





















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































7&2217h@41¢;1%65 Fragment of Ulster Ballad. Donegal Version.
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Irish County Songs. Collected and Arranged by Herbert Hughes.
Vol. I, p.4.

*In the locality where I obtained this fragment Reynardine

is known as the name of a faery that changes into the shape

of a fox. - Ed.'

If by chance you look for me,
Perhaps you'll not me find,
For I'11 be in my castle,

Enquire for Reynardine.

Sun and dark I followed him,
Mis eyes did brightly shine,
He took me o'er the mountains,

Did my sweet Reynardine.

(This is the only version that gives this second verse, and that
changes the singer from Reynardine to the girl. Some modern

singers using this text change 'eyes' to 'teeth' to emphasize the

vampire theme,
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Folk Song Society Journal Vol. 1. 1904 page 271.

Collected from Mr. Henry Hills, Sussex. From the singing of

his mother.

'One night upon my rambles An Irish girl I spied;

Your beauty so entices me, I could not pass you by,

So its with my gun I'11 guard you A1l on the mountains high,

So its with my gun I'11 guard you A1l on the mountains high,

She said, 'Kind sir, be c¢ivil, ny company forsake,
For in my own opinion, I think you are some rake,
And if my parents they should know, My life they would destroy,

For a keeping of your company, all on the mountains high.',

Footnote compares this song to the broadside by H. Such,

hamed 'Randal Rhine.'
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One night upon my rambles an Irish girl I spied.

Your beauty so entices me, I could not pass you by,

So it's with my gun T will guard you, all on the mountains high.
Your beauty so enticed me, I could not pass you by,

So it's with my gun I will guard you, all on the mountains high.

2
She said, 'Kind sir be civil, my company forsake.
For in my own Qpinion I think you are a rake.
And if my parents they should know, my life they would destrey,

For keeping of your company, all on the mountains high.

3

So be waey of theose lonely roads, all on the mountains high.
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thmreme /me Reyrmme .

1
One evening as I rambled,
Among the leaves so green,
I overheard a young woman,

Converse with Reynardine.

3

He said if perchance you look for ine,

'Perhaps you'll not me find,

But 1'11 be in my castle,

Enquire for Reynardine.

2
Fer hair was black her eyes were blue,
Her 1ips were red a wine,
And he smiled to gaze upon her,

Did this sly bold Reynardine.

4
Sun and dark she followed him,
His eyes did brightly shine,
And he led her over the mountains,

Did this sly bold Reynardine.




The Mountains High,
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From

Ancient Irish Music, by P.W. Joyce, L.L.D., page 21, no.?.

Air from his father in 1901.
Note, "'Below' refers, I believe, not to elevation, but to
direction (north or south) in accordance with a custom very

general in Ireland."

As T roved out one evening, two miles below Pomeroy,
I met a farmer's daughter all on the mountains high,

I said 'My pretty fair maid, your beauty shines so clear,

Upon these lonely mountains, I'm glad to meet you here,'
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From The complete Petrie Collection of Ancient Irish Music.
PubTished by Boosey and Hawks. 1902, page 142, no. 559.

Note, a tune of Bonds Glen, Parish of Camber.
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The Complete Petrie Collection of Ancient Irish Music.

1902, p.161, no.643,
Note, from a ballad singer at Rathmines Nov. 1852.

Petrie comments that this tune appears to be a varient of

no.64z2.
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Co. Tyrone, from Lord Dunraven, Jan. 1860,

by Petrie. Published by Boosey and Hawks. 1902

Page no. 644,
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note,
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The Mountains of Pomeroy.
By Dr. George Sigerson, printed in Grave's Iyish Song Book

with Original Irish Airs, p.104. 1894,

The morn was breaking bright and fair, the Tark sang in the sky,
When the maid she bound her golden hair, with a blithe grace
in her eye;
For who, beyond the gay green wood, was waiting her with joy?
Oh, who but her gallant Renardine, on the mountains of Pomeroy.
Chorus
An outlawed man in the land forlorn, he scorned to turn and fly;

But kept the cause of freedom safe, upon the mountains high.

Futl often in the dawning hour, full often in the twilight brown,
He met the maid in the woodland bower, where the stream comes
foaming down;
For they were faithful in a love no wars could e'er destroy:
No tyrant's law touched Renardine on the mountains of Pomeroy.
Chorus
Dear love, she said, I'm sore afraid for the foeman's force and you.
They've tracked you in the Towland plain, and all the valley through.
My kinsmen frown when you are named; your 1ife they would destroy;
Beware, they say, of Renardine, on the mountains of Pomeroy.
Chorus
Fear not, fear not, sweetheart, he cried, fear not the for for me!
No chain shall fall, whate'er betide, on the arm that shall be free;
Oh, leave your cruel kin and come, when the lark is in the sky,
And it's with my gun 1'11 guard you on the mountains of Pomeroy.

Chorus
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The morn has come, she rose and fled, from her cruel kin and home,
And searched the woods and rosy red and the tumbling torrent's foam,

But the rain came down and the tempest roared, and all around

destrot;

And a pale drowned bride met Renardine on the mountains of Pomeroy.

Chorus,
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From the singing of Mr. Freeman Young, East Petpeswick, August 1952

Hellen Creighton, Maritime Folk Songs, The Ryerson Press,

Canada 1961

As I rode out one May morning two miles below Primroy,
I met a farmer's daughter all on the mountains high.
I says 'my pretty damsel; your beauty shines most clear,

And on this lonely mountain I'm glad to meet you here,

2
She says 'Young man be civil, my company forsake,
For through my real opinion I think you are a rake,
And 1f my parents they would know my 1ife they would destroy,

For keeping of your company all on the mountain high,




3
'0 no my dear, I am no rake brought up in Venus' train,
A-Tooking for concealment all in the judges name,
Since beauty has enslaved me I cannot pass you by,

And with my gun I'11 guard you all on the mountain high.'

4
This pretty Tittle thing then she fell into a maze,
With eyes as bright as amber upon me she did gaze,
With her ruby Tips and her cherry cheeks at tast her form did die,

And then she fell into my arms all on the mountain high,

5
I hadn't kissed her once or twice till she came to again,
She modestly then asked me, 'Pray tell me what's your name?’
"Go down in younder forest, my castle there you'll find,

It's wrote down in ancient history, my name is Rincordine.'

6
Now come all you pretty fair maids a warning take by me,
And see you leave night walking and shun bad company,
For if you don't you'll surely rue until the day you die,

Beware of meeting Reynardine all on the mountain high.

Mr. Berton Young sarig the same as above except for another

verse after verse 5,
ba

I said, 'My pretty fair one don't let your parents know
For if you do they'1l ruin me and prove my overthrow,
1f you should chance to look for me perhaps you'll not me find,

I shall be in my castle, you call for Rinordine.
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The New Green Mountain Songster, page 64.

Sung by Mrs. E.M. Sullivan, Springfield, Vermont, July 7, 1933.
Air recorded on the dictaphone by H.H.F. Transcribed by E.F.B.
The melody given here is a set of "Fainne Gael au Lae"

(The Bright Dawn of Day, or The Dawning of the Day).

The morn has come, she rose and fled,
rrom her cruel kin and home,

And searched the wood, all rosy red,
And the tumbling torrents foam,

But the rain came down,

And the tempest roared,

And all around destroyed;

And a pale drowned bride met Renardine,

On the mountains of Pomerocy.




(He was an outlaw.) (Sigerson's Tast verse)
"Oh love," she said, "I'm sore afraid
For the foeman's force and you,
For they'll track you in the lowland plain
And all the valley through.

"My kinsman frowned when you are named.
Oh, your Tife they would destroy.
‘0 beware,' they say, 'of Gurdeline

On the mountains of Pomeroy!'"

"Fear not, fear not, my love," he c¢ries,
“For the foemans force and me,
For no change shall fall what’er betide

On the arm that should be free.

"Come leave your cruel kith and kin
And with your soldier flee.
It's with my gun I will gquard you

On the mountains of Pomeroy."

The morn had come; she rose and fled
From her cruel kin and home
And sought the woods all rosy red

And the tumbling torrent's foam.

But the storm arose and the rain came down
And the wild wynde all destroyed
And a pale drowned bride met Gurdeline

On the mountains of Pomeroy.
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From

Vance Randolph.  0Ozark Folksongs.

State Historical Soc. of Missouri. 1946, Vol.l.
Collected from Dr. George E. Hastings, Fayetteville. Ark.
dan. 6th 1942, Dr. Hastings learned this tune from a student

at the University of Arkansas.

'One evening as I rambled two miles of rum and rye,
I met a farmers daughter all on the mountains high,
Says I my pretty 1ittle maid, my beauty shines so clear,

Upon this Tonesome mountain, I'm glad to meet you here.’
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One evening as I wandered three miles above Pomroy,

I met a farmer's daughter all on the mountains high.

I say's 'My pretty fair maid, your beauty shines most clear,
And upon the lofty mountains 1 am glad to meet you here.

2
She says, 'Young man, be civil, my compary forsake,
For in my great opinion I fear you are a rake.
And if my parents came to know, my life they would destroy,
For keeping of your company all on the mountains high,’

3
1 said, 'l am no rake, love, but brought up in Venus' train
And Tooring for concealment all on the judge's name.
Your deauty has ensnared me, I cannot pass you by

e thomy eon 171 guatd you @li o the motains high,
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4
This pretty 1ittle maiden she fell into a maze,
With eyes as bright as diamonds upon me she did gaze.

.Her cherry cheeks and ruby lips they Tost their former dye,

And then she fell into my arms all on the mountains high.

5
I had not kissed her once or twice when she awoke again,
She modestly then asked me, 'Pray, sir, what is your name?'
"If you go to yonder fpest, my castle you will find,
Engraved in ancient history, my name is Rinerdine.’

6
I said, 'My pretty fair maid, don't let your parents know
Or they will prove my ruin and fatal overthrow,
And when you come to look for me, perhaps me you'll not find,
Then so unto my castle and inquire for Rinerdine.’

7

Com, all you pretty fair maids, a warning take by me |
And leave off all night walking, shun all bad company,
For if you don't you surely rue until the day you die,

And beware of meeting Rinerdine all on the mountains high.'

Note: 'This is an old song that was sung in my grandfather's
family. I have heard my mother sing it and also one of

my cousins, who learned it from his father.'




Renaud the woman killer, (Renaud, tueur des femmes.) Quoted in

The meaning of Folk Music. A.L.Lioyd,

Folk Music in Schools. p.14.

Renaud has such great charm that he has enchanted the king's
daughter. He's carried her off some seven leagues without

saying more than a word or two.// When they have gone halfway,

‘My God, Renaud, but I'm hungry!' 'Eat your hand, my handsome, for
you'll not eat bread again.' // When they came to the edge of the
wood, 'My God, Renaud, but I'm thirsty!' 'Drink yourblood, my
handsome, for you'll not drink white wine again.// There is a
pond down there where thirteen ladies are drownded in it; the
fourteenth you shall be,'// When they come near the pond he tells
her to undress. 'It's no business of knights to see ladies
undressing.// Put your sword beneath your feet and your cloak
before your nose.' He puts his sword beneath his feet and his
¢loak before his nose.// The fair one has taken him, embraced

him. Into the pond she's cast him. 'Come, eels, come, fish, eat
this scoundrel’s flesh.' // Renaud tries to take hold of a branch
of laurel tree. The fair one takes his sword, cuts the branch of
the laurel tree. 'My handsome, lend me your hand. I'11 marry you
tomorrow.' 'Away, Renaud, down to the bottom. Marry the ladies
who are there!' // 'Who will take you back, my handsome, if you
leave me in this place?’ 'It'11 be your dapple horse, that follows
the postillion well.' // 'My handsome, what will your parents say,
when they see you without your lover?' 'I'11 tell them that I've
done with you what you wanted to do to me.' // 'My handsome, give
me your white hand, I'11 marry you on Sunday.' 'Marry, Renaud,

marry, you fish, the thirteen ladies down at the bottom.'

(French version from Henri Davenson. Le livre des chanson

(Neuchatel. 1946) pp.192-5
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Notes And Queries. 10th series, IX Jan. 4 1908 p.12

Rinordine, Irish Song, Reply from John S. Crone.

'‘Frequently heard in the rural districts of Ulster, this popular
ballad, the local of which is co. Tyrone, sung to the air given
in graves's 'Irish Song Book', as late as the seventies, and no
doubt it was carried to America by emigrants. It is known as
*The Mountains High,' and the hero's name was spelt Reynardine.
Dr. Sigerson of Dublin, the author of the modern version,
adnitted he founded it on the fragment of a folk ballad, but was

unable to obtain any information relating to the hero or his time.

In my opinion, it refers, 1ike so many other Ulster ballads,
poems and stories, to an attachment formed by a member of an
English or Scottish 'planter's' family for one of the offspring
of the original Celtic owners in the early 17th C.. These latter
being original Tories, and frequently outlawed, would require

‘concealment' from the edict of the judges, and probably the

castle in the forest was as figurative as Allen-a-Dale's Hall -

‘the blue vault of heaven with its crescent so pale.' '

Notes & Queries 10th Series IX Jan 11 1908 p.33

Herbert Hughes,

Reynardine, collected in 1890 on holiday in Donegal from an old
lady of 80 at Kilmacrenen - melody variant of Mr. Graves'. She
said that Reynardine 1is the name of a faery in Ireland that
turns into the shape of a fox. The tune is certainly very

‘spirituelle’ .
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B.M. 1077f16
The history of Reynard thefox / first printed by Caxton /
bound with / The Shifts of / Reynardine / The son of / Reynard

the fox / or a pleasant / History / of his Life and Death.

Fuli of Variety &c. And may fitly be applied / to the Late
Times. Now Published for the Reformation of Mens Manners./
London. Printed by T.J. for Edward Brewster at the / Crane in
St. Pauls-Church~Yard, and /Thomas Passenger at the Three Bibles
on London Bridge. 1684.

Extracts.

"After Reynard the Fox his Treason, when he fled early in the
morning to his castle of Malepardus, he no sooner there entred,
but called to him his two sons Volpus and Reynardine, to whom
he thus spoke: Sons, T am now by proper Experience too sensible
of the mutability of Mundane Affars; Fortune, which so lately
was and for a Tong time has been my greatest Friend, is now
become my mortal foe; suddenly changing her Tove into hatred:

and when I trusted her most, the most deceived me,...'

He tells the brothers to take his 'store of Wealth' into 'long
wood' and hid it in a case and wait there with it until they

hear if he is living or dead.
page 3. gives spelling as "Raynhardine'.

Brother killed by robbers. Then follows long and varied
adventures of Reynardine, non creditable, in which he poisons,
lies, meets various people in the guise and character of

animais and out-wits them, He takes holy orders and then is
dismissed for misconduct - travels in the clothes of a priest or

monk and behaves as one thereby gaining advantages.




Becomes a doctor "Pendanto' and poisons one of his father's
enemies by opium but escapes without suspicion by going into
forest. He shows hypocrisy etc. After snaring killing and
poisoning more people he is finally captured after Tliving in a

palace which he gained by fraud.

Page 140. 'What is thy name', said the square. 'My name is

Reynardine'. He is finally captured, and brought before the

king ~ hanged and quartered. 'The King set forth a very severe
Proclamation prohibiting any of the fox's Linage to enter the
forest by Day or Night, but this Proclamation was ineffectual;
for no Taws, how severe soever, can debar that family, from
insinuating themselves into all societies as experience daily

manifests.'

Finis.
It may be of significance that this was printed a year before
King Charles the second died, but it might just have been after
the event, as Charles died in February 1685, and with the old
calendar, the new year began on April 1st, therefore, if this
is an anti-Royalist pamphiet giving the name of Reynard to
Charles I and Volput to Charles II then Reynardine is James II

and disliked and feared by the Protestants.

Whether or not this is a political document, the story contains
a surprising number of motifs found in the cant-fable under

consideration,
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American Folk Tales and Songs.

Compiled by Richard Chase.
The New American Library. 1956. Page 37.
From the telling of R.M. Ward of Beech Creek, North Carolina.

And Polly Jdohnson of Norton, Virginia.

'One time there was a young woman named Polly. They
called her Pretty Polly. She was'nt married and she 1ived by
herself. A1l her folks were dead. And one day a stranger
came into thet settlement. Said his name was Fox. Siick-looking
fellow, and he went courtin' Pretty Polly right off. He'd come
to see her of a Saturday night, and they'd talk. Then one day
he asked her would she meet him the next Saturday night under a
big pine out on a ridge there. So she told him she would. But
when he left, she got to studyin' about him askin' her to meet

him way off 1ike that and she decided she did'nt like it much,

Well that Saturday night came and she didn't feel Tlike
goin', but she fixed up and went on anyhow. Hit was cold and the
wind was blowin' something awful when she got out on that ridge.
She got to the pine tree but he wasn't there. She thought first
she'd wait, then she thought she'd run back; and before she could
make up her mind she heard him comin' up the holler. Then she
thought she'd hide but there wasn't any place to hide. She
happened to Took up in that tree, and it had a few low branches
to it, so she caught hold on themand cloomb right on up ti11 she

was in the thickest part of that big pine.

She could see down through the branches a little, see

what was right under the tree. And directly here came Mr. Fox




carryin' a lantern. She saw him put the lantern on a big rock
and sit down to wait. He waited and waited. Then, after a
right long time, he reached over behind a rock and she saw him
1ift out a mattick and shovel. He started digging and Polly
saw the place he dug was about six-foot Tong and three-foot
wide. She kept watching and then she knew it was a grave, and

that he was diggin' it for her.

Mr. Fox got the grave started and then he sat down
again. He 'uld Took and listen, then turn his head up this way
and that. Then he acted restless Tike: jump in that grave and
just dig and dig. He kept on diggin' and waitin' and diggin' and

waitin' ti1l way up in the night.

Pretty Polly nearly froze up there. The wind kept
blowin' the top of the tree over to one side, and the branches
'uld creak and rattle, but she kept holdin' on. And finally She
neard a rooster crow right way off in the settlement, so she knew
it must be close to midnight. Well, pretty soon after that she
saw Mr. Fox pick up his tools and throw them across his shoulder,
and he picked up his lantern and left. Polly waited till he was
good and gone, and then she got down from there in a hurry and

struck out for home by all the near cuts she could figger.
Well Mr. Fox he quit comin' to see her after that.

Then hit wasn't long till Pretty Polly heard folks
talkin' about how three young women had disappeared from around
the settlement. Some said Mr. Fox had been courtin' all three o'
them. He'd not come to any of their houses: met 'em out somewhere.
But nobody had any eivdence on him, so they couldn’d do anything

about it. They'd tried to find out where he Tived but nobody had
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any notion where his house was at.

Then one day he came to Pretty Polly's house again.
She didn't let on Tike she knowed a thing, and they got talking
and directly he asked her would she come with him to his house.

She told him "Well T might sometime",

"Come on and go with me now. Hit's not far."”

"No," she says. "I can't go today."

“"Can you come next Saturday?”

"Tdon't know wh ere you live at."

"T'11 come after you."

"No," she says to him. "If I come, I'11 come on my own."

Mr. Fox he studied about that a minute, says, "If you'l]
give me a poke of flour 1'11 lay you a trail."

Polly went and got him a Tittle sack of flour and he
took it and went on off. He 'uld sift out a little of the flour

every few steps.

Well -- Polly she didn't go that next Saturday. It was
the one after that she decided that she 'uld do. She was brave.
It hadn't rained or been very windy that two weeks, so she found
the trail all right. She followed it on and on till fin'Tly she
came to an old rickety house awa-a-ay out in the woods. She hid
and watched. Then she saw Mr. Fox come out of the house and go
off. And when he was out of sight she went to the house and

went on in.

Now there was a parrot in there and hit talked to her.

Polly Tooked around, and when she went up the stairs and started

to open a door, the parrot hollered at her, says,




Don't go in pretty lady!

You’1l]l lose your hearts blood!

But she opened the door anyhow, and looked in. [t was
like a slaughter room in there: women hung up all round the walls
with their heads cut off. Polly shut the door right quick, and
started runnin' down the stair steps. Then she heard a racket
sounded Tike a woman screeming. Slipped to the window and peeked
out, and there came Mr. Fox a-draggin' a woman by the arm. “Law

me! What's I to do.

Hidet Pretty lady!

Hide! Hide!
"Dont't tell him I'm here!"

No, pretty lady!

Not  No!
Polly ran and hid under the old rickety stair-steps.

Mr. Fox came on in the house jerkin' the girl along
and dragged her on up the stairs. She reached out and caught the
stair-rail a-trying to hold back. Mr., Fox took out his sword and
hacked her hand off and it fell through the cracks of the stair-

steps, landed right at Pretty Polly's feet.

Mr. Fox stopped, and asked the bird, "Has anybody been
here?"
No, sirt?

No! Oh no!

So he pushed the girl in the slaughter room and went on
in after her and shut the door. Pretty Polly she reached and
grabbed up the girl's hand, and slipped out the door and ran for

her tife.




Well, in about a week or two after that there was a
play-party in the settlement. Everybody went, and when Pretty
Polly got there she saw Mr. Fox in the crowd. So all of them
were having a good time dancin’ and playin' kissin' games and
first one thing and then another, and 'way up late in the night
they all sat down close to the fireplace where the old folks
were at, and they got to telling tales and telling dreams, and

singin' and askin' riddles.

Pretty Polly slipped out and got thay hand: brought
it back wropped up in a piece of cloth. She sat down again and
unwropped that hand under her apron where nobody could see., Sat
right on listening to what somebody was tellin', didn't say a

thing. Then directly she says, "I've got a riddle.":

"What is it? Tell us!™
So she told them, says,
Riddle to my riddle to my right!
Where was I that Saturday night?
A1l that time in a lonesome pine.
I was high and he was Tow.
The cock did crow, the wind did blow,
The tree did shake and my heart did ache

to see the hole the fox did make.

They all tried to guess. Mr, Fox sat right still.
"What's the answer?" they all asked her. "Tell us the answer."

"Not now,"” she told 'em. “I'11 tell you directly." Says, "I
dreamed me a quare dream the other night. You might Tike to hear

that."

"Ain't nothing in dreams," says Mr. Fox.




They all begged her to tell her dream. Polly folded
her hands under her apron and she told them, says, “1 dreamed
that T went to Mr. Fox's house. He wasn't at home, but T went
in to wait for him. There was a bird there and when I went to
look in one of the rooms hit told me, says,

Don't go in, pretty lady.

You'll Tose your heart's blood.

But I cracked the door just a Tittle anyhow, and 1 saw a Tot of
dead women in there - hanging on the walls."

"Not so: Not so!" says Mr. Fox. And the young men
there all looked at him. Pretty Polly kept right on. "Then I
dreamed 1 heard a woman screamin' and cryin', and I Tooked out
and there came Mr. Fox a-draggin' a woman after him."

"Not so! Not so! says Mr. Fox. "It couldn't have
been me."

And a couple of the men there moved back against the
wall.

"That bird told me to hide and I ran and hid under the
stair-steps. Then I dreamed that girl grabbed hold on the rail
and Mr., Fox took out his sword and hacked her hand off, and it
fell through the stairs and landed right where I was at."

01d Mr. Fox jumped up, says,

But it was not so,

and it is not so,

and God forbit it ever should be so!

And several young men moved over between Mr. Fox and the

door. Polly paid Mr. Fox no mind.

"“Then 1 dreamed he shoved the girl into the murder room

and went on in andshut the door. And I grabbed that hand and ran
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away from there right fast.
01d Mr. Fox hollered out again,

But it was not so!l
And it is not so!

And God forbid it ever should be so!

Then Pretty Polly answered him back again, says

But it was so!

And it 1is so.

For there's the very hand to show.

And she took that hand out from under her apron and

held it right in Mr. Fox's face. Then all the men there they

took hold on Mr. Fox and they sure did handle him.
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