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SIDE ONE

Band 1. Rhododendron

Band 2. The Rich Lady Over The Sea
Band 3. | Will Give My Love An Apple
Band 4. Under The Magnolia

Band 5. The Holly Bears A Berry
Band 6. Rye Whiskey

Band 7. John Barleycarn

Band 8. The Paw-Paw Patch

SIDETWO

Band 1. Watermelon Suite

Band 2. Beans, Bacon And Gravy

Band3. The Seeds Of Love

Band 4. Aiken Drum

Band 5. The Cherry Tree Carol

Band 6. Young ManWho Wouldn't Hoe Corn
Band 7. The Praties They Grow Small

Band 8. Simple Gifts

CLARK JONES—Vocals, Hammered Dulcimer, Banjo,
Mountain Dulcimer and Guitar.

ABOUT THEALBUM

Some of the songs on this Album will make you laugh while others
will evake bittersweet memories. Some will make you want to do an
allemande left and a do-si-do and be child-like again, if only for a few
moments. The hope is that upon hearing the tunes and words of the
different selections you will feel better than you did before playing
the record.

By taking a glance at the song titles you will see that each one
relates in some way to plants — domestic flowers, wildflowe
trees, vegetables, farm products, or foods and beverages obtain
from plants. Together, the songs make up a program that Clark has
performed for the North Carolina Botanical Garden at Chapel Hill
since 1973. These songs have been sung and played for the many
visitars to the Garden, for economic botany final exams at the Univer-
sily, to graduate bioloby students at Mountain Lake, Virginia (the
University of Virginia's Biologlcal Station), and for numerous garden
clubs, schools and historical societies.

The program of songs about plants began shortly after Dr. C.
Ritchie Bell, director of the Garden gan taking guitar lessons from
Clark. Dr. Bell has a great liking for folk sangs and Clark enjoys hiking
and identifying wildflowers so the crossover of mutual interests led
ulitmately to the material on this record album.

This album is a mixture of history, music and botany (the non-
technical brand), and gives us some idea of the many different roles
that plants have played in our culture and lives for generations.

Produced by JOHN R. CRAIG
Recorded at STAR RECORDING COMPANY,
Millers Creek, North Carolina.
Recording and Mixing Engineer: MARSHALL CRAVEN
Mixing: JOHN R. CRAIG
Photography: ANN HAWTHORNE
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Early American Folk Music & Songs
' Clark .Jones
Abeut The Artist

A strong leve of simplicity and genuine home-made music
has led me te listen te, abserb and interpret songs and ballads
ef theusands ef anenymeus singers frem elden times. This leve
for dewn-heme music teek held when I was abeut mime eor tem years
eld in Charlette, Nerth Carelina amd has cemtinued te the presenmnt.

I began my music studies with a ukulele in the late ferties
and "graduated" te the guitar seem after. My Jjob as an editer
fer the U.8., Department of Cemmerce teek me te Washimgtem, D.C,
in the sixties where I was first expesed te the five-strimg bamje,
auteharp, meumntain amnd hammered dulcimers. Ultimately I acquired
2 set of hand-made imstruments which I use teday virtually te the
exclusien ef these made in facteries. These imclude:

Fretless Banje, made by Donald Wilcex ef Ann Arber,
Michigan im 1971.

Meoumtaim dulcimers, eme made by Dr. A.W. Jeffreys of
Staumten, Virginia amd the ether by Kate Luke of
Seaferd, Virginia. ;

Hammered dulcimer and auteharp, beth made by Michael
Auterine ef Memtgomery, New Yerk.

The leme mem-handmade imstrumemt I play is a classical
style guitar made by the Yamaha felks ef Japan.

These imstruments, plus am abumdant number of fime eld
and nmew semngs, have takem me acress Nerth Carelima many times
as well as numereus trips acress the berders. Thanks te being
selected te participate im the Nerth Carelima Visitimg Artist
pregram in 1975, I have been able te share the instruments and
sengs with eity amd ceuntry felk alike.

Side Ome

RHODODENDRON
An erigimal cempesition werked eut em the feur-string
meuntain dulcimer and mamed for ene of the mest spectacular

wildflewers in Nerth Ameriea, particularly in the seuthern
Appalachian Meunmtainms.

THE RICH LADY OVER THE SEA

Ome of several fime ballads abeut the Bestem Tea Party
of December 16, 1773.

I WILL GIVE MY IOVE AN APPLE

A cembimatien of twe eld riddle ballads imte eme gives
us the seng centaimed hereim. Mest peeple will recegnize
the secemd part as that ef "I Gave My Leve A Cherry". The
mimner key gives the ballad a hauntimg effeet.

LIBRARY
UNIVERSITY OF ALBERTA

UNDER THE MAGNOLTA

Anether erigimal by Clark which pays tribute te a huge
magnelia tree umder which he perfermed as resideat musician
at the Cape Leekeut Natiemal Seashere im Beaufert, N, C. in
the summer of 1978.

THE HOLLY BEARS A BERRY

This fine Christmas carel is related te the mere well-
knewn "The Helly Amd The Ivy". Of anciemt amcestry, it canm
be feumd in the versien here recerded in Australia, England
and the United States.

The mallets used em this selectien were the imventiom
ef Clark amd give a seft, bell-like chime effect te the eld
carel. After a few tries, Clark feumd that the eardbeard
cylinder frem a ceathamnger, cut in half and wrapped with
weel gave him the desired effect.

RYE WHISKEY

A humersus eld-time meledy well suited fer the fretleas
banje simee there are ne frets te get im the way ef the bent
and slurred netes which are meces=ary te the interpretatien
of this seng.

JOHN BARLEYCORN

Altheugh the erigim ef this ballad is unclear, it was
i:inted during the reign ef James I and widely sung threugheut
gland and Scetland.

THE PAW-PAW PATCH

Anether of the "umknewn erigin" meledies, this playful
seng has been hamded dewn threugh many gemeratiems and is
perfermed in 2 playful amd child-like mamner,

Side Twe
WATERMELON SUITE

A medley of three eld-time faverites whieh have beea
played and sumrg by mest every strimg bamd areumd. As with
many eld time faverites they reflect the happenings and
theughts ef day te day events ef the meuntain felk where
these semgs have their erigim. The selectiems heard are
"Watermelen Hamgin' On The Vime", "Bile Them Cabbage Dewn",
and "Meumtaia Dew". g

BEANS, BACON AND GRAVY

Eve» theugh times were eftem hard, as depicted in this
humereus Uallad, man has feund that te simg and laugh abeut
his preblems cam bring seme jeoy te an etherwise desperate
situatien. Yeu may hear seme similarity between this seng
and the felk ballad "Jesse James".

THE SEEDS OF IOVE

This delicate, remantic ballad was learned frem the
late Andrew Rewan éu-ers, a Virginia lawyer and lever eof




the meumntain dulcimer which he played. Summers belisved
that the werds were written by a Mrs. Flestwesed Habergam
in the late 1600s.

ATKEN DRUM

A "musical game" seng fer yeung and eld childrem alike.
Children especially like this seng because they can partici-
pate by callinz esut names ef their faverite feed. On this
recerding Clark has stuck te fruits and vegetables te painmt
his musical picture ef "Aiken Drum".

THE CHERRY TREE CARCL

This ancient legend eof Jeseph smnd Mary has been areund
fer quite seme time and there are several versiens. The ene
heard here is a cempesite of many heard ever the years frem
seuthern singers. Clark again uses his ewn special set eof
seft hammers te achieve the seft, bell-like seund en the
hammered dulcimer.

YOUNRG MAN WHC WOULDN'T HOE CORN

In the early days ef this ceuntry a man was Judged by
the creps he was able te raise, particularly cera. As this
bit eof cemic fictiom says, if yeu dem't hee the cern crep,
better met ask the girl te marry.

THE PRATIES THEY GROW SMALL

This semg, im just a few shert verses, brings te mind the
pain and sgemy suffered by the Irish durimg the petate famine in
the 1840s. Simging the seng unaccempanied emhamces the sense
of deselatien and futility.

SIMPLE GIFTS

This eld Shaker meledy was widely sung in the United
States during the 1240s and afterwards. Numereus mederm-day
felk musicians have recerded the seng and it appears in at
least ene well kamewn classical werk. It is a reminder te us
all ef the benefits and pleasures eof the simple life.

THE RICH LADY OVER THE SEA

There was a rich lady lived ever the sea,
And she was an island queen.

Her daughter lived eff im the new ceuntry
With an ecean eof water between,

With an ecean ef water between.

The old lady's peckets wers filled with geld,
Yet mever centemted was she.

Se she erdered her daughter te pay her a tax
Of thruppemnce a peumd on the tea,

Of thruppemnce a peund en the tea.

"Oh, mether, dear mether', the daughter replied,
"I'll net de this thing that yeu ask.

"I'm willing te pay a fair price en the tesa,
"But never the thruppemy tax,

"Ne, never the thruppeny tax."

"Yeu
"Fer
n And

shall!" cried the mether and reddemed with rage,
you're my ewn daughter yeu see."
it's enly preper that daughter sheuld pay

"Her mether a tax on the tea,
"Her mether a tax on the tea."

She

erdered her servant to be called up

Te wrap up a package eof tea.

And

eager fer thruppence a peund she put in

Eneugh fer a large family,
Enough fer a large family.

The
All
But

tea was cenveyed te her daughter's ewn deor,
dewn by the eceanside,
the beuncing girl peured eut every peund

Cn the dark and the beiling tide,
On the dark and the beiling tide.

And

"Oh,

then she called eut te the island
mether, dear mether," called she,

queen,

“Your tea you may have when 'tis steeped eneugh,
"But never a tax frem me,
"Ne, never a tax frem me."

I WILL GIVE MY LOVE AN APPLE

I will give my love
I will give my love
I will give my love
That she may unlock

How
How
dow

an apple without e'er a core,
a dwelling wilthout e'er a door,
a palace wherein she may be

it without a'er a key.

can there be an apple wlthout e'er a core?
can tnere be a dwelling witnout e'er a door?
can there be a palace whereln she may be?

That she may unlock 1t wilthout e'er a key?

My head is an apple without e'sr a cors.
My mind is a dwelling without e'er a door.
My heart is a palace whereln she may be,
That she may unlock It without e'er a key.

1 gave my love a cherry that has no stone.
I gave my love a chicken that has no bone.
I gave my love a rlng tnat has no end,

And

How
How
How
How

A cherry when
A chlcken when it's peepin’

I gave my love a baby with no cryin'.
be a
be a
bes a
be a

can there
can there
can there
can there

cherry that nas no stone?
chicken that has no bone?
ring that has no end?
baby wl th no eryin'®
it's bloomin'% it has no atone.
it has no bone.

A ring when it's rollin’, i£ has no end.

And

THE

a baby when 1t's sleepin', has no cryin'.

HOLLY BEARS A BERRY

Ch,
And
And
And

And

the holly bears a berry as white as the milk,
Mary bore Jesus, all wrapped up in silk.

Mary bore Jesus, our Savior for to be.

the first tree in the greenwood, it was the holly,
holly, holly,

the first tree in the greenwood, 1t was the holly.



Oh, the holly bears a berry, as green as the grass,

And Mary bore Jesus, who died on the cross.

And Mary bore Jesus, our Savior for to be.

And the first tree in the greenwood, it was the holly,
holly, holly,

And the first tree in the greenwood, it was the holly.

Oh, the holly bears a berry, as red as the blood,

And Mary bore Jesus, who died in our stead.

And Mary bore Jesus, our Savior for to be.

And the first tree in the greenwood, it was the holly,
holly, holly,

And the first tree in the greenwood, it was the holly.

Oh, the holly bears a berry, as black as the coal,

And Mary bore Jesus, who died for us all,

And Mary bore Jesus, our Savior for to be.

And the first tree in the greenwood, it was the holly,
holly, holly,

And the first tree in the greenwood, it was the holly.

RYE WHISEEY

'Way up on Clinch Mountain, I wandered alone,

I'm drunk as the devil and a long ways from home.
I'11 eat when I'm hungry and drink when I'm dry,
If a tree don't fall on me, I'll live 'till I die.

Jack o' diamonds, Jack o' diamonds, I knowed you of old,
You robbed my poor pockets of silver and gold.

Rye Whiskey, oh, rye whiskey, rye whiskey I cry,

If you don't gimme' rye whiskey, I surely will die.

If the ocean was whiskey and I was a duck,

I'd dive to the bottom and drink my way up.

But the ocean ain't whiskey and I ain't a duck,

So we'll round up the cattle and then we'll get drunk.

Your parents don't like me, they say I'm too poor,
They say I'm not worthy to enter your door.

My foot's in the stirrup, my bridle's in my hand,
"Farewell, my sweet Lulu, I'm a-leavin' this land."”

JOHN BARLEYCORN

There was three men come out of the west,

Thelr fortunes for to try.

And these three men made a solemn vow,

John Barleycorn should die.

They ploughed, they sowed, they harrowed him in,
Throwed clods upon his head,

And these three men made & solemn vow,

John Barleycorn was dead.

Then they let-hlim lie for a very long time
Till the rain from neaven did fall,

Then little Sir John sprung up his nead
And soon amazed them all,

Tney let him stand t1l1l midsummer

Till he looked both pale and wan,

And little Sir John, he growed a long beard
Ana so becams & man.

They hired men witi the scythes sc sharp

To cut him off at the knes.

They rolled him and tled him by the waist
And served him most barbarously.

They hired men with the sharp pitchforks

Who pricked him to the heart,

But the loader ne served him worse than that,
For he bound him to the cart.

They whesled him round and round the field
Ti1ll they came unto a barna,

And there they made & solemn mow

Of poor John Barleycorn.

TheYy hired men with the crab-tree sticks

To cut him skin from bone,

And the miller he served him worse tnan that,
For he ground him between two stones.

Here's little Sir John in a nut-brown bowl
4nd brandy in a glass.

And little Sir John in the nut-brown bowl
Proved the stronger man at last.

And the huntsman he can't hunt the fox

Nor so loudly blow his horn,

And the tinker he can't mend kettles or pots
Without a little of Barleycorn.

BEANS, BACON AND GRAVY

I was born long ago in eighteen ninety-one,

And I've seen many a panic, I will own.

I've been hungry, I've been cold, and now I'm growing old,
But the worst I've seen 1s nineteen thirty-one.

Chorus: Oh, these bsans, bacon, and gravy,
They almost drive me crazy!

I eat them 'til I see tnem in my dreams (in my dreams).
When I wake up in the morning and another day is dawning,

Then I know I'll have another mess of beaas.

We all congregate each morning at the county barn at dawning,
And everyone 1s happy, so it seems.

But when our work 1s dene, we file in one by one

And thanrk the Lord for one more mess of beans.

Chorus.

We have Hooverized en butter, and for milk we've only water,
And I haven't seen a steak in many a day.

As for ples, cakes, and jellies, we substitute sow-bellies
For which we work the county road each day.

Chorus.

If there ever comes a time when I have more than a dime,
They will have to put me under lock and key,

For they've kept me broke aso long, I can only sing this song
Of the workers and their misery.

Chorus.



THE SEEDS OF LOVE

I sowed the seeds of love,

I sowed them in the Springtime.

I gathersed them up in the morning so scon
When the small birds so aweetly sing,
When the small birds so sweetly sing.

My garden was planted well,

With flowers everywhsre.

But I had not the liberty to choose for myself
Of the flowers that I loved so well,

Of the flowers that I loved so well.

Tne gardener was standing by,

And I asked him to choose for me.

He chose for me the violet, tue lily, and the pink,
But of those I refused all three,

But of those I refused all three.

The violet I did not 1likse,

Because it blooma tooc seon.

The 1ily and the pink I really overthink,
So I vowed I would wait 'til June,

So I vowed I would wait 'til June.

In June there was the red, red rose,

And that is the flower for me.

0, often have I plucked that red, red rocae,
'T11 T gained tne willow tree,

711 I galned the willow tree.

The willow tree will twist,

And the willow tree will twine;

I oftentimes have wished I were in that young woman's arms
That once held this heart of mine,

That once held this heart of mine.

Come all ye false young girla,

Do not leave me here to complain.

The grass that nas oftentimes been trampled underfoot,
Give 1t time, it will spring up again,

Give it time, 1t will spring up again.

AIKEN DRUM

There was & man lived in the moon, in the moon, in the moon,
There was a man lived in the moon,

And nis name wes Aiken Drum.

And he played upon the ladle, the ladle, the ladle,
And he played upon the ladle,

And his name was Aiken Drum.

His head was an orange, an orange, &n orange,

His head was an orangse,

And bis neme was Alken Drum.

(Follow same seguence or pattern)

His hair was made of lettuce . . .

His nose was & pesnut . . .

His eyes were made of grapes . . .

His ears were made of ASPAragus . .+ .«

His tongue was an onion . . .

His arms were made of celery stalks . . .
His hands were made of bananas . . .

His legs were made ol corn . « .

Hies toes were made ol blackberries . . .
His belly button was a cherry . . »

And he played upon the ladle, the ladle, the ladle,
He played upon the ladles,
And his name was Aiken Drum.

THE CHERRY TREE CAROL

When Joseph were an old man, an old men were he,
He courted Virgin Mary, the Queen of Galilee,
He courted Virgin Mary, the Queen of Galilee.

When Joseph and Mary were walking on day,
"Here are apples and cherries," Mary did say,
"Here are apples and cherrles," Mary did say.

Then Mary spoke to Joseph, 30 meek and so mild,
"Joseph, gatiiar me some cherries, for i am witn child,"
"Joseph, gather me some cherries, for I am with child."

Then Joseph flew in angry, in angry flew he,
"Iet the father of your baby gather cherries for tnee,"
let the father of your baby gather cnerries for thee."

Then Jesus spoke a& few words, a few words apoke he,
"Bow low down, clierry tree, bow low down to the ground,”
"Bow low duwn, cherry tree, bow low down to the ground."

The cherry tree bowed low down, low down to the ground,
And lary gatnered cnerries, while Joseph atood around,
And Mary gathered cnerries, while Joseph stood around.

Then Joseph took Mary allron his left knee,
"My Lord, wnat have I dohe, have mercy on me,"
"My Lord, wnat have I done, have mercy on me,"

Then Joseph took Mary all on his right knee,
"Pray tell me little baby, when thy birtnday will be,"
“Pray tell me little baby, wnen thy birtnday will be."

"0On the sixth day of January, my birthday will bs,
"And the stars in the firmament snall dance with glee,"
"And the stars in the firmament snall dance with glee."



YOUNG MAN WHO WOULDN'T HOE CORN

Well, I'll sing you a song, and it's not very long,
It's about a man who wouldn't hoe corn.

Ihe reason why, I cannot tell,

For this young men waes always well.

He planted by the moon in the month of June,
And by July 1t was knee high.

In September tnere come a blg frost,

And all this young man's corn was lost.

He went to the cornfield and peeped in,
Yhe careless weeds had grown to his chin.
?he careless weeds had grown so high,
They caused this young man for to sigh.

He went to his nearest neighbor's door,
Where oftimes he had been befors,

And when his courtship hefl begun,

She asked him 1f he'd hoed his corn.

He hung his head and drew a sigh,

"Oh, no, dear madam, no, not I,

"I plant and plant but all in vain,
"aAnd I fear I shall not raise a grain,"

"Here you are wantin' for to wed,

"And you can't even ralse your own cornbread.
"gingle I am and single I'll remain,

"For a lazy man I won't maintain.”

THE PRATIES THEY GROW SMALL

Oh, the praties tney grow small, over herse, over here,
Oh, the praties they grow amall,

And they grow from Spring to Fall,

And we eat them sklns and all, over here, over here.

On, I wish that we ware geese, night and morn, night and
Ohm I wish that we were geess,

For they fly and take thelr ease,

And they live and die in peace, over hers, over hare.

Oh, we're trampled in the dust, over here, over herse,
Oh, we're trampled in the dust,

But the Lord in whom we trust,

Will give us crumb for crust, over here, over here.

SIMPLE GISTS

tTls the gift to be eimnle,

'Tis the zift to be~fres,

'Tis the gift to cone down where we ougnt to be.
And when we find ourselves in the place Jjust rlghst,
It will be in tne val ley of love anu delight.

Wnen true simpliclty is galned,

To bow and to bend we will not be ashamed.

Lo turn, to turn will bs oup delight,

Till by turning, turning, we coma round right.

morn,



