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Between 1882 and 1898, the greatest single scholarly 
investigation of ballad literature vas published. 
This five volume study, ''THE ENGLISH AND SCOTl'ISH 
POPULAR BAU.ADS", edited by Professor Francis James 
Child of Harvard University, has been the bests of 
almost every modern study of British traditional 
ballads. It is not unusual, therefore) that these 
ballads have come to be known as the "Child" ballads 
~nd the Child's system of numbering them is still 
observed . 

Child edited 305 ballads with more than 1,000 
versions. George Lyn8n Kittredge, who carried the 
work to completion after Child's death, believed 
that it "comprised the whole extant mass of the 
material." Since then, however, diligent collec
tors of folksongs have taken down reny thousand 
more variants and versions of these ballads in 
England, Scotland, Ireland and North America. 

Though Professor Child vas avare that some of these 
ballads vere still in oral circulation in America 
amongst the descendents of the original and later 
British immigrants to the colonies, he vas com-
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INTRODUCTORY NOTE 

pletely unavare of the extent of this oral tradi
tion in North America. He certainly vould have 
doubted that this tradition existed in America to 
a greater degree than it did in the British Isles . 
This, hovever, proved to be the case. 

There is more than a bit of gentle irony in the 
si tuation as it developed. An American scholar had 
taken it upon himself to make the definitive study 
of the balladry of Britain •.. less than a quarter 
of a century later an English collector-scholar 
vas to make the ma jor collection of living balladry 
in America. 

Cecil J. Sharp, cOming from England in search of 
survivals of British traditional songs in the 
New World, found in the United States a living 
tradition of the "Child" ballads in isolated parts 
of the Southern Appalachians. And this only ten 
years after Sharp himself had nostalgically written, 
''The English ballad is moribund; its account is 
vell nigh closed ." 



Since Sharp's initial forays into this area, many 
other ballad collectors have made notable finds 
in both this and other sections of the country 
rich in ballad tradition. Within tventy years of 
the initial publication of Sharp's Appalacian 
collection, American ballad hunters produced col
lections from almost every state of the Union as 
veIl as the Maritime provinces cf Canada. And this 
york has continued in the last 20 years, vithout 
a year going by that does not result in still 
more grist being added in an already veIl-stocked 
mill. Nor is the end in sight, for, vhile authori
ties have been proclaiming its death every fey 
years since the turn of the century, the "Child" 
ballads persist in oral tradition and circulation 
in this country. Though it is true that conditions 
favoring such circulation have been vanishing 
rapidly, these ballads remain alive vherever they 
have the slightest chance, clinging tenaciously 
to the folk. And this, in itself, is perhaps the 
greatest commentary on the excellence, both 
textually and musically, of the British tradi
tional ballad in America. 

As a result of my ovo folksong collecting in the 
Southern mountains, Nev England and Scotland, I 
have come to the conclusion (vhich is undoubtedly 
shared by other collec tors as vell) that a vi tal 
folksong tradition is dependent upon more than a 
great amorphous mass of 'ordinary' folksingers. 
To be sure, they are an essential part of the pic
ture. But far more important are those fey t.ighly 
gifted tradition bearers vhom the 'ordinary' 
folk themselves recognize as the best or b reat 
singers of their respective communites. These are 
the folk vith the largest repertoires, the finest 
voices (in terms of a folk aesthetic), the most 
representative and engaging singing styles, and 
vho are the greatest creative and re-creative 
singing personalities. These are the folk vho 
are the w~jor inspirational force in a singing 
community - it is their songs, their versions, 
and their style vhich are borroved, copied or 
imitated by their friends, neighbors and relatives. 
If folksong tradition is vanishing it is mainly 
because there are far fever of these 'great' singers 
alive today than there vere in past decades and 
centuries. 

In Jean Ritchie, ve have the personification of one 
of these 'great' tradition bearers. The youngest 
number of the famous "Singing Ri tchies of Kentucky", 
Jean is recognized as a highly talented singer not 
only in her ovn community, but has become the 
best knovn traditional singer in America. This is 
no mean feat in a nation vhere there is a sharp 
cleavage betveen the 'natural' rural native and 
the 'sophisticated' urbanite, the 'real'-and-simple 
and the phony-and-brash, the relaxed-and-unselfcon
scious and the affected-and-pretentious. That 
Jean has been videly proclaimed by audiences on both 
sides of the vast socio-psychological barrier is 
perhaps the finest testament to her 'greatness' 
as a folksinger. 

Hers is one of the largest repertories of any 
singer in America; her singing style is the 
finest representative of vhat may be broadly 
referred to as the "southern vhite - mountain 
style; and her performances, vhether of ballads 
or songs, are enthralling, attention-demanding, 
and engrossing. And all of these are perhaps 
found in this recording. Today, vhen a collec
tor finds someone vho knovs three or four of 
these ballads, he is apt to turn somersaults; 
to find as many as tventy in an entire state 
vould be a major collecting experience. So, 
vhen finding one singer vho has that number in 
her repertory~t is a near-vorld-shaking occur
ence. But Jean's repertory of these ballads is 
not to be congratulated merely for its size -
for both her texts and tunes are superb examples 
of their kind. And in Jean's performance of 
them ve are treated to one of the great experi
ences of ballad listening. We should be great
ful for the invention and perfection of the tape 
recorder and long-playing phonograph record for 
they give us an opportunity to bring this ex
perience into our living-rooms; it is the next 
best thing to seeing her perform these ballads. 
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A SELECTED BIBLIOGRAPHY 

In the notes to the Child ballads included in this 
album viII be found selected references to the 
major bibliographical guides, and regional collec
tions containing additional texts, tunes and infor
mation relative to the ballads being discussed. 
Included are references to the tvo major Scottish 
collections of this century, as veIl as the most 
recent American regional collections. 

In the left-hand column, the reader viII find 
the short reference designation for each of the 
books in this bibliography, vhich are described 
in detail in the right hand column. 
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CHILD BALIAIE HI THE RITCHIE FAMILY 

Back in the days when Balis and Abigail Ritchie's big 
family was "a-bornin' and a-grwin' ," none of them ha :: 
ever heard of Francis J. Child, nor had anyone else in 
that part of the Kentucky Mountains, I believe. The 
word 'ballad', or 'ballit' meant, in our community, 
the written-down words for a song. I remember hearing 
one old laqy near home say proudly to another, "Now 
I've got Barbry Ellen up there in ~ trunk. Joe's Sal
ly stopped in and she writ me out the ballit of it." 

''Writing out the ballit" for our family songs was 
rarely done. All of us, ~Ian, ~d, and all thirteen 
.children could write, but these old songs and their 
music were in our heads, or hearts, or somewhere part 
of us, and we never needed to write them down. They 
were there, like games and rhymes and riddles, like 
churning-<"hants and baby-bouncers and gingerbread 
stackcake recipes, to be employed and enjoyed when the 
time came for them. Noboqy got scholarly about them 
and I have a feeling that's why they have been genu
jnely popular all these years. 

These old story songs, now. We sang and listened to 
them, for themselves. For the excitement of the tale, 
or the beauty and strength of the language or of t he 
graceful tunes, for the romantic tingle we got from a 
glimpse of life in the lone-ago past, for the uncanny 
wa~' the old, ole situations still fir the present. 
Heads nodding over Lord Thomas and Fair Ellender. 
"Ain't that right, now? That's j'st what he crt to 
a-done to her!" 

As I remember, it took a special time for us to ap
preciate these "big" ballads. Of course, we hW11lled 
them about the housework, and when walking along the 
roads, and in the fields, but that wasn't really 
singing them out. It had to be a quiet time for that, 
as when the family gathered on the front porch, eve
nings, and af~r awhile the I,ouse clatter ended and 
the talk dirindled and died. Then was the time for 
Lord Bateman, or The Gypsie laddie to move into our 
thoughts. Or, it could be a time at play-parties when 
the players dropped down to rest, between spells of 
dancing, - that was a time to listen to a good long 
tale. 

- Jean Ritchie 

SIDE III, Band 1: TIlE UNQUIET GrAVE (Child #78) 

It is possible that this is only a fracpent of a 
once longer popular ballad, for it contains lines 
very reninlscent of stanzas in several other Child 
ballads, Includine "S\leet Williru::s Ghost" (Child 
#77 ) and "The TIoro Brothers" (C hild #49). Child 
preferred to believe that the ba:lad as it has come 
do\lO to us is an imperfect survival and states that 
"Even such as it is . . • this fraonent has a charac
ter of its ovn. II 

The ba~lad is extremely \lidespreud in EnGland, was 
kno\ln ln the 19th century in Scotland, but has been 
reported rarely in America. Fe\ler than a half dozen 
texts have beer. reported in this henisphere. 

Jean Ritchie 's Kentucky version, learned from her 
Uncle Jason, is almost identical (\lith a fe\l minor 
verbal variations) \lith Child's A ~ext. It is 
notable for its exhibition of se·/eral universal 
popular beliefs, includine a tnlkine ghost , t he idea 
that excessive crief on the part of mourners dis
turbs the peace of the dead, a troth-plight bindinc 
~ov:rs even after death (\lith the death-kiss perhaps 
lndlcatinc a return of the troth), and the belief 
that the kiss of a dead person may result in death. 
Jean Ritchie 's version, truely exquisite as to both 
its poetr y and music, is a valuable addition to our 
recorded ballad lore. 

For additional texts and information, see: 

Child, Volume II, p. 78 ff .; Coffin, p. 82; 
Dean-Smith, p. 113; 

Bro,," Collection, Volume II, pp. 94- 95 ; DaVis, 
pp. 157-160. 

SIDE III, Band 2: LITl'LE DEVll.S (Child #278) 

Child summarizes this humorous ballad (titled by him 
''The Farmer's Curst Wife") as follows: "The Devil 
comes for a farmer's wife and is made velcome to 
her by the husband . The woman proves to be no more 
controllable in Hell than she had been at home; 
she kicks the imps about, and even brains a set 
of them with her pattens or a maul. For safety's 
sake, the devil is constrained to take her back to 
her husband." Child published only two texts of 
this ballad, but in the numerous variants collected 
since his time in England and America, the ballad 
tale has remained exceedingly stable, a comment 
perhaps on its basic charm and meaning to the folk 
who have aided its persistance in t radition. 

It is probable that in an unreported earlier f orm 
of the ballad the farmer made a pact vith the 
devil in order to secure help to plov his fields. 
In return the devil vas to rece ive the soul of some 
member of the family. This vould explain the vord
i ng in stanza tvo, in vhich the devil i ndicates 
that he is ready to receive a member of the family 
"now". 

Many variants collected in recent years in England 
and America end vith a humorous philosophic Com
mentary on one of womankind 's most unique virtues. 
Most versions contain jungling nonsense refrains, 
or on occasion {as in Jean's vers ion a vhistled 
refrain. Jean's version vas learned from her uncle 
Jason. 

For additional texts and information , see: 

Child, Volume V, p. 107 ff.; Coffin, p. 148-150; 
Dean-Smith, p . 66: 

Sharp, Volume I, pp . 275 - 281; Brovo Collection, 
Vol ume II, p. 188; 

Davis, pp. 316-327. 

SIDE III, Band 3: SWEET WILLIA~l AND lADY MAHCARET 
(Child //74) 

This ballad traces back to at least the beginninG 
of the 17th century, for two stanzas from it are 
quoted in Beawnont a nd Fletcher's "Knight of the 
Burning Pestle" (ca. 1611). By the end of the 18th 
century, it had been printed frequently as a broad
side or stall ballad, \lhich may account for its 
popula:ity in tradition. Similarly, in America, 
vhere 1t has been collected f requently in versions 
quite far ~emoved from the Child texts, frequent 
printings in early popular songsters may have 
accounted for its vide spread di~tribution. 

Like "The Unquiet Grave", this ballad is a rich re
posi tory of popular supers ti tious beliefs: in it ve 
find ghostly ViSitants, gruesome dream omens , the 
death kiSS, and the continuity of love after death 
in the r ose-and-brier motif. 

Jean 's version, learned from Justis Begley of Hazard, 
Kentucky, corresponds closely to Coffin's story 
type A. 

For additional texts and information , see: 

Child , Volume II, p. 74 ff.; Coffin, pp. 76-78; 
Dean-Smith, p. 65; 

Sharp , Volume I, pp. 132-145; Brovo Collection, 
Volume II, pp. 79- 84 ; 

Davis, pp. 138-145. 

SIDE III, Band 4: THERE LIVED AN OLD LORD 
(Child #10) 

One of the most \lidely distributed of all British 
traditional ballads, "The TIoro Sisters" (as Child 
titled it) has proved excellent material for detailed 
study. Of the 27 texts published by Child, the 
earl ies t is a broadside dating from the middle of 
the 17th century, though it may have been sung in 
Britain at an earlier date . 

In an extensive study of the ballad ("The T\.ro 
Si sters", FFC 1/147, Helsinki, 1953), Paul G. 
Brevster comes to the conclus ion that it is 



definitely Scandinavian in origin. Starting in 
Norway prior to the 17th century, the ballad 
spread from there to other Scandinavian countries, 
and then to Scotland and England. Archer Taylor 
has made a strong case for his belief that American 
versions of the ballad derive from English rather 
than Scottish tradition. 

Child considered the heart of the ballad to be the 
making of a nrusical instrument from the droYned 
sister's body, the instrument in turn revealing the 
identity of her murderer. Most recently collected 
texts have entirely eliminated this supernatural 
motif. Despite the loss of this motif (or perhaps 
because of the loss of such an intriguing element 
of the ballad tale), and the resultant simplification 
of the narrative, this ballad has been collected 
Yith a greater number of story variations than any 
Child ballad found in America, Coffin listing 1/4 
story types. Jean Ritchie's version, learned from 
her sister Una, corresponds to Coffin's story type A, 
certainly the most common of the American forms 
of the ballad tale. 

For additional texts and information, see: 

Child, Volume I, p. 137 ff.; Coffin, pp . 38-42; 
Dean-Smith, p. 113; 

Greig & Keith, pp. 9-13; Ord, p . 430; Bronson, 
Volume I, pp. 143-184; 

Sharp, Volume I, pp. 26-35; BroYn Collection, 
Volume II, p. 32-35; 

David, pp. 35-50; Flanders, Volume I, pp. 150-170. 

SIDE III, Band 5: THE WIFE OF USHER'S WEU.S 
(Child #79) 

The oldest versions of this ballad yhich yere 
knoYn to Child (both of Scottish proyenience) 
appear to be fragmentary, for no motivation is 
sugcested for the sons' returning to their 
grieving mother. And, indeed, only in the 
American texts, which may be descended from 
some unreported earlier form of the ballad, is 
a fully coherent story found in yhich the sons 
return to inform their mother that excessive 
£Tief on her part disturbs their rest by Yetting 
their Yinding sheets. 

In addition to the motif of the dead being dis
turbed by excessive grief, this ballad contains 
the equally yide-spread belief concerning the 
f orced return of the dead to their graves at 
the croYing of the cock and the daYn of the day. 

Jean Ritchie's version, learned from her Uncle 
Jason, is an important recording, for it follows 
neither of the tw story types for this ballad 
as it has previously been reported in America. 
Indeed, it is the first American text to conform 
Yith the early Scottish texts printed by Child. 
Jean's version closely folloys Child's A text, 
originally published in Scott's Minstrelsy, 
in 1802, and in addition contains theCitherYise 
unreported stanza 5 of Child's B text (see 
Jean's text, stanza 10). Jean's version, like 
the British texts, supplies no motive for the sons' 
return, but, as Child has said: " ... supplying a 
motive wuld add nothing to the impressiveness 
of these verses . Nothing that ye have is more 
profoundly affecting." 

For additional texts and information, see: 

Child, Volume II, p. 238 ff.; Coffin, pp. 83-84; 
Sharp, Volume I, pp. 150-160; BroYn Collection, 

Volume II, pp. 95-101; 
DaVis, pp. 161-169. 

SIDE IV, Band 1: CHERRY TREE CAROL (Child #54) 

This is surely the most popular of English reli
gious folk ballads. The ballad tale is derived 
from the Pseudo-Mathew gospel, Chapter XX, and, 
in medieval times, yaS frequently dramatized in 
the course of folk plays and pageants, as, for 
example, the mys tery pagean t armually produced by 
the Grey Friars at Coventry. 

In the pseudo-gospel, the tree yhich boys to Mary 
is a palm; as Child has noted: "The truely popular 
carol wuld be sure to adapt the fruit to its OYn 

soil", and so in England and America the tree is 
alyays a cherry. 

A feature found in American texts, but unknoYn to 
English versions, is the matter of Jesus' birthday. 
As Sharp has pointed out, the date usually given 
is old Christmas day, that is, January 5, 6 or 7, 
according to one period or another of calander 
revision: from 1752-1799, Old Cnristmas ya~ January 
5, in 1800 a day YnS dropped, making it January 6, 
and finally in 1900 another day yaS dropped, makine 
it January 7. We might deduce from this that Jean 
Ri tchie' s version, mentioning "the sixth day of 
January", is traceable to a 19th century text. 

The ballad is still widely sunG in England and 
America, and has been collected in Scotland us 
yell. The texts in ClOst cases are very similar, 
having been standardized in tradition by its r.~ny 
appearances in popular print (it was frequently 
published in penny carol books and on broadsheets 
during the 19th century . ) 

Jean's version yas learned from the Singing of her 
Uncle Jason. 

For additional texts and infolTIation, see: 

Child, Volume II, p. 1 ff.; Coffin, pp. 65-67; 
Dean-Smith, p. 57; 

Greig & Keith, pp. 44-45 ; Sharp, pp . 90- 94; 
BroYn Collection, Vulume Il, pp. 61-3; 

SIDE IV, Band 2: EDWARD (Child #13) 

The hieh esteem in yhich Child held this call ad is 
sta ted in his introductory notes: "Edyard ... has 
ever been reuarded as one of the noblest and most 
sterling specimens of the populur ballad. "Such 
praise is certainly deserved, for the ballad, em
ploying throughout a simple dialogue device, builds 
to a climactic emotional peak perhaps unsurpassed 
in any o ther Child callad. 

"Edyard" is known throu[.hout the Northern Euro
pean countries, the dialOGue f orm being maintained 
in every instance. Since Child's time most re
ported texts do not implicate the mother in the 
crime, which in almost every case is fratricide 
(ruther than patricide as in the Child B text). 
In his full length study of the ballad ("Edward 
and Sven I Rosencard", Chicago, 1931), Archer 
Taylor concludes that the fratricide factor re
lates recent findines to the earliest British 
texts, from yhich the Scandinavian forms of the 
ballad stem. 

The excellence of the ballad has resulted in an 
attack being made upon its traditional character 
by a number of scholars who point out that 
Percy's version (Child A text) i s most assuredly 
a conscious art rather tl~n folk creation . The 
yide appearance of this sterline callad from 
authentic oral tradition in recent years should 
serve to answer the critics; Percy's text not 
Yithstanliing, the ballad is certainly a gem of 
tradition. 

The ballad has been collected rather frequently in 
America. Until recently it had been unreported 
in Britain for over a Century; tyo excellent 
versions have been collected in Aberdeenshire in 
the past fey years and an English version from 
Hampshire yes reported in 1938. 

Jean Ritchie's version, learned from her sisters 
Patty, Edna, Una and May (Yho first learned it at 
the Hindman Settlement school), is similar to most 
versions collected in the Southern Appalachians, 
differing only in the omission of any reason being 
stated for the commission of the crime, Yhich would 
normally appear after stanza 3. 

For additional texts and information, see: 

Child, Volume I, p. 167 ff; Coffin, pp. 45-46; 



Bronson, Volume I, pp. 237-247; 
Sharp, Volume I, pp. 46-53; Brovn Collection, 

Volume II, p. 41-44; 
Davis, PP. 61-67; Flanders, Volume I, 

pp. 208-212. 

SIDE IV, Band 3: GENTLE FAIR JENNY (Child #277) 

This ballad, titled by Child "The Wife Wrapt in 
Wether's Skin", appears to have been derived from 
the traditional tale of "The Wife Lapped in tvrrel's 
Skin", dating from the 16th century or earlier. 
Child summarizes the story as follows: "Robin has 
married a wife of too high kin to bake, or brew, 
vash or wring. IHe strips off a wether's skin and 
lays it on her back, or prins her in it. He dares 
not beat her for her proud kin, but he may beat the 
wether's skin, and does. This makes an ill wife 
good." American versions of the ballad usually 
follow this form, though in some texts (as in the 
case of Jean Ritchie's version) the high born wife 
has been replaced by a lazy wife, and the wether 
skin rationalization for the beating has been dis
carded . 

Long a favorite in both Britain and America, the 
ballad has been subject to interesting speculation 
concerning its various refrains. The refrain line 
"gentle fair Jenny, fair Rose Marie" may derive 
from the old plant burden "juniper, gentian and 
Rosemary". It has been suggested that in some 
early form of the ballad the wife suffered from 
evil spirits and that the plant burden vas designed 
as a crarm against demons; the plant burden remained 
after the Wife's trouble was rationalized t o her 
being of too high kin or laziness . 

Jean Ritchie's version, corresponding most closely 
to COffin's story type C, vas learned from her 
sisters who first learned it at either Hindman 
Settlement School or the Pine Mountain Settlement 
School. 

For additional texts and information, see: 

Child, Volume V, pp. 104 ff.; Coffin, pp. 92-94; 
Dean-Smith, p. 102 

(under title "Rugeleton' s Daughter of Iero"); 
Sharp, Volume I, pp. 271-274; 

Greig & Keith, pp. 218-220; Brown Collection, 
Volume II, 185-187; 

Davis, pp. 305 -315. 

SIDE IV, Band 4: LORD RANDALL (Child #12) 

One of the mostly widely circulated of popular ballads, 
"Lord Randall" or its foreign analogues is wel,l knovn 
throughout Europe, having been reported from both the 
Northern countries and Italy as well as in Eastern 
Europe. The ballad story remains fairly constant: 
treachery is revealed by means of a dialogue between 
a mother and her son, the ballad ending with the son 
bequeathing various items to his relative and poisoner. 

An Italian couterpart, "L'Avvelenato", vas first 
reported in print early in the 17th century; the 
earliest English-language text appearing at the end 
of the 18th century. Still very much alive in oral 
tradition in both Britain and America, it has been 
subjected to much study, mostly concerning the name 
of the hero, which varies greatly from version to 
version. In America, the hero's noble title is 
frequently dropped and replaced with a common first 
name. 

Its great popularity, almost totally unaided by song
ster or broadside printings, is undoubtedly due to 
the art and compactness of the ballad; as Coffin 
has commented (in Flanders, p. 175): "With its in
cremental repetition, its dialogue and testement, 
and its popularity, it makes the model folk song." 

Jean's version, learned from her Uncle Jason, is 
similar to many of the versions collected in the 
Southern Appalachians. 

For additional texts and information, see: 5 

Child, Volume I, p. 151 ff.; Coffin, pp. 42-45; 
Dean-Smith, p. 85; 

Greig & Keith, pp. 13-15; Ord, p. 458; Bronson, 
Volume I, pp. 191-236; 

Brovn Collection, Volume II, pp. 39-41; Davis, 
pp. 51-60; 

Flanders, Volume I, pp. 175-207. 

SIDE IV, Band 5: LITl'LE MUSGRAVE (Child /181) 

The earliest appearance in print of this ancient 
ballad vas in Beaumont and Fletcher's '~night of 
the Burning R!stle" (ca. 1611). It appears to 
have been published rather frequently in 17th 
and 18th century England in various drolleries 
and on broadSides, and though popular in British 
tradition in the 19th century, it has not been 
reported in England or Scotland in this century. 

In America, however, the ballad has frequently 
been reported from every section of the country 
in a tradition which has had little or no recourse 
to print. Phillips Barry vas of the opinion tha t 
the American texts of this ballad, being more vivid 
and incisive than Child's British versions, were 
probably older and that the ballad has been sunc 
in this country for over 300 years. 

American variants show certain traits in common 
with each other which either do not appear or 
appear only rarely in British variants. The lady 
is never as aggressive in Engl ish texts as in 
American. The expression "they cost me deep in 
the purse" (when the lord is tellinG of his two 
swords) appears only in one of Child's texts, thouCh 
it appears almost universally in American texts 
(it is not found in Jean Ritchie's version). The 
attempt to bribe the page and the suggestion of a 
past affai r between the bedmates appear no where 
in America though found frequently in Child's texts. 

Jean's version , learned from her Uncle Jason, appears 
to be a fascinatinc Kentucky reworking of one of the 
oldest British texts for it follows Child's A text 
(from two 17th century Engli sh drolleries) very 
closely. Even the odd place name "Bucklesfordberry" 
is retained in the Kentucky text nearly 300 years after 
it first turns up in Britain! But there is no doubt 
about the traditional nature of Uncle Jason' s text, 
for almost every line contains changes, emendations 
and additions of a vital oral tradition . 

For additional texts and information, see: 

Child, Volume II, p. 242 ff.; Coffin, pp. 84-86; 
Sharp, Volume I, pp. 161-182; 

Brovn Collection, Volume II, pp. 101-111; 
DaVis, pp. 170-181. 



SIDE I, Band 1: THE 1.}N;;UIET GPA VB 
(Chil<1. 1176) 

The vind doth blov today, 111If love, 
With a fev s ... ll drops of rain, 
I never had but one true love 
An<.l she in the cold grave has lain. 

I vill do RIch for 111If true love 
As any youne; _n l1J&y 
I'll s1 t and mourn all on her grave 
For a twelve month and a day. 

The twelve months and & day being up 
The dead began to speu 
Ob vho is th18 sits on 111If grave 
And vill not let me sleep 

It is I 111If love a1 t. on your grave 
And will not let you sleep 
I crave one kiss from your cold sveet 

lipe 
And that 18 all I seek. 

You crave one U .. from 111If clay cold 
lipe 

)(y breath amell. earthly strong, 
It you had one ki .. from 111If cold clay 

lips 
Your time vould not be long. 

Dovn in yonder'. garden green 
Love, ¥here we used to valk 
The fairest flover that ever bloomed 
Is withered to a stalk. 

The stalk is vi thered dry 111If love 
So IIIWIt our hearts decay 
So mite yourself content 111If love 
Till God calls you allay. 

SIDE I, Band 2: LIm.E DEVILS 
(Cbild #278) 

There vas an old man, he lived near 
hell, (Whistle) 

He had a little farm and upon it did 
dwell, 

Sing bi oh rattle ding day. 

Oh the devil come to him one day at 
his plough, 

Tbere's one in your family I have 
to have nov. 

Ob its neither your son nor your 
daughter I crave, 

It's your old scoldin' vife and It's 
her I must have. 

So he hobbest her up all on his back, 
And like a bold pedlar vent a-packin' 

h1a pack. 

A. they drev near the high gates of 
hell, 

Said, rake back the coals, boys, and 
we'll roast her vell. 

Oh tvo little devils come a-rattlin' 
their. chains, 

She hauled b~k her cudgel and knocked 
out their brains. 

Tvo more little devils peeped over 
the door, 

She hauled back her cudgel killed 
ninety-nine more. 

Tvo more little devils peeped over 
the vall, 

Said, take her back daddy or she'll 
kill us all. 

So he hobbest her up all on his back, 
And like a bold pedlar went a-packin' 

her back. 

Here's your old scoldin' vife and it's 
her I von't have, 

She ain't fit for Heaven, she shan't 
stay in Hell. 

Ob it's seven years goin' and seven 
a-comin' back, 

She called for the 'baccer she left 
in the crack. 

Ob the women they are so much better 
than men, 

When they go to hell they get sent 
back again. 

SIDE I, Band 3: SWEET WILLIAM AND 
LADY MARGARET 
(Child 1174) 

SVeet William arose one May morning 
And he dressed himself in blue; 
We van t you to tell us something 

about 
That long love betveen Lady Margaret 

and you. 
Well I knov notbing about Lady 

Margaret's love. 
And I knov that.she don't love 

me 
But tOlllOrrov monin' at eight 

o'clock 
Lady ItLrgaret 111If bride shall see, 

But tomorrov monin' at eight 
o'clock 

Lady ItLrgaret 111If bride shall 
see. 

Lady ItLrgaret vas standin' in her ovn 
hall door 

A-combin' down ber hair 
When vho should she spy but sveet 

William and his bride 
And the lavyers a-riding by. 

Oh she threv dovn her ivory comb 
BoUDd ber hair in silk, 
And she stepped out of her ovn 

hall door 
To never return any more 
Yes, she stepped out of her ovn 

hall door 
To never return anymore. 

Well the day bein' past and the night 
a-comin' OD 

When most all men vas asleep 
SVeet William a-spied Miss Lady 

ItLrgaret's ghost 
A-standin' at his ovn bed feet. 

Oh hoy do you like the be<.l, she 
asked him, 

And hoy do you like the sheet 
And hoy do you like that pretty 

fair miss 
That's a-layin' in your arms so 

asleep. 
And hoy do you like that pretty 

fair miss 
That's a-layin' in your arms 

so asleep. 

Very yell, very vell, do I like the 
bed, 

Very vell do I like the sheet, 
But the best one of all is that pretty 

fair miss 
That's a-standin' at 111If ovn ovn bed 

feet, 
But the best one of all is that 

pretty fair miss 
That's a-standin' at 111If ovn bed 

feet. 

Well the night bein' past and the day 
comin' on 

When most all men vas at york 
Sweet William he said he vas troubled 

.in his head 
From a dream that he dre""",d last night. 

Such dreams, such dreams they are 
no good, 

Such dreams they are no good, 
For I dreaa:ed 111If hall vas filled vi th 

vild svine 
And 111If true love vas sv1mming in 

blood 
For I dreamed 111If hall vas a-filled 

wi th vild svine 
And 111If true love vas svimming in 

blood. 

b 

He called bis I1II!!rry men to his side 
And counted one, two, three, 
And the last one of them go ask of my 

bride 
Lady Margaret' I might go and see. 

Well he rode and he rode to Miss Lady 
ItLrgaret's hall, 

Tingled all on the ring 
No one vas so ready as Lady Margaret's 

brother 
To rise and velcome him in, 

No one vas so ready as Lady 
ItLrgaret 's brother 

To rise and welcome him in. 

Oh is she in her garden he asked him 
Or is she in her hall 
Or is she in the upper parlor 
tmongst those ladies allT 

She ne i ther is in her garden he 
ansvered, 

She neither is in her hall 
tlut yonder she lies in her cold 

coffin 
fhat's a-sitting by the side of the 

vall. 
But yonder she lies in her cold 

coffin 
That's a- s1 tting by the aide of the 

vall. 

Fold davn, fold dovn them milk-vhite 
sheets, 

They're made of linen so fine, 
Tonight they shall hang o'er 111If Lady 

Margaret's corpse 
But tomorrov they shall hang over 

mine 
Yes, fold down, fold dovn the .. 

milk vhi te sheets 
ltLde of linen so fine 
ltLy I go and kiss them cold clay 

lips 
For they oftentimes have kissed 

mine 
May I go and kiss them clay 

cold lips 
For they oftentimes bave kissed 

I1l1ne. 

Well first he kissed her on her lips 
And then he kissed her chin, 
And then he kissed her clay cold lips 
Which crushed his heart vithin. 

Lady Margaret she died as it might 
be today, 

Sveet William he died to-morrov, 
And out of her grave there sprung 

a red rose 
And out of his a briar, 

And out of her grave there 
sprang a red rose 

And out of his a briar. 

They grev and they grey to the steeple 
top 

They could not grov no higher, 
And there they tied a true lover's knot 
For all young people to adJ:Lire. 

And there they tied a true lover's 
knot 

For all young people to admire. 

SIDE I, Band 4: THERE LIVED AN OLD 
LORD (Child 1110) 

There lived an old lord by the Northern 
Sea, 
tlo", d0vn 

Thp.re lived an old lord by the Northern 
Sea, 
tlo", your bend to me, 

There lived an old lord by the Northern 
Sea, 

And he had daughters one, two, three, 
I '11 be true to my love 
If my love be true to me. 

A young man came a-courting there, 
And he took his choice of the younges~ 

fair. 

He gave this youngest a beaver hat, 
The oldest she thought little of that. 



He cave this youngest a gay gold ring, 
The oldest not one single thing. 

Oh sister, oh sister, let's us valk out, 
And see those little ships 60 sailing 

about. 

As they valked dovn by the salty brim, 
The oldest pushed that youn6est in. 

Oh sister, oh sister, lend me your hand, 
And you shall have my dowry land. 

I'll neither lend you my hana nor glove, 
But I vill have your ovn true love. 

Oh dovn she sank and avay she SV&m, 
Into the miller's dam she ran. 

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

The miller vas hanged at his ovo mill
gate, 

The oldest sister vas burned at the 
stake. 

SIDE I, Band 5: THE WIFE OF USHER'S 
WELL (Child #79) 

There lived a vife at Usher's Well, 
And a veal thy vife vas she; 
She had three strong and stalvart sons 
And she sent them o'er the sea. 

They hadn't been gone but a week from 
her, 

But a veek and only one; 
When vord vas sent to this veal thy 

vUe 
That her sons vere dead and gone. 

They hadn't been gone three veeks from 
her, 

Three veeks and only three, 
When word vas sent to this veal thy vife 
That her sons she'd never sec. 

She prayed the vind vould never cease, 
Nor troubles in the flood, 
Till her three sons came home to her 
In their ovn flesh and blood. 

It fecl about the Martinmas time, 
When nights are long and dark, 
This vife's three sons came home to her 
With robes all shining bright. 

Blov up the fire my maidens fair, 
Bring vaters from the vell, 
For ve shall have a merry, merrJ feast 
Since my three sons are yell. 

Oh it's she has ~de for them a bed, 
She made it large and vide, 
And placed her mantle over them all 
And ~t dovn at their side. 

The cock he chaffed his vings and 
craved 

Before the break of day; 
The eldest to the youngest said: 
It's time ve vere a-vay. 

The cock doth crov, the day doth davn, 
The merry birds doth Chide, 
We shall be missed out of our place 
And ve aust no longer bide. 

Lie still, lie still, but a little 
vhile, 

Lie still but if ve may, 
If our mother misses us vhcn she vakes 

up 
She'll go mad o'er the break of day. 

So fare ye yell r.:y mother <lear, 
For ve must say goodbye 
And thee Yell the bonny lass 
That kindles my mother's fire. 

SIDE II, Band 1: CHERRY TREE CAROL 
(Child ;/54) 

When Joseph vere an old man 
And an old ... n vere he, 
He courted the Virgin Mary 
And the queen of Galillee 

He courted the Virgin Mary 
And the queen of Galillee. 

Joseph a11<1 ~:a.ry 

Out a-valkin' One day 
Here is apples and cherries 
So fair to behold 

Here is apples and cherries 
So fair to behold. 

Mary spoke to Joseph 
And to Joseph said she 
Oh go and gather me some cherries 
For I am vith child 

Said go and gather me some cherries 
For I am vith child. 

Joseph flev in angry, 
And in angry flev he 
Said, let the father of the baby 
Gather cherries for you 

Said, let the father of the baby 
Cather cherries for you. 

Then up spoke Lord Jesus 
From His mother's vomb, 
Said, boy loY, lov cherry tree 
Bov loy dovn to the ground 

Said, bOY lov, lov cherry tree, 
Bov you loy dovn to the ground. 

Then the cherry tree boved loy dovn 
Lov dovn to the ground 
And Mary gathered cherries 
While Joseph stood around 

And Mary gathered cherries 
While Joseph stood around. 

Then Joseph took Mary 
All on his right knee 
And said, tell me pretty baby 
When your birthday vill be 

Said, tell me, tell me pretty baby 
When your birth day vill be. 

On the sixth day of January 
/otY birthday vill be 
When the stars in the elements 
Doth tremble vith glee 

When the stars in the elements 
Doth tremble vith &lee. 

SIDE II, Band 2: EDWARD (Child #13) 

Hov came that blood on your s:lirt 
sleeve, 

Oh dear love, tell me. 
Well it is the blood of the old grey 

mare 
That ploughed the fields for me,-me, 

-me, 
That ploughed the fields for me. 

It does look too pale for the old grey 
mare 

That ploved the fields for thee, -thee, 
-thee, 
That ploved the fields for thee. 

Hov came that blood on your shirt 
sleeve, 

Oh dear love, tell me. 
Oh it is the blood of the old erey 

hound 
That chased the fox for me, -me, -me, 

That chase<l the fox for me. 

It does look too pale for the old grey 
hound 

That chased the fox for thee, -thee, 
-thee I 
That chased the fox for thee. 

Hov came that blood on your shirt 
sleeve, 

Oh dear love, tell me. 
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Oh it is the blood of my brother-in
lay 

That vent avay vith me, -me, -me, 
Tha t vent avay vUh me. 

And it's vhat vill you do nov, my love, 
Oh dear love, tell me. 
I'll set m:J foot on yonders ship 
And I'll sail across the sea, -sea, 

...sen, 
Sail across the sea. 

And it's when vill you be bIlck, my 
love, 

Oh dear love, tell me. 
When the moon sinks yonder in the 

sycamore tree 
And that vill never be, -be, -be, 

And that vill never be. 

SIDE II, Band 3: GENTLE FAIR JENNY 
(Child #nn 

married me a vife and took her home, 
Gentle fair Jenny, fair Rosy Marie, 

ofttimes vishe<l that I'd let her alone 
As the dey flies over the ereen 

valley. 

All in my kitchen she vould not use, 
For fear of spoiling her nev cloth 

slx>es. 

First day at noon I come in from the 
ploY, 

My dearest vife is my dinner ready nov. 

There's a little piece of corn bread 
layin' on the shelf, 

If you VIlnt anymore you can cook it 
yourself 

Second day at noon I come in from the 
ploY, 

/otY dearest vife, is my dinner ready nov. 

Get out of here your dirty thief, 
If you want any dinner you can cook it 

yourself. 

I got my knife and vent out to the bam, 
I cut me a hickory as long as my arm. 

I took my limb and I vent back, 
Around her back I nade it crack. 

I'll tell my father and all of my kin, 
You vhupped me vith a hickory limb. 

You can tell your father and all your 
kin 

I vhupped you once and I'll whup you 
again. 

SIDE II, Band 4: LORD RAl;nA.LL 
(Child #12) 

Oh vr.ere have you been, Lord Randall my 
son, 

Oh vhere have you been, my handsome 
young one? 

I've been to the vildvood, mother make 
my bed soon 

For I'm veary vi th hunting and I rain 
vould lie clovn. 

Where did you get dinner, Lord Randall 
m::t son, 

Where did you get dinner, my handsome 
young man? 

I dined wi th my true love, mother JIItJte 
my bed soon, 

For I'm Yeary vi th bunting and I rain 
vould lie dovn. 

What did you eat for your dinner, Lord 
Randall my son, 

What did you eat for your dinner, my 
handsome young nan? 

I had eels boiled in broth, mther 
m&oke my bed soon, 



Fer I'm weary vith hunting and I fain 
vould lie down. 

What's become of your bloodhounds, Lord 
Randall my son, 

What's become of your bloodhounds, my 
romis"me young man? 

Oh they svelled and they died, mother 
!IIIlke my bed soon, 

For I'm weary vi th hunting and I fain 
vould lie down. 

Oh I fear you are poisoned, Lord Randall 
my son, 

I fear you are poisoned, my handsome 
young man. 

Oh yes I am poisoned, mother make my 
bed soon, 

For I'm sick at my heart and I fain 
vould lie down. 

What vill you leave your old father, 
Lord Randall my son, 

What vill you leave your father, my 
handsome young man? 

MY castle and land, mother make my bed 
soon, 

For I'm sick at my heart and I fain 
vould lie down. 

What'll you leave your old mother, Lord 
Randall my son, 

Wha t 'll. you leave your old mother, my 
handsome young man? 

MY gold and my silver, mother !IIIlke my 
bed soon, 

For I'm sick at my heart and I fain 
vould lie .down. 

Wbat'll you leave your own true love, 
Lord Randall my Bon, 

Wha t '11 you leave your own true love, 
my handsome young man? 

Oh I'll leave her hell fire, mother 
!IIIlke my bed soon, 

For it's nov I am dying and I got to 
lie down. 

SIDE II, Band 5: LI'ITLE MCSGRA'IE 
(Child #81) 

One day,. one day, one fine hollyday, 
As many there be in the year, 
We all vent down to the old church 

house 
Some clorious ""rds to hear. 

We all went down to the old 
church house 

Some Glorious vords to hear. 

Little Musgrave stood by the old 
church door, 

The priest vas at private DIlSS, 

But he had more mind of the fair 
vor.>en 

Then he had for Our Lady's grace. 
But etc. 

The first come vas a-clad in green, 
The next vas a-clad in pail, 
And then come in Lord Amel's vife, 
She's the fairest one of them all, 

And then etc. 

She cast an eye on Littl~ Mus£;rave, 
As bright as the suacer sun, 
And then bethought this little 

Husgrave, 
This lady's heart have I von, 

Oh then etc. 

Quoth uhe, I have loved tr~e, Little 
Mus(;r&ve, 

Full lone and .... ny a day. 
Quoth he, I have loved you, fair 

lady, 
Yet never one vord durst I say, 

Quoth he e£c. 

I have a bover at the Bucklesfordberry, 
It's dainty and it's nice, 
If you'll go in a-thither, Illy little 

~!USGl"ave , 
You can sleep in Illy arms all night, 

If you etc. 

I cannot go in a-thither, said little 
/orus(;r&ve, 

I cannot for my life, 
For I knov by the rings on your li ttle 

fingers, 
You are Lord Arnol's vife, 

For I etc. 

But if am Lord Arnol' s vife, 
Lord Arnol he is not home, 
He is gone unto the academie 
Some language for to learn, 

He is etc. 

Quoth he, I thank you, fair lady, 
For this kindness you shov to me, 
And vhether it be to my weal or my vee 
This night I vill lodge vith thee, 

And vhether etc. 

All this vas heard by a little footpage, 
By his lady's coach as he ran, 
Says he, I 8J:l my lady's footpage, 
1 vill be Lord Arnol's man, 

Says he etc. 

Then he cast off his hose and shoes, 
Set down his feet and he run, 
And vhere the bridges were broken down, 
He smote his breast and he sYUm, 

And vhere etc. 

Avake, avake nov, Lord Arnol, 
As thou art a man of life, 
Little ~rusgrave is at the Bueklesford

berry 
Along vi th your vedded vife, 

Little ""sgrave etc. 

If this be true, my little footpage, 
This thing thou tellest to me, 
Then all the land in the Bucklesford

berry 
I freely vill give it to thee, 

Then all etc. 

But if it be a lie, thou little 
footpnge, 

This thine thou tellest to me, 
On the highest tree in the Bucl~esford

berry 
It's a-hanged thou shall't be 

On the etc. 

He called up his merry men all, 
COJ:le Sllddle to me my steed, 
This nicht 1 am avay to the Buckles

fordberrJ 
For I never had creater need 

This night etc. 

Sol:le men they vhistled and some they 
sunG, 

And some of them did say, 
Whenever Loru Arnol's horn doth blov, 
Avay, Huocrave, avay, 

Whenev~r Lord etc. 

I think 
1 thini< 
1 think 

heal' the noisey cock, 
hear the ~ay, 

hear Lord Arnol's horn: 
Avay, !.1Usouve, avay, 

I think etc. 

Lie still, lie still, my little 
~1UsCrave, 

Lie still vith me till morn, 
Tis bl't "". father's shepherd boy 
A-callin' his sheep with t~s horn, 

It is I:I;}' etc. 

He hugged her up all in his antS 
And soon they fell asleep, 
And vhen they avoke at ear-lie dawn 
Lord Arnol stood at the bedfeet, 

And vhen etc. 
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Oh hoy do you lIke my coverlid, 
Oh hoy do you like my sheet? 
Oh hov do you like my fair Indy 
Who lies in your arms so sveet, 

Oh hoy etc. 

Oh I like your hD.ndsome coverlid, 
Likevise your silken sheet, 
But best of all your fair lady 
Who lies in my anns so sveet, 

But best etc. 

Arise, arise nov, Little ~tuserave, 
And dre5S soon as you can; 
I t shall not be said in my countree 
I killed a naked man, 

It shall etc. 

1 ""nnot arise, said Little Mllscravc, 
I cannot for my life, 
For you have got tvc broadsvords by 

your side 
And I have got nary a knife, 

For you've etc. 

I have tvo SV<lrds down by my side, 
They both sveet and clear, 
You take the best, I'll keep the 

verst, 
Let's end this matter here, 

You take etc. 

The first stroke that Little ~sgrave 
struck, 

He vounded Lord Arnol full sore; 
The first stroke that Lord Arnol 

struck 
Musgrave lay dead in his bore, 

The first etc. 

Then up and spoke this fair lady, 
In bed vhere as she lay, 
Although you are dead, my little 

~sgrave, 

Yet for your sake vill I pray, 
Al though you etc. 

Lord Arnol stepped up to the bedside 
Whereon these lovers bad lain, 
He took his svord in his right band 
And split her head in tvain, 

He took etc. 

~ ......... a.A ~ ... 
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