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When Frank Proffit died, in November of 1965, America
lost one of her truly great traditional artists. This album
has been produced from the last tapes made of the North
Carolina singer, and is offered as our own personal tribute
to the memory of a fine man and a very dear friend.

In a very real sense, Frank was instrumental in the found-
ing of Folk-Legacy. Our first album was made from tapes
which I recorded of his singing at his home near Reese,
North Carolina, in the winter of 1961. Frank’s artistry,
shaped by his profound respect for the tradition he in-
herited, so impressed us that we decided to release the
recordings ourselves, rather than offer them to others who
would be less personally involved. It was this decision
which led to the formation of this company.

But Frank Proffitt was a great deal more than just an
artist to us. Over the years during which we knew him, his
gentle wisdom, his wry humor, and his deep sense of the
value of each individual’s share of the human spirit led
us to admire and love him. He soon became our close
and treasured friend.

When Frank visited us in Vermont after his appearance
at the Newport Folk Festival in 1963, we managed to find
time to wander together across our part of the Green
Mountains. It was an experience that I shall always re-
member. Frank’s keen eyes constantly probed the under-
brush, singling out and identifying various herbs which
he knew from his own section of the Blue Ridge Moun-
tains. He described the medicinal values of each and the
manner in which his people used te prepare them for
use. Frank was mountain born and bred, and his knowl-
edge of woods lore stands unequalled among mountain
men I have been privileged to know. He had very little
formal education, but his was an inquisitive mind and he
never stopped learning from his surroundings. I am con-
vinced that much of his wisdom came directly from the
mountains he loved so well. His quiet dignity and strength
seemed to reflect qualities one finds in those brooding
hills, while his quick laughter could be likened to a stream
tumbling brightly through the darkness of the somber
forest. A friend of mine once described Frank’s voice as
“hickory-smoked,” and as I listen again to these tapes it
occurs to me that his nature could well be described as
closely resembling the hickory itself: springy-tough, re-
silient, with a seasoned strength hard-tempered by the
elements. That’s how one should think of a man like
Frank, for he was inseparably a part of the heavily tim-
bered mountains from which he came to share his music
with us all.

Frank is now buried in a small cemetery a short distance
down the valley from the home he built with his own
hands for his family. His grave is marked by a stone upon
which is carved two lines from a song he recorded for his
first Folk-Legacy album:

Going across the mountain,
Oh, fare you well.

Yet I suspect that his final message to those who loved him
can be found in one of the songs recorded here:

Come on, brothers, and let’s go home;

I’'m going where my troubles will be over.

Sandy Paton
Sharon, Connecticut
December, 1968

SIDE 1: SIDE 2 :

Poor Man (Proffitt) I’m a Long Time Travelling
Lord Lovel Here Below
Shull’s Mills (Proffitt) Got No Sugar Baby Now
Poor Soldier (Proffitt) Man of Constant Sorrow
Blackberry Wine (Proffitt) Little Birdie
Satan, Your Kingdom Must Single Girl
Come Down Everybody’s Got to be Tried
Will the Circle Be Unbroken Oh, Lord, What a Morning
Little White Robe
Shake Hands With Mother Again
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FRANK PROFFITT

When Frank Proffitt died, in November of 1965, America
lost one of her truly great traditiopal artists. This album
has been produced from the last tapes made of the North Caro-
lina singer, and is offered as our own personal tribute to the
memory of a fine man and a very dear, friend.

In a very real sense, Frank was instrumental in the -found-
ing of Folk-Legacy. Our first album was made from tapes which
I recorded of his singing at his home near Reese, North Carolina,
in. the winter of 1961. Frank's artistry, shaped by his profound
respect for the tradition he inherited, so impressed us that we
decided to release the recordings ourselves, rather than offer
them to others who would be less personally involved. It was
this decision which led to the formation of this company.

But Frank Proffitt was a great deal more than just an art-
ist to us. Over the years during which we knew him, his gentle
wisdom, his wry humor, and his deep sense of the value of each
individual's share of the human spirit led us to admire and love
him. He soon became our close and treasured friend.

When Frank visited us in Vermont after his appearance at
the Newport Folk Festival in 1963, we managed to find time to
wander together across our part of the Green Mountains. It was
an experience that I shall always remember. Frank's keen eyes
constantly probed the underbrush, simgling out and identifying
various herbs which he knew from his own section of the Blue
Ridge Mountains. He described the medicinal values of each and
the manner in which his people used to prepare them for use.
Frank was mountain born and bred, and his knowledge of woods
lore stands unequalled among mountaim men I have been privileged
to know. He had very little formal education, but his was an
inquisitive mind and he never stopped learning from his surround-
ings. I am convinced that much of his wisdom came directily from
the mountains he loved so well. His quiet dignity and strength
seemed to reflect qualities one finds in those brooding hills,
wh]le his quick Taughter could be likened to a stream tumbl¥ng
brightly through the darkness of the somber forest. A friend
of mine once described Frank's voice as "hickory-smoked", and
as I Tisten again to these tapes it occurs to me that his nature
could well be described as closely resembling the hickory itself:
springy-tough, resilient, with a seasoned strength hard-tempered
by the elements. That's how one should think of a ma:u like Frank,
for he was inseparably a part of the heavily timbered mountains
from which he came to share his music with us all.




Frank is now buried in a small cemetary a short distance
down the valley from the home he built with his own hands for
his family. His grave is marked by a stone upon which is carved
two lines from a song he recorded for his first Folk-Legacy
album:

Going achoss the mountain,
Oh, gare you well.

Yet I suspect that his final message to those who loved him can
be found in one of the songs recorded here:

Come on, biothers, and Lei's go home;
I'm going where my Zroubles will be over.

Sandy Paton
Sharon, Connecticut
December, 1968

THE SONGS

Side I, Band 1. POOR MAN ([Profditt)

“Ralph Heath, district chief of the United States Geological
Survey at Raleigh, N. C., said that_the ground-water levels and
streamflows in many parts of the state were at record low levels,
and that North Carolina had experienced its worst drought since
1932." (The New York Times, November 12, 1968)

Events of particular importance have long been chronicled
by mzkers of folk songs, whether they dealt with personal plights
of unrequited lTove or such impersonal tragedies as major engage-
ments in war. The great drought of 1932 was such an event for
Frank Proffitt. Times were hard enough during the depression for
all the mountain people, even when weather conditions were jdeal
for the growing of crops. Frank told me that this was a "true
song", written from bitter personal experience at the time of the
1932 drought, which, in his valley, was followed, ironically, by
a sudden storm. What meager growth of corn, cabbage, and potatoes
that had managed to survive the drought was washed down the valley
by the ensuing flood. It seemed as though all of the elements
were working against the mountain peopie who, having no money at
all during what are still referred to as "Hoover Times", were
dependent upon what food they could raise for their very survival.

v Frank uses one of his home-made dulcimers to accompany this
bitter outcry against a relentlessly hostile fate.
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I worked all the wintentime,

1 worked through the Spring;

I planted my corn and 'taters

Then it wouldn't rain.
There('s) not a Zhing Aoa a poor man
In this wonrld.

1 s%ood on the hillside,

I Looked at the &khy.

Yiond,; " Tvaid,

"What makes you Let it get so0 dry?"
There('s) not a thing for a poor man
In this worltd.

I got down on my knees,

For nrain 1 thought 1'd pray.

Along came a great big {Lood,

Washed everything away.
Thene('s) not a thing for a poor man
In Zthis wonrld.

Hush up, Honey,
Now, don't you cnry;
Things anre gonna get betten
By and by.
There ain't a thing for a poor man
In this wonkd.
(Lond, have mercy.)

1 worked aff Zhat Summen,

I wonked afl that Fall;

Lord, T spenit my Chailsimas

In a pair of oveaaLLA
There ain't a thing ‘oa a poor man
In this world.

(copyright: Folk-legacy Records, Inc.)
Side I, Band 2. LORD LOVEL (Child 75)

Widely circulated in America on broadsides and im¢the
popular songsters, this ballad has been recovered frequently
from current tradition. Most versions seem {ndebted to print,
however, and Child's "H" text, which was taken from a mid-nine-
teenth century English broadside, may well be the source from
which many of our American texts have derived. The popularity
of the ballad may be deduced from the fact that Child had in
his possession, but chose not to print,.a burlesqued version.
Parodies are based, more often than not, on extremely well-
known originals.




Professor Child seems almost apologetic about this ballad
in his introduction to the nine texts he prints. He states, in
a footnote, "It can scarcely be too often repeated that such
ballads as this were meant only to be sung, not at all to be
recited. As has been well remarked of a corresponding Norwegian
ballad, 'Lord Lovel' is especially one of those which, for their
due effect, require the support of a melody..." (Francis James
Child, The English and Scottish Popular Ballads, Vol. 11, re-
printed by The Folklore Press, New York, 1957).

Frank liked this ballad, not so much for itself, as for the
memories it brought him of his father, from whom he learned it.
His father accompanied it with the banjo, as Frank does here,
and used it to illustrate his belief that the proper accompani-
ment for a ballad was one which "let the story come out." Frank
pointed out that he knew of two distinct types of banjo-picking
in the mountains: banjo tunes, and accompaniments. In the first
type, the banjo takes the lead, with the voice lending occasional
support; in the second type, the voice, which is telling the
story, is the important element, and the banjo must remain sub-
dued in its strictly supportive role.

Lond Lovel he stcod by his castle doox,
He was a-combing his milk-white steed,
And along came Lady Nancy Bell,
A-wishing hen Loven good speed,
She was a-wishing hen Lover good speed.

"Oh, whene ane you going, Lord Lcvel?" she said,
"0h, whenre anre you going?" said Ahe.
"1'm a-going, dear Lady Nancy Bell,
Strange countries for to see,
Strange countries fern to see.”

"When will you be back, Lond Lovel?" she said,
"When will you be back?" said she.
"In a year or two, or three at the mosZt,
1'2L neturn to my Lady Nancy,
I1'22 netunn to my Lady Nancy."

He hadn't been gone but a yearn at the most,
Strange countries for to see,
When fanguishing thoughts come deep in his mind.
Lady Nancy he would asee,

Lady Nancy he would see.

So he mounted up to his milk-white steed
And he node to lLondon's fain town.
He heard St. Blarney's bells ning out
And people was a-mouaning around,

People was a-mourning around.
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"1s anyone dead?" Lord Lovel he said,
"1s anyone dead?" said he.
"Some call her Lady Nancy Bell,
Some call her Lady Nancy,
Some callf her Lady Nancy."

He had the grave opened forthwith,

The patl a-falling down,

And then he kissded her cold, cqld Lips,

While Zeanrs come a-iricklfing down, down down,
Tears come a-trdickling down.

Now, Zhey bunied her in the olfd chunrch yard,
Lord Lovel they buried beside hen,
And out of hen bosom there ghew a ned rose,
And out of Lond Lovel's a brien,

Out of Lord Lovel's a badienx.

They. growed and they growed 2o the old chuach yanrd;
They couldn'z grow any highen.
And Zhene they tied in a true fLove's hknot,
The nose around the brien,
The nose around the braien.

Side I, Band 3.  SHULL'S MILLS

Shull's Mills is a small community about ten miles south
of Frank's home. For a time during the 30's, Frank worked in
a sawmill there. Apparently it was a fairly good-sized opera-
tion, for the song indicates that it had'a company owned com-
missary where the men were required 'to purchase their necessary
provisions and, frequently, their tools as well. Since wages
were generally low, and costs relatively high, the men would
run up large bills which were deducted from their wages each
payday, leaving them in debt to the company, more often than
not. In this way, the company managed to give them no choice
but to continue working until the account was squared. The.
bitter note of the song's fifth verse i{s similar to that found
in many songs that have come out of .the coal mining towns gf”
the Appalachian Mountain region. ¢

Frank, along with some of his fellow timber workers, put
this song together one evening after a long day in the mill.
Later, he learned a longer and, to my mind, less direct text
from a man he met in Boone, North Carolina, but this is the
text he most often sang.

Going back to Shull's Milis,
I'm gonna get me some biscudts brown,
Fon the ginls 'way over on Beaver Dam,
They “22ep the dampenrs down.
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I'm Leag and I'm tall,

Lend, 1'm skinny and I'm mean,

But when the wcemen see me cemding,
Yeu can fiear 'em neflet and scream.

My eld deubfe-bit

It's §iLed gecod and ikeen;
1t's the cheppingest axe
That ever 1 nave seen.

Goit tc keep that shidway

Fifled up atf the time;

We've got tc keep that tradin a-hunning
On you can't make a dime.

I'm going by that commidsanry,
Only way o geX my pay.

I won't have a nickel

When it comes payday.

The ginls at Shull's MilLls
Got Loving on thein minds,
But the gi«nls 'way over on Beaver Dam
Wants money all Zthe Zime.

I'm going to Leave hene Monday,

Make them big Zrees fall;

I'm going where I can hearn

0Ld Whiting's Log ftrain squall,
Yes, I'm going where I can hear
0Ld Whiting's Log Zrnain squall.

Side I, Band 4. POOR SOLDIER

This is one of the Civil War songs Frank learned from his
aunt, Nancy Prather, who must have been a gold mine of ballads
and traditional lyrics. She lived with Frank's family during
the last several years of her life, and Frank made a conscious
effort to learn as many of her songs as he could. He was very
aware of the importance of the old songs and ballads as a part
of his mountain heritage and tried, quite deliberately, to help
preserve them.

Those who are familiar with Frank's first Folk-Legacy album
will remember that his was one of the families that was divided
by the war. His grandfather fought for the Union with the 13th
Tennessee cavalry unit, while his great uncle soldiered with the
Confederacy. Songs from both sides of the conflict came into
Frank's repertoire from his father, from an uncle, and from
Nancy Prather. Antagonisms developed during the war were still
strong as Frank was growing up, and he had to fight his way
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through grade school as a "damn-yankee." Perhaps these strong
emotions contributed to Frank's great interest in the history
of the Civil War. He told many stories of his family's exper-
iences during those painful times, and. read as much as he could
on the subject. His sympathies were always with the Union, of
course, and he once remarked to me, "The war's been over for
nearly a hundred years, but I'm still a Republican."

ALL out in Zhe snow they are tonight,

Far away §rom kin and home.

God help the ones who §ight for the right,
And them who anre done gone on.

Poor soldien, hungry and cold,
Poor soldier, hungry and cold.

Ix's well T necollect when he bid me farewell,
He went with head held high,

Away to {ight §or the stars and siripes,
Perhaps away to die.

Poor soldien, hungry and cold,
Poor so0ldiern, hungty and cold.

I know not where he is8 tonight;

God alone only hknows.

Keep him safe and sound grom alf harm;
Protect him from all foes.

Pogr soldier, hungry and cold,
Poor so0ldien, hungry and cold.

Side I, Band 5. BLACKBERRY WINE [Proggitt)

Frank wrote this song after meeting a man in Mountain City,
Tennessee, who related this sad tale to him in explanation .of
his need faor a handout. Now, blackberry wine seems a harmless
enough concoction, especially in an area where one stil11 walks
softly into stranger's back yards because of the ubiquitous moon-
shine stills, and the understandable desire on the part of their
owners for anonymity. MNevertheless, Frank seems to have believed
the story, enough, at least, to have made a song out of it. His
sympathy was with the winemaker, obviously, rather than with the
hypocritical churchgoers who could mot find it in their Christian
hearts to forgive the miscreant his comparatively minor crime.

Come afl you young fellows and a story 1'LL Zell
0f how the Law caught me and . put me in jail,
Then on to the chiin-gang toBerve out my Zdime,
Jusz 'cause I'd srzen making bRackbenry wine.
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[Chorus's ) Blackberry wine, boys, was the cause of Lt all,
Oh, my Lead,
Making blackbeary wine was my downfall.
They caught me on the mountain, on the Tennessee Line;
They Zook me to the chain-gang fon making blackbernry
wine.,

Now, when I was a young fellern, 1 felt, oh, 40 gay;
I went to the panties, to dances and plays.

I thought 1 could have me a Lot bettenr ftime,

So, I got out and T made some blackberry wine.

I counted a Little ginl with hain golden brown;

I used to go see hen when the sun was going down.
We'd take us a walk on the Tennessee Line;

1'd s4ip me a sup of blackberry wine.

(Chorus)
They held count one moraning; my Zndial did begin.

I vainly Looked around me for the face of a friend.
The judge he tofd me, "You've done a bad caime.”

So, he sent me Zo the chain-gang for making blackberry wine.

Now them there nock piles they was piled up 40 high,
And T swore fo my Lord I surely would die.

T hammened in that hot sun, senrving my Lime,

Just 'cause I1'd been making blackberry wine.

I come back home, then, to the church 1 did go.

The way people. done me, it hurt my heart so.

I could hean 'em a-whispering, "He went and done time.
He's the one they sent off for making blackberry wine.

(Chorus)

I'm a-getting old now, my hain's tunning grey.

It won't be too Long tilLE I1'ZZ be on my way.

They'LL bury me on the mountain in a coffin of pine;
They'2L say, "He's quii making that blackberry wine."

(Chonrus)
Side I, Band 6. SATAN, YOUR KINGDOM MUST COME DOMWN

As a young boy, Frank used to go with his family to visit
the small church maintained by the Negro people who lived in a
tiny mountain community only a couple of miles from his home.
Their singing of the old hymns especially appealed to him, ana
he remembered many of the songs they sang. Frank once took me
to hear the singing at the church, and we spent a wonderful
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evening in the home of Mr. and Mrs. Moore, leading members of
the congregation, singing and recording a number of favorite
sacred songs. However, it turned out that most of the older
hymns had long since been forgatten, having been replaced by
more modern gospel songs. In fact, Frank remembered more of
the older numbers than did the people from whom he had learned
them originally. As he always did with traditional material,
Frank performs it here as he first heard it.

Well, well, well, well, well.

Now, God's got a kingdom, [3X)

But the devil's goZ a khingdom, too

I'm a-gonna Zear down Zthat devil's kingdom, [3X)
Let me tell you, brother, what I'm gonna do.

I'm a-gonna pray tillL 1 tear thait kingdom down,
Kingdom down ,
I'm a-gonna pray LiRL 1 tear that kingdom down.
For 1 heand the voice of Jesus say,
"Satan, your khingdom musi come down,
Must come down."

I'2L shout till 1 tear that kingdom down,
Kingdom down,
1'22 shout il 1 teanr thait kingdom down.
For 1 heard the vodice of Jedus say,
"Satan, youn kingdom must come down,
Musz come down."

I'm a-gonna s4ing £ill 1 tean Zthat kingdom down,
Kingdom down,
I'm a-gonna 84ing tilL 1 tear that kingdom down.
For 1 heand the voice of Jesus say, 4
"Satan, your kingdom musit come down,
Mus t come down." '

Side I, Band 7. WILL THE CIRCLE ME UNBROKEN

After Frank died, I realized in retrospect that he*had
chosen to sing more songs of this type than was usual for him
in what proved to be his Jast recording session. We knew only
then that he had been aware of his illness for some time, and
that his, knowledge of its seriousness Ted him to dwell upon
thoughts of death, and of the possibility of a life after death.
Although he was not a regular churchgoer, Frank was a deeply
religious man, and he sang the songs of his faith with great
conviction.

1 was a-standing by my window,
1t was a cold and cloudy day,,
When T saw a hearse come na%iing
Jus® o carry my mothen away.
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Wilt the cincle be unbroken,

By and by, Lorad, by and by?
There's a better home a-waiting
In Zhe sky, Lord, in the &khy.

Now, I said to the undertaken,
“Undentaker, please drive slow,
For Zhe body you are hauling,
Lord, 1 hate to 4sce hex go."

Wikl Zhe cincle be unbroken,

By and by, Lord, by and by?
There's a better home a-waiting
In the sky, Lord, in the sky.

I come back home, my home was Lonely
Since mg mothen she had gone.

ALL my brothers, sidtens crying,
What a home 40 sad and Lone.

Wikl the cincle be unbroken,

8y and by, Lord, by and by?
There's a better home a-waiting
In the sky, Lord, in the sky.

Side II, Band 1. I"M A LONG TIME TRAVELLING HERE BELOW

Life in the southern mountains has never been easy, and
during the past few decades of rapidly changing patterns in the
American economy it has become increasingly difficult. The cost
of basic commodities, which cannot be produced on the family sub-
sistence farm, has increased in keeping with the general affluence
of the country, while the cash available to such farm dwellers has
remained painfully meager. Frank usually managed to pick up some
additional income by hiring out as a part-time carpenter, but the
demand for such skills was not great in his area, and the jobs
were few and much too far between. Construction jobs on county
and state roads paid better than most work in the region, but, as
Frank wryly pointed out, those jobs were "reserved for the good
Democrats."

Songs of this type, promising rest and tranquillity in the
hereafter as a reward for patiently enduring the trials of life
on earth, have long been popular in those parts of our nation
where poverty is a commonplace. It is no wonder that advocates
of rebellion against a system that sustained so obvious a division
between the "haves" and the "have nots," men such as the I. W. W.
songmaker Joe Hill, decried the ccncept of "pie in the sky" which
induced people to accept as inevitable their miserable lot. Yet,
even today, more folk sing of laying the burden down in the sweet
promised land than sing of remov‘ng the burden from the shoulders
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of the oppressed right here on earth. While it may not be the
direct result of an evil conspiracy among members of the ruling
class, as some would have it, it is certainly an observable fact
that the poor have been loathe to raise their voices against their
deplorable condition. Perhaps the Poor People's Campaign, begun
by the late Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., is the beginning of such
an outcry.

George Pullen Jackson jncludes this song in his Another Sheaf
0f White Spindituals, Gainesyille, Florida, 1952.

I'm a Long time travelling here below,

I'm a Long time a-travelling awaz §rom my home.
I'm a Long time travelling nenre below,

Gonna lLay this body down.

Now, when 1 can read my title cleanr
To mansaions in the shy,

1'2L bid farewell to eveny fean,

I will wipe my weepding eye.

I'm a Long time travelling hene below,

I'm a Long time a-Zravelling away {iom my home.
I'm a lLong time travelling here below,

Gonna Lay this body down.

Let othens seek a place befow

Whenre flames devour -and foreven noll;

G<ive me a home above the shky

Where 1'LL afways Live, 1'LLZ never die.

I'm a Long Zime Zravelling here below,
I'm a Long time a-Zravelling away grom my home.
I'm a Long time. travelfing hene below,
Gonna Lay this body down.

(repeat)
Side II, Band 2. GOT MO SUGAR BABY NOW

Dorothy Scarborough (A Songcazcher in the Southean Mountains
New York, 1937) publishes a text of this lyric which she relates
to "The Lass of Roch Royal" (Child 76) because of the following
verse:

Who'2L nrock the. cradle,
Who'LL sing the song?
Who'2L call you Honey
When I'm gone?

This would seem to be stretching Lhings'ﬁore than a little in
Y
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order to register another score on the Child numerical chart.
Surely the lass of the ballad was not the first, nor is she like-
1y to be the last young lady to be left in the family way by an
errant lover. The question posed in the verse quoted seems to

be natural encough, considering the circumstances, and might well
be asked by any who has been similarly undone. The lack of the
requisite narrative element in the present song forces one to
conclude that a similarity in theme is not enough, in itself, to
establish a clear relationship between a lyric such as we have
here and one of the classic ballads.

Clarence Ashley had a song much like this one, which he
called "Honey Babe Blues", Bascom Lamar Lunsford had it as "Red
Apple Juice", and Charlie Monroe recorded it as "Red Rocking
Chair." I have not found the song among other singers in Frank
Proffitt's immediate area, althcugh it has been widely collected
in Appalachia. Recent recordings have made it quite well-known
in urban folksong circles.

Well, I've got no sugar baby now,
I've got no honey baby now.
I£'s all 1 can do; 4i's all I can say,
Send you to youn mama nexit payday,
Send you fo your mama next payday.

Well, T've drawed 4in my check,
Give hen every dime 1 made.
What more could a poor boy do?
What more could a poor boy do?

Wekl, T've said all 1 can say,
I1've done all 1 can do.
I'22 send you o your mama next payday,
1'2L send you o your mama next payday.

Wefl, 1've gof no dugar baby now,
I've got no honey baby now.
1t's all 1 can do; 4t's all I can say,
Send you to your mama next payday,
Send you to your mama next payday.

Got no use for a red nockding chair;
I've got no honey baby now,
I've got no honey baby now.

I've done alf 1 can do;
I've sadd all I can say.
I1'2L send you fo your mama next payday,
1'22 send you Zo your mama nexit payday.
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Lond,” T'm going where them chilly winds don't blow,
I'm going where them chilfly winds don'%t blow.

I've.done aff 1 can do;
I've said all T can say.
‘Send you to your mama nexzt paydaq,
Send you' to your mama next payday.

Side II, Band 3. MAN OF CONSTANT SORROW

Here we find the sound of the white spiritual in a secular
song. MostsVersions lack even the oblique reference to that
"beautiful shore," the final resting place of the faithful in
fundamentalist doctrine. Cecil Sharp collected a version of
this song in Kentucky in 1918 (English Folk Songs from the
Southern Appalachians, London, 1932) and three versions are
reportéd from Virginia (A. K. Davis, Folk songs of Vinginda,
Durham, N €., 1949). D. K. Wilgus has also found it recently
in Kentucky. In 1936, Sarah Gunning reworked this song into
her "Girl of Constant Sorrow," a cry of protest against the
conditions endured by miners in the Kentucky coal camps, which
may be heard on Folk-Legacy's FSA-26: SARAH OGAN GUNNING, "Ginrt
of Consztant Sorrow."

I am a man of constant sorrow;

I've been 4n trouble all my days.

For s4ix Long yeanrs I've been a-wambling;
T don't have no parents Left me now.

I1'LL Zake a trip on the northern railnoad,
Pernhaps 1'2L die upen that tradin.

Oh, I'm a man of consdtant &ornow;

Been 4in trouble all my days.

I bid farewell to my native countny,
The place where I was borned and raised.

Oh, 1 bid farewell to my Loved compandions,
I know 1'2L nevex see you no moxe.

1§ 4n this wornld 1 neven more see you,

1 hope we'll meet on the beautiful shore.

Oh, 1'm a man of constant sonrow;
Been 4in trouble all my days.

Side II, Band 4. LITTLE BIRDIE
This banjo song, now well- kn%wn through the performances
of Ralph Stanley, Roscoe Holcomb, ‘Pete Steele, etc., can be

heard almost. anywhere in the Appa]aqh1ans, but generally with-
out Frank's verses about the misleading married woman. Most
S
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listeners will probably tend to identify these particular Tines
with Leadbelly's version of "Easy Rider."

Little bindie, Little bindie,

Come and s4ing Zo me your song. .

I've got a ahont Zime now to stay henre
And a Long time %o be gone.

Marnied woman, manried woman,

Juszt Look what you've done;

You caused me for fo Love you,

Said your husband was dead and gone.

Little bindie, Litile binrdie,

Come and Ainﬁ 2o me your 4ong.

I've got a short time now to stay hexe
And a Long Zime Zo be gone.

Married woman, married woman,
Just Look what you've done;

You caused me for £fo Love you,
Now yourn husband's come home.

Little bindie, Litile binrdie,

Come and 4dng Lo me your 40ng.

I've got a short time now to stay here
And a Long time Zo be gone.

1'd rather be in a Zonesome hollen,
Whene the sun never shines,

Than §on you %o be some other's darling,
When you promised you'd be mine.

Little birdie, Rittle bindie,

Come and s4ing Zo me youxr 4song.

I've got a shont time now to stay hexre
And a Long time fo be gone.

Side II, Band 5. SINGLE GIRL

Cecil Sharp noted a similarity between this song and a
Gaelic complaint from the Isle of Skye which was published in
the Journal of the Folk-Song Society (Volume IV. Part III), but
the resemblance is melodic rather than textual. In the Gaelic
piece, the lads are bemoaning the fact that the gruel served to
them by "the smith's daughter" {is thin and meagre. Obviously,
we are dealing here with a different kind of complaint. On the
other hand, however, the melodic relationship is pronounced, es-
pecially in the last phrase. Compare thls with the many other
published versions (Belden, Brown, Loma:, Scarborough, Randolph,
Richardson, etc.). For a textual compa““son, at least in theme,
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see the English song, "Still I Love Him", which is also known
in Ireland, although our song lacks the element of forgiveness.

best
that

Kentucky (Folkways FA2317

Side

The. Carter Family's recording of

this song is, perhaps, the

known version in this country, but another fine performance
should be heard is by Roscoe Holcomb on Mountain Music of

When 1 was single,

Mdrndiage 1 did chave;

Now T am maradied,

I'm taicubled te my grave.

Lond, T wish 1 was a single giarl
Lond, T wesh T was a sdingle g4l

The dishes to wash,

The spaing to go to,

Got nobody to help me,

I've got it alf to do.

Lord, 1 wish I was a single girl
Load, 1T wish I was a s4ingle girl

I took 4in some washing;

1 made a doflar or two.

My husband went and stole Li;

1 don't know what to do.

Lord, 1T wish I was a sdingle girt
Lond, T wish T was a single girl

Two Little chifdren

Laying 4in the bed,

Both of them ac hungry

They can't naise up their heads.
Lond, T wish 1 was a single- girlk
Lond, T wish I was a single gint

II, Band 6. EVERYBODY'S GOT TO

recorded by John Cohen.

again.
again.

again.
again.

again.
again.

again.
again.

BE TRIED

There is Tittle that I can say about this song, except that
it is another hymn learned by Frank from his Negro neighbors, and
is yet another example of the use of the threac of an impending
"judgement day" as a means of behavior control.

Now, 4it's evenybody's got to be Zried, (3X)
You got Zo go to Judgement, you got to be tried.

Every sinnen's got to be tried,

(3X)

You got to go to Judgement, you got to be tried.

¥
Now you take, every daunkard's got to be tried, [3X)
You got to go to Judgement, ‘you got to be trnied.
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So, 4t's everybody's got to be tried, [3X)
You got Lo go to Judgement, you got Zo be tried.

Every Lian's got to be tried, (3X}
You got to go to Judgemeni, you goi Lo be tnded.

Side II, Band 7. OH, LORD, WHAT A MORNING

George Pullen Jackson has this well-known song in his White
and Negro Spinituals (J. J. Augusting Locust Valley, New York.
n.d. See page 154.) For another recording of the song, see
OBRAY RAMSEY sings golhbangé from the Thaee Laurels (Prestige
International INT 13020).

Oh, Lord, what a moining,
Oh, Lord, what a moaning,
When the stans begin to fall.

Come to Jesus, he will save you,
Come to Jesus, he will save you
When the atans begin to fall.

Oh, fathers, what will you do,
Oh, fathens, what will you do
When the stars begin to {all?

Oh, Lord, what a morning,
Oh, Lord, what a morning,
When the stans begin to fall.

Oh, sdnnen, what will you do,
Oh, sinner, what will you do
When the stans begin o fall?

You will cry for the nocks and the mouniains,
You will cry fon the nocks and the mountains
To hide youn face grom the Load.

Oh, Lord, what a moaning,
Oh, Lord, what a moaning,
When the stanrs begin 2o fall.

Side II, Band 8. LITTLE WHITE ROBE

The Dorian mode, as used here, was apparently a favorite
scale in Frank's section of North Carolina. At least, we find
it used in a great many of the older sacred songs in that region.
Perhaps the early nineteenth century hymnists found its haunting
quality particularly appropriate for the solemn, mournful texts
they preferred, or, derhaps, 1t may be a less deliberate carry-
over from a still older ecclesiastical music.
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For similar hymns, dating to the early camp meetings of
the Appalachians, see our recording FSA-22, The Traditional
Music aﬁ 8each Mountain, Volume 1; "The Oldea Baflfads and Sacred
Songa"

Come on, {athenrs, and Let's go home.

I'm a-going whene my troubles will be oven.
WLiLL be ovexn, will be oven,

I'm a-going where my troubfes wifl be oven.

There's a Lititle white nobe a-waiiing gcr me,
I'm a-going where my troubfes will be cven.

Come on, mothers, and Let's go home.

I'm a-going whene my troubles will be gvenr.
Will be oven, will be ovenx,

I'm a-going whene my trhoubles will be ovex.

There's a Little white nobe a-waiting fecr me,
I'm a-going where my troubles will be oven.

Come on, brothens, and Let's go hceme.

I'm a-going where my troublfes will be oven.
WiLl be oven, will be ovenxn,

I'm a-going wherne my troubles will be oven.

Thene 8 a Pittle white robe a-waifing gor me,
I'm a-going where my Zroubles will be ovenr.

Side II, Band 9. ,EHAKE HANDS WITH MOTHER AGAIN

Family ties are very strong among mountain people, and
their beliefs are generally based on a completely literal in-
terpretation of the biblical promise. Frank once observed, after
singing this song,. that those who could not be reached by threats
of hellfire and brimstone, those who were, as he put it, "steeped
in sin and hardened in heart", would be brought "right up-~to- the
mourner's bench" at the front of the old revival meetings, tears
in their eyes and ready to pledge their lives to the Lord thh
renewed faith, by the emotional impact of this number. %

Frank Proffitt was far from the stereotyped simple man of
unquestioning faith we have been led to expect to find in the
remote sections of rural America, but when he sang this song, all
traces of his skepticism disappeared and one could see reflected
in his face the deep, abiding faith of his people. I do not mean
to romanticize the experience as I knew i1t. Frank's doubts were
directed toward the hypocrisy of sq many church-goers, not toward
the faith he felt they denigrated.® For this reason, then, I have
chosen to: conclude this album with this particular hymn. No other
song could be more appropriate as a memorial to Frank Profifitt.

\
LY

- 17 -




Now, 4§ 1 would be a-Living when Jesus comes,
And know the day and the houn,

I1'd Like %o be a-szanding at Mother's zomb
When Jesus comes 4in His powen.

'"Twill be a wonderful, happy day,
Oven thenre on the golden sirand,
When 1 can hean Jesus, my Savior, say,
"Shake hands with Mother agadin.”

Now, 1'd fLike to say, "Mothen, this 4i& your boy
You Lefi when you went away.

And now, my dear mothern, it gives me greait joy
To see you again Zoday."

'Twill be a wonderful, happy day,
Oven therne on the golden strand,
When I can hear Jesus, my Savior, say,
"Shake hands with Mother again."

Well, the time will soon come when 1 musft go
To meet my Loved ones up Zhexe.

A glonious thought: when we all get thene,
We neven shall say goodbye.

'"Twill be a wondenful, happy day,
Oven thenre on the golden szZrand,
When 1 can hean Jesus, my Saviorn, say,
“"Shake hands with Mother again."
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