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THE UNQUIET GRAVE 
and 

Other American Tragic Ballads 

Sung by Andrew Rowan Summers 

ANDREW R(){IAN SLt.t.ERS I SANA T I VE V I RG I N I AN, 
NOW LIVING IN NEW YORK. AfTER STUDYING UUSIC 
AND VOICE AT THE UNIVERSITY Of VIRGINIA 
(WHERE HE TOOK A DEGREE IN LAW) HE RETURNED 
TO HIS NATIVE TOWN IN THE HIGHLANDS -- CLOSE 
BY TO 80ME Of THE BEST fOLK MUSIC AND fOLK 
SINGING IN THE WORLD -- TO PRACTICE LAW AND 
SING. HE SPENT A DECADE IN SEARCHING OUT 
fOLK SINGERS, fOLK SONGS, AND INSTRUMENTS. 
HE WAS ESPECIALLY INTERESTED IN THE VERY OLD 
SINGERS AND PLAYER8, fOR THEY, HE fELT, WOULD 
KNOW BElT THAT WHICH HE WISHED TO KNOW. HE 
TOOK AN ACTIVE PART IN THE WHITE TOP fOLK 
fESTIVAL, WHICH DREW SINGERS, DANCERS, AND 
IN8TRUMENTALI8T8 fROU fiVE OR SIX STATES IN 
THE 80UTHERN APPALACHIAN REGION. IT WAI AT 
ONE Of THESE fESTIVALS THAT MR. SUUUERS HEARD 
HIS fiRST DULCIMER, PLAYED BY AN OLD GENTLE­
MAN IN HI8 EIGHTIE8, 80 fEEBLE AND WEAK THAT 
HE COULD NOT PARTICIPATE IN THE fESTIVAL. 
THIS SAME OLD fELLOW WILLED MR. SUMMERI HII 
INSTRUMENT WHEN HE DIED TWO YEARS LATER. IT 
18 BELIEVED THAT MR. SUMMERS HAS PERfECTED 
THE NEAREST THING TO TRADITIONAL DULCIUER­
PLAYING HANDED DOWN fROM GENERATIONS PAST. 



THE UNQUIET GRAVE (COlD BLOWS THE WIND) 
[IONIAN "'ODE] 

ONE Of THE MOBT TRAGIC Of THE ANCIENT 
BALLADS. THE WORDS or THE SIXTH STANZA RE­
fER TO THE ANCIENT BELIEf THAT A BETROTHED 
UAIDEN WAS PLEDGED TO HIM AFTER HIS DEATH 
AND 'lUST fOLLOW HIM INTO THE SPIRIT W~LD 
UNLESS SHE COULD PERfORM CERTAIN TASKS AND 
ANswER CERTAIN RIDDLES. IN THIS BALLAD THE 
MAIDEN IS THE ONE WHO LIES IN THE GRAVE AND 
PROPOUNDS THE TASKS. 

COLD BLOWS THE WI ND TO MY TRUE LOVE, 
AND GENTLY DROPS THE RAIN; 
I NEYER HAD BUT ONE TRUE LOVE 
AND IN GREENWOOD IHE LIES SLAIN. 

I'LL DO AS MUCH FOR PAY TRUE LOVE 
AS ANY YOUNG MAN MAY; 
I'LL SIT AND MOURN ALL ON HER GRAYE, 
fOR A TWELYE-MONTH AND A DAY. 

WHEN THE TWELYE-MONTH AND ONE DAY WAS 
PAST 

THE GHOST BEGAN TO SPEAK: 
"WHY SI TTEST HERE ALL ON lAY GRAVE 
AND WI LL NOT LET ME SLEEP?" 

MY BREAST IT IS AS COLD AS CLAY, 
MY BREATH IS EA~THLY STRONG; 
AND IF YOU KISS MY COLD CLAY LIPS 
YOUR DAYS THEY WON ' T BE LONG. 

GO fETCH ME WATER FROM THE DESERT; 
AND BLOOD fROM OUT Of A STONE, 
GO FETCH ME MILK fROM A fAIR MAIDEN'S 

BREAST 
THAT A YOUNG MAN NEVER HAD KNOWN. 

o DOWN IN YONDER GRAVE SWEETHEART, 
WHERE WE wERE WANT TO WALK, 
T~E FIRST fLOWER THAT EYER I SAW 
IS WITHERED TO A STALK. 

WHEN SHALL WE VEET AGAIN SWEETH~ART, 
WHEN SHALL WE MEET AGAIN? 
WHEN THE OAKEN LEAVES THAT rALL FROV 

THE TREES 
ARE GREEN, AND SPRING UP AGAIN. 

THE STALK IS WITHERED AND DEAD, 
SWEETHEART, 

AND THE· flOWER WI LL ~IEVER RETURN. 
AND SINCE I LOBT MY OWN TRU LOVE 
WHAT CAtI I DO BUT MOUR~J? 

SEA~ I 00 F(R LAt.8S 
[DORIAN MODE] 

THI8 SONG WITH ITS VERY INTERESTING MOOAL 
TUNE AND EXQUISITE WORDS IS CONSIDERED BY 
MANY MUS I COLOG ISTS TO BE A PERF'ECT EXAMPLE 
OF A FOLK SONG. 

A8 I WENT OUT ONE MAY tAORm NG, 
ONE MAY MORNING BETIME; 
I MET A MAID, FROM HOWE HAD STRAy'D 
~UST AS THE SUN DID SHINE. 

WHAT MAKES YOU RISE SO SOON MY DEAR, 
YOUR ~OURNEY TO rURSUE? 
YOUR PRETTY LITTLE fEET, THEY TREAD SO 

SWEET, 
STRIKE OfF' THE MORNING DEW. 
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I 'll GOI NG TO rEED MY rATHER'S rLOCKS, 
HIS YOUNG AND TENDER LAUBI, 
THAT OVER HILLS AND OYER DALES 
LIE WAITING rOR THEIR DAMS. 

o STAY, 0 STAY, YOU HANDSOME MAID, 
AND REST A MOMENT HERE, 
FOR THERE IS NONE BUT THEE ALONE, 
THAT I DO LOVE SO DEAR. 

HOW GLORIOUSLY THE SUN DOTH SHINE, 
HOW PLEA8ANT IS THE AIR. 
I'D RATHER REST ON A TRUE LOVE'S BREABT 
THAN ANY OTHER WHERE. 

fOR I AM THINE, AND THOU ART VINE, 
NO .AAN SHALL UNCOMfORT THEE-
WE'LL ~OIN OUR HANDI IN WEDDED BANDI, 
AND MARRIED WE WILL BE. 

ffiETTY SALLY 
[I ONI AN M(J)E] 

THIS BALLAD IS KNOWN AND SUNG BOTH IN ENGLAND 
AND Al£RICA AND ITS MAIN THEME IS STATED IN 
THE OLD BALLAD "BLQIIf AWAY THE DEW" (8EE 
ALBUM FP 21 "SEEDS Of LOVE"); 

"AND IF YOU WILL NOT WHEN YOU MAY, 
YOU MAY NOT WHEN YOU WOULD". 

THE DANCING ON THE GRAVE, REfERRED TO IN 
THE TEXT, IS A VERY ANCIENT FOLK CUSTOM or 
DANC I NG ON THE GRAVE Of A DECEAIED LOVED 
ONE AS AN EXPRESSION OF REIPECT AND DEEP 
GRIEf. THIS SAUE IDEA IS CLEARLY SET FORTH 
IN THE SECOND STANZA or "THE UNQUIET GRAYE" 
(SEE ABOVE). THE TUNE IS OLDER THAN THE 
WORDS AND WAS HEARD AT WHITE TOP MOUNTAIN, 
VIRGINIA. THE TUNE IS WIDELY KNQllfN, AND 
THOMAS MOORE'S LOVELY SONG "EVELYN'S BOWER" 
WAS WRITTEN TO BE SUNG TO IT. ONE YARIA­
TION Of THE TUNE .APPEARS IN AN OLD SHAPE­
NOTE HYMNAL, WITH SACRED WORDS. (SEE "HYUNS 
AND CAROLS" ALBUM FP 56). 

THERE WAS A RICH LADY, FROV LONDON SHE 
CAUE; 

SHE CALLED HERSELF SALLY, PRETTY SALLY 
BY NAIIE. 

HER WEALTH IT WAS MORE THAN THE KING HE 
POSSESSED, 

HER BEAUTY WAS MORE THAN HER WEALTH AT 
THE BEST. 

THERE WAS A YOUNG DOCTOR, WAS LIVING 
HARD BY, 

WHO ON THIS fAIR DAUSEL IN LOVE CAST 
H II EYE. 

HE COURTED HER NIGHTLY FOR A YEAR AND A 
DAY, 

BUT STILLSHE RErUSED HIM AND EVER SAID 
SAY NAY. 

"0 SALLY, DEAR lALLY, 0 SALLY" lAID HE, 
nO TELL ME THE REASON OUR LOVE CAN'T 

AGREE-
YOUR CRUEL UNKINDNES8 MY RUIN WILL PROYE, 
UNLESS ALL YOUR HATRED SHALL TURN INTO 

LOVE. " 

"NO HATRED I BEAR YOU, NOR NO OTHER MAN, 
BUT TRULY TO rANCY YOU I NEYER CAN­
GIVE OVER YOUR COURTING, I PRAY YOU BE 

STILL 
FOR YOU I'LL NE'ER MARRY Of MY OWN FREE 

WILL." 

'TWAS SOON AFTER THIS, ERE A YEAR HAD 
PASSED BY, 

PRETTY SALLY GREW SICK AND SHE THOUGHT SHE 
WOULD DIE. 



SHE TANGLED WAS IN LOVE, AND HERSELr DID 

4CCUSE, 
SO SENT rOR THE DOCTOR SHE ONCE DID REruSE. 

nO All THE DOCTOR WHOSE SK ILL YOO WOOLD 

TRY? 

OR All THE YOONG MAN YOO ONCE DID DENY?" 

"YES, YOO ARE THE DOCTOR, CAN KILL OR 

CAN CURE, 
UNLESS YOU WILL HE " P lIE I'll DYING I'll 

SURE." 

"0 SALLY, DEAR lALLY, 0 SALLY" SAID HE, 
"0, DON'T YOO REMEMBER HOW YOU SLIGHTED lIE? 
YOU TREATED ME LIGHTLY, MY LOVE YOU DID 

SCORN, 
SO NOW YOO UUIT SurrER rOR THINGS PAST 

AND GONE." 

"I r THEY ARE PAIT AND GONE, LOVE, rORGET 

AND rORGIVE, 
~ND SurrER ME LONGER IN THIS WORLD TO LIVE." 

I NEVER CAN rORGIVE YOO UNTIL MY DYING DAY, 

BUT ON YOUR GRAVE I'LL DANCE WHEN YOU'RE 

LAID IN COLD CLAY." 

SHE PULLED rROY HER riNGERS, THEN, DIAMOND 

RINGS THREE, 
IIAY I NG "TAKE THESE AND WEAR THEM WH ILE 

DANCING ON LIE. 
I rREELY rORGIVE YOO, THOUGH ME YOO DISDAIN~ 

AND 110 I MUIIT LEAVE YOU IN SORROW AND PAIN. 

~E TRUE LOVER'S FAREWELL 
[DOR IAN "ODE) 

THIS OLD SONG •• , THE TYPE WHICH ROBERT BURN' 
USED AS A MODEL I N MANY Of H IS VERSES AND 
SONGS. ONE OR TWO Of THE TRADITIONAL VERSEI 
Of THIS SONG ARE INCLUDED IN AN AYERICAN BUR­
LESQUE SONG ABOUT THE MIDDLE Of THE LAn CE .... 
TURY. THE SONG IS CLOSELY RELATED TO "THE 
TURTLE DOVE ". 

0, fARE YOU WELL, I UUST BE GONE 
AND LEAVE YOU fOR AWH I LE. 
BUT WHEREVER I GO I WI Ll RETURN, 
THOUGH I GO TEN THOUSAND MI LE MY DEAP. 

TEN THOUSAND MI LE, I TIS SO fAR, 
TO LEAVE ME HERE ALONE-
WHILST I MAY LIE, LAMENT AND CRY, 
AND YOU WILL NOT ~EAR MY MOAN, IoIY DEAR. 

THE CROll THAT I S SO BLACK MY DEAR, 
SHALL CHANGE H'S COLOUR WHITE. 
AND I r EvER I ~OVE fALSE TO THEE, 
THE nAY SHALL TURN TO NIGHT. 

a DON'T YOU SEE THAT 0.11 LKWH I TE DOVE, 
A-SlTTIN' 0 rl YONDER TREE, 
LAIoIENT I NG fOR HIS OWN TRU LOVE 
A' I LAMENT fOR THEE? 

THE RIVERS NEVER WILL RUN DRY 
NOR ROCKS MELT 
AND I'LL NEVER 

'TI L ALL THESE 

~E CRUEL BR<JT1-'ER 
[IC>NIAN MODE] 

WITH THE SUN, 

~OVE fALSE TO 
I LOVE 

THINGS BE DONE, 

THE GIRL 

NY DEAR. 

THIS TRAGIC BALLAD, WITH ITS HAUNTING RE­
fRA" I ~ SUM THROUGHOUT THE SOUTHERN 
APPALACH I ANS. I T I! EASY TO SEE THE REASOH 
WHY I T HAS SUCH A HOLD ON THE PEOPLE - THE 
rt GURE or THE SISTER, DREUED r~ HER WED­
DI ~G ONLY TO BE IIURD.RED BY HER BROTHER. 
THE QUEST I ONS AND ANSWERS I ~ THE CLOSI NG 
STA NZAS Of THE BALLAD CALL TO MI ND "LORD 
RENDAL ff. 

THERE'. THREE fAIR IIAIDS WENT OUT TO 
PLAY AT BALL, 

I - 0 THE LI LLY GAY-
THERE'S THREE LANDLORDS COLlE COURT THEil 

All, 
AND THE ROlE IYELLS SO IWEET I KNOW. 
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THE '1 RIT LANDLORD WAS DREaaOl IN ILUE 
HE 41KOI HII MAID TO IE HII TRUE. 

THE IECOICI L4NDLOI\I) WAS DRUIED I N GREEN 
HE ASKED HII IIAID TO IE Hla qUEEN. 

THE THIRD L4NDLORD WAI DRESSED IN WHITE, 
HE AlKOl HII IIAID TO BE Hla WifE. 

IT 'I YOU IIAY AaK IIY OLD fATHER DEAR 
AND YOU IlAY ASK IIY IIOTHER, TOO. 

IT'I I HAVE ASKED YOUR OLD fATHER DEAR, 
AND I HAYE ASKED YOUR WOTHER, TOO. 

YOUR IIITER ANNE, I AI KED HER NOT, 
AND YOUR 8ROTHER ~OHN, - HIli I fORGOT. 

HER OLD fATHER DEAR WAS TO HELP HER TO 
THE YARD, 

HER MOTHER, TOO, WAS TO HELP HER TO THE 
STEP, 

HER BROTHER ~OHN WAS TO HELP HER UP, 
AS HE HELPED HER UP HE aTABBED HER DEEP. 

GO CARRY L!E OUT ON YON' GREEN '<ILL, 
AND LAY lIE THERE 10 I IIAY BLEED. 

GO HAUL lIE UP ON YON' HIGH HILL, 
AND LAY lIE THERE WH I LE I MAKE MY WI LL. 

It'. WHAT Will YOU Will TO YOUR OLD 
rATHER DEAR? 

THEIE HOUSEl AND LANDS THAT I HAYE HERE. 

IT'S WHAT WILL YOU WILL TO YOUR OLD 
MOTHER, TOO? 

THESE BLOODY CLOTHEI THAT I DO WEAR. 

GO TELL HER TO TAKE THEil TO YONDERI 
STREAM, 

fOR I.IT HEART'I ILOOD " IN EVERY IEAII. 

OH WHAT WI LL YOU LUYE TO YOUR IISlER 
ANNE? 

lit NE. GOLD RING AND lIT SILVER fAN. 

AND WHAT WI LL YOU LEAYE TO YOUR BROTHER 
~OHN? 

A ROPE AND A GALLOIII TO HANG H III UPON. 

GECRlIE 
[DOF I AN MODE) 

CtiIL~ GIVES ~lANY VERSICMS AND EXTENSIVE 

NOTES ON THill BALLAD. IT IS MORE THAN 

POSSIBLE THAT IT RECOUNTS THe INCIDENTS or 

4N ACTUAL HAPPENING, SINCE MANY EARLY 

COLLECTIONS, THOUGH NOT AGREEING, STATE THAT 
THE BALLAD RECOUNTS FACTII. KINLOCH IN HIli 
~NC'HIT ~COTTIIIH BAI.LApS AGREES THAT "GEORDIE 

GE~DIE I'IAS GE~GE GORDON, EARL or HUNTLY, 
A~ID THAT THE INCIDENT RELATED IN THE BALLAD 
"~I(lINATED IN THE FACTIONS OF" THE rAMILY 
OF HUNTLY, DURING THE REIGN or QUEEN MARY". 

GO BRIDLE ME 'K'I MIL~9!HITE STEED, 
GO BR IDLE ME MY PONY, 

f~ I MUST RIDE TO rAIR LONDON TOWN, 
TO PL~AD fOR THE L I FE or GEORDI E. 

A~m WHEN SHE ENTERED IN THE HALL, 

THERE WERE LORDS AND LADIES PLENTY, 

DOWN ON HER KIV EES SHE THEN DID . rUL, 
TO PLEAD FOR THE LirE or GEORDIE. 

IT's SIX LITTLE BABES THAT I HAVE GOT, 

THE SEVENTH LIES IN MY BODY, 

I'LL FREELY PART WITH THEM EVERYONE, 

IF YOU'LL SPARE ME THE LirE or GEORDIE. 

THEN GE~DIE LOOKED AROUND THE COURT, 
AND SAW HIS DEAREST POLLY -

HE SAID - "MY DEAR, YOU'VE COME TOO LATE, 
r~ I'M CONDEMNED ALREADY." 



THE .JUDGE "E LOOKED DOWN ON HIM, 
AND SAID "11M SORRY fOR THEE. 
ITIS THINE OWN CONfESSION HATH ~ANGED THEE. 
MAY THE LORD HAVE MERCY ON THEE." 

o GEORDIE ITOLE NOR COW NOR CALF, 
AND HE NEVER MURDERED ANY -
BUT HE STOLE SIXTEEN OF THE ~INGII WHITE 

STEEDS, 
AND 80LD THEM IN BOHENY. 

LET GEORDIE HANG IN GOLDE~ CHAINS, 
(HIS CRIMES WERE NEVER MANY) -
BECAUSE HE C0ME8 Of ROYAL BLOOD, 
AND COURTED A VIRTUOU8 LADY. 

I WISH I WAI ' IN YONDE~ GROVE, 
WHERE TIMES I HAVE BEEN MANY -
WITH MY BROAD SWORD AND MY PISTOL TOO, 
liD fIGHT FOR THE LifE OF GEORDIE. 

AT ll1E Fear OF YOOERS '-O.MA IN 
[IONIAN MODE] 

THII SONG IS WIDELY ' KNOWN AND SUNG IN 
VIRGINIA. THE DIRECT SWPLICITY Of THE 
VERSES, WITH THEIR WARMTH AND LACK OF Af­
fECTATION, DEMONSTRATE THE 8ENSITIVITY AND 
POLISH TO WHICH FOLK-POETRY CAN ATTAIN. 

AT THE fOOT OF YONDERS MOUNTAIN THERE 
RUN8 A CLEAR STREAM, 

AT THE FOOT OF YONDERS MOUNTAIN THERE 
LIVES A fAIR QUEEN. 

IHEII HANDIOME, SHE'I PROPER, AND HER 
WAYS THEY ARE fEAT. 

I AIK NO BETTER PASTIIAE THAN TO BE WI TH 
MY IWEET. 

NOW WHY IHE WONIT HAVE ME WELL UNDER­
ITAND -

SHE WANT8 A fREEHOLDER, AND I HAVE NO 
LAND. 

YET I CAN MAINTAIN HER ON 81LVER AND 
GOLD, 

AND AI MANY OTHER fiNE THINGS AS MY 
LOVEIS HOUSE CAN HOLD. 

I WISH I WERE A CLARK AND COULD WRITE 
A F"I NE HAND -

liD WRITE HER A LETTER FROM THIS DIS­
TANT LAND. 

liD lEND IT BY THE WATER, .JUST FOR TO 
LET HER KNOW, 

THINK Of PRETTY MARY WHEREVER I GO. 

WISH I WERE A LARK WITH SWIfT WINGS, 
AND COULD FLY -

ITII TO MY LOVEll WINDOW THIS NIGHT I'D 
DRAW NIGH -

I'D SIT IN THAT WINDOW ALL NIGHT LONG, 
AND CRY -

THAT FOR LOVE OF PRETTY MARY I GLADLY 
WOULD DIE. 

ll-IE HOOSE CAR~NTER 
(DORIAN MooE) 

IN 18TH CENTURY ENGLAND AND SCOTLAND THIS 
GREAT BALLAD WAS KNOIIN AS "THE DAEMON 
LOVER". IN AMERICA IT IS WIDELY DISTRIBU­
TED AND SUNG, BUT THE SUPERNATURAL QUALLTY 
or THE ORIGINAL SCOTTISH AND ENGLlaH VER­
SIONS HAS DISAPPEARED ALMOST COMPLETELY. 
THE UNUSUAL AND HAUNTING MELODY or THE 
PRESENT VERSION IS PERFECTLY SUITED TO THE 
TEXT. 
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WELL MET, WELL MET TRUE LOVE, HE SAID 
WELL MET, WELL MET, SAID HE -
liVE JUST RETURNED fROM THE SALT, SALT SEA, 
AND ITIS ALL fOR THE LOVE Of THEE. 

0, I COULD HAVE MARRIED THE ~INGIS DAUGHTER 
DEAR, 

FOR SHE WOULD HAVE MARRIED ME, 
BUT I REFUSED HER CROWN Of GOLD, 
AND ITIS ALL fOR THE LOVE Of THEE. 

If YOU COULD HAVE MARRIED THE ~INGIS 
DAUGHTER DEAR, 

I'M SURE YOU ARE TO BLAME -
fOR I HAVE MARRIED A HOUSE CARPENTER, 
AND I THINK HIM A NICE YOUNG MAN. 

If YOU'LL fORSAKE YOUR HOUSE CARPENTER, 
AND GO ALONG WITH ME, 
I'LL TAKE YOU WHERE THE GRASS GROWS GREEN 
ON THE BANKS OF ITALIE. 

I f I fORSAKE MY HOUSE CARPENTER, 
AND GO ALONG WITH THEE •••• 
WHAT HAVE YOU GOT TO KEEP ME UPON 
AND KEEP ME fROM SLAVERY? 

I'VE SIX SHIPS A-SAILING THE SALT, SALT SEA, 
A-SAILING fOR DRY LAND, 
AND A HUNDRED AND TEN BOLD SMLOR MEN, 
SHALL BE AT THY COIAMAND. 

SHE TOOK HER BA~E UPON HER KNEE 
AND KISSES GAVE IT THREE -

. " SAYING ST~Y AT HOME WITH THY fATHER DEAR, 
AND KEEP HIM COMPANY." 

THEY HAD NOT SAILED TWO WEEKS AT SEA, 
11M SURE IT HAD NOT BEEN THREE, 
WHEN SHE THOUGHT OF HER DARLING BABE AT 

HOME 
AND WEPT MOST BITTERLY. 

0, DO YOU WEEP fOR YOUR GOLD, HE SA ID, 
OR DO YOU WEEP fOR YOUR STORE? -
OR DO YOU WEEP fOR YOUR HOUSE CARPENTER, 
THAT YOUILL SEE NEVER MORE? 

I DO NOT WEEP FOR MY GOLD, SHE SAID, 
AMD I DO NOT WEEP fOR MY STORE, 
~T I DO WEEP fOR MY 'DEAR LI TTLE BABE 
THAT I'LL SEE NEVERMORE. 

THEY HAD NOT SAILED THREE WEEKS AT SEA 
11M SURE IT HAD NOT BEEN fOUR -
WHEN THAT GOOD SHIP IT SPRUNG A LEAK 
AND SANK TO RISE NO MORE. 

PRODUCTION DIRECTOR - UOSES ASCH 
RECORDED.BY PETER BARTOK 

OTHER rOLK.Aya RECORDS 
BY ANDREW ROWAN aUIlUERS: 
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