct charge. He was never seen again in Chero-
kee County.

The Virginia text of this ballad ends happily,
while the North Carolina version offered here-
with ends tragically. How fortunate it would
have been if the young girl in “The Devil's Ques-
tions” had named the devil for what he was. It
would have been the end of him, for it is one of
the rules of the game that naming the devil to his
face destroys his power and sends him scurrying
back to hell. This point is illustrated in a ballad
found in the Child collection, indicated as
No. 1 C, 19th verse:

As sune as she the fiend did name,
He flew awa in a blazing flame.

(Child took this ballad from page 647 of a manu-

script collection brought together by a collector

of wide reputation called Motherwell, and it was

sung to collector Motherwell by a Mrs. Storie.)
Here follows Hugh Stallcup’s ballad.




The Devil’'s Questions
(Niles No. 1 A)
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1. If you don’t answer my questions well, 4. Oh, what is louder than a horn?
Sing ninety-nine and ninety, Sing ninety-nine and ninety,
I'll take you off, and I live in hell, And what is sharper than a thorn?
And you the weavering bonty.* And you the weavering bonty.
2. Oh, what is whiter far than milk? 5. Oh, thunder’s louder than a horn,
Sing ninety-nine and ninety, Sing ninety-nine and ninety,
And what is softer far than silk? And death is sharper than a thorn,
And you the weavering bonty. And me the weavering bonty.
3. Oh, snow is whiter far than milk, 6. Oh, what is higher than a tree?
Sing ninety-nine and ninety, Sing ninety-nine and ninety,
And down is softer far than silk, And what is deeper than the sea?
And me the weavering bonty. And you the weavering bonty.

* This was Stallcup’s way of saying bonny, and although I did not ask him I believe that the term “weavering bonty”
was intended to mean the “weaver’s bonny.”
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7. Oh, heaven’s higher than a tree,
Sing ninety-nine and ninety,
And hell is deeper than the sea,
And me the weavering bonty.

8. Oh, what red fruit September grows?
Sing ninety-nine and ninety,

And what thing round the whole world goes?

And you the weavering bonty.

9. The apple in September grows,
Sing ninety-nine and ninety,
And air around the whole world goes,
And me the weavering bonty.

10. Oh, what is wicked man’s repay?
Sing ninety-nine and ninety,
And what is worse than woman’s way?
And you the weavering bonty.

11. Now hell is wicked man’s repay,
Sing ninety-nine and ninety,
And a she-devil’s worse than woman’s way,
And me the weavering bonty.

12. Oh, you have answered my questions well,
Sing ninety-nine and ninety,
But T'll take you off, ’cause I live in hell,
And you the weavering bonty.

The Riddle Song

(Niles No. 1 B)

ALTHOUGH “The Riddle Song” is a variant of
Child No. 1, the riddling scheme employed is
somewhat reminiscent of that found in Child
No. 46 B, “Captain Wedderburn’s Courtship.”
In this last ballad the tables are turned. The man
captures the woman and takes her away with the
idea of holy matrimony, but it is he who is asked
to answer the questions. First, however, he tells
her that “were ’t na agen the law” he would “tak
her to [his] ain bed, and lay her at the wa.”
Meanwhile, the supper bell is ringing, and the
young woman replies:

“Haud awa frae me, kind sir, I pray let go my hand;
The supper-bell it will be rung, nae langer maun [
stand.

My father he’ll na supper tak, gif I be missd awa;
Sae I'll na lie in your bed, at neither stock* nor wa.”

The young woman is finally carried off to the
Captain’s “quartering-house” and put to bed. It
is then that the questioning begins, with the
Captain doing the answering. The ending is
happy for all concerned: the Captain answers
the questions, and the young woman, now Mrs.
Wedderburn, lies next to the wall.

All these delightful complications are lost to
us in the Kentucky “Riddle Song” as sung by
Miss Wilma Creech of Pine Mountain, Ky., in
the summer of 1933. The music is quite lovely.

* Qutside rail of the bedstead.
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The Riddle Song (Niles No. 1 B)

1. “I gave my love a cherry that hath no stone,
I gave my love a chicken that hath no bone,
I gave my love a thimble that hath no end,

And I gave my love a baby that’s no cryin’.

3 5y

2. “How could there be a cherry that hath no stone?
How could there be a chicken that hath no bone?
How could there be a thimble that hath no end?
How could there be a baby that’s no cryin’?”

3. “A cherry when it’s a-bloomin’, it hath no stone.
A chicken when it’s a pippin, it hath no bone.
A thimble when it’s a-rollin’, it hath no end.

And a baby when it’s a-sleepin’, there’s no cryin’.’

>

Piri-miri-dictcum Domini
(Niles No. 1 C)

AN INTERESTING VARIANT of the riddle-song idea
is found below. Here we have a macaronic poem,
most probably the result of the English people’s
fundamental stubbornness. When in the 16th
century the Church of England banned the use
of Latin in church services, a portion of the
English population remained obdurate in the face
of official orders and royal decrees, and that por-
tion went right on using Latin whenever possible,
particularly if it would irritate the authorities.
The hornbooks* and primers of Archbishop

Cranmer’s time led to a widespread acceptance
of the English language as applied to religious
service, though by no means all the people of
England wanted their mother tongue used in the
Church. Thirty years after Henry VIII became
King of England in 1509, the first officially
authorized English version of the Bible, called
the Great Bible, appeared; it was followed in
1549 by the first Book of Common Prayer,
authorized by the young king, Edward VI. Even
s0, and even then, there were those who preferred

* A hornbook was not a book at all, but a sheet of vellum, and later a sheet of paper, covered by a thin sheet of
transparent horn and attached to a wooden frame with a small handle. On this paper, or vellum, was printed the
alphabet in large and small letters, followed by lines of vowel and consonant combinations. Then followed the
usual exorcism: “In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost. Amen.” Next came the Lord’s

Prayer.

The hornbook was actually a primer, and was intended for the use of children. Paintings of the period which
portray children often show them at play with hornbooks tied to their belts or girdles.
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(Niles No. 1C)
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Latin, and proved once more that the law of the
land was based on the willingness of the people
to be governed.

This variant was taken down June 1934, at
Berea, Ky., from the singing of Miss Cora L.
Swift, who lived in Oberlin, Ohio. Miss Swift

learned the song from Miss Phoebe M. Hayes,
whose parents came from Massachusetts (where
their ancestors landed in 1636) by way of Mend-
ham, N. Y.

The text above, with a few minor changes,
can be found in Halliwell’s Popular Rhymes and
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Nursery Tales, page 150. The main differences
are in the Latin responses. The music was cer-
tainly created at a much later date.

For years macaronic poems— poems in
English and Latin — were written, published,
and sung. Some were religious, some were love
poems; many were uninhibited and bawdy. It is

not surprising that the idea of the riddle song
was taken over and employed as the basis of a
very effective set of macaronic lyrics. Today,
as “Pari-miri-dictum Domini,” it is widely sung
in the schools of the United States, hog-Latin
and all.

Piri-miri-diccum Domini (Niles No. 1 C)

1. 1 had three cousins over the sea,
Piri-miri-dictum Domini.
Three or four presents sent they me,
Pantrum quartruin paradise stantrum,
Piri-miri-dictum Domini.

2. The first was a bird without a bone,
Piri-miri-dictum Domini.
The second was a cherry without a stone,
Pantrum quartrum paradise stantrum,
Piri-miri-dictum Domini.

3. The third was a book that no man ’s read,
The fourth was a blanket without a thread.

4. Can there be a bird without a bone?
Can there be a cherry without a stone?

5. A bird in the egg’s without a bone,
A cherry in the bud’s without a stone.

6. Can there be a book that no man ’s read?
Can there be a blanket without a thread?

7. A book in the press, that no man ’s read,
A blanket in the wool’s without a thread.






The Elfin Knight

(Child No. 2)

My Father Gave Me an Acre of Ground

T{E SECOND BALLAD in this collection gives
us an opportunity to observe what happened to
the supernatural in the crossing of the North
Atlantic. On short acquaintance one might con-
clude that the American text of “My Father Gave
Me an Acre of Ground” could not be even re-
motely related to its ancestor “The Elfin Knight,”
12 examples of which are given by Child from
English and Scottish sources. The supernatural
elements in the original have disappeared from
the American version.

Indeed, the differences between the ancestor
and the offspring are so marked that it would
seem worthwhile to quote a portion of a Scottish
text indicated by Child as No. 2 B:

My plaid awa, my plaid awa,
And owre the hills and far awa,
And far awa to Norrowa,

My plaid shall not be blawn awa.

1. The Elphin knight sits on yon hill,
Ba, ba, ba, lillie ba
He blaws his horn baith loud and shrill.
The wind hath blawn my plaid awa.

2. He blaws it east, he blaws it west,
Ba, ba, ba, lillie ba
He blaws it where he liketh best.
The wind hath blawn my plaid awa.

11

(Niles No. 2 A)

The Parsley Vine
(Niles No. 2 B)

The Shirt of Lace
(Niles No. 2 C)

3. “I wish that horn were in my kist,*
Yea, and the knight in my arms niest.”}

4. She had no sooner these words said,
Than the knight came to her bed.

Oh, it’s very easy to see that in the first 5
verses of this Scottish example a great many
things happened in a very short while. In the
vernacular of the Southern Appalachians, we
might say, “She hoped he was a-comin’, but she
didn’t expect him all to-oncet.”

There he was, though, appearing by magic —
the Elfin Knight, horn and all. And as the ballad
unfolds, we discover this knight to be quite a
gentleman. He even tries to talk the lass out of
a hasty marriage.

The first evidence of any relation between the
Scottish original and the American variants
appears with the 11th numbered verse. It is here
that the Scottish lass (who, we suppose, is by
this time sitting up in her bed) declares herself to
be the owner of an acre of untilled land:

“I have an aiker of good ley land,
Which lyeth low by yon sea strand.”

It would appear that the lass is offering this in-

* Chest. 1 Nearby.
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formation as bait, but when she proposes that
the Elfin Knight work the land, till it, plant a
crop and cultivate it, the gentleman loses interest.
Then follows a series of impossible tests — im-
possible for both parties concerned —a plain
sark or a bridal sark being the prize:

“And when that ye have done your wark,
Come back to me, and ye'll get your sark.”

Now “sark” is an antique word coming to us
in a rather roundabout manner, through Old
English, Old Norse, and original Teutonic, and it
represents a garment somewhat like a shirt or
chemise, worn next to the skin. In the hands of
present-day ballad singers, the ‘“sark” of the
original ballad turns out to be a simple cambric
shirt.

But the Elfin Knight, with the cunning of his
kind, rejects the opportunity of becoming a landed
squire, and bows himself out, saying that he
“would not quit his plaid for his life” because he
uses it “to cover and comfort his seven children
and his wife.”

The supernatural, being exactly what it is,
never can stand analysis or logic. It can hardly
stand the light of day. The native ballad
singers in the Southern Appalachians may have
been superstitious, given to hants (haunts)
and charms, but the supernatural in the fullest
sense has never been entirely accepted. This is
possibly why the 3 variants of “The Elfin Knight”
offered herewith contain no reference to a lusty,
hill-topping, full-grown elf with a taste for magical
music played shrilly on a horn.

My Father Gave Me an Acre of Ground

(Niles No. 2 A)

In HaAMBLEN County, Tenn., in May 1934, 1
encountered Simeon B. Coffee. He had been
fishing. In fact he was greatly interested in fish.
He had even worked, on occasion, at a fish
hatchery. He was born in Knoxville, where he
had lived much of his life, but he had left the
place because “there were too many people and
too much noise.” He was quite proud to relate
that he had been a WPA worker in 1932 and
1933. He was not married. He had seen many
men who had “driven their ducks to a bad
market” and married up with tiresome females.
“To tell the truth,” said he, “many women are
witches.” I said yes and no, and waited for
further information on this vital subject. Finally,
we both nodded our heads in what seemed to
be agreement, and I thought that the discussion
was closed. But I was mistaken. Almost at once
Mr. Coffee launched into the telling of one witch
story after another.

According to Mr. Coffee, witches could do

the following things with no trouble at all —

1. Cause cows to go dry

2. Cause horses to throw shoes

Cause wheels to come off wagons and
buggies, even in wet weather

Cause children to stutter

Cause milk to sour

Cause vinegar mothers to mildew
Cause sickness and death in human
persons

8. Transfer themselves into animals at will.

w0

ok

This last piece of witchery was illustrated by an
extended tale, which most readers will recognize
as a well-established folk legend. Mr. Coffee told
it this way:

It seems that sometime around the turn of the
century a young man lived not far from Witt,
Tenn. — a young man who farmed a reasonably
fertile piece of land and supported himself and
his widowed mother. His barns bulged with hay,
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his cribs were filled with shucked-out corn, and
his cows waded in deep pasture grass. This
young man (his name was Yancy) and his mother
lived well.

During the summer of that year there had been
a protracted camp meeting at Bear’s Lick Spring
church. It was at this camp meeting that our
young Mr. Yancy met a bright-eyed, pink-
cheeked girl, of whom he became enamored.
Sarah lived just over the top of the hill. Twenty
minutes of reasonable walking took him to her
door.

As Indian summer came, Yancy’s visits to
Sarah’s home became more frequent, and his
mother was worried for fear her son should
marry up with this woman-person and bring her
home to the comfortable farmhouse, and bring
complications with her. It was in early October
when Yancy had his first encounter with a great
antlered deer that blocked the path to Miss Sarah’s
house. At the first encounter, Yancy went home.
But when on his next visit the deer once more
blocked his path, Yancy, who had provided him-
self with a rifle, shot at the deer. The shooting,
as he saw it, would serve two purposes — it
would rid him of a nuisance and supply him with
venison. But no matter how often Yancy fired,
he was unable to kill the deer.

With the approach of cold weather, the cattle
and hog buyers came through the country, and
it was one of these worldly-wise men who advised
Yancy on how to destroy the deer: he was to
melt down a silver coin and fire it point-blank

into the deer’s heart. This was the sure and only
way.

The following day Yancy melted down a silver
dollar, molded it into a bullet, and when next
he met the deer and fired the bullet into the
animal’s heart, the deer fell dead. Yancy went
on to visit Miss Sarah, proposed marriage to her,
was accepted, and with joy in his heart returned
home through the dark. When he came to the
place where the deer had fallen, no deer lay on
the ground. Nor was there any sign of the com-
bat that had taken place. Troubled, Yancy
walked on home. The farmhouse door stood
wide open. On the floor lay Yancy’s mother,
quite dead, with a bullet hole just over her heart.
Probing the wound with his pocketknife, Yancy
found the silver bullet he had molded.

Mr. Coffee was silent for quite a while after
telling his story. Finally, returning from the realm
of fantasy, he went on to the singing of some-
thing quite as fabulous — namely, “The FElfin
Knight.”

Mr. Coffee was a thin, homely little man with
a thin, though accurate, little voice. In his early
days he had often sung in church choirs and at
camp meetings, but as years passed he thought
there was too much noise in camp meetings -—
“too much noise and not enough Jesus Christ.”
He owned a copy of The Sacred Harp,* the shape-
note hymnbook, but he did not know where it
was at the time I saw him. He said it was the
same book his great-grandfather had used in
1850 (?). If this was indeed a fact, it might have

* The Sacred Harp is a songbook measuring 9% " wide, 5%~ high, and 1%4” thick. The original edition contained
263 tightly packed pages of hymns and other sacred music. Some pages contained two numbers. It was compiled by
Benjamin Franklin White and published in 1844 in Philadelphia. In his preface White states: “Many efforts have
been made to please the public with a collection of sacred music; and none but those who make the effort know how
difficult it is to accomplish this task.”

B. F. White succeeded beyond his wildest dreams. His book, The Sacred Harp, a collection of psalm and hymn
tunes, odes and anthems, sold more than a million copies before his century turned. It is still selling in a slightly
larger format.

The Sacred Harp was not a church hymnal, though its contents are religious songs. It was usually referred to as
“old Baptist music,” but it was never really adopted by the Baptist church. It was, and still is, widely used at
the Interstate Sacred Harp Singing Association meetings, and at gatherings called Old Folks’ Shape-Note Singing
Meetings. Most of the music in the original editions was set up in three-part harmony and the notes were of different
shapes — squares, triangles, circles, half-moons, etc. They were occasionally called “buckwheat notes,” because
some of them really resembled grains of buckwheat. The late George Pullen Jackson of Nashville is accepted as
the world authority on shape-note music and The Sacred Harp. His works are found in every library of importance.
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(Dorian mode on B)

1. My father gave me an acre of ground,

Ivy, sing ivory,

My father gave me an acre of ground,
Parsley, rosemary, and thyme,

My father gave me an acre of ground,

Betwixt the seaside all around,
And she shall be a lover of mine,
Parsley, rosemary, and thyme.

2. He made a plowing-share out of leather,

vy, sing ivory,

He made a plowing-share out of leather,
Parsley, rosemary, and thyme,

He made a plowing-share out of leather,

And he harrowed it down with a white turkey’s

feather,

And she shall be a lover of mine,
Parsley, rosemary, and thyme.

been a first edition. I offered to purchase the
book and gave him a small advance as earnest
money. I never did get the book, however, be-
cause he could not find it. “Most likely fell into
the fish-hatcher’s pond,” said he sadly. 1 dis-

3. He planted hit down with Hickory King,*
And laid it by with a red robin’s wing.

4. If you would make me a cambric shirt,
All woven around with no needle work.

5. If you would wash and dry hit well,
Where ne’er a drap of water fell.

6. If you would dry hit on a thorn,
That blossomed when King John was born.

7. And when the corn is cut and bound,
I'll wear my shirt in yonders town.

8. And when ’tis done all speedily,
Plaid or no plaid, married we’ll be.

covered in 1940 that Mr.
Above is his contribution.

Coffee was dead.
It has become

known as the Tennessee version of “The Elfin
Knight.”

* A variety of wide-grained white field corn, planted extensively in the Southern mountains.
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1. My uncle gave me an acre of ground,
Parsley hangs upon the vine,
My uncle gave me an acre of ground,
The poorest I did ever find,

Where the parsley hangs upon the vine.

2. My uncle gave me an old gray mare,
Parsley hangs upon the vine,
My uncle gave me an old gray mare,
Who wouldn’t work and didn’t care,
When the parsley hangs upon’the vine.
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3. My lover gave me a linny smock,
Parsley hangs upon the vine,
My lover gave me a linny smock,
But on her door I would not knock,
"Cause the parsley hangs upon the vine.

4. My uncle took my plaid away,
Parsley hangs upon the vine,
My uncle took my plaid away,
In spite of totter and head of gray,
And the parsley hangs upon the vine.

The Parsley Vine

(Niles No. 2 B)

THE SINGER of these verses, Carter Patterson,
was an engaging vagabond. On the morning of
July 5, 1908, when he sang “The Parsley Vine”
for me, he was suffering slightly from the cele-
bration of the Fourth of July. He and all the
other numerous Pattersons lived a few miles from
Jeffersontown, Ky., in a series of tin shacks by
a creek. There were many children, large and
small, and, of course, the traditional beautiful
daughter of about 16 summers. The daughter
was a waitress in a nearby summer hotel. Carter
was a woodsman and a stake maker and a stake

driver. As such, he was my assistant. We were
both engaged by the county surveyor.

The Pattersons were experts in woods lore.
Carter had a name for every weed and wildflower
in the forest. He knew the flower and plant super-
stitions, how they could be used as cures, and
which ones were safe to eat. He told me of a
long dead relative who could poison a “human-
person” with a scrap of wild mushroom no larger
than a man’s fingernail. It was all in knowing
which mushroom was edible and which one was
poisonous.

The Shirt of Lace

(Niles No. 2 C)

UNCLE BROTHER PATTERSON (that is the way
his name appeared on the county engineer’s
paybook) was Carter Patterson’s brother. He was
much older than the other men in the family, and
he was much more silent. The others were full of

words and fun but Uncle Brother was on the sad
side, as a rule. He had been a cattle drover as a
young man, and had once owned a very fine
farm; but he ran afoul of the law and lost it all.
It seems that there was some bloodshed in a
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(Minor mode on A)

saloon in the old Haymarket section of Louis-
ville, Ky., in the winter of 1880. According to
Uncle Brother’s story, it was a sort of drunken
brawl over some strayed cattle. Uncle Brother
came out alive, but when the law took leave of

him, the century had turned. He spent the re-
mainder of his life living as a vagabond, doing
occasional odd jobs and working in the forests.
He had heard his noisy relatives sing the rather
uninteresting “Parsley Vine” song, and to estab-
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lish his position as a singer he took me aside and
sang “The Shirt of Lace” very quietly and accu-
rately. None of the Patterson men could read or
write.

My notes say: “A very interesting melodic

line. The music in the family came from a
Patterson grandmother, who emigrated from
Virginia at the end of the War Between the
States.” The date of this is August 20, 1908,
Jeffersontown, Jefferson County, Ky.

The Shirt of Lace (Niles No. 2 C)

1. Oh, water where there is no well,
Viny flow'r and rosemay tree,
Water where there is no well,
What name will my true love tell?
Viny flow’r and rosemay tree.

2. Oh, valley where no sun do fall,
Viny flow'r and rosemay tree,
Valley where no sun do fall,
Grows no crop, no spring, no fall,
Viny flow'r and rosemay tree.

3. If you should wash my linsey dress,
If you wash my linsey dress,
And hang it in my mother’s press.

4. If you should wash my shirt of lace,
If you wash my shirt of lace,
Be sure the buttons be in place.

5. And then my acre ’side the sea,
Then my acre ’side the sea,
Will be halved up, my love, with thee.






The False Knight upon the Road

(Child No. 3)

’I:ns BALLAD is not often encountered; not
more than a dozen examples have been reported
from the United States. At first it might be con-
cluded that its rarity is the result of the super-
natural situation, the devil appearing as a knight
on the road. But other ballads involving the
supernatural are occasionally encountered.

Here we find a smart little schoolboy outwit-
ting the devil himself and, we may assume, going
off to school quite gaily. In one American text
the schoolboy calmly throws the devil in a nearby
well and then departs for school. The boy wins

The Smart Schoolboy
(Niles No. 3)

out, of course, because he stands his ground, and
by a process called “flyting” (to flyte means to
dispute, to debate, to scold, to flout, or to mock)
turns the devil’s device back on the demon and
in reality, outnonpluses the devil. Finally, we
must remember that there was a time when no
one could trust to scolding or flyting for foiling
a witch — unless he knew more words; and
in the case of the smart schoolboy, he would
have been carried off to hell had he not been
sturdy and brave and full of words, and also of
answers.

The Smart Schoolboy

(Niles No. 3)

“THE FALSE KNIGHT UPON THE ROAD” was
known to the singer Preston Wolford of Powell
County, Va., as “The Smart Schoolboy.” I came
upon this man Wolford in a strange way. I had
been searching the towns around Coeburn, Va.,
for a man named Adams who was reputed to be
one of the great woodcarvers in all that country.
He had been injured in a coal-mine explosion,
and woodcarving was his sole means of making a
livelihood. I had visited the towns of Dante, St.

21

Paul, Tom’s Creek, Coeburn, and Norton, but
had not found him. Finally, I was told that the
woodcarver Adams might be found living near
Pattonsville. At Pattonsville no one seemed to
know anything about a disabled coal miner
named Adams who had turned woodcarver. So I
turned off in the direction of Middlesboro, Ky.,
hoping to get there by nightfall.

Just outside Pattonsville I encountered a man
trying to drive a very much broken-down auto-
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(Major mode on F)

mobile to which a truck body had been added.
He asked me to push him up a little hill so that
he might roll down the other side and thereby
start his motor. The motor did start, and later we
met at the tiny village of Dot, Va.

It was here that I discovered Mr. Wolford to
be quite a singer. He was a dance caller on Sat-
urday nights and a small-time farmer by day. On
his farm he raised the usual corn crop. (The
date of our meeting was springtime 1935.) He
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had heard hillbilly crooners on the radio, and his
singing style was something of an imitation of
these fellows. However, he did stay on the pitch
quite well. He wanted to go up to New York and
try for a place in the world of radio singing. 1
counseled against this move. He was enjoying
bed and board in southwestern Virginia; the
airways of New York City might not be so
benevolent.

Preston Wolford had been married, but he
did not know where his wife was at the moment.

What ballad singing he did was remembered
music once sung by his granny on his mother’s
side. She had been born a McVaine.

He sang quite a few songs for me, but his ver-
sion of “The False Knight upon the Road” was
the only thing I took down. His other songs were
either westerns or the more synthetic hillbilly
ditties he learned by way of the radio. I might
add that in 1956 I discovered the woodcarver
named Adams living in retirement in Florida.

The Smart Schoolboy (Niles No. 3)

1. “Oh where be ye going?”
Said the knight on the road.
“I be going to school,”
Said the boy as he stood.

And he stood and he stood
And 'twas well that he stood.
“I be going to school,”

Said the boy as he stood.

2. “Oh what do ye there?”
Said the knight on the road.
“I read from my book,”
Said the boy as he stood.

And he stood and he stood
And ’twas well that he stood.
“T read from my book,”

Said the boy as he stood.

3. “Oh what have ye got?”
“"Tis a bait of bread and cheese.’

1)

4. “Oh pray give me some.”

“Oh no, not a crumb.”

5. “I hear your school bell.”
“Hit’s a-ringing you to hell.”



Lady Isabel and the Elf-Knight

(Child No. 4)

CHILD TELLS US that this ballad has obtained
the widest circulation of all ballads. (He was
speaking of circulation in the Old World. In the
United States and Canada, I would say, “Barbary
Ellen” is by far the most widely circulated and
the best known.) However, Child has traced
“Lady Isabel and the Elf-Knight” to Scandina-
via, Poland, southern and northern Germany, and
even into the Latin countries. To this I can add,
from my own investigations in Finland and
Estonia, that it is well known in both these coun-
tries, in folk tradition. In Estonia there is a tribe
known as the Setu people. It is a small tribe,
and they speak a language of their own which is
quite unlike the official Estonian. These Setus,
employing the manner of the rune singers of
Finland, tell a story following the lines of Lady
Isabel’s adventures almost exactly, the chief
singer telling the story and the chorus joining
hands in the best rune-singer tradition and chant-
ing a monotonous musical background.

In almost every case a young woman of the
nobility or upper gentry is charmed out of her
good senses by a man (a knight), who proves to
be a full-grown elf possessing supernatural pow-
ers. In some cases the elf casts a charm by sing-
ing; in others, he gets his results by persistence

24

Lady Ishbel and Her Parrot
(Niles No. 4 A)

King William’s Son

(Niles No. 4 B)

The Courting of Aramalee
(Niles No. 4 C)

and the speaking voice. After he has followed
the young woman until she can no longer raise
a hand in resistance, she follows him and takes
his advice. Later, when the young woman is
confronted with death at the knight’s hand, she
employs a little trickery, saving her own life and
destroying the elf-knight in the bargain.

In the German versions a handy brother rushes
forth and saves the hapless maiden. In some
French and Italian texts hunger and thirst are
added to the situation, and in one instance
there is a long ride during which neither party
speaks.

Scholars have been toying with the idea that
“Lady Isabel and the Elf-Knight” is derived from
the biblical story of Judith and Holofernes. This
could be true, although there are certain definite
differences. Lady Isabel came home from this
odd elopement riding one horse and leading
another and, we hope, carrying the bag contain-
ing a portion of her father’s gold and another
bag containing her mother’s fee, and on arrival
made great effort to enter the family castle with-
out attracting any attention — though the noisy,
talkative parrot was a handicap. Judith, on the
other hand, came home with pomp and cere-
mony, carrying the head of Holofernes in what is
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described as a meat bag. Lady Isabel saved what
was left of her honor, the bag of gold, the fee, and
two fine horses. Judith saved her people.

The Flemish version of “Lady Isabel and the
Elf-Knight” (communicated in 1836 by one Wil-
lems to Mone's Anzeiger in 38 two-line stanzas)
follows the general outlines of the Lady Isabel-
Judith and Holofernes legend up to a point, but
this Flemish version presents some interesting
variations. Instead of the young woman’s slip-
ping away quietly and secretly (as she surely
does in the American and English-Scottish ver-
sions), she asks her father’s permission to go

away with the elf-knight. She fails in this, and
then she goes to her father confessor, who
strangely grants her request.

The short scene at the end of most American
and English-Scottish versions concerning the par-
rot was perhaps created as an additional and
final hurdle. Talking birds are not unknown to
balladry. We find one at the end of “Young
Hunting” (Child No. 68), where the feathered
friend attempts to expose the young lady and is
bribed into silence by the promise of a cage made
of golden wires. We never discover whether
delivery was made on this promise.

Lady Ishbel and Her Parrot

(Niles No. 4 A)

IN JuLy 1934 a charming old lady named Mrs.
Hattie Melton sang this ballad for me. Mrs. Mel-
ton lived near Allanstand, N. C., which is about
seven miles from Asheville. She had been visit-
ing her sister-in-law for several days, helping with

the canning of green beans. The bean crop -

ripened slowly that year, and Mrs. Melton, not
being employed with canning, entertained us with
singing. She and I swapped songs and ballads.
She had been a singer all her life and was very
proud of the fact that she could sing many hymns
and ballads (she called them “old-timey songs™)
from memory. She could read and write and had
some faint memory of Cecil Sharp’s* visit, which
she calculated to have been about fifteen years
earlier.

In two counties in central Kentucky the motif

of the legend of “Lady Isabel and the Elf-Knight”
remains in stories concerning the early struggles
between whites and Indians. In one case, several
white traders capture or entice an Indian princess
away from her tribe. Later these white traders
try to kill the girl, but are destroyed themselves
in the attempt. In another case, a white girl is
involved with an Indian brave. The white girl,
perhaps a clever-lass type, outwits the Indian.
The ghosts of these girls and their victims are per-
sistent figures walking the roads of Boone Creek
country in Clark and Fayette Counties, Ky.
Commenting on the song she had sung for me,
Mrs. Melton vouchsafed this information: “I tell
you, a woman-person has just got to watch her
step when she’s dealing with a man. Nowadays
menfolk will promise a woman anything. They’ll

* Cecil J. Sharp and Mrs. Olive Dame Campbell co-authored a collection of folk songs entitled English Folk Songs
from the Southern Appalachians. Mrs. Campbell, wife of John C. Campbell, representative for the Southern Highland
Division of the Russell Sage Foundation, began her collection as early as 1907. Cecil Sharp, who was an English-
man, worked in the Southern mountains forty-six weeks during the summer months of 1916, 1917, and 1918. The
ultimate published collection, edited by Maud Karpeles (Oxford University Press, 1932), contained 273 songs and
ballads and 968 tunes. Among these are ballads traceable to 45 of the Child ballads, as compared to the 65 such
ballads represented in this book. It should be remembered, however, that while the Campbell-Sharp collection was
made in a comparatively short time, the Niles collection started in 1907 and covered over 50 years thereafter.
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promise her the moon, and when the woman-
person gets the moon, she finds out it ain’t even
made of green cheese.”

Hattie Melton was known as an excellent cook.
She told me quite a few things about cooking
green beans. First, you had to start with the
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right sort of beans. According to Mrs. Melton,
Kentucky Wonder was one of the greatest of all
beans. The Valentine was fair, the Marrowfat
was better. The stringless beans were nice to talk
about and looked powerful good in seed cata-
logs, but you had to string ’em just the same,
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Now the Lazy-Wife Pole was grand as a cornfield
bean, and the October, or Cranberry, bean was
wonderful for shelling out. Of course, if you
liked shellies, then the crowder pea was the most
prolific and the easiest to open. I listened and
my mouth watered.

“No bean is fit to eat if it's not properly
cooked,” said Hattie. “These watery, soupy, limp
beans young brides cook in cities should be lawed
agin — then no man would have to eat ’em! You
can use fat back, hog jowl, side meat, butter, or
even beef to flavor and season beans, but be sure
to use something. And add a small red pepper-
pod to the beans. . . . And if they look tough,

Lady Ishbel and Her

1. He followed her up and he followed her
down,
He followed her where she lay,
And she not havin’ the strength to withstand,
Nor the breath to say him nay.

2. “Go fetch me a sack of the old lord’s gold,
And most of your mama’s fee,
And a pited hoss and an iron-gray,
From your stable of thirty-and-three.”

3. If Ishbel did ride at the villian’s side,
With the gold and her mama’s fee,
She was ridin’ far off to the broad seaside,
Where married she would be.

4. “Get down, get down, my right pretty miss,
Your hour has come, I see,
For here I've drownded nine young ladies

gay,
And you the tenth one will be.

5. “Pull off, pull off that shiny silk gown,
And them right pretty rings you own,
For women’s clothes cost too much gold
To rest in the salt sea foam.”

boil ’em twice, the first time with a little baking
soda in the water . . . and don’t oversalt the beans

. . and serve ’em hot with buttermilk biscuits
and honey. . . . Old ham tastes mighty good with
well-cooked green beans. In that case, a body
ought to turn out a batch of beaten biscuits —
you know, fifty licks for homefolks and a hundred
licks for company.”

By this time I was dying of hunger. It was
noon, so we had dinner, and the food was quite
wonderful. There were green beans and butter-
milk biscuits.

Here follows the ballad as sung by Hattie
Melton on July 30, 1934.

Parrot (Niles No. 4 A)

6. “It's turn, oh turn, oh turn your head,
And look at yon green-growin’ tree,
For if I doff my shiny silk gown,
A naked lady you’ll see.”

7. He turned his face around about,
To look at that green-growin’ tree,
And she grabbed him round the middle so
small,
And she flicked him into the sea.

8. “Lay there, false villian, lay cold and dead,
Lay there in room of me,
For it’s nine gay ladies you’ve drownded here,
But the tenth one drownded ye.”

9. Her pited hoss tuck her right quickly home,
She led the iron-gray,
And when she entered her father’s hall,
The sky was breakin’ day.

10. “Speak none of my pranks, my right pretty
poll,
Else I'll make you out a liar.
But if you be wise, your cage shall be made
Of pretty golden wire.”
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King William’s Son

(Niles No. 4 B)

THis interesting version of “Lady Isabel and the
Elf-Knight” was sung to me in the summer of
1936 by a tall, angular woman of great age who
lived in western North Carolina. She did not
wish to have her name associated with anything
that might get into print because of certain fam-
ily difficulties and embarrassments brought down
upon her by her children. In spite of all her trou-
bles, she had a great sense of humor and was
ready to laugh at almost everything, including
herself.

She used the word “hide” in “King William’s
Son” — possibly for the sake of rthyme, but more
probably, I think, for humor’s sake. “If a body
wants to be glum-faced,” said she, “there always
be lots of reasons for it. Why, if I worked at it,
I could be as sour as any straddle-pole politician
in Franklin, North Carolina.”

I later discovered that one of her brothers had
enjoyed the benefits of county office for a number
of years by being what she called a “smolly-
gooster” — one who manages to come out on
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top no matter which side wins. This had given
her a negative point of view concerning politics
and politicians.

I came away with a great admiration for this
white-haired, motherly woman, who seemed to
be living entirely alone, save for a pair of little
boy grandchildren. “Them cute little fellers

playin’ out yonder in that cow-stomp* are my
only partners now,” she said. “They’s young
enough to mind me, and they ain’t old enough to
be a botherment — not yet.”

Her singing was not overly consistent, but her
melodic material was very fine, and she was a
most willing singer.

King William’s Son

1. Of all the sons King William had,
Prince Jamie was the worst,
And what made the sorrow even more,
Prince Jamie was the first.

2. He sang his song to Isabel,
A song like none did sing,
And she did follow him away,
A very silly thing.

3. They wandered over hill and dale,
They came upon the sea,
“Light down, light down, fair Isabel,
And give your clothes to me.”

4. “Hit’s turn, oh turn your head away,
And look at yonder sea.
I do not wish to have it said
I let you see my bare body.

5. “Oh turn, oh turn your head away,
Behold the yon seaside,
And do not look this way a bit
Or you’ll see me in my hide.”

6. And as he stood a-waiting
And a-looking o’er the lea,
She grabbed him by his slender hips
And pitched him in the sea.

7. “Oh save me, save me from this death,
And when the King is dead,
I will be King Jamie
And you’ll be queen instead.”

8. “If you could lie to nine young maids,
You'll lie as quick to me,
But soon the fish will eat your meat
Instead of eating me.”

9. She mounted quick the dapple gray,
And then she led the black
Across the fields and pastures,
A-homing she rode back.

10. “Where have you been and what have you
done,
Your horse is all a-sweat?
Your father looked the castle o’er
And hasn’t found you yet.”

11. “If you would only hold your tongue,
You’ll never have to lie.
My father ne’er must ever know
How near I come to die.

12. “No talk, no talk, my pretty poll,
It be the break of day.”
“The cat was at my cage’s door,
And you shooed her away.”

13. “Well said, my parrot bird, well said,
No cat shall bother thee,
And thy cage shall be made of beaten gold
Instead of the willow tree.”

* A cool, dusty place under a tree where cows rest in summer and stamp at flies.
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(Niles No. 4 C)

HERE ARE 10 two-line stanzas which tell the
deathless story of Lady Isabel and her knight.
They were recited (not sung) by Mrs. Pet
Fugate who was visiting and assisting at a stir-off
on Fugate’s Fork, near Hardshell, Ky. Mrs.
Fugate was ancient of days, but very gay. She
was quite proud of her recitation and gave it with

spirit. The menfolk deserted the operation of
the stir-off, which is the traditional squeezing and
boiling of the sorghum juice,* to listen to the
legend of a man whose courting brought him
to grief.

Here is Mrs. Fugate’s way of telling the story
of Lady Isabel and the elf-knight.

The Courting of Aramalee

1. He courted her above, he courted her below,
He showed her ways of courtin’, the first she ever did know.

2. She tried to send him on his way, she chased him over the lea,
But never a bit would he ever go for a-courtin’ of Aramalee.

3. He said, “Go get your father’s gold, go get your mother’s fee,
And saddle a horse for a man to ride and one for a fine lady.”

4. She mounted herself on a deep dark roan, himself on a medium gray,
And after two hours twill midnight, they quietly rode away.

5. “Light down, light down, fair Aramalee, beside this cliff of rocks,
For here is where I kill the girls who ride away with me.

6. “Pull off that pretty silken gown and the cord that round it goes,
For a naked girl will drown as quick as one a-wearin’ clothes.

7. “Pull off the gown, pull off the rings, and give them unto me,
For they are much too costly to rot in the salt, salt sea.”

8. “It’s turn, oh turn, your head away and look at yonder sea,
"Cause if I take my dresses off, a naked girl you'll see.”

9. “T've seen nine naked ladies here, and you the tenth will be,
But just to please a princess, I'll look at yonder sea.”

10. He turned his head around about, she pushed him quickly in,
And rode off to her castle to make up for her sin.

* The green sorghum, which looks much like corn before it matures, is cut down with a corn-knife and fed into a
horse-drawn squeezer. The horse walks around in a circle to operate the squeezer, and the entire process is a sort
of festival. There is usually a certain small amount of distilled corn juice drunk by the menfolk, and the womenfolk
prepare huge dinners out in the open. The fact that the scum on the top of the boiling cane juice is removed with
a long-handled scraper gives the operation its name of “stir-off.” The odor of the boiling cane juice, combined with
the smoke of woodfires and the smells of the food in the kettles, is something one will never forget.



Earl Brand

(Child No. 7)

LORD WILLIAM’S DEATH” stems from a
parent ballad entitled “Earl Brand,” indicated
in Child’s collection as No. 7, and at the same
time is very near the Douglas tragedy, so dear
to the heart of Sir Walter Scott.

There are two other versions of “Earl Brand”
in this collection — “William and Ellen” and
“Brandywine.” They follow the outlines of “Earl
Brand” and the Douglas tragedy, too, with the
added complications of a talking horse and the
disaster precipitated by the eloping girl when
she “names” her lover in a moment of great
emergency.

The English and Scottish versions do not con-
tain this so-called “deatn-naming” situation, but
the lines “name me not to death, though thou
see me bleed” (or a similar statement following
along the lines of this idea) are found in nearly
every Danish, Icelandic, Norwegian, Swedish,
Estonian, and German ballad telling the story of
“Earl Brand.”

While in the Baltic States in 1936 and 1937
I was told by an Estonian folklorist that the end
results — the American versions of “Earl Brand,”
the 5 versions in Child’s collection, and the un-
counted texts from Scandinavia, Iceland, Den-
mark, the Baltic States, and Finland — do no
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Lord William’s Death
(Niles No. 5 A)

William and Ellen
(Niles No. 5 B)

Brandywine
(Niles No. 5 C)

doubt derive from a medieval legend brought
into Estonia by the German Knights of the
Sword. The Estonians suggest that the German
knights brought their long-ago ancestors a legend
not unlike the German counterpart known as
“Graf Friedrich,” wherein the bride, as she is
returning from her wedding, falls from her horse
and is mortally injured. Her father captures the
heartbroken young husband, kills him, and, as
an added indignity, drags his body behind his
horse. The miracle of the flowers happens at
once. Lilies spring up and bloom where the
young husband is buried. Some Estonians claim
that the lilies were laid out in such a way as to
spell the words “Here lies one of God’s best
loved” or “He was loved of God.” Others claim
that the words were written on the lilies.

A substantial part of this legend crossed the
narrow Baltic Sea, and was localized, made over,
and adopted by the Finns, the Swedes, the Nor-
wegians, the Danes, and the Icelanders. In some
places it was “Hildebrand and Hilde”; in others,
“Ribold and Guldborg”; and in still others it was
known as “Ribbalds kvae6i.” A century later it
turned up in England and Scotland and was called
either “Earl Brand” or “The Douglas Tragedy.”
In America many versions of “Earl Brand” have
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been encountered, one of which is called “Brandy-
wine.”

Thus we have Graf Friedrich, Hildebrand and
Hilde, Earl Brand, and finally Brandywine; and

the legends told throughout centuries of telling,
involving many languages and climes, are as simi-
lar as the names involved — Hildebrand, Earl
Brand, and Brandywine.

Lord William’s Death

(Niles No. 5 A)

SoLoMoN and Beth Holcolm of Whitesburg, Ky.,
knew this version of the ballad of “Earl Brand”
as “Lord William’s Death,” and they argued
considerably during the singing of it. Once it
seemed that they would never come to the end
of a rather pointless discussion. So far as I could
observe, this was a strange situation in the
Holcolm family, because they usually agreed
nicely. In this instance, each offered a small
portion of the text and then claimed that the part
offered by the other was incorrect. Much of the
disagreement concerned the advice and counsel
offered by Lord William’s horse. Finally, they
got together on both text and tune. It was a
matter of being patient with a wonderful pair of
old people, who were also quite ill.

The melodic material was a modal tune, and
one of the most beautiful. Before the singing
began, Solomon wanted it understood that he
might insert something concerning “a watery
cross.” Beth would have none of it. T now
realize that Solomon Holcolm remembered a
version of “Earl Brand” more nearly like the
one I took down from an inmate of the Breathitt
County (Ky.) jailhouse in 1913. (This is offered
later as No. 5 C.)

Another point Solomon wanted settled was
this troublesome business of not using names.
It would seem that Solomon was better informed
on the magical power of a combatant’s remaining
unnamed. This idea never occurred to Beth, and
as she was a very strong personality, she carried
the day. In the Icelandic version of this ballad
the hero named Ribbald and the heroine, Gull-

bran, find themselves confronted with an out-
raged father, eleven brothers, and seven brothers-
in-law. The hero calmly ties his horse and directs
his stolen bride to take up her sewing, and then
three times forbids her to name him by his name
during the coming battle. Richard Wagner has
Lohengrin warn Elsa only twice in a similar
situation. Of course, Lohengrin had only one
adversary, while poor Ribbald fought and de-
stroyed nineteen foes before he was felled because
Gullbrin cried out his name. In the Holcolm
version, the only possible reference to the speak-
ing of the name is found in stanza 7, where the
girl is said to “hold so silent.”

Finally, the singing began, and I sat still as a
mouse, listening and writing in my small note-
book. As I look back to that day, I believe I
never expected them to sing the ballad to the end.
But they did. There were a few halts and some
sharp discussions — sharp for those two old
people. Neighbors walked by and stopped to
watch, wonderingly. I feared they might try to
get into the performance, but they did not. I
finally took down 15 verses and asked for repeats
on several of them.

When at last 1 had finished with my notes and
was trying to thank the Holcolms and tell them
goodbye, Solomon took me aside and gave me
some fatherly advice about getting along with
women-persons. He told me that when he was
a young man he used to sing “Lord William’s
Death” in a much different manner. But time
had taught him to make peace with a woman
whenever he could, and that was why he let his
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wife have her way. In his early days, Solomon
said, there was a talking horse in the ballad, and
a wise talking horse it was, too. But nowadays,
“People hain’t got no interest in talkin’ animals
of any kind, and particularly, talkin’ horses.”

Solomon walked with me to the front gate,
and there he unfolded a tale about a talking
horse and a talking dog. I had heard my father
tell the same tale with certain additions and vari-
ations, but I took down Solomon’s version
cagerly. It seems that two of Solomon’s friends
were driving into Whitesburg from the direction
of Hazard, Ky. They were bringing some gin-
seng plants to a so-called “sang” buyer. They
were driving a good-looking 16-hand horse to a
light wagon, and as they drove along they were
discussing politics. On the side of the road about
five miles from town they saw a largish shepherd-
type dog, standing quite still, with one of his
paws pointed upward.

“Jump up, jump up,” said Fred.

The dog jumped up and sat on the floor of
the wagon, between the two men.

At first there was a deep silence. Then the dog
spoke up and said, “It’s been a dry fall.”

“That’s right,” said the driver. “Been a dry
summer, t0o.”

“If it don’t soon take to rainin’,” continued
the dog, “the corn crop won’t be worth shockin’.
Then there’ll be no shelter or food for the small
furry beasties. No game, no huntin’ . . . It'll be
bad...”

“That’s right,” Fred agreed. Turning to his
companion, he whispered, “This dog is talkin’
to me!” His companion nodded, quite speech-
less.

1}

Finally, they came to the bridge.

“Tll get down here,” said the dog politely.
“Whoa, Julius Caesar, whoa!” said Fred.
“Thanks ever so much,” said the dog. “It was

“Good morning,” said the dog. “Be you fine
men goin’ into Hazard?”

The occupants of the wagon heard the dog
speak, but they were so surprised that they made
no move to stop.

“I say,” cried the dog, “could you give me a
lift into Hazard?”

Whereupon Fred, who was driving, said,
“Whoa, Julius Caesar!”

“I'm just goin’ as far as the bridge, before
you come to the graveyard. I'm on my way to
visit some friends, and . . .”

very kind of you-all. T'll move on now and look
up my friends.” And he trotted off in the direc-
tion of some buildings on the right.

Fred looked at his companion in complete
consternation. “Charlie, did you hear that? The
dog was talkin’ to me!”

But before Charlie could answer, Fred’s horse,
Julius Caesar, swung his head around and said,
“Well, and what’s so awful unusual about
that?”

Here, then, are the verses of “Lord William’s
Death™:
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(Dorian mode on C)

. “Awake, ye seven sleepers,
And take a warning of me:
I will not have your eldest girl,
But the wee one rides with me, fa la la
The wee one rides with me, fa la le,
By the little Binory.”

3

“Rised up, my seven sons,

Put on your armor bright,

No man shall say that a steward’s son
Took my daughter away by night, fa la la,
Took my daughter away by night, fa la le
By the little Binory.”

>
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. “I thank you, sir, I thank you,

But it can plainly be seen

That I could not be a steward’s son
With my mother quite a queen, fa la la,
With my mother quite a queen, fa la le,
By the little Binory.”

. He mounted her on a milk-white horse,
Himself on a dapple gray,

And he swung his bugle horn down at his side
And so went singing away, fa la la,

And so went singing away, fa la le,

By the little Binory.

. They had not gone a furlong

When he cast his eyes around,

And there came her father and all seven brothers,
Came trippling over the ground, fa la la,

Came trippling over the ground, fa la le,

By the little Binory.

. “Light down, light down, fair Ellen,
And hold my gray by the rein,

While I do play with your father dear
And all seven brothers again, fa la la,
And all seven brothers again, fa la le,
By the little Binory.”

. She held, she held so silent,

And never shed a tear

Until she saw her brothers fall

And the father who loved her so dear, fa la la,
And the father who loved her so dear, fa la le,
By the little Binory.

. “Hold hard, hold hard, Lord William,
Your hand so strong and so sore,

For I could have many lovers true,
But fathers I never have more, fa la la,
But fathers I never have more, fa la le,
By the little Binory.”

9.

10.

11.

12.

13.

14.

The milk-white horse she mounted
Himself on the dapple gray,

And with his buckler low down at his side,
They sadly rode away, fa la la,

They sadly rode away, fa la le,

By the little Binory.

They rode to his mother’s castle

And loudly tingled the ring,

Saying: “Mother awake or Mother asleep,
Oh pray come let us in, fa la la,

Oh pray come let us in, fa la le,

By the iittle Binory.”

“Oh Sister dear, go make my bed,

For my wounds are deep and sore.

Oh Mother dear, come bind up my head,
For you never will bind it more, fa la la,
For you never will bind it more, fa la le,
By the little Binory.”

It was three hours till morning,

The cocks began to crow,

When seven wounds Lord William had,
Began his blood to flow, fa la la,
Began his blood to flow, fa la le,

By the little Binory.

Now William died like hit was today,

Fair Ellen she died of a morrow.

Lord William died of his wounds so sore,
Fair Ellen she died of sorrow, fa la la,
Fair Ellen she died of sorrow, fa la le,
By the little Binory.

They lay fair Ellen in the near churchyard,
Lord William just beside her,

And from his heart grew a red, red rose,
And from her heart a briar, fa la la,

And from her heart a briar, fa la le,

By the little Binory.

15. They grew so close to the church’s wall
Till they could not grow no higher,

They grew till they tied a true-lovers’ knot,
With the red rose a-hugging the briar, fa la la,
With the red rose a-hugging the briar, fa la le,
By the little Binory.

35
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(Minor mode on F)

1. Lord William fetchéd up his bride,
He fetcheéd up his horse,

Said: “If we fail at the watery ford,
We'll suffer then a loss.”

We’ll suffer then a loss, a loss,

2. His horse’s name was Pointed Star,
And then he quickly said,
“If you don’t call me by my name,
We'll leave them all cold dead, cold dead,
We'll leave them all cold dead.”
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3. “Oh Ellen, Ellen, tell me true,
"Tis now you must decide,
It’s go back to your mother dear
Or stay and die my bride, my bride,
Or stay and die my bride.”

4. There was no wedding on that day,
No wedding on that night,
For they were dead and laid to rest
With chant and candlelight, light, light,
With chant and candlelight.

5. His mother died account of grief,
Of sorrow died his bride,
And there they laid the three to rest
In churchyard side by side, side, side,
In churchyard side by side.

6. Come all young men and ladies,
Who yearn for love’s delight,
Remember how Lord William’s rose
Hugged Ellen’s briar so tight, so tight,
Hugged Ellen’s briar so tight.

William and Ellen

(Niles No. 5 B)

IN A blacksmith shop in Hazard, Ky., on April 7,
1913, T encountered a group of men who were
celebrating an election victory. As well as I can
remember, it concerned the election of a county
school superintendent. I sang for them, and they
sang for me. In my field notebook I find the
results of that day, copied and dated July 4,
1916. It all stems from the singing of Red Jules
Napier and Black Jules Napier, both black-
smith’s helpers, and Mr. Chester Staffer, a one-
time schoolteacher in the neighborhood of
Cumberland, Ky. The Napier boys (locally pro-
nounced “Napper”) were foils for one another.
They could have been end men in a minstrel
show. Mr. Staffer prompted the performance and
corrected the singers when they got off the
melodic line. There was a considerable amount
of good-natured argument and fun; at one point,
there was a bit of name calling, but the Brothers
Napier decided to take Mr. Staffer’s advice, and
after that all went well. I think I should say that

they always addressed the onetime schoolteacher
as Mr. Staffer.

The Napier boys had been singers all their
days, having been members of a “singing meet-
ing” where hymns of the Sacred Harp and
Southern Harmony variety were sung. But when
they were away from church groups, they were
noisy, combative, and amusing. They treated
me with great consideration. I think this was
because I was “well related” in the southeastern
Kentucky counties, being blood-kin to the
Tollivers. The itinerant Mr. Staffer, their con-
stant companion, was a well-informed person
who worked on a farm near Cumberland and also
in a ginseng arbor near Hazard.

Some years later I discovered that the Napier
boys got into some local family trouble (the word
“feud” is not generally accepted in the moun-
tains), and went to Oklahoma for safety. I never
saw Mr. Staffer again.
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1. “Oh Brandywine, my Brandywine, 2. Oh, they traveled far, and they traveled fast,

Why did you steal
Why did you ride

And rune my youngest girl?
And rune my youngest girl?”

my pearl?
the countryside

And never stopped in between,

Because his father was a king

And his mother a Quaker queen.
(repeat last line of each verse)
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3. He spake unto his faithful horse,
And speaking, thus spake he:
“Pray carry us over this watery creek,
And your name unsaid shall be.”

4. Oh, they crosséd o’er the watery creek,
And once on t'other side,
Her father’s men were a-waiting there
With their horses neatly tied.

5. “Oh come, my dear, and come you quick,
And hold the horse I ride,
And never name me by my name
If you would be my bride.”

6. “Oh Brandywine, for love of me,
Hold your hand so sore,
For if my people all are dead,
I'll ne’er have people more.”

7. He knockeéd on his mother’s door,

He cried to be let in:
“Oh Mother, 1T am wounded more
Than ever man has been.”

8. He died before the cocks did crow,

She died before the dawn,
And just as day was breaking,
His mother, too, was gone.

9. They buried them a-side by side,
And when the rose and briar
Had reached the top, they tied a knot
"Cause they couldn’t go no higher.

Brandywine
(Niles No. 5 C)

JuBIE GABBARD had struck a railway conductor,
and in the hot month of July 1913 he was jail-
hampered in Breathitt County, Ky. There must
have been more than a charge of “striking,” but
I never went into it. The railway conductor in
question was not overly popular in Jackson, the
county seat of Breathitt, and so in some quarters
Jubie Gabbard was looked upon as a kind of
public benefactor. Gabbard was later released,
because no one would testify except the railway
conductor.

“Yes,” Jubie said to me, “I’ve done a lot of
sittin’ in jails and courthouses, and I've decided
that there be three kinds of folks in courtrooms.
First, there’s them as has just been elected to
office. Then there be those who is cravin’ to get
theirselves elected — and there’s a lot of back-
slappin’ and handshakin’ among ’em. But the
third kind of folks is the sorriest of all. They is

the folks who want to get out of jail, and they
is the backslappinest backslappers of ’em all.
I'm one of ’em, friend, and I know.”

As a singer Jubie was noisy and inaccurate,
but full of gusto. In spite of the tragic quality
of his text, he managed to make the first verse
definitely funny through his use of the word
“ruin,” which he pronounced “rune.” The word
itself is not unusual in the mountains, being em-
ployed to indicate that a young woman’s repu-
tation has been hopelessly damaged. The tune
Gabbard used is exceptionally fine.

Note that in the third verse the taboo against
the use of the proper name is extended to the
horse. And, in the fifth verse, true to tradition,
Brandywine asks his bride not to mention his
name. The puzzling reference to “Quaker queen”
in verse 2 is probably a corruption of “quite a
queen.”



The Fair Flower of Northumberland

(Child No. 9)

T—IIS BALLAD, formerly popular in Scotland,
usually concerns a lady of high position who
makes the error of falling in love with an im-
prisoned man and then helping him to escape.
The lady supplies horses and money for the trip.

The lady has indeed been deceived. She has
been promised marriage and the treatment of a
great lady. When she at last discovers that the
promises are false, the lady offers to be the
servant of the man she hoped to marry, but she

The Deceived Girl
(Niles No. 6 A)

The Sinful Maiden
(Niles No. 6 B)

Sin’s Reward
(Niles No. 6 C)

will not be his mistress. She finally gets back to
her original home and is taken back into the
family and is comforted, and almost honored, in
the manner of the prodigal son.

The three fragmentary versions of this ballad
in my collection came from singers who hoped
they were teaching a lesson by singing the verses.
One of my informants was an ardent shape-note
singer. Another was a revivalist. The third was
Solomon Holcolm, who was teasing his wife.

The Deceived Girl

(Niles No. 6 A)

LIKE MANY another unemployed person in 1932,
Taylor Mullens was making a living as an odd-
jobs man. He collected wild ginseng, and he
worked in a bed of cultivated ginseng near
Hazard, Ky. He was a member of a very large
family of folks. One can find branches of the
Mullens family all through the southeastern
counties of Kentucky. This particular member
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of the clan was a small man, and rather shy. His
voice was faint and his singing was inaccurate,
but he stuck to his text, never changing a word
in five or six performances. He was a church
member and loved to sing hymns. Although he
didn’t own a shape-note hymnal, he loved to sing
with the shape-note singers. One may note the
hymnlike nature of his melody.
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I got in touch with this man through “Ma”
Hibbler, the owner of several hotels in Hazard.
She had employed him in the past and had dis-
covered that he sang at his work. I didn’t even
have to look him up. Mrs. Hibbler sent out word,
and the next day there was Taylor Mullens, hat
in hand, ready to “make talk.” It was the easiest
folklore collecting I had done in some time.

I sang for him, of course, to get things under
way, and the entire hotel lobby filled up with a
continually moving audience. But Taylor re-
mained a little shy about singing and took to
telling me about himself. While assuring me of
his high standing as a law-abiding citizen, he also
boasted a bit about his knowledge of the jail-
houses in the surrounding counties. He said that
he was willing to take an oath that he had never
been jail-hampered, but, at the same time, he
claimed to know quite a lot about such places.
His knowledge came, according to his statement,
from carrying messages and small gifts of food
to inmates of the county jails. Said Mullens:
“Mr. John, jails all smell alike. They is a stink
to ’em a body can never forget. No matter how
they wash ’em —and they wash ’‘em little
enough — they stink just the same.” I had been
in and out of almost every jail in the southeastern
counties of Kentucky, jailhouses being excellent
repositories of singers, and I knew Mullens was
right.

A crony type who was sitting nearby, listening
to Mullens, was greatly amused at Mullens’s state-
ment concerning the messages and small gifts
he had brought to prisoners. “Messages and
small gifts!” laughed the crony. “Why, mister,

that Taylor Mullens once took a hacksaw, a file,
and a small wrecking bar right past the turnkey
here in Hazard, and handed ’em to a cousin of
his’'n.” Mullens never bothered to contradict this
statement, and I assumed it to be true.

I asked him about the ginseng business, and
he said it was slow. And then he added, “Hit’s a
pain.” With an eye toward an increased market
for wild roots and herbs, he asked me if city
people drank “sassafack” tea. I had to discourage
him on this score, for I thought that few city
people ever drank it, and those few were people
who had grown up in the country and had dis-
covered the delights of sassafras tea as children
on the farm.

“Hit’s a great drink,” Mullens declared. “Hit’s
good for the old man’s disease, hit'll help the
diabeter, hit’s good for the kidney, hit’ll thin the
blood . . . why, mister, hit'll do you good and
help you, too.”

He assured me that he could dig, wash, split,
and tie a hundred bundles of sassafras root in a
day. Though I was greatly given to sassafras
tea, a hundred bundles of the root were more
than I could encompass.

Finally, when I began to wonder whether I
was trying to assemble a collection of folklore
or a treatise on wild medicinal herbs, my inform-
ant went to singing in a shy, inaccurate manner.
But it was a beginning, and before noon of that
day I had a clear copy of a ballad which Mullens
called “The Deceived Maiden.” It was, in fact,
a native version of “The Fair Flower of North-
umberland.”

Here are Taylor Mullens’s verses and his tune:




The Deceived Girl
(Niles No. 6 A)
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1. As she walked past the jailhouse door, 2. “I am a prisoner far from home,
She spied a man with head hung low, But if you'll only steal the key,
And all because of bolts and bars, I'll take you where the grass grows green,

His homeland he would never know. And make of you a great lady.”
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3. “I cannot go, I will not go,
And be your great lady,
For you have got a Scotland wife,
And you’ve got babies three.”

4. She’s done to her father’s stable,
She’s done to her mother’s till,
She’s got the jailhouse key so large,
And she’s galloped o’er the hill.

5. And as they galloped o’er the plain,
It was “my dearling dear,”
But as they came to Scotland,
Well changeéd was this cheer.

6. “Oh pity, pity, pity, please,
As I did pity thee,
Or fling me from your castle’s walls
And break my slim body.”

7. “But how can I have pity
When you are just a whore?
Now get you back to England
Where I'll see you no more!”

8. “Oh false and faithless knight,” said she,
“I'll to my father’s door,
And he will prove to Scotland
That 1 have never been whore.”

9. Her mother, who was truly queen,
She gently then did smile:
“You're not the first, nor only one,
The Scotsmen did beguile.”

10. Come all ye maidens, young and old,
Pray come, be warned of me —
Scots were never, never true,

And Scots will never be.

The Sinful Maiden

(Niles No. 6 B)

ON JuLy 5, 1932, it was dreadfully hot in
Whitesburg, Ky., and Solomon Holcolm was
engaged in teasing his wife Beth. The burden
of the teasing was the waywardness of females
generally. So long as the Holcolms were not
singing the same song, they got on quite well.
In the case of “The Sinful Maiden,” Aunt Beth
sat back with a small smile on her lips, and never
said a word. Solomon finally concluded that
there was no way for a woman-person to answer
the facts in “The Sinful Maiden.” T can testify

that, on this occasion, no answer was attempted.

After the singing was over, and I had sung
16 verses of “Barb’ry Ellen,” Solomon said:
“This-here ballad about the sinful maiden is a
backward thing. Hit never tells what sinful thing
she up and done. Now lettin’ a man outa jail is
no sin. Matter of fact, Holy Writ is full of times
when men got let outa jail when the jailer wasn’t
a-lookin’. No, hit’s not the lettin’ outa jail that
matters; hit’s what happened after that jail-
hampered feller got out . . . I always did say that



The Sinful Maiden
(Niles No. 6 B)
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1. As she walked by the jailhouse, 3. “Oh Mother and oh Father,
She heard a fellow say: He said I'd be his wife.
“It’s getting awful lonesome here, He said he’d love and cherish me
I'd like to get away.” As long as I had life.
2. Then, as she was a silly one, 4. “But now I’'m coming home to you,
And in her nonage, too, And I hope you'll let me in,
She stole the key and let him out, And soon forget the day that I
A thing she’d often rue. Committed all this sin.”
girls had no business a-hangin’ around jailhouses, Solomon Holcolm offered all this information
even when the jailer was handy and a-lookin’ in the hope that Aunt Beth would make some

23

on. comment, but she held her peace.



Sin’s Reward
(Niles No. 6 C)

THIS SONG was taken down from the singing of
Preacher Marcum, who was carrying on a “tent
preaching” (a protracted meeting) near Clay
City, Ky., in July 1932. His home was in
Breathitt County, in the Leatherwood district.
He demanded to sing the song privately for me
because there were words in it that would offend
a Christian woman. It was the only “ballard”
he would sing, and he made the exception be-
cause “Sin’s Reward” possessed a powerful moral.

The melodic material was either not taken down
or it was lost; at least, it does not appear on the
page with the text. Here we have a version of
“The Fair Flower of Northumberland” in which
revenge is promised — a feature that does not
appear in any of the original versions in Child’s
collection: the young lady’s father “will repay.”
When Preacher Marcum came to the evil word,
he lowered his voice to a whisper.

Sin’s Reward

1. As she did pass the jailhouse
She heard a man make moan,
“I am a prisoner far from friends,
And T am sad and lone.”

2. “I'd like to help you, my kind sir,
I'd like to do you well,
But you have wife and chil-der-en,
"Tis simple for to tell.”

3. She helped him to his freedom,
She helped him to a horse,
She helped herself to trouble,
Her honor was a loss.

4. He was a gay deceiver,
She should have known before,
Now for her care and trouble,
She’s got to be a whore.

5. “Come back, my child, my only one,
And harken what I say,
The ills this prisoner did you
Your father will repay.”
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The Twa Sisters

(Child No. 10)

The Old Lord by the Northern Sea

’I:IE SUPERNATURAL elements in this ballad
are found in nearly all the English, Scottish,
Danish, Swedish, Norwegian, Icelandic, Finnish,
Estonian, Lithuanian, Slovak, Polish, German,
and Spanish versions. In America the super-
natural is found very rarely; in fact, out of scores
and scores of versions of “The Twa Sisters”
known to Americans by oral tradition, I have
encountered only two in which the supernatural
plays a part — one from the state of Maine and
one from North Carolina.

(Niles No. 7 A)

Bowie, Bowerie
(Niles No. 7 B)

The Little Drownded Girl
(Niles No. 7 C)

None of the 3 versions of “The Twa Sisters”
found in this collection has even the slightest
reference to the supernatural. The melodic
material is, however, of the highest order.

The many reported discoveries of “The Twa
Sisters” in America are indicated on succeeding
pages. It would be a great service to musicians
generally if all the melodies could be transcribed
and preserved. A detailed study of this ballad
has been made by Paul G. Brewster of Indiana
University.

The Old Lord by the Northern Sea

(Niles No. 7 A)

UNDER DATE OF August 1933 in my field note-
book I discover that Miss Doanie Fugate sang
a delightful version of the justly famous ballad
entitled “The Twa Sisters.” Further information
about Miss Fugate was as follows: “about 13
years of age, quite fat and gay.” She lived in
the Lost Creek community of Breathitt County,
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Ky. In my field notes I marked the fact that
Miss Fugate sang a full 4th measure. Prior to
meeting her, I had been trying to dance to almost
the same melodic material, but always felt there
was a measure lost somewhere. Miss Fugate
was the first singer I encountered who filled out
the 4th measure.



The OIld Lord by the Northern Sea
(Niles No. 7 A)
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The Old Lord by the Northern Sea
(Niles No. 7 A)

1. There lived an old lord by the Northern Sea,

Bow down,
There lived an old lord by the Northern Sea,
The boughs they bend to me;
There lived an old lord by the Northern Sea,
And he had daughters one, two, three,
That will be true, true to my love,
Love and my love will be true to me.

. A young man come a-courtin’ there,
Bow down,

A young man come a-courtin’ there,
The boughs they bend to me;

A young man come a-courtin’ there,

His natural choice was the young and the fair,
That will be true, true to my love,
Love and my love will be true to me.

. He gave his love a gay gold ring,
And the family thought "twas a sinful thing.

. He gave his love a beaver hat,
The ugly sister thought hard of that.

10.

11.

12

. “Oh Sister fair, let’s we walk out,

And venture where ships go sailing about.”

. They walkeéd near the salty brim,

And the mean one pushed the fair one in.

“Oh Sister dear, pray lend thy hand,
And I will give thee my farming land.”

. “I'll neither lend thee hand nor glove,

But I will have thine own true love.”

Away she sank as the current ran,
And into the miller’s race she swam.

The miller said, “If you'll give me a groat,
I'll fish you out by your petticoat.”

He robbed her of her gay gold ring,
And then he pushed her in agin.

The miller was hung for what he take,
And the ugly sister was burned at the stake.




Bowie, Bowerie
(Niles No. 7 B)
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1. Bow-ie bow-er-ie, 2. Bow-ie bow-er-ie,
A lord once lived by the deep blue sea, A young knight came his court to pay,
He had daughters one, two, three, He did choose the beauty and the gay,
Bow-ie bow-er-ie bow-ie, Bow-ie bow-er-ie bow-ie,

Bow-er-ie bow down-er-ie. Bow-er-ie bow down-er-ie.



Bowie,

3. The daughters walked on ocean’s rim,
The mean one pushed the beauty in.

4. “If you will lend your lily-white hand,
I'll give you my fee and my land.”

5. “T'll neither lend you either hand,
’Cause I will have your lover and your land.”
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6. The miller pushed her farther in,
He wanted of her silly* pin.

7. And when she died, the fiddles played,
Her father heard how she had been slayed.t

8. The miller and the ugly one
Hanged for the murder they had done.

Bowie, Bowerie
(Niles No. 7 B)

IT was a soft-spoken, bewhiskered old man
named Arlie Tolliver who sang “Bowie, Bowerie”
at Cumberland, Ky., on July 12, 1932. Here
we find a shortened version of the great ballad
of “The Twa Sisters.” Child gives two versions
running to 28 verses. In this variant the story
is told in 8 verses. Arlie Tolliver was old and
bent with years, but his singing voice was clear
and accurate. Before he would start singing,
however, I had to sing for about an hour. After
that, it was not easy to stop him.

I gave him a twist of chewing tobacco, which
he seemed to prize very much. Later, when I
was getting ready to take my leave, he took me
aside and said: “I wonder — be they any drinkin’
liquor in that fancy-lookin’ automobile of
yourn?” 1 told him no, and reminded him that
it was against the law to transport drinkin’ liquor
in automobiles, plain or fancy. He looked dis-

LIRS

appointed and said, “I was only a-askin’.

The Little Drownded Girl

(Niles No. 7 C)

IT was in front of the Hatcher Hotel in Pikeville,
Ky., and the date was July 16, 1932, and the
singer was named Pat (Patterson) Whetmore,
and the ballad was a very interesting version of
* Silver.

“The Twa Sisters.” As soon as he began to sing,
I realized that he must have had some form of
musical experience. He sang accurately, and
though his tune was not overly original, it was

+ This verse could be construed as a reference to the supernatural. In some of the original versions, bones from the
slain maiden’s body are made into a harp, and the harp sings out the story of the murder.



The Little Drownded Girl
(Niles No. 7 C)
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graceful, and he sang it very charmingly. dances or calling sets. He was about 55 years
On further investigation I discovered that Pat of age, unmarried, and had a slight limp. Here
Whetmore had been a dance caller all his life and follows Pat Whetmore’s way of singing “The Twa
had recently been as far away as Prestonsburg, Sisters,” which he called “The Little Drownded

Paintsville, and Louisa, either playing fiddle for Girl.”



The Little Drownded Girl
(Niles No. 7 C)

. Derry derry down and around the old piney tree,
I know a lord who lived by the Northern Sea,
He had daughters by one and by two, three,
Derry derry down and around the old piney tree.

. Derry derry down and around the old piney tree,
“Sister, fish me out of the raging sea,
You may have my own true lover-ee.”
Derry derry down and around the old piney tree.

. She did swim around so heartily,
Until she sank and she did drowndery.

. She was stripped to her bare body,
For her gold and her watches and her fee.

. They hanged the sister and the miller-ce,
On a scaffold ’side of the deep blue sea.
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The Cruel Brother

(Child No. 11)

ONE oF the first things a criminal investi-
gator does in trying to solve a crime is to establish
a motive: Why was the crime committed? In
the case of “Brother’s Revenge,” which is in
reality “The Cruel Brother,” Child No. 11, we
have no way of establishing the reason for the
crime. A brother stabs his sister on her wedding
day as she is leaving on her honeymoon.

By inference the ballad tells us that the brother
was not consulted about this marriage. The
mother, the father, and the sister of the bride
were asked and their consent obtained. The
brother was left out. Thus, jealousy may have
been the motive, but this seems unlikely. The

Brother’s Revenge
(Niles No. 8)

facts behind the ballad of “The Cruel Brother”
may include incest.

This ballad has not often been reported in the
United States. For that matter, although it is
widespread in the Old World, it has not been
encountered or reported many times in any one
country. It is a limited part of the oral tradition
of Italy, Denmark, Finland, France, Portugal,
and Spain.

Attempts have been made to associate this
ballad with the widely known German ballad
of “Graf Friedrich,” but the ballad of “Earl
Brand” seems to be a closer parallel to “Graf
Friedrich.”

Brother’s Revenge
(Niles No. 8)

“BROTHER’S REVENGE” was sung by Granny
Holcolm (no close kin to the Holcolms of
Whitesburg) in Kingdom Come Valley, Harlan
County, Ky., on July 7, 1932, In those days,
getting in and out of Kingdom Come Valley
involved driving a car over a road better suited
to oxcarts. Furthermore, there was no way of
getting food or fuel once you left the main high-
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way (U.S. Route 119). The food generously
offered by the local people was heavy and not
overly digestible. The wise visitor carried his own
provisions.

Granny Holcolm was of great age. Her neigh-
bors said, “She’s up in age.” Some said she was
“nigh on to 95.” She was greatly bent with years
and arthritis. She had very clear memories of



Brother’s Revenge
(Niles No. 8)
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the War Between the States. Her grandson the word “fox” applied to a man — “foxy” per-

teased her, saying she had “fit Indians.” She had
lived through all the family wars of the valley,
made famous by John Fox, Jr., in “The Little
Shepherd of Kingdom Come.” When asked
whether she had ever encountered Mr. Fox, she
said she had not, and that she had never heard

haps, but never the word “fox” alone. She had a
fine sense of humor and was said to have been a
great beauty in her youth — “in her flash,” as
her family put it.

At first Granny Holcolm recited the verses of
“Brother’s Revenge,” and then she sang the
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entire ballad. At one point, several members of
her family put on a great show of being shocked.
Granny Holcolm said: “I’'m a-singin’ the ballad
for this young man the way I know it to be, and

if you people can’t stummick it, then get out of
earshot.” And she continued with her head held
high.

Brother’s Revenge (Niles No. 8)

. Three fine maids did play at ball,
ll-e-0-lay and a lullay gay,

Three fine maids did play at ball,

Came three lords and wooed them all,
ll-e-o-lay and a lullay gay.

. The first young lord was dressed in yellow,
ll-e-o-lay and a lullay gay,

The first young lord was dressed in yellow,

“Come, fair maid, and be my marrow.”*
ll-e-0-lay and a lullay gay.

. The second lord was dressed in red,
“Come, fair maid, and grace my bed.”

7.

9.

10.

11.

Father dear did lead her down,
Mother, sister kissed her crown.

. John did place her on her steed

Ere he did the cruel deed.

“Kiss me, Sister, ere you part.”
As he kissed, he stabbed her heart.

“Would that I were on yonder stile,
That I might rest and bleed a while.

“Carry me to yon little green hill,
That I might rest and make my will.”

. The last of the lords was dressed in green, 12. “What will you give your father dear?”
“Come, fair maid, and be my queen.” “The milk-white steed that carried me here.”

. “You must ask my father dear, 13. “What will you give your mother own?”
Mother, too, who did me bear.” “She may have my blood-stained gown.”

. “I have asked them one and all, 14. “What will you give your brother John?”

Save Sister Anne and Brother John.”

* A companion, partner, or mate (about 1440).

“A gallow’s pin to hang him on!”



Lord Randal

(Child No. 12)

SIR WALTER ScOTT, who has been alternately
cursed and blessed by modern folklorists, made
an equivocal, almost timid statement (I mean
timid, for Sir Walter) concerning the possible
origin of the legend behind the great tragic bal-
lad of “Lord Randal.” Scott said: “I think it is
not impossible that this ballad may have orig-
inally regarded the death of Thomas Randolph,
or Randal, Earl of Murray, nephew of Robert
Bruce, and the Governor of Scotland, who died
at Musselburgh in 1332.”

An English priest was implicated in the plot
— an English priest who prepared what was
called a “cankered confection.” This was eaten
by Thomas Randolph  at a feast at Wemyss by
the sea. Thereupon Thomas Randolph died
slowly and painfully. Scott continues, declaring:
“The substitution of some venomous reptile for
food, or putting it into liquor, was anciently sup-
posed to be a common mode of administering
poison.” We might add that poisoning was a
time-honored method of disposing of one’s
enemies.

But 116 years before the death of Thomas
Randolph, Governor of Scotland, an unhappy,
unsuccessful, world-weary king named John,
being set upon by a French invasion, crossed an
inlet from The Wash late one October day, lost
all the royal English treasury, and his crown, in
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Jimmy Randal
(Niles No. 9 A)

Tiranti, My Love
(Niles No. 9 B)

a sudden rush of the tide, and in a heartbroken
way turned his horse northward in the direction
of the Cistercian monastery at Swineshead.
Although he was already suffering from dysen-
tery, on arrival he sat down to a heavy meal,
topping it off with some peaches and a great
tankard of ale.

He was suddenly taken violently ill and
declared that the monks had poisoned him. Not
even the Mbbot of Croxton, who was greatly
talented in the physic of the day, could save the
King. John was finally moved to the palace of
the Bishop of Lincoln at Newark, and there he
died on October 19, 1216.

Almost at once a legend sprang up concern-
ing the King’s death. It concerned one of the
Cistercian brothers, who was said to have added
the blood of a toad to the tankard of ale, and
being forced by the King to drink first, went into
the monastery garden and died immediately.
This situation was taken up by Shakespeare and
used in the final scenes of the play King John.

We find, however, from the writings of the
Countess Evelyn Martinengo-Cesaresco, that in
17th-century Italy the plot material and almost
the exact lines of the dialogue between mother
and son in “Lord Randal” appear in an Italian
popular folk ballad. The dates of this discovery
are 1629 in Verona and 1656 in Florence.
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The Countess Martinengo-Cesaresco suggests
that what we now call “Lord Randal” might
have started out as the report of a crime in the
Middle Ages and traveled from Italy to England
and Scotland by way of the continual interchange
of populations — that is, by way of the crusaders,
pilgrims, church dignitaries, and their hosts of
guards, servants, and supernumeraries. Owing to
the similarity of the questions and answers, the
Countess makes bold to declare that the ballad
moved across the world in song form and not as
a disjointed spoken legend. She further calls
attention to the fact that wherever the ballad
appears, there is usually a cooked eel in it some-
where, and this item is taken as the means of
poisoning.

I have investigated 52 American versions of
the ballad of “Lord Randal,” and I have found
that 40 of them indicate that the poisoning was
accomplished by way of cooked eels. The
remaining 12 mention cold poison, snake heads,
parsnips, and other less interesting dishes. To

increase their indigestibility, the eels are nearly
always fried, and the frying compound varies all
the way from butter to soap grease.

The very name “Lord Randal” is rather arbi-
trary, because the word “Randal” appears very
rarely in the verses of the ballad. Some of the
more interesting names are: Johnny Randolph;
Johnny Randal; Johnny Ramsey; Henry, My
Son; McDonald; Willie, Oh Willie; Johnny
Reeler; Johnny Reelsey; John Willow; Johnny
Elzie; Tiranti, My Son; Jimmy Randal; Charley
Harley, My Son; Sweet Nelson, My Boy; King
Henry; Laird Rowlands; My Own Pretty Boy;
My Bonny Wee Croodlin’ Doo; Fair Andrew, My
Son; Oh Billy, My Boy.

The ballad of “Lord Randal” is very widely
distributed. Besides the English-Scottish, Italian,
and American versions already mentioned, evi-
dences of this ballad have been reported from
Germany, Holland, Scandinavia, the Baltic
States, Iceland, the Setu people, the Magyars,
and the Wends.

Jimmy Randal

(Niles No. 9 A)

THis vERSION of “Lord Randal” was taken from
the singing of Solomon and Beth Holcolm in

Whitesburg, Ky., on July 8, 1932. The singers
were in agreement all the while.



Jimmy Randal
(Niles No. 9 A)

Slowly and sadly

noL L G mi N Cmi . G mi . ) C mi
| I E— 1 I | 1 ) 1 T
) I T I ¥ i — — T }
“Oh  where have you been, Jim-my Ran-dal, my son, Oh where have you
=96
[ LJ B | l 4 | | I l 1 ‘ l J
A 573 = — ! ! ! } f = ]
& 4o ===
] [ T [ {
mf
£ £l & 8 |- , T e
o QN 1 i H 1 Y 1 I
LI’I -'zl ‘ 1 [ [ | L { i 1 1
7V X
. Gmi Eb C D mi G mi D mi
4 | —4 e 1 Il
)| I I —]
w 1 1 1 | | T | 1 1 i1 — 1 1
D] | I ) I j L ! 1 [
rov-ed my old-est dear one?” “Oh Mith-er, oh Mith-er, go make my bed
fo1 1 1 ] | | Lo | l 1
)’ A 1 1 1 - — 1=

\
T
e
T
I

£ ¢

= v » = 1
T [ L 1 | )
= T 1 Jﬁ 1
0oL Glllll . D mi N G mi Dxlm | G{nl
- - 1T  — |
L 1 1 1 ;|
I I | T —r 1 T 1

11
! r Yy r
soon, ’Cause my court - in® has sicked me and I fain would lay doon.”

§ N | | LJ; l | }
—3 f b T P m— ) 1 —T T
b i - o T

(Dorian mode on G)

R
d;__ Qo

1. “Oh where have you been, Jimmy Randal, my son,
Oh where have you rovéd, my oldest dear one?”
“Oh Mither, oh Mither, go make my bed soon,
"Cause my courtin’ has sicked me and I fain would lay doon.”
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2. “What had you for supper, Jimmy Randal, my son,
What had you for supper, my oldest dear one?”
“Some fried eels and parsnips, go make my bed soon,
’Cause my courtin’ has sicked me and I fain would lay doon.”

3. “What will you give me, Jimmy Randal, my son,
What will you your mother, my oldest dear one?”
“My house and my lands, Mither, make my bed soon,
’Cause my courtin’ has sicked me and I fain would lay doon.”

4. “What will you your father, Jimmy Randal, my son,
What will you your father, my oldest dear one?”
“My wagon and team, Mither, make my bed soon,
’Cause my courtin’ has sicked me and I fain would lay doon.”

5. “What will you your brother, Jimmy Randal, my son,
What will you your brother, my oldest dear one?”
“My horn and my hound, Mither, make my bed soon,
"Cause my courtin’ has sicked me and I fain would lay doon.”

6. “What will you your sweetheart, Jinmy Randal, my son,
What will you your sweetheart, my oldest dear one?”
“Bullrushes, bullrushes, and them all parched brown,
’Cause she gave me the pizen that I did drink down.”

7. “And when you are dead, Jimmy Randal, my son,
And when you are dead, my oldest dear one?”
“Go dig me a grave 'side my grandfather’s son,
’Cause my courtin’ has sicked me and I fain would lay doon.”

Tiranti, My Love

(Niles No. 9 B)

THE SINGER, Mrs. Molly Ratliff, was 68 years of Madison County, she had married a Mr. Ratliff,
age, and she lived in Madison County, Ky. She who came from Breathitt County. She had 9
had been at the loom as a weaver since her 14th living children, 32 grandchildren, and 1 great-
year. Born in Clay County and brought up in grandchild. She had sung “Tiranti, My Love” in



Tiranti, My Love
(Niles No. 9 B)

Tenderly
n A mi 1 E mi A mi , | E r‘ni
) 4 [ 1 I I 1 P ‘i ; ? i I T 1 : { 4{ J'
gB z j I j 1 1 1 1 1 i 6 d I
Y, hd g f 1 T
“Oh where have  you been, Ti - ran - i, my love, And
(o) J =108 1 | | | i i | "
A —3—— t  ——— o I i i } f
4 — 4] I = < [”“L‘—b 7| o —
i 4
F—4— = iﬁg
n A mi . E mi A'mi E ‘mi A mi \
b’ A 1 I T T 1 T 1 I T 1 1
t——=—F" > S = R S === =
D T T T hd et 1
why are you home ) soon?” “It’s I've been a -
0 I ] ] | { : ] l
A — 2 —= } I i - —
Ig. —¢ ™ z
s "'l J - 2
& ) v P-N
=2 1 1 hJ
| rod
p Dmi A mi E mi N Ami | D mi , A mi —
. ] i ! 1— - 2 -
AN3 74 1 ¥ 1 1 1 4 T ) | 1 - ) | 1 1
T | T t 1 I i T 1 ~—
cour - ting, oh Moth - er dear, And I'm dy - ing to lie down.””__
o | | | | [ [ | | | . | !
5] — e — ]
P T i P <+ 5" —
—F B J—JJ‘ e
izt — g{; e —————
4 b { = 1 1 N T 1 £
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emphasis on this syllable. Her sense of humor
led her to make the entire performance a little
bit funny. However, her tune is one of the
finest.

her youth, with many more verses than the four
she could recall on May 15, 1934.

The singer pronounced the first syllable of
“Tiranti” with a long i (as in “lie”), with great
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. “Oh where have you been, Tiranti, my love,
And why are you home so soon?”

“It’s I've been a-courting, oh Mother dear,
And I'm dying to lie down.”

. “What did you eat, Tiranti, my love,
What did you eat, my son?”

“Some pizened eels, oh Mother dear,
But I ate only one.”

. “One eel is enough, my little son,
Yes, one will surely do.

But two would be too many eels
For one bonny boy like you.

. “Oh what will you give the great lady

Who was to you untrue?”

“A strong piece of rope for hanging, for hanging,
And that will hardly do.”






Edward

(Child No. 13)

'I:na BALLAD of “Edward” has long been
considered (to quote Child) “one of the noblest
and most sterling specimens of the popular bal-
lad.” In spite of all this, the ballad is not wide-
spread. In fact, it is more often found in oral
tradition in America than in the parent coun-
tries of England and Scotland. “Edward” is
found in Sweden, Denmark, Finland, and Ger-
many. In each of these countries, the story is

The Murdered Brother
(Niles No. 10)

told almost exactly as it is told in the English
and Scottish versions. The title of the Finnish
ballad, “Brother-Murderer,” is not so far from
the title indicated by my North Carolina inform-
ant — “The Murdered Brother.”

There is an odd similarity between certain
portions of “Edward” and the ballad “Lizie
Wan,” but this can never dim the beauty of this
short, powerful example of popular balladry.

The Murdered Brother

(Niles No. 10)

ALTHOUGH the singer called her ballad “The
Murdered Brother,” it is beyond all doubt the
truly great ballad of “Edward.” The notes were
taken down on August 2, 1934, in Saluda, N. C,,
from the singing and recitation of Aunt Selina
Metcalf. Before she began to sing, she said:
“Would you like to hear me tell the story of
‘The Murdered Brother’?” 1 said I would rather
hear her sing it. But she quickly went into the
recitation of the verses. I believe she did this to
rehearse her performance a bit. Once she had
begun to sing, she never varied from text or tune.
She admitted to 77 years, but she looked much
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older. In another notebook I have found her age
indicated as unknown.

Aunt Selina’s husband, Uncle George Met-
calf, was a basketweaver and even made trunk
baskets, with tops and hinges and locks. He said
he was born at Travelers Rest, N. C. He seemed
to be even older than his wife Selina.

Uncle George told me that he had been a night-
time fox hunter ever since he was “knee-high to
a duck.” He thought that nighttime fox hunting
was being destroyed by the daytime fox hunters.
I reminded him that daytime fox hunting was
not overly benefited by the nighttime operations.
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. “How come that blood on your own coat sleeve?
Little son, pray come tell me.”

“It is the blood of that skinny greyhound

That traced the fox for me,

That traced the fox for me.”

. “Too pale, too pale for that skinny greyhound,
Too pale, little son, too pale.”
“It is the blood of that old gray mare
That plowed the corn for me.”
(repeat last line of each verse)

. “Too red, too red for that old gray mare,
Too red, little son, too red.”

“It is the blood of your youngest son,
And the truth I have told to you.”

. “Oh what, oh what, fell ye out about?

Little son, pray come tell me.”

“’Twas over a wand, and a withy-withy wand
That never could be a tree.”

. “Oh what will you do when your father comes home?
Little son, pray come tell me.”

“My foot I will place on an old oakum boat

And sail me across the sea.”

. “Oh what will you do with your newly wed wife?
Little son, pray come tell me.”

“I’ll save her the grief, and I'll save her the pain,
And take her for company.”

. “Oh what will you do with your sweet little boy?
Little son, pray come tell me.”

“I'll leave him alone for to wait and to wonder
What’s come of his mammy and me.”

. “When will you come back to your mother again?
Little son, pray come tell me.”

“When the moon and the sun and the stars set together,
And that will never be.” ‘
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He admitted this, reluctantly. Selina listened to
our discussion with considerable interest. Finally,
turning to me, she said: “Be you a daytime or a
nighttime fox hunter?” 1 admitted I favored the
daytime variety. “Well now,” she said, “I'm
pleasured to hear it. A daytime fox hunter is a
great comfort to a woman. This nighttime fox
hunting gives a woman a lonely bed.” I was mar-
veling at this 77-year-old woman who yearned
for a man to grace her bed, when Aunt Selina
went on, and rather sadly, too: “Once a man gets
into the habit of this nighttime fox hunting, he’d
a heap rather listen to the music of the hounds
than to hear his old wife snore.”

It is interesting to note how these two wonder-
ful old people had taken what they remembered
of the great ballad “Edward” and localized it

with the introduction of the old gray mare and
the plowing of corn — and with the omission of
the hawk, whose blood is credited with the stain
in some of the Old World versions. In the hunt-
ing of fox, I have not encountered the use of
greyhounds, at least not in the United States.
However, the greyhound appears in Child’s texts
and is probably a carryover from England and
Scotland.

According to my notes, here are the text and
tune 'of “Edward” as the Metcalfs sang it to me
25 years ago in Saluda. When the singing was
over, I made a few additional notes, folded up
my books, and took my leave. Once I looked
back and saw that they had gone to work again,
weaving on the opposite ends of a large trunk-
type basket. I never saw them again.



Babylon; or, The Bonnie

Banks o Fordie
(Child No. 14)

EVE VERSIONS of this ballad appear in the
Child collection, and it has been encountered in
Denmark, Sweden, Norway, Iceland, and the
Faroe Islands. On our continent it is not too
widespread, though a few examples have been
found in Newfoundland, Maine, Vermont, Vir-
ginia, Tennessee, North Carolina, and, as in the
following example, in Kentucky. The story of
this ballad is told more fully and effectively in
the tradition of the Scandinavian countries,

Bonny Farday
(Niles No. 11)

but even here it is not often encountered.

The Scandinavian versions are almost all more
violent, more bloody, and more tragic than the
English-Scottish-American counterparts. Even
so, the Kentucky text presents 14 verses of the
starkest tragedy, interspersed with refrains con-
cerning the “jury flower and rosemary” (probably
a corruption of “dewy flower”). The melodic
material is natural and delightful, if not of the
most important kind.

Bonny Farday

(Niles No. 11)

THis KENTUCKY variant of the tragic ballad of
“Babylon; or, The Bonnie Banks o Fordie” was
sung on July 2, 1932, on the sidewalk near the
Hibbler Hotel in Hazard, Ky. The singer was
named Preston Little, and he was assisted by a
friend named Roscoe'Phipps. Phipps made only
a few suggestions, and these in so low a voice as
to be inaudible to me.
know how old he was, but he said he came from

Preston Little did not .
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Owsley County, and as a young man he had
sung much “old-timey” music. He said his friend
Phipps once sang in a church choir. They made
quite a picture, both having white whiskers.
After the singing was over, I proposed that
Mr. Little and Mr. Phipps come into the hotel
and have a bite of food with me (I referred to it
as a “bait” of food). “Better not do it,” said Mr.
Little, and Mr. Phipps nodded assent. *“You
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see, Mr. John, we hain’t got no womenfolk to
look after us. Our clothes hain’t much to brag
on, and we hain’t shaved. Fact is, my friend
Roscoe Phipps hain’t shaved in thirty years. He
quit shavin’ the day his wife left 'im. She said he
was a drunk-man and a ne’er-do-weel. Roscoe

didn’t much want to support her. She was always
a-hankerin’ fer things. As a feller says, Mr.
John, hit takes two fools to make a bad bargain.”

Mr. Phipps’s eyes lighted up, and once I
thought he would speak in an audible voice, but
he merely smiled. They were both unbelievably
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old. Later I discovered that they lived in a cellar
and had their meals at a Methodist preacher’s
back door. “Good meals, too,” said Mr. Little,
his head on a side. “Good meals, considerin’ the
hard times we’re a-livin’ in.”

Here are the verses and the tune of the tragic
ballad of “Bonny Farday.” Of course, Preston
Little did the singing, but, as well as I can remem-
ber, the silent partner, Roscoe Phipps, prompted
him once or twice.

Bonny Farday (Niles No. 11)

1. Three fine ladies lived in a bow'ry,
Jury flow’r and rosemary,
Three fine ladies lived in a bow’ry,
They went forth in a field that was flow’ry,
Jury flow’r and rosemary.

2. They pulled flow’rs by two, by three,
Jury flow’r and rosemary,
They pulled flow’rs by two, by three.
A man come, bent on a robbery,
Jury flow’r and rosemary.

3. He asked one sister would she wife,
He robbed her of her own sweet life.

4. He buried her so tenderly
To keep the flowers company.

5. He took the second by the hand,
He made her lightly step and stand.

6. He asked this sister would she wife,
Or would she die by his wee knife.

7. She would not wife, she would not bide,
So at that robber’s hand she died.

8. So like the first he laid her by,
To keep the flowers company.

9. He took the wee one by the hand,
She would not step, she would not stand.

10. Said, “I'll not marry such as you,
Who killed my sisters one and two.

11. “Among my kin my brother strong
Will kill you for this very wrong.”

12. “What name, what name, what name, my
fay?”
“My brother’s name is Bonny Farday.”

13. “Oh Sister dear, what can I do
But kill myself in room of you?

14. “Come dig my grave full wide and deep
And place my sisters at my feet.”



Hind Horn

(Child No. 17)

IIE PALE RING” is really the cheerful bal-
lad of “Hind Horn.” I say cheerful because
the ballad has a happy ending. The synthetic,
sentimental drivel of modern soap opera cannot
even compete with the plot complications of the
original legend of “Hind Horn.” In olden times,
this legend had a story line developed in three
long narrative poems, or romances. The first of
these, “King Horn,” is no doubt from the latter
part of the 13th century and runs to 1550 short
verses. The second, possibly from the 14th cen-
tury, is called “Horn et Rymenhild” and covers
5250 verses; and the third, also from the 14th
century, is called “Horn Childe and Maiden
Rimnild” and is told in almost 100 twelve-line
stanzas.

The vast complications of a 5000-verse poem
could hardly be reduced to 10 short couplets,
but the portion of the idea which could be
absorbed, understood, and remembered by the
English and Scottish people who immigrated to
North America three hundred years ago remains
in the American versions of today.

The original story behind the ballad of “Hind
Horn” is somewhat after this fashion: a young
man, Hind Horn, usually a born Scotsman, has
served his king an apprenticeship of seven years.
Meanwhile, he has fallen in love with the King’s
daughter, sometimes called Jean or Princess
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The Pale Ring
(Niles No. 12 A)

The Jeweled Ring
(Niles No. 12 B)

Jean. For reasons undisclosed, the King is
angered with Hind Horn and sends him off to sea
— again, for a period of seven years. Before his
departure, his sweetheart gives him a ring con-
taining a magic stone. So long as she is faithful
to him, the ring will retain its lustrous color; but
it will turn pale and lifeless if she loves another
man. One fine day Hind Horn discovers that the
ring has turned pale and wan, and he starts for
home at once. He exchanges clothing with a rag-
ged beggar when he finds out that his sweetheart
Jean has indeed married another and that the
wedding feast has already lasted anywhere from
8 to 42 days. Jean, however, will not go to the
wedding bed until she has the final word on the
fate of Hind Horn. In beggar’s clothing, Hind
Horn approaches the castle and asks for a drink
of wine. The new bride comes down, gives the
man the drink, and as he drinks, he slips the ring
into the cup. Jean recognizes her true love,
although he is dressed in rags, and takes him to
her heart, and there is a happy ending for a
change. Nothing is said about the husband whom
the bride wedded, and nearly bedded. Presuma-
bly, he wasn’t so gay.

The French version of this romance is six
times as long as the 13th-century English gest of
1550 verses. These 10,000 French verses in a
modern translation with proper illustrations
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might become a best-seller. Of course, they
would have to be made over into prose if a wide
public were expected to read the book. I make
this statement because the story contains the ele-
ments thought to be important for the success of
a piece of fiction — plot and suspense.

A list of the countries where the legend has
been reported would simply be a list of all the
countries of continental Europe, Scandinavia,
Russia, and, of course, the British Isles. In spite
of all this, it is very rare in the United States.

The Pale Ring

(Niles No. 12 A)

“THE PALE RING” was sung by James Duff on
the courthouse lawn at Hazard, Ky., on a Sunday
afternoon of July 1932. He sang the 5th verse
several times and employed the word “tress”
alternately with the word “hair.” Finally he
decided that “hair” was the better choice. His
singing of the melodic line was accurate, and his
use of the raised 6th and 7th was clear at all
times. He was amused to discover that I had
spent the previous night in the county jail, inter-
viewing the drunks and brawlers.

The only other evidence of this ballad I have
ever encountered is a single verse sung by the
Mulleneoux family in Jefferson County, Ky.

James Duff was a willing singer so far as the
first performance was concerned, but he was
reluctant to sing anything over the second time,
and did so only at my insistence. I wanted to ask
him to sing the 9th verse a second time, but he
was getting weary, and there were several other
numbers yet to write down. So I contented
myself with the word “not” though it did sound
somewhat like “na.” He was delighted with the
last verse. “They did things direct in them days,”
said he with a knowing smile on his leathery face.

It was rumored about that James Duff had
once aspired to the ministry. A friend of his
said, “Why, Jimmy was that anxious to become
a preacher that he even learned to read and
write.” This was in 1872, when he had just
turned 20. Duff had some very clear memories

of the War Between the States, referring to the
entire operation as “a power of coat-turnin’ and
bush-whackin’.” Before the evening was over he
sang a fragment of a carol which I later devel-
oped into “When Jesus Lived in Galilee.” James
Duff was full of contradictions. At one time, he
would appear to be an embittered old man; and
later he could be both amusing and poetic.

In 1912 the Consolidation Coal Company had
discovered a rich vein of coal on his farm, and
from that date for many years onward Duff
enjoyed a limited form of comfort. The same
friend who had commented on his ambitions for
the ministry said: “Yep, Jimmy had money in
the bank. Once owned an automobile . . .”

Just as I was about to put away my notebooks,
Duff asked, “Stranger, do you know a play-party
song about the rabbit and the hunter?” I said no,
and opened my field notebook. Duff sang in
stentorian tones:

“Rabbit, rabbit, where you goin’?”

“No time to talk ’cause there’s a man just behin’,

With a gun, and a pistol, and a great big knife,

Tryin’ fer to kill me in the middle of my life,
Oh Lordie, Lordie, Lordie.”

James Duff had quite an audience as he sat on
the courthouse lawn at Hazard, on that hot Sun-
day afternoon so many years ago, and sang the
following verses:
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(Melodic minor modé on E)

. When this ring is pale and wan,

Fa-le-la-le lu-le-la,

When this ring is pale and wan,
Then my true love will be gone.

. Once he look his jewel on,
Fa-le-la-le lu-le-la,

Once he look his jewel on,
Saw that his was pale and wan.

. When he came to her fine hall,
He was dressed in scarlet all.

. There he cast off scarlet red,
There he begged for his bread

* Perhaps “na” for “pot.”

1

. When the bride tripped down the stair,
See the lovely golden hair.

See the wineglass in her hand
For the poor old beggarman.

As he drank the lastest drop,
Dropped the ring in from the top.

. “Got ye it by sea or land,
Or off drownded man’s cold hand?”

. “’Twas not* got by sea or land,
But did come from your dear hand.”

0. Off the beggar’s rags he shed,

Hind Horn took the bride to bed.



The Jeweled Ring

(Niles No. 12 B)

FrROM THE SINGING of some members of the 1908. The Mulleneoux family, and particularly
Mulleneoux family in Jefferson County, Ky. The Pete Mulleneoux, will be discussed in connection
music to “The Jeweled Ring” was either lost or with the ballads “Oh Judy, My Judy” (Niles No.
never taken down. The date was August 12, 16 C) and “Two Old Crows” (Niles No. 17 C).

The Jeweled Ring

My jeweled ring is pale and wan,
My true love is surely gone.
When my love is married up,
She will find it in her wine cup.
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Sir Lionel
(Child No. 18)

’I:{E SWINE BALLAD of “Sir Lionel” appears
in this collection as “Old Bangum,” “Rurey
Bain,” and “Bangum and the Bo’.” Killing wild
boars was a favorite pastime for the knightly
figures of ancient legend. The English and Scot-
tish texts offered by Child are not all complete,
but they do tell essentially the same story. In
some instances, the rescue of a fair lady provides
the motivation for the slaying of the boar —a
situation that is missing in the American counter-
parts.

Anyone who has seen an enraged wild boar —
or, for that matter, an enraged tame boar — will

15

Old Bangum
(Niles No. 13 A)

Rurey Bain
(Niles No. 13 B)

Bangum and the Bo’
(Niles No. 13 C)

understand the problems confronting the boar’s
adversary. In my life I have seen both wild and
tame boars, and I believe that when enraged they
are as terrifying as a Bengal tiger or a medium
tank.

In the American texts Old Bangum fights the
boar only four hours. In the Old World, the
battle goes on for days, and at one point the
victorious knight requires 30 days to recover
from his wounds. As a rule, the American texts
are very short, and the only subject under discus-
sion is the actual battle between the man and the
boar and the woman who owned the boar.

Old Bangum

(Niles No. 13 A)

ELLA WILSON, onetime slave and a truly won-
derful elderly person, sang this ballad for me.
(She also sang “The Hangman,” Niles No. 39 A,
and in this connection, more information about
Ella Wilson will be found.) She was very ill
when she sang “Old Bangum,” and I made the
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journey up to her cabin, northwest of the village
of Murphy, N. C., to bring her food, drink, medi-
cine, and soap. She was very helpful, and per-
haps one of the most willing singers I ever
encountered. The time was August 1936, and
my notes indicate a hot, overcast day.



Old Bangum
(Niles No. 13 A)
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Old Bangum (Niles No. 13 A)

1. Old Bangum he did hunt and ride,
Cairo kimbo dillie-down-day-o,
Old Bangum he did hunt and ride,
Cairo kimbo dillie,

Old Bangum he did hunt and ride,
Sword and pistol by his side,
Cairo kimbo dillie-down-day,
Cairo dillie-down-day-o.

2. They be a wild bo’ in dese woods,
Cairo kimbo dillie-down-day-o,
They be a wild bo’ in dese woods,
Cairo kimbo dillie,
They be a wild bo’ in dese woods,
Eats men and women, drinks dey blood,
Cairo kimbo dillie-down-day,
Cairo dillie-down-day-o.

3. Bangum fired his pistol off,
Bo’ he didn’t more than cough.

4. Bangum pulled his mighty knife,
Swore he’d take that wild bo’s life.

5. Bo’ he make a mighty sound,
Tromp dose bushes all around.

6. Fit four hours in one day,
Bo’ he bled and sunk away.

7. When dat woman fit and flew,
Bangum cut her through and through.

Rurey Bain

(Niles No. 13 B)

THE SINGER, Walter McCoy, was a handyman.
In some parts of the world he might have been
called a man of all work. He claimed to own a
gold mine and, for a small sum, offered me dig-
ging rights. I did not take up the offer, being
otherwise engaged; furthermore, the clerk at the
Highlands Country Club (N. C.) warned me of
the rattlesnake danger. It was very pleasant at
Highlands, and I was delighted to make the
acquaintance of Mr. McCoy and hear him sing
his variant of the great ballad “Sir Lionel.” He
called it “Rurey Bain,” or “Crazy Sal and Her
Pig.” My mind went back to the almost forgot-
ten pig-woman who had been so famous for a

season in the old Hall-Mills murder trial.

Mr. McCoy was the only singer I have ever met
who had the disturbing habit of singing his verses
in the wrong order. He actually sang the verses
of “Rurey Bain” as follows: 1, 4,2, 3,6,5. Then
he went back and sang them in the correct order.

In this ballad we find a man fighting with a
magical sword made of silver and tipped with
gold, suggesting that both the boar and his mis-
tress had supernatural powers, for it is against
such adversaries that weapons of precious metal
are in order. Even so, Rurey Bain dies, and in
true ballad style he, the boar, and the boar’s mis-
tress are buried in a common grave.



Rurey Bain
(Niles No. 13 B)
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1. Crazy Sal, she lived in a wood, 2. Young Rurey Bain he drew his spear,
She owned the wildest pig. Then with a mighty roar,
His legs were long, his backbone sharp, Thrashing down the tallest trees
His tushes powerful big, big, big, Here come this mighty boar, boar, boar,

His tushes powerful big. Here come this mighty boar.
p g
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3. Then Rurey drew his pointed sword
And swung with all his might,
And there the boar lay moanin’,
His head was cut off quite, quite, quite,
His head was cut off quite.

4. “Why did you kill my lovely boar?
He always did me good,
A-wandering where the nuts did fall,
A-rooting for his food, food, food,
A-rooting for his food.”

5. A many a man had fit that boar
With swords, some new, some old.
But Rurey Bain had a silver blade
All tipped with a point of gold, gold, gold,
All tipped with a point of gold.

6. Now when the fight was ended,
Crazy Sal was slain,
And they buried the boar and his mistress
With the body of Rurey Bain, Bain, Bain,
With the body of Rurey Bain.

Bangum and the Bo’
(Niles No. 13 C)

JUST Across the street from the hotel in Morris-
town, Tenn., there was a filling station with car
washing as a sideline. One of the car washers
was a colored man of undetermined age named
Eddie Stiles. In early June 1934 Eddie Stiles
washed my car and discovered that I was inter-
ested in the music of the countryside. He at once
went into the singing of a rather disconnected
version of “Sir Lionel.” Both text and tune varied
from time to time, but by taking him through his
song several times I finally got 3 verses down on
paper.

He said his mother (then dead twenty years)
used to sing about “Old Bangum” and also about
“The Hangman’s Rope.” In Eddie Stiles’s ver-
sion, the battle between Bangum and the boar is
fought offstage, as it were, and all we discover
is that Bangum arrives in view with the bo’-hog
on his shoulder. From this I assume that Ban-
gum was a person of great strength. A wild boar,
weighing from 200 to 300 pounds on foot, would
be a formidable load once killed.

After considerable backing and filling, my car
was properly washed, and I paid Eddie, thinking
the transaction was over. Again I was mistaken.
Eddie took me aside and said: “I've got a girl
who don’t think much of me. She’s stuck on a
banjo-picker who works daytimes at the hotel.
How about me takin’ you and one of your dulci-
mers over to see her? You could sing her into
thinkin’ well of me . . .”

I talked Eddie out of this plan by proposing
another, whereby he was to bring his girl friend
to the gas station and I would sing for her there.
Eddie seemed to think well of the new plan. He
said, “’Course, you ain’t in no position to beat
my time ’cause you is white and she is colored,
and then you’s goin’ on your way in the mornin’.”

I went back to the hotel, thought it all over,
paid my bill, and moved on through the night to
Asheville, N. C. What happened to Eddie Stiles
and his lady friend I never knew.

This is how Eddie Stiles sang “Bangum and
the Bo’ ”:



Bangum and the Bo’

(Niles No. 13 Q)

Boisterously
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(Minor mode on A)

1. Bangum come out of de wood,
Bo’ on he shoulder.
Bangum he was very young,
Dat bo’ was more older.

3. Oh, white man he lef’,
Ole Bangum he right,
Forty-four when I fight.

2. Pray, brother, brother pray.
I am sanctify,
Ask Ole Bangum when I die.
Pray, brother, brother pray.

Pray, brother, brother pray.



The Cruel Mother

(Child No. 20)

OF THE 13 texts of “The Cruel Mother”
offered by Child, less than half are complete.
The ballad has been encountered many times in
America, and very seldom is the story told fully.
Until 1870 it had not been encountered in Den-
mark. That year, however, a folklore collector,
working in Jutland, reported the ballad twice,
and the similarity between the versions from
Scotland and Jutland is surprising. One of these
Danish texts runs to 18 verses and tells the story
in its entirety. Although Child refers to the Ger-
man and Wendish versions as “probable varia-
tions” of the English, Scottish, and Irish texts, we
must admit that these “probable variations” are

Three Little Babies
(Niles No. 14 A)

The Lady of York
(Niles No. 14 B)

widespread and might be of equal antiquity.
With a few local changes, the story is almost
the same wherever it is encountered. An unmar-
ried girl of some importance produces issue —
sometimes as many as three children. She
destroys them, and although their feet are tied
to prevent their walking as ghosts, they appear,
denounce their mother, and make some dire
prophecies concerning her future here and here-
after. In some of the Teutonic texts the devil
himself appears and takes the hapless mother off
with him. In America it is, as one of my inform-
ants said, “the tale of a child-killing female who
tried to palm herself off as an honest person.”

Three Little Babies

(Niles No. 14 A)

THis vERrsioN of “The Cruel Mother,” entitled
“Three Little Babies,” was sung to me on July 16,
1936, by Granny Hannah Smith, who lived at a
place called Willscott Mountain in Cherokee
County, N. C. At first, the singer’s pitch on the
A-flats and B-flats was variable. This was espe-

83

cially true with the A-flat in the 2nd and 10th
measures. After the 2nd verse, however, and in
all the repetitions, Granny Smith’s singing was
very accurate. Later in the same day, she taught
me her version of “The Cuckoo.”
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Three Little Babies

1. Three little babies dancin’ at the ball,
Down by the greenwood side-ee-o,
“Oh babes, oh babes, if you was mine,
All alone, alone, alone,
I'd dress you up in silk so fine,
Down by the greenwood side-ee-o0.”

2. “Oh Mother dear, when we were yourn,
Down by the greenwood side-ee-o,
You had nothing to wrap us in,
All alone, alone, alone,
’Cept an old apron, and that right thin,
Down by the greenwood side-ee-o.

85
(Niles No. 14 A)

3. “You leaned yourself against an oak,
And then you leaned against a thorn,
Falsehearted mother, we were born.

4. “You took a penknife keen and sharp,
And placed that penknife to our heart,
And prayed to the Lord we would depart.

5. “You buried us under a marble stone,
You buried us under a marble stone,
And prayed to the Lord hit would never be
known.”

The Lady of York

(Niles No. 14 B)

IN JUNE 1934, at a place about five miles from
Trade, Tenn., I encountered a lacemaker named
Aunt Didie Netherly, who was nearing 90 and
was still working regularly, turning out enough
handmade lace to support herself and several
menfolk quite adequately. The menfolk never
appeared. I was under the impression that Aunt
Didie gave the orders in the Netherly cabin. I
also observed that she spoke disparagingly of all
males. She had the delightful habit of offering
advice and gratuitous information without any
advance notice. Once she said to me: “A skele-
ton is a man with his insides out and his outsides
off.” Her statement, humorous though it was,
had no relation whatever to the previous con-
versation.

She told me that she had been baptized in her
86th year, that she was now 87V years old, and
had not cussed a single cuss since baptism. She

also said she had made enough tied lace in her
lifetime to stretch from Trade to Oregon. One of
her enterprises was the making of Battenberg
lace. It is made of linen tape sewed onto a paper
design and connected with the most intricate
kind of threadwork.

Her bitterness concerning the people in her
community expressed itself in her frequent narra-
tion of the famous “drap-sucker” yarn — a story
in which a man is made out a fool by a piece of
machinery. She is even credited with having
invented the tale.

This is how Aunt Didie told the story of the
drap-sucker: “Once upon a time there be a tore-
down person in these parts, a tore-down person
name of Smathers, who owned an old patched-up
automobile that had been turned into a kind of
bus. Now this bus operated over some very
pore roads in the back end of our county. Fact



The Lady of York
(Niles No. 14 B)
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(Minor mode on A)

of the matter is, this bus operated in some places
where a self-respecting mule would be ’shamed
to go. Of course, the bus was out of order most
of the time. The plugs burned out, and the gears
stripped, and the bottom of the crankcase got
knocked loose, so as to lose most of the oil, and
somehow that caused the motor to get hotter

__ﬂ
R

than it should, and then the bearings burned
out . ..

“One day this pore tore-down bus operator,
name of Smathers, and his patched-up bus was
stalled on the side of Hogback Mountain. The
bus was full of impatient people. They wanted
to get to Willowstand before sundown. There
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was a lot of mutterin’ and squabblin’ and pushin’
goin’ on inside that bus.

“So Mr. Smathers lifted up the hood of his
injine and said, real sad like: ‘Folks, I reckon
we come to the end of the bus business, ’cause
this injine is nothin’ but a drap-sucker. Hit sucks
over a drap of gas, and hit fires and stops, and
then if I crank hard enough, hit'll suck over
another drap of gas, and hit’ll fire and stop again.
Hit’'s a pure drap-sucker, and not unlike some
folks 1 know, human drap-suckers just like this
wore-out injine o’ mine. They suck up a drap of
gas and they fire and stop, and if someone is
handy to crank ’em up, they’ll suck and fire —
and stop. Over and over again. Drap-suckers
they are — always needin’ some other body to
crank ’em.””

When she sang “The Lady of York,” however,

Aunt Didie seemed to be a different kind of per-
son. For a few moments she could forget her 87
years of poverty and slim rewards. “The Lady
of York™ was, in fact, “The Cruel Mother.” She
had reduced the text to 9 verses, action-packed
and tragic. Her melodic material, while not of
the very best, was managed clearly and accu-
rately. She was a willing informant.

At the conclusion of the song I thanked Aunt
Didie, and started to take my leave, but she,
following her process of uttering disassociated
statements, turned to me and said: “Young man,
I want you to know that hit takes a liar to raise
gourds.” This was a widely accepted old wives’
tale, but coming from Aunt Didie Netherly, it
sounded quite a lot like Holy Writ.

Here are the verses of her version of “The
Cruel Mother”:

The Lady of York (Niles No. 14 B)

1. A great lady livéd all in York,
Allay, allay, and all alone,
A great lady lived all in York,
And she was much loved by her father’s clerk, *
While the babes are under the marble
stone.

2. She went into the deep oak wood,
Allay, allay, and all alone,
She went into the deep oak wood,
And birthed her babes as best she could,
While the babes are under the marble
stone.

3. She leaned the oak, she leaned the thorn,
Fornenstt the sky her babes were born.

4. She took her dress off o’er her head
To wrap up her babes when they were dead.

5. She walkeéd in her bowery hall,
The fairest maid of maidens all.

6. “Come, pretty boys, what play at ball,
I'll dress you up in satlins} all.”

7. “Oh Mother dear, when we were thine,
You robbed us of our life divine.

8. “You have some clothes in every press,
But we were wropped in your bloody dress.

9. “Oh mother dear, hell is so deep,
And losséd souls in hell do weep.”

* Aunt Didie made no attempt to rhyme “clerk” with “York.”

1 Opposite to, against or under. t Satins.



The Maid and the Palmer

(Child No. 21)

ALTHOUGH this ballad is found in the Faroe
Islands, Finland, Norway, Sweden, Iceland, Den-
mark, Moravia, among the Wends, in France,
Germany, and Spain, it has been encountered
only once in England, once (as far as I have been
able to tell) in a fragment from Scotland and
once, again in fragmentary form, in the United
States.

Modern theology is unwilling to admit that
Mary Magdalene (Luke 8:2) and the woman of
Capurnaum (Luke 7:37-50) are one and the
same. Neither is it safe to say that the woman of
Samaria (John 4:9-29) may be confused with
either of the above. But the ballad muse is not
subject to theological regulations. In the ballad,
the Magdalen and the Samaritan woman are con-
founded and compounded, with “The Maid and
the Palmer” as the result.

The extravagant acts of penance required in
the Scandinavian versions of this ballad seem as
nothing compared with the demands made in
the English text and in the Scottish and Ameri-
can fragments. It is to be regretted that no music
came with the American version.

The following was written in 1674 concern-
ing a palmer: “The pilgrim had some home or
dwelling place, but the palmer had none. The
pilgrim traveled to some certain designed place,
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Seven Years
(Niles No. 15)

but the palmer to all places. The pilgrim went
on his own charges, but the palmer professed
willful poverty and went upon alms.”

A palmer can be defined as an itinerant monk
under a perpetual vow of poverty or a perpetual
pilgrim newly returned from the Holy Land, in
token of which he carried a palm branch or palm
leaf. Living as they did by begging, palmers
became quite expert at it.

In the Child text of “The Maid and the
Palmer” (which derives from the Percy MS),
the story is along these lines: an old palmer
meets a maid at the well and asks for a drink of
water. She refuses, saying she has neither “cupp
nor cann” for the purpose. He replies that if her
lover came from Rome, she would soon find
cups and cans in abundance. She declares that
she has no lover; whereupon the palmer reminds
her that she has borne nine children and killed
them all. The maid repents forthwith and begs
the palmer to assign her penance. He tells her
that seven years she shall be a steppingstone,

“Other seaven a clapper in a bell
Other 7 to lead an ape in hell.”

At the end of the 21-year penance, she is to
return home, with her sins forgiven.



Seven Years
(Niles No. 15)

THESE VERSES were recited, not sung, to me by
a young member of the Holcolm family in
Kingdom Come Valley — a girl about nine years
old. Everyone else had either sung or told some
tall tale, and the little girl felt she should make
a contribution to the day. The result was a
3-stanza version of “The Maid and the Palmer.”
The child’s grandmother said that the three verses
had come from an uncle, whose name, unfor-
tunately, I did not get.

This is obviously a condensation of Child
No. 21. In the original ballad, the palmer claims
that the maid has slain 9 babies. In Kingdom
Come, the number is reduced to 3. Portions of
the refrain are somewhat alike, and the penance
demanded in the American version is similar to
the palmer’s. The promise in the original ballad
that, once the penance is performed, the maid
will again be a maiden, is lost to us. No doubt it
was more than Kentuckians could believe.

Seven Years

1. “Seven years you shall atone,
Derry leggo, derry don,
Your body be a steppingstone,
Derry leggo downie.

2. “For your sins be as the sea,
Derry leggo, derry don,
You did slew your babies three,
Derry leggo downie.”

3. “Though my sins be as the sea,
Derry leggo, derry don,
I make a stone for thee,
Derry leggo downie.”

The date was July 7, 1932, and there was the
promise of more rain in the air. Earlier on the
same morning, I had taken down several im-
portant ballads. They were long and involved,

and I was weary when I started down the moun-
tain in the direction of Whitesburg and some

lunch.



Judas

(Child No. 23)

EVER SINCE the crucifixion of Jesus Christ,
a few people in every century have believed that
Judas Iscariot did not intend to do Christ a great
wrong. They base this conclusion on Judas’s
reaction to the news that Christ had been con-
victed and sentenced by Pontius Pilate. We
know from Holy Writ that Judas tried to return
the thirty pieces of silver, and when this failed,
threw the money into the synagogue and de-
stroyed himself by hanging.

During the second century a sectarian gospel
was written in the name of Judas. It represented
the work and the belief of a group of gnostics
called the Cainites. The Cainites apparently be-
lieved that Judas committed the betrayal in the
hope that Christ would bring about a world-
shaking miracle, saving himself from the cross
and the nation from the Romans.

We know about this sectarian gospel through
the writings of the theologian Irenaeus, Bishop
of Lyons, who was born in about A.D. 130,
listened to the preaching of Polycarp in Smyrna
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Judas

(Niles No. 16 A)

Judas and Jesus
(Niles No. 16 B)

Oh Judy, My Judy

(Niles No. 16 C)

(as a small child), knew men who had, in turn,
known St. John the Disciple, did a great mis-
sionary work at Lyons, wrote extensively, and
died at an unknown date, possibly around the
turn of the 3rd century, martyred under Septimius
Severus.

Most of what is written about Judas Iscariot
is conjecture. We know from John 13:29 and
30 that Jesus said to Judas, “Buy those things that
we have need of against the feast; or, that he
should give something to the poor.” Following
these instructions, Judas went out into the night,
and it must have been at this time that he made
the arrangements for the betrayal.

The 13th-century text of the ballad of Judas —
and apparently the only text coming to us from
antiquity — goes into many details not found
in the Bible, principally Judas’s sister, the dis-
cussion with Pilate, and the loss of the money.
Later versions of the ballad must have retained
these features of the original, which reappear in
the American text.



Judas

(Niles No. 16 A)

THIS SONG came to me from the singing of a
“yarb doctor”* named Mayberry Thomas, a resi-
dent of Knoxville, Tenn. When I first knew him
in 1929, he and two of his cronies had a little
stand in the unused end of the Knoxville public
market, where they sold roots, herbs, a liquid
made from wild-cherry bark, dried mullen leaves,
sassafras, ginseng, March snow-water, the dried
root of dandelion, dried jack-in-the-pulpit, love-
charm powders, and dozens of similar items.
Each dried herb or root was laid out on a scrap
of newspaper. The liquids were offered in an
odd collection of discarded half-pint whiskey
bottles. It was as picturesque a drugstore as one
could imagine.

Mayberry Thomas and his two assistants were
bearded and somewhat bent but gay and twinkle-
eyed and ever ready for fun. In fact, they made
so much noise and their sly banter upset the
female clientele of the public market so much
that they were finally ejected from their corner.
From that day on they became pushcart peddlers,
with every salable thing they possessed piled onto
a rickety, flat-topped wagon. The three old
men provided the motive power.

In August 1933 their out-of-doors location
was on a street just beside the market. They
unloaded their wares and spread them out on an
old tarpaulin (pronounced ‘“tarpoleon”), each
collection of roots and herbs on its separate scrap
of newspaper. They must have had a peddler’s
license among them, for I observed the local
police pass by the herb stand, smile knowingly,
and move on.

One of Mayberry Thomas’s colleagues told me
quietly that the boss (Mr. Thomas) had been

* Herb doctor.

“learned to be a preacher” and had preached
diligently but with little success. “His vineyard
was in and about Maryville, Tennessee,” said
the bearded informant, “but trecklyt he found
out that in preachin’, like in a lot of other hard-
workin’ jobs, they was not much fun and very
little pay.” There was a long pause, and then
this gem came out: “Young man, a preacher
never gits no rest. When he’s a preachin’, he
sure is a-workin’, and when he ain’t a-preachin’,
he has to go right on soundin’ and lookin’ like
the Bible . . . hit ain’t no fun.”

Mayberry Thomas admitted that in his youth,
some verses not unlike the text of his ballad
about Judas were sold on broadside sheetsi by
colored preachers in the neighborhood of Chatta-
nooga. He also said that a teacher of shape-note
hymn singing named Pushmire once taught the
song of Judas and sang it with great energy and
noise. “Pushmire’s voice was loud and harsh,”
Thomas said, “and he had a mouthful of store-
boughten teeth which clicked and clacked like
a snare-drum.” He smiled as he remembered
his youth, and said, “I ain’t no singer . . . not
any more, but if my pardners will take care of
the trade, I'll sing what I know about Judas.”

It took most of the afternoon, but my rewards
were rich. Occasionally, he fumbled with the
text, but his Dorian scale was accurate, and
never once did he change key.

When the singing was over, I asked Mayberry
Thomas about his wares. I was especially inter-
ested in his love-charm powder. He kept this
item hidden, he said, “because of the bothersome
old females in this town who want to jail-hamper
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us.” After I assured him that I did not live in

1 A corruption of “directly.”

t The German for this type of imprint is fliegende Blitter; the French term is feuilles volantes. Broadsides were em-
ployed from the very beginning of printing for royal proclamations and papal indulgences. In England, where the
broadside had its chief home, they were used for dissemination of the dying speeches and last confessions of criminals,
for personal statements and political agitation, and, chiefly, for the publication of ballads. Technically, a broadside
is a broadsheet — that is, a single sheet of paper with printed matter found only on one side. The broadside is impor-
tant in the history of English literature because, in addition to the ballads, the poems of several great English writers,

such as Dryden, first appeared in broadside form.



Judas
(Niles No. 16 A)
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Knoxville and would be gone within twenty-four
hours, he admitted that the love powders were
made out of pink powdered sugar with a bit of
calomel and jalap added. “Of course,” he said
slyly, “I always sprinkle a drap or two of ten-
cent-store perfume onto each powder.” A love
powder contained what seemed to me to be a

teaspoonful. Thomas assured me that he added
as much calomel and jalap as he could pick up
on the end of his pocketknife. I discovered that
love powders sold best on Saturday afternoons
and evenings, in the spring of the year.

Here is how Mayberry Thomas remembered
the text and tune of “Judas.”

Judas (Niles No. 16 A)

1. "Twas in the merry month of May,
The Easter time was near,
Our Jesus to dear Judas said:
“I fear my time is near, is near,
I fear my time is near.”

2. “How near, how near, how near, my Lord,
How near your time, how near?”
“Thou knowest well, dear Judas,
Thou knowest well, I fear, I fear,
Thou knowest well 1 fear.

3. “Go take thou pieces of silver,
Take thou pieces of gold,
Go take them to Jerusalem
Where bread and meat is sold, is sold,
Where bread and meat is sold.

4. “Nor tarry long upon the way,
Nor seek out folk or foe,
But take your silver pieces
And to the market go, market go,
And to the market go.”

5. Now Judas had one sister,
An evil sister she,
She hated gentle Jesus
For His Christianity-ee-ee,
For His Christianity.

6. “Thou shouldst be stoned, Judas,
With large stones and with small,
Thou shouldst be stoned for trusting
This false prophet of all, of all,
This false prophet of all.”

7. Now Judas took a little rest,
He took a nap of sleep,
He laid his head in his sister’s lap,
And there he slept so deep, so deep,
And there he slept so deep.

8. When Judas woke from sleep and rest,
He sought his sister dear:
“Pray help me find my silver,
"Tis lost, ’tis lost, I fear, I fear,
"Tis lost, ’tis lost, I fear.”

9. Then quickly up spake Pilate,
Then quickly up spake he:
“Come sell the prophet Jesus,
Come sell him unto me, unto me,
Come sell him unto me.”

10. “I will not sell my Jesus,
Unless it be for meat,
To feed my hungry brethren
Who have no meat to eat, to eat,
Who have no meat to eat.”

11. “Oh silence, Peter, silence,
Silence, for well I know,
Three times thou wilt deny me,
Afore the cock doth crow, doth crow,
Afore the cock doth crow.”



In a broad, stately manner

Judas and Jesus

(Niles No. 16 B)
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Judas and Jesus
(Niles No. 16 B)

ON JunE 19, 1909, Harkus and Tillie Whitman
stopped stacking wood in a charcoal pit and sang
me their version of the ballad concerning the
betrayal of Jesus Christ. They called it “Judas
and Jesus,” and it proves to be a distant relative
of the original ballad on the same subject. They
were kin to the charcoal-burning Mulleneoux
family, and they also made their own corn liquor.
This distillate was as foul a drink as man ever
took. At the same time, both Whitmans were
faithful in their attendance at the tent meeting
being held not far from Benny Benkirk’s saloon
at the crossroads, in the south end of Jefferson
County, Ky. They called themselves “foot-
washers,” and made quite a lot of the revivals
and tent meetings of the summer of 1909.

The Whitmans had one very pretty daughter
of 16 summers, and she had recently run off
with a fence-wire drummer. (A drummer was a
salesman.) The drummer wore attractive, citified
clothes, and he convinced Miss Whitman that
she should go to St. Louis with him, foregoing
the usual benefits of clergy. According to legend,
the two of them intended to take the downriver
boat for Cairo, Ill., where they planned to change
boats and go up the Mississippi to St. Louis.

They did depart on a night in July 1909. No
one ever heard of them again. Harkus Whitman
kept a shotgun handy to use on the fence-wire
drummer, but the drummer apparently realized
that he would be in danger of his life in Jefferson
County and no doubt moved his territory to
Indiana or even Illinois.

Knowing that the Whitmans had lost their
daughter to a fence-wire salesman, I did not
expect them to be over full of song. But with the
delightful detachment of simple people, they did
sing, and I made my notes as rapidly as ever I
could. Later I tried to trace the Whitmans’ verses
to some origin. First I looked through the local
hymnbooks, and then through both The Sacred
Harp and The Southern Harmony, but to no avail.
In 1909 I had never heard of Francis J. Child.

The text is reminiscent of some of the chantlike
sermons in song, usually concerning the cruci-
fixion, given by Negro preachers. I was told that
some of these preachers were occasionally offer-
ing a “hymn” concerning Judas, printed on a
broadside sheet. I never saw any of these
broadsides.

Here is the way the Whitmans, man and wife,
sang “Judas.”

Judas and Jesus

1. Judas ’trayed Jesus, and Jesus hung the cross,
Yes, Judas ’trayed Jesus, what a loss, what a loss!
Judas ’trayed Jesus and died by his own hand,
Oh trouble, oh trouble, in the Holy Land.

2. It was the night of the very last supper,
They were in a room called the small room upper.
Jesus said, “Judas, you will ’tray me today,
Oh Judas, you will ’tray me for gold and for pay.”

3. Jesus said, “Peter, you will sure ’tray me,
But not for pay and not for fee.”
Jesus said, “Come, the cross is on the hill.
I go to the hanging, ’tis my Father’s will.”
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Oh Judy, My Judy

(Niles No. 16 C)

THiS 1S FROM the singing of Pete Mulleneoux,
who burned charcoal and raised wonderful
watermelons for the Louisville market. He lived
in a section of Jefferson County, Ky., called the
“Wet Woods.” On July 4, 1909, the day his text
and tune were taken down, he reached 75 years
of age. I noted that he owned a copy of The
Sacred Harp, first published in 1844. He was
related in some way to the Whitmans, who lived
about two miles away. (Some additional infor-

mation about this man and his interesting way
of life will be found in the discussion of the “Two
Old Crows,” Niles No. 17 C.)

Mulleneoux’s singing of “Oh Judy, My Judy”
reminded me of the manner employed by shape-
note singers: there was no legato in his perform-
ance; it was rather noisy, and in some places even
rough. However, it was more a storytelling than
a singing performance, and it lacked the religious
feeling of the shape-note hymns.

Oh Judy, My Judy

1. “Oh Judy, my Judy, hit’s time that I go,
I know you will "tray me though I love you so.
Go take of this money and buy us some meat,
Our brethern are hungry, got nothing to eat.”

2. For pieces of silver, for pieces of gold,
Our sweet brother Jesus to soldiers was sold.
“Oh Judy, oh Judy, today I will die,
Upon that high hill where the wild birds do fly.

3. “Oh Judy, oh Judy, it’s you will die, too,
Because you did 'tray me when you might-a been true.
Oh Judy, oh Judy, don’t try to deny,
You sold me to soldiers, and now I must die.”






The Three Ravens

(Child No. 26)

CiILLIAM CHAPPELL, 19th-century editor

and writer (who properly emphasized the neces-
sary relation between words and music in old
songs and ballads), brought out a work called
Popular Music of the Olden Time, in which he
tells us that in his time, the ballad of “The Three
Ravens” was still so popular in some parts of
England and Scotland, that he had “been favored

Lovers’ Farewell
(Niles No. 17 A)

Willie McGee McGaw
(Niles No. 17 B)

Two Old Crows
(Niles No. 17 C)

with a variety of copies of it written down from
memory; all differing in some respects, both as
to words and tune . . .”

This ballad is not often encountered in folk
tradition in the United States. However, it has
been, and still is, widely sung by men’s glee clubs
under the burlesque title of “Willie McGee
McGaw.”

Lovers’ Farewell
(Niles No. 17 A)

THIS DELIGHTFUL fragment is no doubt what
Child would call “a traditionary form of ‘The
Three Ravens.”” “Lovers’ Farewell,” like “The
Twa Corbies” and other variants, is in fact the
corrupted remains of an original ballad.

The text and tune of “Lovers’ Farewell” came
to me from the singing of a schoolteacher named
Miss Alice Wetmore. She was originally from
northeastern Alabama, and had been teaching
school most recently near Martin, Ky. She had
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friends or relations in the Line Fork community
of Kingdom Come Valley, and was on her way
there when I encountered her sitting on the front
porch of Aunt Beth Holcolm’s home in Whites-
burg, Ky.

I sang a little, and so did Aunt Beth, and
finally Miss Wetmore came forth with this little
gem. Miss Wetmore’s performance was very
faint but accurate. I never did discover where
she learned the ballad. We planned what we
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Lovers’ Farewell 101

called a “singing bee,” but the “singing bee”
never took place.

Aunt Beth had been arguing Miss Wetmore
into staying with her a while. “Yes,” said she,
“I've been sweet-talkin’ Alice into restin’ her
things and stoppin’ the night with me, but I
hain’t gettin’ nowhere. The roads into Kingdom
Come will be middlin’ poor after that rain last
night.”

Miss Wetmore smiled a weary smile and said
nothing.

“Why, honey,” continued Aunt Beth, “that
rain last night was a pure trash-mover. Hit was
even a gully-washer and a toad-floater.”

We all laughed a bit. 1 made some notes on
Aunt Beth’s way of describing a downpour of
rain, and Miss Wetmore told us goodbye. I never
saw her again.

Lovers’ Farewell (Niles No. 17 A)

. My lover did come ere evensong,

And he give me a farewell,

But the wars that took him to the Low Country

He never a word did tell,
But the wars that took him to the Low Country
He never a word did tell.

. Oh, he did go to the bloody wars,
His lance and his shield a-glisten,
While his lady did weep in her bowing-room,
And none was there to listen.
(repeat last 2 lines of each verse)

. Down fell he there, and there to die,

In the wet of the Low Country,

And no man knows that he lies there

But his horse and his hound and his lady Mary.

. Oh, he may sleep in an open grave,
Where raven fly and flutter,

But I will wake on my pallet of grief
And many a cry will utter.




With gay abandon

Willie McGee McGaw
(Niles No. 17 B)
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Willie McGee McGaw

(Niles No. 17 B)

THIS PIECE of nonsense was sung in my family,
for the purpose of creating humor, when I was
a boy. Although the situation is not the most
amusing, “Willie McGee McGaw” never failed

to get a laugh. There were more than 5 verses,
but after the Sth verse it was all foolishness and
gibberish.

Willie McGee McGaw

1. Three old crows sat on a tree,

Caw, caw, caw,

Three old crows sat on a tree,
Willie McGee McGaw.

Three old crows sat on a tree,

They was black as black could be,
Willie McGee McGee McGaw,
Willie McGee McGaw.

2. “I know where we find some food,”

Caw, caw, caw,

“I know where we find some food,”
Willie McGee McGaw.

“I know where we find some food,

Yonder in the cool green wood.”
Willie McGee McGee McGaw,
Willie McGee McGaw.

3. “Come and taste it, you can tell
It is cooked very well.”

4, Mr. Crow to Miz Crow said:
“I will eat it, live or dead.”

5. Horse and rider side by side,
It was morning when they died.

Two Old Crows

(Niles No. 17 C)

By 1909 the number of crows had been reduced
to two crows, or rather, two old crows. At any
rate, that was the number in the version sung
by Pete Mulleneoux, who lived on the edges of
the Wet Woods in Jefferson County, Ky. He
was 75 years of age and delightfully noisy, and

his rough performance was definitely funny, if
one can accept humor in the tradition of the
medieval danse macabre.

Mulleneoux, being related to the Whitmans,
was naturally concerned over the disappearance
of the Whitman girl. (This sad affair was dis-



The Two Old Crows
(Niles No. 17 C)
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(Major mode on C)

cussed quite fully in the commentary on “Judas
and Jesus,” No. 16 B.)

“That Whitman girl,” said Pete, “was always
a truth-careless sort. And she was always a-sky-
larkin’ and a-rampagin’ about, even at the tent
meetings up at Benny Benkirk’s corner. Every

time she saw a new man, she went to battin’ her
eyes like a toad in a hailstorm. So when that
fence-wire salesman with his high-button shoes
come along, Jerushy Whitman was a goner.”
After a long pause, he continued. “She’ll
never come back. Her pa might as lief put the
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shotgun away. No, she’ll never come back . . .
Pretty thing, she was.”

A small portion of Mulleneoux’s income came
from the manufacture of homemade whiskey.
His best customer was the owner of the tavern
at the crossroads, a few miles away. The tavern-
keeper had a cunning way of retailing the Mul-
leneoux distillate. Bottles of this product were
kept in a gunny sack, submerged in a pond just
behind the tavern building. A rope on the sack
was attached to a homemade derrick. This was
nothing more than a long pole mounted on a
fence post; when one end was depressed, the

other end came up and could be swung around
to the edge of the pond. Then the bottles con-
taining Mulleneoux’s highly desirable drink could
be removed from the dripping gunny sack and
brought into the tavern.

When a customer appeared at the tavern and
expressed a preference for the homemade prod-
uct, the keeper would say to his assistant, “Oppie,
take a walk.”

This was the signal for the recovery of a pint.
But if the keeper said “Oppie, take two walks,”
Oppie came back with a quart.

Here are Mulleneoux’s text and tune:

Two Old Crows (Niles No. 17 C)

1. Two old crows sat on a tree,

Lordy, hopdi, haddi-ho,

Two old crows sat on a tree,
Black and ugly as they could be,

Lordy, hopdi, haddi-ho.

2. He-crow said: “Well, I'll be beat,”
Lordy, hopdi, haddi-ho,
He-crow said: “Well, T'll be beat,
What have we got to eat for meat?”
Lordy, hopdi, haddi-ho.

3. She-crow to old he-crow said:
Lordy, hopdi, haddi-ho,
She-crow to old he-crow said:
“I know where there’s a body not long dead,”
Lordy, hopdi, haddi-ho.

4. “Press our feet upon his shin,”

Lordy, hopdi, haddi-ho,
“Press our feet upon his shin,
Pick his bones as clean as a pin,”

Lordy, hopdi, haddi-ho.



The Marriage of Sir Gawain

(Child No. 31)

CCHEREVER this Arthurian legend is en-

countered, the cast of characters is almost always
the same. First we have a king or prince, then
a knightly- member of the king’s court (he may be
a relative or a friend). These two are then pitted
against a bold, robber baron type and his sister,
who although young and beautiful, has been
stepmother-bewitched into the foulest-appearing
female known to man, or at least to legend.

The robber baron (himself somewhat be