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Introduction — THE CHILD BALLADS, I

Since the time of B ishop P e rcy ’s R eliques  and the rom antic rev ival it 
helped to stim ulate, the medieval b a llad  of Scotland and England has been 
the darling of the literary scholar. More attention  has been devoted to the 
ballad  than to a ll the  re s t of folklore put together, not because  it  w as more 
im portant in the folk community than other forms, such as  ly ric s , ta le s  and 
cerem onials, but because  it corresponds more c losely  to the canons of fine- 
art lite ra tu re . Controversy h as raged round the difficult problems of ballad  
orig ins and diffusion for 200 years , yet most of the scholars involved seldom 
heard the ballad  in context, sung by folk singers. It is  our hope tha t th is  
co llection , taken from living tradition , performed entirely  by folk singers, and 
p resen ted  in conjunction with the o ther ca tegories of m aterial to be found in 
G reat B ritain , w ill help  to se t these  m atters somewhat in perspective .

P ro fesso r F .J . C hild, in h is  many-volumed work, English  and Scottish  
Popular Ballads, assem bled  together the varian ts of a ll those p iece s  he 
deemed worthy of being ca lled  ba llad s. Although some modem scho lars have 
recen tly  cav iled  at h is  se lec tio n .n o  one h as seriously  challenged h is  scholar-
ship. In sum, what C hild shows us is  that certain  ba llad s are based  on 
them es w idespread in folklore; tha t o thers are sung in severa l European 
languages and thus m ust have been d is tribu ted  from a sing le  point at some 
time in the past; and th a t the ballad  genre is  one of the culture tra its  common 
to the whole of w estern Europe.

R ecent research  confirms C hild’s opinion that in many countries the ballad  
w as danced and mimed as  it w as sung and that, a s  a type, it has been known 
in Europe since the beginning of the 12th century, if not before. Perhaps th is 
la tte r statem ent w ill surprise  some readers , who may regard the ballad  as a 
very ancien t type. Folk songs of a narrative c a s t are old and, indeed, can be 
found among prim itive peoples in many parts  of the world, but the ballad , with 
i t s  ly rica l, capsu ling , narrative techniques, i ts  spec ia l stanza  form and its  
im personal handling of a cen tra l inciden t in a story seem s to be a fairly recent 
developm ent.

A good deal of m ystery surrounds the authorship of these  rem arkable sung- 
ta le s . The plain truth is  tha t no one knows whether they were composed by 
m instrels , rhymed together by v illage poets out of a common stock of m ateri-
a ls , or im provised verse  after verse by various members of a dancing throng. 
I imagine that ba llad s originated in all of th e se  w ays (and in others of which 
we have no knowledge). A much more pertinen t fact, however, is  tha t the 
b a llad s , taken together with their tunes, cannot be separated  from the whole 
corpus of European folklore, for they share with it a wide range of them es, 
emotional em phases, tunes, and literary dev ices. In a word, the origin of the 
ballad  is  part of the story of the r ise  of contemporary folk song in w estern 
Europe.



The majority of the B ritish  b a llad s  record the dram as, the lives, the 
emotions, and the crim es of a p as t age, e spec ia lly  along the borders of Scot-
land, during the period of ca ttle  thieving and border warfare A number te ll 
of feuds and fights among rival clan  ch iefs of a bygone day.

Many of the 300-odd narrative p iece s  canonized by P rofessor C hild — they 
are ca lled  fam iliarly today the "Child b a lla d s” — have long s in ce  p a ssed  out 
of oral circu lation . One hundred and forty, in  full or fragmentary form, have 
been d iscovered in North America, where they were brought by B ritish  emi-
grants. Our research , done during the p a s t decade, h as unearthed fifty, s till 
in c irculation  in G reat B ritain, most of which we reproduce in these  two 
recordings (Volumes 4 and 5 ) .1

A brief comparison of our l i s t  with American findings w ill perhaps be of 
in te res t. Nine b a llad s in our collection  have not been found in America, or 
if so, only in fragm ents;2 a ll of th e se  are Scots and of sp ec ia l in te re s t to 
Scots singers. A few ba llad s — among them Little Musgrave, The House 
Carpenter, Young Hunting, Fair Margaret, The Wife Wrapped in the Wether’s 
Skin, The Mermaid, The Wife of Usher’s Well, and The Three Ravens -  all 
quite common in America, have not turned up in our recent work in B ritain. 
O thers — notably, Lord Thomas, The Golden Vanity, The Farmer’s Curst Wife 
— are found very frequently in America and much le s s  frequently in Great 
B ritain, versions of the Gypsy Laddie and The Trooper and the Maid being far 
be tte r known-. F inally , certa in  ballads seem to be better remembered in 
B ritain than in the U.S., among them: The Folse Knight, Broomfield Hill, 
The Baffled Knight, Johnny Cock, The Braes of Yarrow, The Jolly Beggar, 
The Trooper and the Maid, Andrew Lammie and the Laird o'Drum.

Even th is  con trastive view ind ica tes  tha t quite different preference p a t-
terns are a t work in B ritain and America. On the whole B ritish  folk singers 
are far le s s  prudish than Americans and reca ll more ballads of gay love, of 
rape, of seduction and of illeg itim ate  birth than one finds in an American lis t. 
By far our b es t sources have been the tinker singers of North E ast Scotland, 
who have given u s full versions of certain  ballads which rarely occur e ls e -
where, s ince  they are of local in te re s t or of spec ia l relevance to their lives. 
In fact, it  appears tha t tinkers, travelers, and gypsies  have recen tly  played 
the principal role in the transm ission  of the Child ba llad s in the B ritish  Is le s . 
Round their cam pfires the ba llad s are sung and ancient G aelic legends are

1. Scholars will be in te re s te d  in the b a llad s  we have om itted . No. 54, The Cherry 
T ree  Corol, (G lo u ceste rsh ire )  and Dives and L aza rus ,  (H erts) w ill be p ub lished  in 
a la te r  album. The o thers are : No. 105, The B a li f f 's  Daughter of Islington (Kent) 
No. 199, The Bonny Hoose of Airlie (F e tte ran g u s)  No. 205, The Baron of Brackley  
(P e rth ) No. 216, C lydesw ater  (A berdeensh ire) No. 223, Eppie Morrie (Buchan) 
No. 233, Andrew Lammie (A berdeensh ire) No. 236, The Laird o ' Drum (A berdeen-
sh ire) No. 240, Bonny Rantin Laddie  (B uchan).

2. N os. 19, 238, 251, 255, 281, 203, 216, 223.



told today a s  they were cen tu ries ago. The stamp of tinker in te re s t show s up 
in the popularity of such songs as The Jolly Beggar, The Trooper and the 
Maid, The Gypsy Laddie.

Here then are the ancient b a llad s of B ritain , recorded from the lips of 
trad itional singers in a ll parts  of the is lan d s , singing in the w ays of their 
forefathers. Some of the performers have fine vo ices; other vo ices are old or 
hoarse. But a ll p o s s e s s  the true ballad  art in some resp ec t — the way of 
spinning the story and the poem together, not with the crude drama of the 
concert singer, but with the subtle nuance and understatem ent that is  fitting 
to ballad  art. The p a s t sp eak s through their lip s, but if you lis ten  with 
attention  you w ill d iscover fan tasy  pa tte rn s  im portant to the p resen t as well.

For the sake  of brevity  we have taken lib e rtie s  with the te x ts . Some very 
long songs have been d ra s tic a lly  cut; but the full tex t is  reproduced where 
p o ss ib le . S tanzas m issing from the record appear in ita lic s . In other c a se s  
we have sp liced  together a se r ie s  of varian ts of a sing le  ballad  from various 
perform ances, so a s  to  g ive the lis ten e r a notion of the range of melodic 
ty p es . In severa l c a se s  the songs have cro ssed  the language barrier into 
Welsh and Irish  G aelic , although we have no ca se  of such an occurrence in 
Scots G aelic .

For those  who w ish to know more about th is  field  we suggest a look at 
The B allad o f Tradition, by G. H. Gerrould, Oxford U niversity  P re s s ; English  
and Sco ttish  Popular Ballads, one volume ed. by G. L . K ittredge, Houghton 
and Mifflin; and The B allad  Book, by McEdward L each. Each of the ba llad s 
is  designated  by i t s  number in Child, and other key re fe rences w ill guide the 
reader to the v a s t com parative lite ra tu re : COFFIN, The B ritish  Traditional 
B allad in North America, T ristram  Coffin, American Folklore Society, P h ila -
delphia, P a ., 1950; GRIEG, L a st L eaves o f Traditional Ballads, Gavin Grieg, 
Aberdeen, 1925; GUIDE, A Guide to English  Folk Song C ollections, Margaret 
Dean-Smith, U niversity  P re s s , L iverpool, 1954; BRONSON, The Traditional 
Tunes o f the Child B allads, Vol. I, Princeton U niversity  P re ss , 1958; ORD, 
Bothy Songs and B allads, J . Ord, G lasgow , 1930. I am grateful to P ro fesso r 
Coffin for h is  expert sum maries of ba llad  h isto ry  and controversy, upon which 
I have drawn liberally  in the pages tha t follow.

A. L.
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VOLUME TZ . SIDE A.

1. THE ELFIN KNIGHT (Child 2), two varian ts; A N  A C R E  O F  L A N D ,  sung 
by Bob and Ron Copper, Brighton, Sussex, England, recorded by P. Kennedy; 
S T R A W B E R R Y  L A N E ,  sung by Thomas Moran, Mohill, Leitrim , Ireland, re-
corded by Seamus Ennis of the BBC Sound Archive.

T h is most widely known of the ancient riddling ba llad s in both B ritain 
and America is  som etim es given a story se tting . A maiden in her bower hears 
the d is tan t horn of the elfin  knight, w ishes he were with her and he immedi-
ately appears. Before he w ill become her lover, he demands tha t she answer 
a se r ie s  of conundrums in rhyme. Many scholars feel, however, that th is  
fairy drama was a la te  addition to a tradition  in which ridd les played a part 
in courtship, in puberty and fertility  r ite s . C ertainly, the sexual symbolism 
even in th ese  contemporary versions is  merely veiled , and the universal 
popularity of the song may, indeed, be due to the unconscious perception of 
the meaning of sym bol-series. In the language of folk botany, for in stance , 
rosemary stood for constancy and thyme for fecundity; and these  herbs were 
put in a g ir l’s pillow  to bring on dream s of a future husband. Bronson says 
(p. 9) that the sing -ivy  form of the tune appeared in Southern England in the 
19th century; that the every-rose  form goes back a century before; and that 
the o ldes t se tting  of the ballad  is , perhaps, the plaid-awa’ air, the tune for 
which appears in Vol. II of th is  se r ie s . See COFFIN, p. 30. 1 2 3 4

1) My father had an acre of land,
Heigh-ho sing ivy,

My father had an acre of land,
With a bunch of green holly and ivy.

2) He ploughed it  with a team of ra ts .

3) He sowed it with a pepper box.

4) He harrowed it with a sm all tooth comb.

AN ACRE OF LAND (Copper)

©1961, Locbrae Music Co.
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5) He ro lled  it in with a rolling pin.

6) He reaped it  with the blade of h is knife.

7) He w heeled it home in a wheelbarrow.

8) He thrashed it  with a hazel-tw ig.

9) He winn’d it on the ta il of h is shirt.

10) He m easured it up with a walnut shell.

11) He sen t it to market on a hedgehog's hack.

12) He so ld  the lot for eighteenpence,
He so ld  the lot for one-and-six.

13) And now the poor old man is  dead.

14) We buried him with h is team o f rats,
And a ll h is  too ls laid by h is side.

2. STRAWBERRY LANE (Moran)

I  j i r n  ;  H i 1 i

f M U J  f

© 1961, Lochrae Music Co.

1) Now as you are goin’ down Strawberry Lane,
Every rose grows merry betim es,

I t’s  there you w ill meet a pretty  young man,
And te ll  him that h e ’s a true lover of mine.

2) And te ll  him to ge t me a H olland shirt,
Every rose grows merry betim es,

Without s titch  or seam or needlework,
And then he w ill be a true lover of mine.

3) And te ll  him to wash it in yon spring well,
Where water n e ’er fe ll, nor water n e ’er sprung.

4) And te ll him to dry it on yon whin bush,
Where there n e 'e r  grew a thorn since  Adam was bom.
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5) Now as you are go iri down Strawberry Lane,
Every rose grows merry betim es.

I t 's  there you w ill m eet a pretty young man,
And te l l  him that h e ’s  a true lover o f mine.

6) And te l l  him to get me an acre o f land,
Every rose grows merry betim es,

B etw een the sa lt water and the sea  strand,
And then he w ill be a true lover o f mine.

7) T e ll him to plough it w ith yon deer's  horn,
And sow it a ll over w ith one grain o f com.

8) And te ll  him to reap it w ith shavings o' leather.
And bind it a ll up in a peacock’s  feather.

9) T e ll him to tackle  a wran and draw it home,
And build  it a ll in a sm all mouse-hole.

10) And te ll  him to thatch it w ith midge's’ claws,
And rope it round w ith p ism ires' paws.

11) And te ll  him to thresh it on yon church wall,
And not let ch a ff or com  fall.

12) And when he has fin ished  and done h is  work,
Every rose grows merry betim es,

Send him to me and I ’ll give him the shirt,
And then he w ill be a true lover o f mine. (Spoken.)

3. THE FALSE KNIGHT ON THE ROAD, (Child 3), sung by Frank Quinn, 
C oalisland , Tyrone, Northern Ireland, recorded by Sean O’Boyle.

An old fisherm an to ld  Quinn tha t "the knight w as some kind of em issary  of 
the devil, some sort of a spectre  or ghost like, tha t inhabited a certa in  part 
of the road. It w as fa ta l for a person to move confrontin’ th is  thing and this 
dialogue w as a te s t  of the child , to see  if he was well fortified for the u lti-
mate en d .” T h is  story of encountering the Devil, of defying him, and often 
of routing him by saying God’s name, is  an old one. Bronson (p. 34) fee ls 
that the tune has a common ancestor, probably rooted in Scotland; thence it 
has spread to  the U nited S ta tes and, in th is case , to Northern Ireland. Indeed, 
Quinn had th is  song from h is grandfather who came to live on C oal-Island in 
Lough Neagh, when he was a boy. Robbie Burns was the favorite poet of the 
d is tr ic t and h is  grandfather, who read Ovid among other good lite ra tu re , taught 
him other b a llad s, such a s  "Lord R andall” and "Edw ard,” a lso  imported from 
Scotland. Perhaps the most in teresting  American version appears on the 
record, Folk Music o f Nova Scotia, Band 21; Folkw ays FM 4006, Helen 
Creighton.
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THE KNIGHT ON THE ROAD (Quinn)

$ 5 ~ j  ^ i ^ r r m  j ) i j  j  j  \
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1) "What brings you here so la te ? ” said  the knight on the road. 
"I go to meet my G od,” sa id  the child  a s  he stood.
And he stood, and he stood,
And ’twere w ell he stood.
"I go to meet my G od,” sa id  the child  a s  he stood.

2) "How w ill you go by land?” said  the knight on the road. 
"With a strong staff in my hand ,” sa id  the child  a s  he stood.

3) "How w ill you go by s e a ? ” sa id  the knight on the road.
"With a good boat under m e,” sa id  the child  as he stood.

4) "Methinks I hear a b e l l ,” said  the knight on the road.
"Aye, i t ’s ringing you to h e ll ,” sa id  the child  as he stood.

4. LADY ISABEL AND THE ELF KNIGHT, sung by Fred Jordan, Shropshire, 
England, and recorded by P e te r Kennedy.

T h is form of the B luebeard legend, the most widely d istribu ted  of a ll the 
ba llad s, is  known from Scandanavia south to Ita ly , from B ritain south to Italy , 
and in N. America as well. The wicked rake of our Shropshire varian t is , in 
older versions, an elfin knight, who lured m aidens away from home to murder 
them. Of the six  varian ts printed by Child ours is  c lo se s t to E, taken from 
J .H . Dixon’s A ncient Poems, Ballads, and Songs o j the Peasantry o f England.

The singer, 31-year-old farm laborer Frank Jordon, has held to  the s ty le  of 
singing which he picked up from h is  mother and from the old-tim ers he met at 
country pubs, "by being fond of country life in the old way, by alw ays lis ten -
ing and talk ing  to the old laborers, in order to  learn the d ifferent jobs you 
have to know to be a farm laborer.” Bronson (p. 39) po in ts out tha t th is  air,
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like th a t of Strawberry Lane, is  an in s tance  of the modern preference of the 
English singer for 6 /8  tunes in major. For de ta iled  d iscussion , see  Journal 
o f American Folklore, LXV, 1-2 and LXVIII, 141-53; a lso  COFFIN, 32-35; 
GUIDE, 97.

THE OUTLANDISH KNIGHT (Jordan)

©1961, Lochrae Music Co,

SINGER’S TIT LE : "Six P retty  M aids”

1) I t’s of a young fellow  from the North Counteree,
And he came "allud ing” to me.
And he prom ised h e ’d take me up to the North Land 
And there  would marry me.

2) "Come bring to me your fa ther’s gold,
And your m other’s w ea lth ,” said  he.
"And the two b e s t ho rses tha t stands in the s ta lls ,
Where there stands thirty and th re e .”

3) So she brought him out her fa ther’s gold,
And her m other’s w ealth  brought she,
And the two b e s t h o rses  tha t stood in the s ta lls ,
Where there stood thirty  and three.

4) She mounted on a milk w hite steed ,
Him on a dapple grey,
Many m iles they rode till they reached the seas id e ,
J u s t a s  it  w as breaking a day.

5) "Come light, come light from off your steed ,
D eliver him now unto me.
For six pretty fair m aids I have drownded here,
The seventh one you shall be. 6

6) "Come strip  me off your fine silken  c lo thes 
And a ll your je w e ls ,” sa id  he;
"F ar b e tte r I se ll them for what they are worth 
Than they rot with you under the s e a .”

5



7) "O stay , o stay , you fa lse-hearted  man.
And turn your h ead ,” sa id  she.
"For not fitting  it is  tha t a ruffian like you 
A naked lady should s e e .”

8) So he turned h is  head while she undressed 
To where the leaves grow green;
She caught him by the sm all of the w aist 
And she flung him into the sea.

9) He plung-ed high, he plung-ed low,
And a t la s t the side reached he,
"O save my life, my pretty  fair maid,
And my bride you sha ll b e .”

10) "L ie there, lie  there , you fa lse-hearted  man,
L ie there in s tead  of me.
For if six  pretty  fair maids you have drownded here, 
The seventh one has drownded th e e .”

11) So she mounted on her m ilk white steed ,
And she led h is dapple grey,
And fa s t she  rode t i l l  she reached her own house 
Ju st as it was breaking the day.

12) Now the parrot that w as in the window so  high 
Looked  down as he saw her ride by;
"0 where hast thou been, thou w ilfu l ch ild ?
Some ruffian has led  thee a stray ."

13) "Don't prittle, don 't prattle, my pretty Polly,
And te l l  no ta le s  o f me.
And thy cage sh a ll be made o f the g littering gold, 
And the door o f the best ivory."

14) "Why shout you so  loud, my pretty Polly,
So loud and so  early, Polly?"
"0 the cat has clim bed  up in the window so  high, 
And I fear that he w ill have me."

15) "Well done, w e ll done, my pretty Polly,
You’ve changed your ta le  w ell for me;
So thy cage sha ll be made o f the g littering gold, 
And the door o f the b e s t ivory."

5. THE TWA SISTERS (B innorie), Child 10, sung by John Strachan, Fyvie, 
A berdeenshire, Scotland, recorded by Alan Lomax and Hamish Henderson.
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Of a ll the ba llad s, th is  one w as certa in ly  danced as it was sung to one of 
severa l beautifu l refrains . . .

Edinburgh, Edinburgh, Sterling for aye,
Bonny St. Johnson stands on the Tay . .  .

or

Bow down, bow down,
I’ll be true to my true love,
If my love w ill be true to m e . . .

Again an old story whose origins are lo s t in the m ists of the p ast; th is  
ballad  may have a Slavic origin, for it is  widely known in Slavic folklore. 
Archer Taylor (JA FL , XLII, 238ff.) argues that the ballad form may 
have come into Great Britain from Scandinavia before 1600, but Bronson 
(p. 143) den ies th is . In Scotland and on the continent the body of the dead 
girl is  found by a harper who makes strings for h is harp from her hair; and, 
when he p lays th is  instrum ent a t the court of her father, the human harp 
accu ses  the w icked s is te r  and she is  brought to ju s tice . Child prin ts twenty 
versions; in one of th ese , a broadside which appeared in 1656, the miller 
makes a viol of the drowned g ir l’s body. The idea recurs again in the well- 
known nonsense p iece , The Jolly Herring, but it is  absen t in most English 
and American cop ies. For references, see : J.O R D , Bothy Songs and Ballads, 
G lasgow, 1930; COFFIN 38; GUIDE 113; Grieg 9.

BINNORIE (Strachan)
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1) There were two s is te rs  lived in a glen,
Binnorie O Binnorie,

And the bonny m iller laddie came a-courtin’ o’ them,
By the bonny mill dams o ’ Binnorie.

2) "O s is te r , o s is te r , w ill ye take a walk 
Aroon’ by the dams o ’ B innorie,
For to hear the blackbird w histle  o ’er h is notes,
By the bonny mill dams o ’ B innorie?”
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3) They walked up and sae  did they doon,
And roond by the dams o ’ Binnorie,
T ill the elder stepped aside  and dang the younger in 
To the deep mill dams o’ Binnorie.

4) "O s is te r , o s is te r , stre tch  oot your hand,
Binnorie O Binnorie,
And I ’ll g ie you my gold and a theft o ’ my land,
For the bonnie m iller laddie o ’ B innorie.”

5) "It w as never your money that I dang ye in,
Binnorie 0  Binnorie.
I t’s you being so fair, love, and I so very grim 
And for the bonny m iller laddie o’ B innorie .”

6) O miller, o m iller, rend oot your dam,
Binnorie O Binnorie.
For th ere ’s some grand lady or some deid swan 
Floating  up and doon the dams o’ Binnorie.

Further s tan zas from ORD . . .

The m iller quickly drew the dam 
And there he found a drowned woman.

Round about her middle sma'
There was a gowden girdle bra';

A ll among her yellow  hair 
A string  o’ pearls w as tw is ted  rare;

On her fingers lily-w hite
The jew el rings were shining bright.

By there cam' a harper fine,
Who harped to nobles when they dine;

And when he looked that lady on,
He sighed  and made a heavy moan.

H e 's  ta 'en  three locks  o ' her yellow  hair 
And w i‘ them strung h is harp so rare.

He went into her fa ther 's  hall 
And played h is harp before them all.

And sune the harp sang loud and clear 
F arew ell — my father and mither dear.
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And n e is t when the harp began to sing,
Tw as farewell, sw eetheart, sa id  the string.

And then as plain as plain could he,
There s i ts  my s is te r  wha drowned me.

6, LORD RANDALL, a com posite of severa l versions: A sung by Jeannie  
Robertson, Aberdeen, Scotland, recorded by Alan Lomax; B sung by F.lizabeth 
Cronin, Macroom, County Cork, Ireland, recorded by Alan Lomax; C sung by 
Thomas Moran, Mohill, Leitrim , Ireland, recorded by Seamus Ennis; D sung 
in Irish  by Colm McDonagh, Galway, Ireland, recorded by Alan Lomax; E sung 
by E irlys and E dis Thom as, Glamorgan, South Wales, recorded by P eter 
Kennedy.

In many versions the victim  is  christened  Tyrannty or som ething of the 
sort. Scholars have suggested  that perhaps th is  curious name came from the 
L atin  "T yrannus,” which th e  folk heard as "to, R an d a ll.” Perhaps the d irec-
tion of change ran the other way and "to, R andall” was heard "T y ran tie .” 
Anne G ilch ris ts  suggests (JFSS III, 44) tha t he w as R andall III, 6th Earl of 
C hester, who died in 1232 with a hint of poisoning mixed up in h is  story. 
Whatever he w as ca lled  — Lord R andall or Donald or Jimmie R andall, or 
Durango or Poor Anzo or Johnny R andle —he w as a victim  of woman’s perfidy. 
U sually  h is  sw eetheart po isons him with snakes served as  e e ls  or f ish e s , or 
with poisonous toads or some other loathsom e dish . But in other, possib ly  
o lder forms, h is  grandmother or stepm other is  the v illa in e ss . Thus Barry 
(B ritish  Ballads From Maine, p. 71) argues tha t possib ly  the boy delivers h is 
la s t w ill and testam ent to the ghost of h is  dead mother. Bronson (p. 191) 
m akes the point tha t, in a ll i t s  w idespread forms throughout the continent 
(for in s tan ce  in the Ita lian  L'Avvelenato), the question and answ er form re-
main the sam e. T h is story is  so powerful tha t one never stops to  ask  why 
R andall w as murdered by a woman, for we a ll in stan tly  accep t the in tensity  
of fem inine anger. For references see : P.W. JOYCE, Old Irish Music and 
Songs, Dublin, 1909; DOUGLAS HYDE, Erin, II, 77; C. HARDEBECK, Fiunn 
F iada Fuinidh; ORD (op cit) p. 458; COFFIN 42; GUIDE 85; GRIEG 13.

A. T h is  is  only a part of the complete performance of Lord Donald which 
can be heard on C ollector Record lp. JF S  4001. B. Old Mrs. Cronin, one of 
the most accom plished of Irish  folk singers could only reca ll th is  fragment. 
C. We have space for only a part of the whole sung by Moran to a bagpipe 
cadence that begins on the 7th and drops to the keynote via the 5th. D. Here 
we have only the introduction (often sung to  a variant melody) to a full per-
formance of a b a llad  in the "b ig” and highly ornate sty le  of the far w est 9l 
Ireland. E. Two s tan za s  of a Welsh varian t, which show again how the big 
ba llad s can c ro ss  language and culture barriers .
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A. J eannie Robertson
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Whaur hae ye been all the day, Lord Donald, my son?
Whaur hae ye been all the day, my jolly  young man?

Awa’ courtin’, mither, m ak’ my bed soon,
For I am sick  at the hairt and I fain wad lie  doon.

B. E lizabeth  Cronin

1 f r r t i  A M

P # i L ----------------------- --------------------------------------1----------- ------------------------------7 ^ ------------ -------------------------------— -  1 _____ *
J r i V t t  \ 1 1 4 *  f .  -  #  1  t .  \  \  r — 1 /

a
j  1 :—  a - U - i  a *  ;

— — — —_---- J+1—n --------------- p — .
f ^ r r H - 4 4 -

10

vD 1961, Lochrae S \usic Co.



What did you have for your b reakfast, my own darling boy? 
What did you have for your b reakfast, my comfort and joy?
A cup of cold poison, mother, d ress  my bed soon,
For th ere ’s a pain through my heart and I’d want to lie doon.

C. Thomas Moran
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What w ill you leave to your mother, my love, hope and joy?

1

The g a te s  of hell open, so make my bed now 
For I ’m sick  to the heart and I long to lie down.

D. Ca raibh tu ar feadh an lae? Colin McDonagh
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(T ranslation :)

What had you for your dinner, o brother?
What had you for your dinner, o flower of young men?
An eel that was tw isted  with red blood p ressed  on it,
I’m sick  at heart and must lie down.
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E. O fy mab anwyl. E irlys & E dis Thomas

She: P ie  buost ti neithiw r, mab anwyl dy fam,
P ie  buost ti neithiw r, mab anwyl dy fam,

He: Pysgo ta , mam anwyl, o ch ’weiriwch fy ngwely,
’Rwy’n glaf, ’rwy’n glaf,
A’m calon ar fyned i ’r bedd.

0  all the night where were you, m other’s dear son?
O a ll the night where were you, m other’s dear son? 
L ast night I w as fish ing, oh make up my bed 
For I ’m sick , I ’m sick ,
And my h ea rt’s on the brink of the grave.

She: Paliw  oedd dy bysgod, mab anwyl dy fam? (2)
He: Rhai brithion, mam anwyl, o ch’weiriwch fy ngwely, e tc . .

And what color were the fish , m other’s dear son? (2) 
They were speck led  and sparkled , e tc . .

R est of story (not sung here):

And what for your father: F ive pounds 
And what for your s ister : A sew ing machine 
And what for your mother: A fortune 
And what for your sweetheart: A rope to hang her

(Pum punt)
(Injian i wnio)
( Ffortiwn)
(Cortyn iw chrogi)

7. EDWARD, a com posite of severa l versions: A, MY SON DAVID, sung by 
Jeann ie  R obertson, recorded by P e te r Kennedy and Alan Lomax; B, sung by 
Paddy Tunney, B eleek, Ferm anagh, Ireland, recorded by P e te r Kennedy; 
C, sung by Angela B rasil (15 years old), England, recorded by P eter Kennedy.

Prior to the recen t finds by P eter Kennedy among the traveling  folk and 
tinkers, scho lars be lieved  tha t th is , considered the most perfect of the trag ic  
b a llad s, was far b e tte r known in Scandinavia and America than in B ritain . Now 
it is  c lear the trave le r group has a strong attachm ent for th is ancien t story, 
which som etim es concerns fratric ide (a s  here) and elsew here parric ide, with
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the mother the rea l v il la in . Jeannie Robertson, the great ballad singer of 
A berdeenshire, exp lains her family tradition about the story as follows: "David 
and John were rich manÕs sons and David was the e ldest, but John was head-
strong and wanted to be m aster. David wouldnÕt have that and they fought and 
David k illed  him .Ó In Scandinavian custom a brother-slayer was punished by 
being put out to sea  in an open boat without oars or sa i ls , and th is end is 
reflected  in Jeann ieÕs beautifu l final stanza . . .

O when w ill you come back again 
My son David, ho son, David,
When the sun and the moon m eets in yon glen,
Hi, lady mother, ho lady mother,
Then IÕll return again.

In the c la ss ic  Percy form printed by Child, the in cest motive is  c lear and, 
when the mother asks her son what he p lans to w ill to her, he rep lies:

The curse of hell,
Sic counsels ye gave to me . . .

BRONSON (p. 237) fee ls that th is  version maybe a literary rehandling of the 
song by Percy. COFFIN, 45, concludes, after a review of a ll the scho lar-
ship, that the story orig inally concerned a quarrel between two brothers over 
their s is te r. For a full study of a ll versions, see Archer Taylor, Edward and 
Sven I Rosengard, 1935.

A. Jeann ie Robertson
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1) O w hatÕs the blood th a tÕs on your sword, 
My son, David, ho son David?
WhatÕs tha t blood, i tÕs on your sword? 
Come, promise, te l l me true.

2) O th a tÕs the blood of my grey mare,
Hi, lady mother, ho, lady mother.
T ha tÕs the blood of my grey mare 
B ecause she wouldnae rule by me.

13



3) O that blood it is  ower clear,
My son, David, ho son David.
That blood it is  ower clear,
Come, promise, te l l  me true.

4) O tha t's  the blood o f my greyhound

5) 0  that blood it is ower clear

6) 0  tha t's  the blood o f my brother John, etc.

B. Paddy Tunney 
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1) What brought the blood on your right shoulder, dear?
Son, come te l l it unto me.
ÕTwas the k illing of a hare tha t I k illed today,
That I k illed  most manfully-ee,
That I k illed most manfully.

2) The blood of the old hare it could never be so red,
Son, come te ll it unto me.
ÕTw as the k illing of a boy that 1 k illed  today,
That I k illed most manfully-ee,
That I k illed most manfully.

3) What are you going to do with your two race-horses?
Son, come te l l it unto me.
I w ill take the brid les off their necks,
For theyÕll run no more for me-ee,
For theyÕll run no more for me.

4) What are you going to do with your two fine grey-hounds? 
Son, come te ll it unto me.
O IÕll take the leads from off their necks,
For theyÕll race no more for me-ee,
For theyÕll race no more for me.

14



5) What are you going to do with your houses and your lands? 
Son, come te ll it  unto me.
I w ill lay them bare to the birds of the air,
For the reÕs no more welcome there for me-ee,
For the reÕs no more welcome there for me.

V erses not included on the record: (as sung by Mrs. Conners but not by P .T .)

1) Where have you been a' the whole afternoon?
I was f ish in ' and fow linÕ the whole day long,
By mother's perfurie-ee.

4) What come between yourse lf and the boy?
It was mostly the cu ttinÕ o f a rod,
That would never come a tree - tree.

C. Angela B rasil (age 15)
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1) What w ill you do when your father comes to know? 
Son, come te l l i t  unto me.
I w ill s tep  my foot on board of ship,
And sa il to a foreign counteree.

2) What w ill you do with your two fine children?
Son, come te l l it unto me.
IÕll give one to my father and one to my mother 
To keep them company.

3) What w ill you do with your lovely wife?
Son, come te l l it  unto me.
I w ill d ress her up in a jolly  sailor su it,
And sh eÕll sa il on board with me.

4) O son, o son, when w ill you return?
Son, come te ll it unto me.
When the moon and the sun w ill both sh ine as one, 
And th a tÕs what you never w ill see.
(Spoken) T hatÕs it a ll . . .
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V erses performed by singer and not on the record:

1) What is the blood on your le ft shoulder?
That is  the blood o f my oum brother 
That I k il led  so manderly.

2) What did you k i l l  your own dear brother?
Because he shot my two turtle doves 
That flew  from tree to tree.

8. KING ORFEO, Child 19, sung by John Stick le, Lerw ick, Shetland, recorded 
by Patrick  Shuldham-Shaw.

It is  a common experience to hear songs and ta les  in G aelic about persons 
kidnapped by the li tt le  people, but such ancient lore has alm ost d isappeared 
in other parts of the w est. According to Bronson (p. 275), th is  melody is  also 
very ancient. "That a tune should in the m idst of the 20th century be re-
covered for th is  whisper from the Middle Ages was as li tt le  to be expected as 
that we should hear a horn from elfin land blowing. . . . Ó Child printed one 
version only of the ballad , but when Patrick  Shaw went to the Shetland to 
look for songs he w as shown the following tex t that had appeared in the 
Shetland T im es, written down from the recitation  of Bruce Sutherland of Turf 
H ouse, North Y ell in 1865. The refrain was clearly  derived from the Scandi-
navian original which runs . . .

1)

2)

Skoven arle gron Ñ Early greenÕs the wood . . .
Hvor hjorten han gar arlig Ñ Where the hart goes y ea r ly .

There lived  a lady in yon Haa 
Scowan orla grona 

Her name was Lady L isa  B e ll 
Where gurtin grew for Norla.

One day the King a-hunting went-,
They wounded the lady to the heart.

3) The King o f the Fairies w i' h is  dart 
Wounded h is lady to the heart.

4) So when the King came home at noon,
He asked  for Lady L isa  Bell.

5) H is nobles unto him d id  say,
My lady was wounded but noo she is dead.

6) Now they have ta Õen her life fra me,
But her corpse th ey 's  never haÕ.

7) Now he have ca lled  h is nob les aa 
To w a ltz her corpse into the Haa.
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8) But when the Lords was faen asleep 
Her corpse out o f the houses d id  sweep.

9) Now h e 's  awa' to the wood, wood were,
And there h e 's  to s i t t i l l  grown o 'er w i' hair.

10) He had not s itten  seven  lang years 
T i l l  a company to him drew near.

11) Some did ride an d  some d id  ging,
He saw h is lady them among.

12) There stood a Haa upon yon hill,
There went aa the Lad ies tilt.

13) He is  la id  him on h is belly to swim,
When he came it was a gray stone.

14) Now heÕs se t him down fu l wae,
And h e 's  taen out h is p ipes to play.

15) F irst he played the no tes o f noy,
Then he played the no tes o f joy.

16) And then he p layed another reel 
That might a made a s ick  heart heal.

17) There came a boy out o f the Haa 
Ye're hidden to come in among us aa.

18) The foremost man to him d id  say 
What thou ha.' for thy play.

19) For my play I w il l thee te l l 
I ' l l  haÔ my Lady L isa  Bell.

20) Thy s is te r 's  son, that unworthy thing, 
Tomorrow is to he crowned King.

21) But thou s take her and thou 's go hem,
And thou shall be king o'er thy own.

Still no tune had ever been recorded for the ballad. Then one day Mr. Shaw 
w as v isiting John Stickle in  the is land  of Unst and the two began talk ing 
about nonsense songs. "Have you ev er,Ó sa id  Mr. S tick le, "heard anything as 
nonsensica l as th is .Ó Mr. Stickle then proceeded to sing him the song here 
reproduced, and he failed to understand how h is London friend could be so 
excited over a b it of nonsense that he had never been able to get out of h is 
mind. See COFFIN, 50.
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1) Will ye come in into our haÕ?
Scowan earl grey.

Ye w ill coine in into your haÕ,
For yetter kangra norla.

2) And w eÕll come in into your haÕ,
And weÕll come in among you a Õ.

3) F irs t you played the no tes o Õ noy,
And then you played the no tes oÕ joy.

4) And then you played a good old gabber reel,
What might h aÕ made a sick  hairt heal.

9. THE CRUEL MOTHER, Child 20, sung by Thomas Moran, Mohill, Leitrim , 
recorded by Seamus Ennis for the BBC Sound Archives.

A g irl, about to be married, d iscovers she is  pregnant by the wrong man. 
She w ished to appear a virgin. She " leans her back against a thorn, and there 
the pretty babes are born,Ó and then murders her newborn babes. In some 
forms of the story, she cannot wash the blood off her knife. In o thers she 
throws her knife into a stream  and it retu rns to her hand, again and again. 
Sometime later, as she is walking in the fie lds, she m eets the ghosts of her 
children and begs them to come back to her. At th is point, our version, with 
i ts  medieval notions about the redemption of the lost soul, begins.

Once upon a time th is  w as one of the b est loved ba llads of England, as 
shown by the large number of beautifu l varian ts of the tunes and by the 
poignant grace of the refra ins . . . .

F ine flowers in the valley . . .
And the green leaves, they grow rarely . . .

Now the rose and the lindsay-o,
Down by the greenwood side-i-o . . . .

In the p ast two cen tu ries, however, i t  has dropped out of currency in 
B ritain, meanwhile retain ing i ts  popularity among American ballad singers 
See: COFFIN 50; GRIEG 21; GUIDE 21; ORD 459.
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1) O your f irst l i tt le  child  with the golden locks,
All along and a-lonely-o.

And youÕve buried him under your own bed stock,
Down by the greenwood sidey-o.

2) YouÕve buried three more on your way going home,
And youÕve buried three more on that butting stone.

3) Well, youÕll be seven long years a wolf in the woods,
And youÕll be seven long years a fish in the floods.

4) YouÕll be seven long years a ringing the bell,
And youÕll be seven long years a-burning in hell.

5) Well, IÕd like very w ell to be a wolf in the woods,
And IÕd like very w ell to be a fish in the floods.

6) IÕd like very w ell to be ringing the bell,
But the Lord may save my soul from hell.

10. THE BROOMFIELD WAGER, sung by Cyril Poacher, at the Ship Inn, 
B laxhall, Suffolk, England, recorded by P eter Kennedy.

Cyril Poacher is  the heart and soul, as well as the m aster of cerem onies, 
of the Saturday night sing-songs at the Ship Inn, in the marshy land along the 
Suffolk C oast. He w ears a sporty cap pulled down over h is eyes, w inks 
knowingly at h is  audience, and ca lls  for order like the chairman of a com-
m ittee. D espite a ll outward signs of modernity, however, Cyril and h is 
audience are linked, in fantasy, with the past of Britain. One of their favorite 
ba llads d ea ls  sym pathetically  with N apoleonÕs son, but equally popular is 
th is  story out of European pre-h istory, in which a g irl is  required to go forth 
and defend her maidenhead by magic against a savage horseman, out of the 
ancient Aryan past. Y et Cyril is  in perfect rapport with h is crowd as he sings.

The o ldest Child vers ions te l l  a longer story. The maid w agers with the 
knight tha t she can come alone into the fie lds and return home a virg in. She
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consu lts a w itch and is  to ld about the m agical powers of broomflowers. She 
ventures forth, finds her knight asleep , strew s the magic p lan ts round him and 
then returns safe home. In one Kentucky version the knight w akes and says,

If my hawk had wakened me while I slep t,
Of her I would have had my w ill,
Or the buzzards that fly high over the sky 
Of her flesh  would have had their fill.

Thus a ta le  of pagan magic lived in the h il ls  of the South. In th is  gentler 
English version the heroine h ides in the bushes to watch her loverÕs reaction 
when he w akes, and the only trace of magic that rem ains is  her n ine-tim es 
challenging walk around her sleeping lover. See: COFFIN 57; GRIEG 56;
GUIDE 31.
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"Order, p lease , lad ies and gentlem en, respect the Chair. I have much 
p leasure in calling on me old friend Mr. C. P. to oblige with a small ditty. . .Ó

1) O wager, 0  wager, 0  wager IÕll lay you,
I Õll lay you five thousands to your one,
That a maiden IÕll go to that merry broomfield,
And a maiden I Õm sure I w ill return.
T hat a maiden IÕll go to that merry broomfield,
And a maiden I Õm sure I w ill return. (HOLD THE WHEEL)

2) And then did th is  young maid back on a bay hobbyÕs back,
All for to ride to that green broom,
And when she got there she found her own true love 
Lying in that merry green broom fast asleep.
E tc. .
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3) Nine tim es did she walk round the crown of h is head,
Nine times round the so le  of h is feet (O OF HIS FEET)
N ine tim es did she say , "Awake, m aster,
For your own true love is  standing nearby .Ó
Etc. .

4) And when she had done a ll she dare do,
She stepped behind that bunch of green broom (OF GREEN BROOM) 
All for to hear what her own true love should say 
When he awoke out of h is  dom estic sleep.
E tc. .

5) He said , "If I had been awake instead  of being asleep ,
My w ill I would have done toward thee.
Your blood i t  would have been sp ilt for those small birds to drink, 
And your flesh  it would have been for their food.Ó

6) You hard-hearted young man, how could you say so?
Your heart it m ust he hard as any stone,
For to murder the one that lov-ed you so well,
Far better than the ground that you stand  on.

7) Nine tim es of th is  be ll d id  I ring, master,
Nine tim es o f that whip d id  I snap;
Nine tim es d id  I say, "Awake, master,
For your own true love is standing nearby."
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VOLUME i s : ,  s ide b.

1. CAPTAIN WEDDERBURN'S COURTSHIP, as sung by Seamus Ennis, 
Dublin, Ireland, recorded by P eter Kennedy.

Very often printed in B ritish songsters in the 18th and early 19th century, 
th is  risque riddling ballad became popular in Ireland and thence, probably, 
was carried itse lf  to New England, where it has been often found since. 
Again it is  a question whether the story form was imposed upon the riddling 
sequence or whether the reverse was the case. Of the well-known riddling 
songs there are three forms Ñ the well known I Gave My Love a Cherry, 
found in the Southern Mountains by C ecil Sharp, published by him in English 
Folk Songs o f The Southern Appalachians, II, 190, and thence popularized by 
Burl Ives; the English and New England I Gove My Love An Apple; and 
Perrie Merrie Dictum Dominie, found in England and the N ortheast.

Certainly the theme of the ingenious suitor is  an ancient one. It forms the 
plot of many fairy sto ries, occurs in the Arabian N ights and in Greek co llec-
tions. Again in th is  ballad form we encounter the pagan notion that a woman 
encountered alone and unprotected is  fair game and must expect to y ield to 
her captor, un less she is  w ittier than he. The lusty keeper makes h is demands 
upon the C aptainÕs  daughter. She counters by asking a group of three ridd les, 
then a group of four, which, according to ancient courting custom, he must be 
able to answ er correctly or g ive her up. Apparently the lady is  p leased  and 
im pressed by h is su ccess, for the ballad  concludes . . .

L ittle  did th is  lady think that morning when she ra ise ,
That th is  was for to be the la s t oÕ a Õ her maiden days.
But thereÕs na into the k ingÕs realm to be found a b lither twa, 
And now sh eÕs Mrs. Wedderburn, and she l ies  to the waÕ.

For references see: COFFIN 59, GRIEG 33, ORD 416, GUIDE 100.
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1) Now a gentlem anÕs fair daughter walked down a narrow lane,
She met with Captain Wedderburn, the keeper of the game;
He said  unto h is servant man, "If it were not for the law,
I would have tha t maid in bed with me, and sh eÕd lie next the w a ll.Ó

2) "0  then go your way, young m an,Ó she says, "And do not bother me. 
Before youÕll lie one night with me you must answer me questions three; 
Three questions you must answer me w hilst I se t forth them a ll,
Before you lie one night with me at e ither stock or wall.

3) "For my breakfast you must get for me a cherry without a stone;
For my dinner you must get for me a bird without a bone;
For my supper you must get for me a bird without a gall,
Ere you and I in one bed lie or I lie next the w all.Ó

4) "Well, the cherry when in blossom, it surely has no stone;
The bird when it is  in the egg, it surely has no bone;
The dove it is  a gentle bird, and f l ies without a gall,
So you and I in one bed w ill lie and youÕll lie next the w a ll.Ó

5) "0  then go your way, young man,Ó she said, "And do not me perplex. 
Before youÕll lie one night with me, you must answer me questions six, 
Six questions you must answer me w hilst I se t forth them all,
Before I lie one night with you at e ither stock or wall.

6) Ó0  what is  rounder than a ring, w hatÕs higher than the tree?
And what is  worse than womenÕs wrath, what is  deeper than the sea? 
What bird sings best, what tree buds f irst, and on it the dew first fall? 
Ere you and I in one bed lie or I lie next the w a ll.Ó

7) The world is rounder than a ring, heavenÕs higher than the tree;
The devil is worse than womenÕs wrath, and hell is  deeper than the sea; 
The lark sings best and the oak buds f irst and on it the dew first fa lls, 
So you and I in one bed w ill lie, and youÕll lie next the w a ll.Ó

8) "You must get for me some w inter fruit that in December grew;
You must get for me a s i lk  mantle that w eft nor warp went through,
A sparrow 's horn and a priest unborn to wed us both in twa,
Ere you and I in one bed lie or I lie next the wall."

9) "Well, my father has some winter fruit that in December grew;
My mother has a s i lk  mantle that w eft nor warp went through;
A sparrow 's horn is easy found, there is one in every claw;
And M elkisitik  was a priest unhorn Ñ and you ll lie next the wall!"

2. THE TWA BROTHERS, Child 49, sung by Lucy Stewart, Fetterangus 
Aberdeenshire, Scotland, recorded by Peter Kennedy.
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T his dream-like ballad of fratric ide must be very old, but it w as not d is -
covered until the beginning of the 19th century and then only in Scotland and 
the United S tates. In America it often occurs as a ch ild renÕs song and in 
Scotland i t  seem s to be espec ia lly  liked by the tinkers. The plot varies con-
siderably. In some vers ions the k illing seem s to be accidenta l, and the dying 
brother tried to help h is murderer with an alib i. In o thers the two brothers 
quarrel over land, over a g irl and, occasionally , over their s is te r . The present 
version, sung in an old mode but with the modern chromatic sty le  of decora-
tion a t p resen t popular among traveling folk, has a surprising conclusion, in 
which the step-mother is  blamed by the dying boy. The singer, who belongs 
to the singing Stewart family of A berdeenshire, lived on the roads as  a can-
vasser when she w as young but now, a t fifty, ra ises  poultry on a small croft. 
For re ferences see: COFFIN 60, SHARP (op c it) I, 69; BRONSON, 384.
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1) Two pretty  boys they were going to the school;
In the evening coming home,
Said the b iggest boy to the l i t t le s t  boy,
"O can you throw a stone?
O can you throw a stone?Ó

2) "I can neither throw a stone,
Or l i t t le  can I p lay a t the ba ll.
If you come down to th is  merry greenwoods 
I w ill try you a w rastling fa l l .Ó

3) Then they went down to the merry greenwoods, 
The b iggest threw the l i t t le s t down;
Then John took out a l itt le  pen-knife,
And stabbed William to the ground.

4) "O brother, dear, o brother, dear,
What m akes you pale and wan?"
"Do you not see  by the light o f the moon 
That my heart's bloodÕs tr ickling down?"

5) He took o ff h is lily-w hite shirt 
And he tore it from gore to gore;
And wrapped it round h is lily-w h ite breast, 
But the blood came ten tim es more.
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6) "ItÕs what w ill your dear father say 
Th is night when you go home?"
"T e ll him I'm away to a London school,
And a good boy I ' l l  return."

7) "o what will your dear stepmother think 
T h is night when you go home?
T ell her the las t prayer she prayed for me 
That I would neÕer come home.Ó

3. LORD BATEMAN (Young Beichan), Child 53, two versions, sung by: 
A, Thomas Moran, ib id .; B, Jeannie Robertson, recorded by Peter Kennedy.

Found in every quarter of the English-speaking world and in many forms, 
the frequent occurrence of th is  unusually long ballad is  probably due to its  
popularity with the broadside p ress. Bronson, however, no tes that the vigor 
and variety of its  melodic tradition shows that th is ballad has been con-
stan tly  supported by the oral tradition. Print probably helped to keep the 
song in tact, a s  singers refreshed their memories from the broadside tex ts, 
and then varied the tune and the story in small deta ils .

The yarn is  a m edieval romance with a happy ending. A re s t le s s  young 
man goes voyaging or to the C rusades, is  captured by p ira tes or Moors, and 
freed by the gao lerÕs daughter. The couple vow not to marry anyone e lse  for 
seven years. When th is  time is  up, the Turkish lady sa i ls  for England, 
arrives just in time for the wedding, iden tif ies herself and the faithfu l swain 
sends h is new bride home. Her farew ell speech, not often reca lled  in th is 
censorious age, has a delightfu l lusty ring to it . . .

Is th is  the custom oÕ your house or the fashion oÕ the land,
To marry a maid in the May morning and send her back at even?

The folk have had a fine time with the Turkish ladyÕs name, calling  her 
variously Ñ Suzanne, Sophia, Silky, Susie Free, Honey, Susan Spicer, Susie 
P ines, and here, Shuzy P ie . For references see: COFFIN, 63; GRIEG, 85; 
GUIDE, 40. Fu ll tex ts  are very common in the U.S.

A. Thomas Moran
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SingerÕs T itle : Lord Bacon

1) O Lord Bacon he w as a rich man,
O then and a man of a high degree;
O then he got ready all h is golds and monies 
And he vowed strange counteries he would go see.

2) O then he sa iled  east O and he sa iled  west 
Until he sa iled  into Cumberland.
And he w as taken by a heathen king,
By a heathen king O Lord Bacon was.

3) He bored a hole O aÕthrough h is right shoulder 
And he bound him up to the oak so strong;
He bound him up to the oak so strong 
Until of h is  life he was quite wear-ee.

4) It happened to be upon a holiday
When the k ingÕs fair daughter was passing  by;
And as  she looked in upon the prisonerÕs window, 
ÕTwas on Lord Bacon she cast her eye.

B. Jeann ie Robertson
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SingerÕs T itle : Susan Pyatt

1) There is  a lady at our hall door,
SheÕs the p re tties t lady IÕve ever seen;
SheÕs as  muckle gold round her middle small 
That would buy NorthumberlanÕ and set it free.

2) IÕll bet you one pound against a penny
ItÕs my young Susan Pyatt from across the sea; 
For i tÕs you come here on a horse and saddle, 
IÕll put you back by a coach and three.

(All th is  singer could recall)
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Here is  the remainder of Moran's text.

5) "O then have you houses, young man," she says,
"Or have you liv ings in your own country?
Or what would you g ive to a lady fair 
0  that out o f Turkey-land would se t you free?"

6) "0 then I have houses, my dear," he says,
"0 an I have liv ings in my own country.
I 'd  g ive them a ll to a lady fair
0  that out o f Turkey-land w ouldn 't se t me free."

7) She brought him into her fa ther 's cellar 
0  then where they took cake and wine,
And every toast 0  that she drank towards him 
"I w ish Lord Bacon that you were m ine."

8) 0  your hand and promise yo u 'l l g ive to me,
My fa ith and troth I w il l g ive to thee,
That youÕll never marry for seven  long years 
U nless you marry to another one.

9) 0  th is  seven  long years they were past and gone,
And then the eighth it was coming on,
And she sto le  the keys o f her fa ther 's treasure 
And she vow ed Lord Bacon she would go see.

10) 0  then she sa i led  east 0  and she sa iled  w est 
Until she sa iled  into Cumberland,
And she enquired for Lord Bacon 's castle 
As far as ever she cou ldn 't understand.

11) 0  then when she came to Lord BaconÕs castle,
She tink led  low ly then at a ring,
"WhoÕs that? Who's that?" sa id  the brave old porter, 
"That raps so low and wouldn 't fa in be in?"

12) "0 then is  Lord Bacon h im self at home?
0  or is that worthy young lord w ith in?Ó
"Well, heÕs in the hall among h is nobles all,
And upon th is very day h is new bride brought in ."

13) "T e ll him to send  me a cut o f h is wedded bread,
0  then and a g la ss o f h is w ine so strong,
A ll in remembrance o f the lady fair 
O that se t him free out of Turkey-land."
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14) 0  then up he comes, the brave old porter 
And threw h im self low ly upon h is knee,
"0 get up, get up 0  my brave old porter,
Or what m akes a ll th is curse to thee?"

15) "'Hell, IÕm at your ga tes 0  th is  seven long years,
And now the eighth it is coming on,
And the fa irest lady eÕer my eyes beheld,
She stands at your ga tes and w ouldn 't fain be in.

16) I t 's  on her finger she wears a gold ring,
And on her middle one she wears three,
She has more gold laces around her w aist
Than would purchase Cumberland and se t him free.

17) She to ld me to send  her a cut o f your wedded bread,
0  then and a g la ss o f your w ine so strong,
A ll in remembrance o f the lady fa ir 
0  that se t you free out o f Turkey-land."

18) H is chairs and tab les he le ft aside,
0  mugs, jugs and g la sses he made them fly,
"IÕll wager you a ll my houses and liv ings 
That S usie 's  fa irest has fo llow ed me."

19) Now then out bespoke 0  the young bride's mother,
And an angry woman indeed was she;
"You might accept the one you got,
Or some other one in her compan-ie."

20) "O then can 't you g ive her to your brother, John,
H e's a far more worthy young lad than thee."
"I would not accept of h is brother John,
Nor h is brother John might not accept o f me.
But g ive me back o f my fa ith  and troth 
And I w il l sa il over to my oum counttrie."

21) "Your bride is bonny, your bride is  comely,
But indeed sh e Õs nothing the worse o f me,
She come here in an open car,
And she may go back in her coach and three.

22) "Your bride is bonny, your bride is  comely,
But indeed, sh e 's  nothing the worse o f me.
She come here with one peck o f gold,
And at her returnin' she may bring three."

4, LORD THOMAS AND FAIR ELLEN, Child 73, sung by Je s s ie  Murray, 
Portnockie, Buchan, Scotland, recorded by Alan Lomax and Hamish Henderson.
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The commonest and b est preserved of the big ballads in America, Lord 
Thomas seem s to be scarcely  remembered in Great Britain. To explain th is 
problem away by saying that th is  song was frequently printed in songsters is  
to beg the question, for ed ito rs try to p lease  their public. I ts American popu-
larity  confirms a pattern . B allads reflecting extreme sexual jealousy have in 
the p ast centuries lost their public in B rita in , while they have kept it  in the 
U.S. The frequent occurrence of Little Musgrove in America and its  d is-
appearance in B ritain is  a case  in point.

The present version from Scotland, in fac t, not only bo tches the story but 
omits the entire theme of jealousy  and i ts  bloody aftermath. In the old Scots 
and the contemporary American versions, the story runs as follow s. Lord 
Thomas is  torn between marrying the Brown Girl, who has property, and land-
le s s  Fair E llen, whom he loves. (Germanic literary tradition has trad itionally  
shown a marked preference for blond hero ines, except in the six teenth  century, 
when nut-brown maids became temporarily fash ionable.)

The mother adv ises Lord Thomas to choose the richer one, and he inv ites 
h is true love E llen to h is wedding. She h es ita tes , then d resses herse lf 
beautifu lly  and makes such an entrance at the wedding party that the Brown 
G irl is  overcome by jealousy  and stabs her. Lord Thomas cu ts the Brown 
G irlÕs head off, then fa l ls  on h is sword and the three lovers are buried in the 
same grave. The ba llad  maker, being nothing if  not partisan , te l ls  us . . .

They put Fair E llen all in h is arms,
And the  Brown Girl a t h is feet . . . .

For further references, see: COFFIN 74; GRIEG 85; GUIDE 85.
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1) The brown g ir l has got houses and lands, 
F a ir E llen she hasnÕt got none;
And if you would take your motherÕs advice, 
You would bring  the brown g ir l home.

2) He dressed  h im self in scar le t red 
All mounted oÕer w iÕ green,
And every town tha t he rode through 
They thought he was some king.
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3) When he came to F a ir E llenÕs gates,
How loudly he rang the bell;
There were none so ready as F air E llen 
To welcome Lord Thomas in.

4) "What new s, w hat new s, Lord Thomas?" she cried.
"What new s have you brought unto me?Ó
"IÕve come to bid you to  my wedding,
And th a tÕs sad news to th e e .Ó

5) "Forbid, forbid, Lord Thom as," she cried,
"Forbid it not unto me,
For I thought you the jo lly  bridegroom 
And I the bride to be."

6) "Come ritle me, title  me, mother," she cried,
"Come ritle me a ll into one.
Will I go to Lord Thom asÕ wedding,
Or w ill I s tay  at home?"

7) "Many one 's been your friend, Fair Ellen,
And many oneÕs been your foe;
But i f  you take your motherÕs advice,
To Lord Thom asÕ wedding donÕt go."

8) When she came to Lord Thom asÕ gates 
How loudly she rang the bell;
There were none so ready as Lord Thomas 
To welcome Fair E llen in.

9) "Is th is  your bride Lord Thom as?Ó she cried,
"Is th is  your bride?Ó cried she.
"For I thought you the jo lly  bridegroom,
And I the bride to b e .Ó

10) "D espise her not, F a ir E llen ,Ó he cried,
"D espise her not unto me.
I wouldnÕt give your l itt le  finger 
For a ll her whole body.Ó

5. LORD LOVELL, Child 75, sung by Mrs. E thel F ind later, Dounby, Orkney, 
recorded by P eter Kennedy.

From the far north of the B ritish Is les  comes th is  story of love and death; 
another ballad universally  esteem ed by American folk singers and li tt le  found 
in G reat Britain today. On the whole Americans have preferred ba llads of 
il l- fa ted  love, and B ritons, ba llads of i l l ic it  and erotic love. The popularity 
of Lord Lovell in America is  in part due to i ts  appearance in numerous song-
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ste rs . In fact, the tune was often used for parodies and the ballad was fre-
quently burlesqued around the time of the C iv il War. Arthur K. Davis surm ises 
that the tendency to make fun of th is ballad  was due to the fact that i ts  tune 
is  too light for th is trag ic theme. For further references, see: Barry, British 
Ballads From Maine, New Haven, 1929; COFFIN, 78; GUIDE 85.
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1) Lord Lovel he stood at h is castle  gate 
A-combing h is milk white steed,
When down came Lady Love Nancy Bell 
To w ish her lover good speed, speed, speed,
To w ish her lover good speed.

2) "0 where are you going, Lord Lovel?" she says, 
"0 where are you going?" says she.
"I'm going, my Lady Love Nancy Bell,
Strange countries for to see, see, see,
Strange countries for to see ."

3) "When w ill you he back, Lord Lovel?" she says, 
"When w ill you he hack?" sa ys she.
"A year or two or three at the furthest,
I ' l l  he hack to my Lady Nancy, Nancy,
IÕll be back to my Lady Nancy."

4) He had not been twelve months and a day 
Strange countries for to see,
When languishing thoughts came into h is mind, 
H is Lady Nancy to go see, see, see,
H is Lady Nancy to go see.

5) He rode and he rode on h is milk-white steed 
T il l he came to London Town;
And there he heard the church-bells ringing,
And the people a ll mourning around, around,
And the people a ll mourning around.

31



6) "O what is  the m atter?Ó Lord Lovel he says,
"O what is  the m atter?Ó says he;
And a voice makes answ er, "A lady has died,
And they ca ll her Lady Nancy, Nancy,
And they ca ll her Lady N ancy.Ó

7) He ordered her grave to be opened wide,
And her shrouds to he thrown aside;
And there he k isse d  her c lay co ld  lips
T il l the tears came tr inkling down, down, down,
T il l the tears came trinkling down.

8) Lady Nancy B e ll d ied as today,
Lord L ovel he d ied as tomorrow;
Lady Nancy B e ll was la id in the co ld  churchyard,
Lord Lovel was la id in a shire, -ire, -ire,
Lord L ovel was la id in a shire.

9) Lady Nancy Belle was la id  in a cold churchyard,
Lord Lovel was la id  in a shire;
And out of her bosom grew a red, red rose,
And out of her loverÕs a briar, -iar, -iar,
And out of her loverÕs a briar.

10) They grew and they grew to the old church spire,
Where they could grow no higher;
And there they entw ined in a true-loverÕs knot,
All true-lovers for to admire, -ire, -ire,
All true-lovers for to admire.

6. LORD GREGORY, Child 76, sung by E lizabeth Cronin, Macroom, County 
Cork, Ireland, recorded by Alan Lomax.

To my mind th is  is  one of the finest performances of a trad itional ballad 
on record. Mrs. Cronin w as old and feeble when I met her Ñ indeed, I had to 
hold the microphone c lose to her lips to reg ister her voice Ñ but her sensitive  
and graceful matching of verse and melody throughout is  a model for modern 
singers. The ballad  itse lf  has been rarely found by modern co llec to rs in 
such a complete form, although the full story was once widely popular. Child 
prin ts eleven long versions. The present form om its to explain that the Lass 
Of Roch Royal, bearing h is il leg itim ate child in her arms, comes to GregoryÕs 
castle  to ask for her loverÕs help. Mrs. Cronin begins with the conversation 
between the g irl and GregoryÕs mother. In fact, she dw ells so much upon th is 
passage that the ballad  is  turned half way into a lyric.

Lord Gregory has been often reported in America, but rarely more than the 
"who w ill shoe my fee tÓ stanzas occur, sometimes as a lyric song or embedded
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in other folk p ieces. Perhaps th is  is  an example of a ballad dw indling away 
to a fragment. On the other hand, it seem s more likely that th is  stanza series 
has wandered into many songs. For further references, see: DAVIS, (op c it) 
for a version of 29 s tanzas; COFFIN 79; KEITH 59.
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1) I am a k ingÕs daughter th a tÕs stra igh t from Cappoquin,
In search of Lord Gregory, may God I find him.
The rain b ea ts  a t my yellow  locks and the dew w ets me s t i l l ,
Me babe is  cold in my arms, Lord Gregory, le t me in.

2) Lord Gregory heÕs not here and henceforth canÕt be seen,
He is  gone to Bonnie Scotland to bring home h is new Queen;
Leave now those windows and likew ise th is  hall,
For i tÕs deep in the sea you should h ide your downfall.

3) Who w ill shoe my babeÕs li tt le  feet, who w ill put g loves on her hands, 
And whoÕll t ie  my babeÕs middle with a long and green band?
Who w ill comb my babeÕs yellow locks with an ivory comb,
And whoÕll be my babeÕs father t i l l  Lord Gregory comes home?

4) IÕll shoe your babe 's l i tt le  feet, IÕll put g loves on her hands,
And IÕl l  tie your babe's middle w ith a long and green band.
IÕll comb your babe 's yellow  locks with an ivory comb,
And IÕll be your babe 's father t i l l  Lord Gregory com es home.

5) Do you remember, Lord Gregory, that night in Cappoquin,
When we both changed pocket handkerchiefs, and that against my w ill; 
For yours was pure linen, love, and mine was coarse cloth,
Yours cost one gu inea, love, and mine but one groat.

6) Leave now those w indows and likew ise  th is  hall,
For i tÕs deep in the sea  you should hide your downfall.

7) Do you remember, darling Gregory, that night in Cappoquin
When we both changed rings on our fingers, and I against my will?
For yours was pure silver, love, and mine was black tin,
Yours co st one guinea, love, and mine but one cent.

33



8) Leave now those w indows and likew ise th is  hall,
For i tÕs deep in the sea  you should hide your downfall.

9) My curse on you, mother, and my curse it being sore,
Sure I dreamt the lass  of Arms came a-rapping to my door; 
L ie down, you foolish son, and lie down and sleep,
For i tÕs long ago a weary la ss  sa t wailing in the deep.

10) Come sadd le me the b lack horse, the brown and the grey, 
Come sadd le me the b est horse in my stab le  th is day,
And IÕll range over va lleys, oÕ er mountains so wide,
And IÕll find the la s s  of Arms and lie by her side.

7. BARBARA ALLEN, Child 84, to ld in six  fragments by: A, Je s s ie  Murray, 
Buchan, Scotland, recorded by Alan Lomax; B, Fred Jordon, Shropshire, 
England, recorded by Peter Kennedy; C, C harlie Wills; D, Mary Bennell, 
D orset, England, recorded by P eter Kennedy; E, Thomas Moran, Leitrim , 
Ireland, recorded by Seamus Ennis; F, Ph il Tanner, Gower, Wales. Fu ll tex ts 
not printed.

Samuel Pepys wrote of h is delight in hearing an ac tress sing th is  ballad. 
Goldsmith w as moved to tears when an old dairymaid sang it for him. Genera-
tions of B ritons, and espec ia lly  Americans, apparently agreed with a mountain-
eer friend of mine who sa id  that "It made the haÕr rise  on my head to hear it 
sung .Ó Barbara Allen has been for a long time the most popular of trad itional 
ba llads in English, excepting alw ays Frog Went A-Courting. Three po in ts are 
strik ing in i ts  h istory: 1) It has no European analogues, though the same
theme occurs in Spain and Serbia; 2) The story is  remarkably consisten t in 
alm ost all versions; 3) American versions are more common and more complex.

One might fairly conclude, if popular ba llads deal with important psycho-
log ical patterns, that Barbara Allen contains a theme central to the emotional 
life of Great B ritain and, even more, America. The story could not be simpler. 
A young man is  dying of love. He ca lls  for h is girl and asks forg iveness and 
mercy. She scorns and leaves him and he d ies. When she hears of h is death, 
she d ies of remorse Ñ and in America, so does her mother. It seem s to me 
th a t the most obvious in terpretation here is the most cogent: that is , the 
revenge and subsequent guilt of a proud and probably frigid, or in jured, woman, 
which would be fe lt in different ways by male and female lis teners. T h is 
explanation f its  the history of the sexual pattern in recent times in the English 
speaking world.

Robert G raves proposes an idea which may account for the origin of the 
song. He sees Barbara Allen as a w itch who is  k illing a man by magic. He 
begs for mercy, but she p e rs is ts  in her cruelty and then, as often transp ires 
in w itch ta les , is  k illed  by her own w ickedness. In th is  version, the offer of 
g if ts  to Barbara and the lines from Ireland that have her laughing when she
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sees the corpse suggest that G raves may be right. For further references 
see: B. A. Botkin, American P lay Party Songs ((or use as game song); COF-
FIN, 87; GRIEG, 67; GUIDE, 51; ORD, 476.

A. Je s s ie  Murray
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1) In Scotland I was bom and bred,
In Scotland I was dwelling;
I fe l l in love w ith a pretty fair maid,
And her name w as Barbara Allen.

2) I courted her for seven long years 
T il l I could court no longer;
I fe ll s ick  and very sick,
And I sent for Barbara A llen.

B. Fred Jordan
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3) It was one day in the month of May 
When the flowers they were bloominÕ, 
And Johnny on h is  sick-bed lay
For the sake of Barbara Allen.

4) And slow ly, slowly she came up,
And slowly she came nigh him;
And all she sa id  when there she came, 
"Young man, I think youÕre dyinÕ. Ó
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C. C harlie Wills

©1961, Lochrae M usic Co.

5) "A dying man, donÕt say  I am
When one k iss  from you w ill cure m e.Ó
"One k iss  from me you never sha ll have 
While your poor heart l ie  breaking, breaking,
While your fa lse  heart lie  a-breaking.

6) L as t Saturday n ight you know very well,
Sweet a le tha t you were drinking;
You drink your Õealth  to a ll was there,
But not to Barbara A llen, A llen,
But not to  Barbara A llen .Ó

D. Mary Bennell
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7) O mother dear, by my bedside 
YouÕll see a basin  standing;
With a ll the tea rs  tha t I have shed,
Give them to Barbara A llen, A llen, A llen,
Give them to Barbara A llen.
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8) O mother dear, by my bedside 
YouÕll see a w aistcoat hanging,
With my gold watch and my gold chain, 
Give them to Barbara A llen, A llen, A llen, 
Give them to Barbara A llen.

E. Thomas Moran
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9) He turned h is face unto the wall 
In the bed where he was lying;
He bid adieu to the lad ies all,
And woe fa lse Mary E llen,
And woe fa lse  Mary E llen,
He bid adieu to the lad ies all,
And woe fa lse  Mary E llen.

10) As she was standing in her fa therÕs door,
She heard the death be ll tolling;
And every to ll tha t death be ll give,
"Hard-hearted Mary E llen,
H ard-hearted Mary E llen ,Ó
And every to ll that death bell give,
"Hard hearted Mary E llen .Ó

11) As she looked over her right shoulder 
She saw the funeral coming.
"Layve down, layve down h is  co rpse,Ó she said, 
"Until I gaze upon h im ,Õ .
Etc. . .
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12) The more she gazed, the more she laughed, 
The more she slighted on him.
Until her friends cried out, "For shame 
Hard-hearted Mary E llen .Ó

F. P h il Tanner

© 1961, Lochrae M usic Co.

13) When he was dead and la id  in grave, 
Her heart w as struck with sorrow,
"O mother, mother, make my bed,
For I shall d ie tomorrow.Ó

14) She on her death bed as  she lay 
Begged to be buried by him;
And so repented of that day 
That she did e Õer deny him.

15) "F arew ell,Ó she cried, "Ye v irg ins all, 
And shun the fau lt I fell in.
Henceforth take warning by the fate 
Of cruel Barbara A llen.Ó

8. GEORGE COLLINS, Child 85, sung by Enos White, Axford, Hampshire, 
England, recorded by Bob Copper, BBC Sound Archive.

Scholars conjecture that th is ancient theme is  linked with Clerk Celvill, 
Child 42, and contains traces of fairy or mermaid lore. A young man 
encounters h is supernatural m istress w ashing at the ford or at the foot 
of a fairy h ill, and she th reatens him with death if he deserts her. When he 
fa l ls  i l l  and d ies , he ask s to be buried at the foot of the fairy h ill. For 
'!eferences see JA FL LVIII, 73, and LX, 265; JFSS, IV, 106; COFFIN, 90;

'E , 58.
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1) George C o llins walked out one May morninÕ
When May w as a ll in bloom;
And there he saw a fair pretty  maid 
A-washing her w hite marble stone.

2) She hooped, she holloed, she call-ed  so loud,
She waved her lily-w hite Õand;
"Come hither to me, George C o ll in s,Ó cried she, 
"For your life it  wonÕt las t you long.Ó

3) He put h is benÕ-bow down on the bank-side 
And across the river Õe sprung;
ÕE c lips Õis  arms round her middle so small,
And he k iss-ed  her red rosy cheeks.

4) George C ollins rode home to h is father s  own house 
And he knock-ed at the ring;
"Arise, arise, dear father," he cried,
ÒArise and let me in ."

5) "Arise, arise, dear mother," he cried,
"Arise and shake up my bed.
Arise, arise, dear s is te r ,"  he cried,
"Get a napkin to tie round my head.

6) "For if  I should die th is  night,
Which I suppose I shall,
You bury me under that white marble stone 
That leads from Fair E llender's 'om e."

7) F a ir E llender s i t  in her ha ll one day 
A-weaving her silk  so fine,
She saw the f inest corpse a-com inÕ
That ever her eyes shone on.
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8) Fa ir E llender sa id  unto her Õead-maid,
"Whose corpse is  th is so fine?Ó
She made a reply, "George C o llinsÕs corpse, 
An old true-lover of th in e .Ó

9) "O put him down, my li t t le  brave boy,
And open h is  coffin so wide;
That I might k iss  George C o llinsÕs cheeks, 
For ten thousand tim es he Õas k issed  m ine.Ó

10) T h is news being carried to fair London town, 
And wrote on London gates;
Those six  pretty  maids d ied a ll in one night, 
ÕTw as a ll for George C o llinsÕs sake.

9. CRUEL LINCOLN, Child 93, sung by Ben Butcher, Popham, Hampshire, 
England, recorded by Bob Copper, BBC Sound Archive.

As Child prin ts it, Lamkin, a mason, has bu ilt a cas tle  for a lord who then 
re fuses to pay him. He tak es h is  revenge by breaking into the cas tle  one 
night when the lord was from home. He cruelly tortures the baby until it c ries 
out and the lady comes down from her tower. He murders the lady, and then 
is  burned at the stake for h is crime.

T h is bloody fancy, only partly  reproduced here, but common enough in the 
American backwoods, has been variously explained by scho lars. P h il lips 
Barry reca l ls  the Irish  lepersÕ be lie f that they could be cured by the blood of 
an innocent person caught in a s ilver bowl and points out that in Irish lepers 
were ca lled  "white menÓ or L infinn, c lose to Lamkin. . . O thers have identi-
fied Lamkin as a form of the Flem ish Lambert. F lem ish m asons were well 
known in Great B ritain in the Middle Ages. Human sacrif ices were once 
offered to make bu ild ings strong, and th is  survived in the be lie f that m asons 
mixed blood in their cem ent to make it strong. . .

E ither one of these ingenious explanations may illum ine the origin of the 
ballad , yet they have li tt le  to say about the fascination  it has exerc ised  on 
the im agination of the folk. In fan tasy  the commons take terrib le revenge 
on the aristocrat. Mothers worry about entrusting their children to nurses 
who may le t in murderous men from the dark. R ejected men fantasy revenge 
on the women who have re jected  them and marry the ir r iva ls. Probably a 
number of such them es have run through th is  gory ta le . For further reference'' 
see: JA FL , LII, 74; COFFIN, 94; GRIEG, 71; GUIDE, 71.
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1) Says the Lord to the Lady,

"I am now going out.
Beware o f Cruel L incoln 
Whilst I am gone out."

2) "What ca res I for L incoln 
Or any of h is  kin!
My doors are a ll bolted,
My windows are p inned .Ó

3) As soon as the Lord 
Had got out of sight,
C ruel L incoln crep t in
At the middle of the night.

4) Got and p inched my sw eet baby, 
Which caused  it to  cry;
Whilst nurse sa t a-singing
O hush-a-lu llie-bye.

5) "0 nurse, o nurse,
How sound you do sleep,
Whilst my litt le  baby 
Most b itter ly does w eep .Ó

6) "0  lady, dear lady,
Come and take it in your lap,
For I cannot quiet it 
With milk nor w ith pap."

7) The lady came down,
Not thinking any harm;
Cruel L incoln stood  a-waiting 
For to catch her in h is arms.

8) "0 L incoln, Cruel L incoln,
Spare me life  for one hour,
You sha ll have my daughter Betsy, 
Who is  thy bloodÕs flower."
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9) "Go and fe tch  your daughter B etsy, 
She w ill know very w ell 
To hold up th is s ilver  basin 
For to catch her mother's blood."

10) There was blood in the k itchen, 
There was blood in the Õall,
There was blood in the parlour, 
Where the lady did fall.

11) A s soon as the Lord 
Had heard what was done;
Tears from h is  eyes 
Gently flowed.

12) Saying, "The nurse shall be Õanged 
On the gallow s so Õigh;
Cruel L incoln shall be burned 
In the fires c lose by .Ó

10. THE PRICKELLY BUSH (The Maid Saved from the Gallows), Child 95, 
sung by Ju l ia  Scaddon, Chidcock, Dorset, England, recorded by P eter Kennedy.

In the many forms found a ll over Europe, the victim , usually  a g irl, has 
been captured by co rsa irs or p ira tes. In English vers ions, where her crime 
is  mentioned, i t  is  usually  the theft of a golden ball, key, or ring (usual sex 
symbols). In the West Indian cante-fab le, a cruel m istress s l ips the object 
into the serving-m aidÕs pocket and then accuses her of the theft. Southern 
Negroes have made th is  story into a folk p lay, and in Ireland i t  turns up in a 
secondary form as The Streets Of Derry, a ballad  of the uprising of 1798. This 
ubiquituous theme also  occurs as lyric song, childrenÕs game, p lay party 
rhyme and Negro ba llad  (L eadbellyÕs GaIlls Pole.) In one old English ver-
sion the father says he would give five hundred pounds to see h is daughter 
hung, but usually  the members of her family are simply pow erless or p ass ive  
until the g irl is  a t la s t rescued  by her sw eetheart. The basic  content, it 
seem s to me, is  the feeling of antogonism towards the family and of sexual 
gu ilt so common among ado lescen t g ir ls , which parents and s ib lings are 
pow erless to a llay . For further references see: Reed Smith, South Carolina 
Ballads, 1928, Chap. VIII, for a long d iscussion  and many variant forms; 
KITTREDGE (op c it), xi f f .; ERICH POHL, Folk lore Fellow s Communications, 
No. 105, p. 1-265; COFFIN, 96; GUIDE, 86.
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1) O Õangman Õold my hand,
And Õold it for a while,
I think I see my own mother dear 
CorninÕ over the yonder stile .

2) O Õave you brought me gold?
Or can you se t me free?
Or are you come to see me Õang 
All on the gallow s tree?

3) No, IÕve not brought you gold,
Nor I canÕt se t you free,
For IÕm not come to see you Õang.
All on the gallow s tree.

4) 0  the prickelly  bush
That pricks my heart from sore;
If I ever get out of the prickelly  bush 
I Õll never get in it  no more.

5Ñ8 Father . . .

9Ñ12 Brother . .

13Ñ16 S is ter . . .

17) O Õangman Õold my hand,
And Õold i t  for a while;
I think I see my own sw eetheart 
CorninÕ over the yonder stile .

18) O Õave you brought me gold?
Or can you se t me free?
Or are you come to see me Õang 
All on the gallow s tree?
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19) Y es, I have brought you gold,
And I can se t you free,
But IÕm not come to see you hanged 
All on the gallow s tree.

20) O the prickelly  bush
That p ricks my heart from sore;
If I ever get out of the prickelly  bush 
IÕll never get in i t  no more.Ó
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