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PREFACE

The reader may well demand an explanation, if not an
apology, for this compilation. The title itsclf might be
questioned, and I would have to admit it to be a rather
flexible one. Nevertheless, it is one of the book’s chief
reasons for being. The selections in this volyme are living
poetry in the sense that they have persisted in spite of
changing times and shifting tastes. Thus (even in the
section devoted to modgrn verse) they seem to possess the
quality which implies permanence. They are, furthermore,
“living” since they contain that vitality which is inde-
pendent of form and fashion.

It should be said, at the outset, that the compilation does
not pretend to include all the poetry which is the chief
power of English litcrature. It does, however, aim to
present, within the confines of a small volume, such verses
as have stirred the imagination of countless readers differ-
ing in tempcrament and traditions, verses whose essential
quality is acknowledged by the caught breath and the
quickened pulsc. Analysis may rationalize the reaction to
such poems, but recognition is spontaneous, requiring no
knowledge of metres, mannerisms or technical devices.
Poetry is a language that tells us, as Edwin Arlington
Robinson phrased it, ‘“‘something that cannot be said. And
it seems to me that poetry has two outstanding character-
istics. One is that it is, after all, undefinable. The other is
that it is eventually unmistakable.” Robert Frost extends
the implications when he says, ““ It is absurd to think that
the only way to tell if a poem is lasting is to wait and see if
it lasts. The right reader of a good poem can tell the
moment it strikes him that he has taken an immortal
wound—that he will mever get over it. That is to say,
permanence in poetry, as in love, is perceived instantly.
‘The proof of a poem is not that we have never forgotten it,
but that we knew at first sight we never could forget it.”

The intent of this book, then, is immediate and intuitive
instead of analytic. I have not attempted to draw the line

between ‘“‘experimental’” and ‘‘traditional”, realizing that
v



vi Preface

the revolt of one period is often the convention of the next.
In general my tests have been Palgrave’s: “That a poem
shall be worthy of the writer’s genius; that colour and
originality cannot atone for scrious imperfections in clear-
ness, unity or truth; that a few good lines do not make a
good poem; that popular estimate is serviceable as a guide-
post more than as a compass; above all, that excellence
should be looked for rather in the whole than in the parts.”
To these canons I have added one more: that there should
be that combination (as well as communication) of passion
and personality which is, at least for this cditor, a touch-
stone for poetry.

As a result, certain ‘key-poems”’ stand out —poems which
have provoked movements and given rise to new tendencies
—but no effort has been made to chart schools or define
groups. The arrangement is generally chronological (except
for the group of early ballads) and the separation by
centuries has no other object than to provide convenient
divisions. Nor, even in the brief summaries which introduce
the nine sections, have I intended to limit or define what is
meant by poetry. The art is great enough to include not
only the profoundly moving, but the lower-pitched though
scarcely less memorable musics—the crisp epigrams of Pope
and Landor, the colloquial intensities of Coventry Patmore
and Robert Frost, the devout fancifulness of George Her-
bert, even the inspired nonsense of Lewis Carroll. It is one
editor’s opinion that Milton is no less magnificent and Shake-
speare no less Shakespeare for appearing in their company.

I am, naturally, conscious of my debt as editor to pre-
ceding compilations, especially to Palgrave’s The Golden
Treasury and Quiller-Couch’s The, Oxford Book of English
Verse. But my excuse for thrusting,yet another anthology
upon the world is, if I may pervert the proverb, “other
times, other rhymes.” It is more than thirty years since
Quiller-Couch revalued Palgrave’s collection (which
appeared in 1861, in the middle of the Victorian period)
and even the most admirable gathering invites, actually
demands, reappraisal. Each generation claims the right not
only to emphasize the present, but to re-estimate the past.
The last thirty years have been especially rich in poetry—in
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America a renaissance dates from about 19oo—and a new
awareness gives us a keener appreciation of all that has
gone before. Modernity no longer means the pet innova-
tions of the latest decade. The human spirit finds its mirror
in every age ; and in living verse we recognize our con-
temporaries in the Canterbury pilgrims of the fourteenth
century.

In an effort to maintain this freshness I have adopted
(where a uniform spelling was impossible) a generally
modern one. The living accent draws us rather than an
archaism, no matter ghow interesting or etymologically
significant the latter may be. However, where it has been
necessary to translate an early English lyric or a selection
from Chaucer, I have accompanied the original text with
a modernized version rather than clutter the pages wich a
glossary.l I have done this believing that the prime object
of poetry is to increase enjoyment rather than to increase
a fourteenth-century vocabulary. Chaucer has been
““ modernized ”’ ever since 1700 when Dryden presented him
in the style native to the eighteenth century. Since the gulf
between Chaucer’s idiom—‘“quaint” to us but not to
fourteenth-century ears—and that of the twentieth-century
reader is a wide as well as a treacherous one, a rendering in
modern verse provides, at least, a bridge to the poet’s
meaning.

This is to admit that the collection is not for advanced
scholars. It is, primarily, for those who lack either intimacy
with the great body of English and American poetry or
immediate leisure to pursue the acquaintance. It is, except
for the few recent discoveries, a brief vista—a sort of primer-
panorama—of the high levels of the last seven hundred
years. Naturally, in a survey ranging from the thirteenth
to the twentieth century, many poems, especially certain
longer and metaphysical verses which are among the
glories of English verse, will not be found here, although
some of them are listed in the Appendix. In a field so vast and
varied, selection is a difficult and often perilous business.
For example with Keats, one is inclined to forget editorial

1§xcept where otherwise specified, the modern versions are by the
editor.
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restrictions and reprint all eight odes; since the exigencies
of space make that impossible, one is tempted to include
“Lamia”, “Isabella or the Pot of Basil” and ‘“The Eve of
St. Agnes” merely because they do not appear in The
Oxford Book of English Verse. The danger of sedulously
avoiding what other anthologists have chosen is likely to
prove as great a pitfall as blindly following their lead. In the
end one is forced to repeat that a good poem remains
a good poem, no matter how often it has been read and
reprinted, and that, allowing a certain latitude in judge-
ment, Fame has, on the whole rendered fair verdicts.
At the same time, where a choice has been compelled
between two poems of equal worth, I have (perhaps
arbitrarily) chosen the less familiar.

The texts are as authoritative as can be determined.
Here and there, following the precedent of Palgrave and
others, I have taken the liberty of excising certain stanzas
for the sake of unity. In such cases, the condensations have
been indicated either in the title or in the poem itself.
Every anthologist must make such experiments, and it
is hoped that the few shortened selections, such as Pope’s
“Rape of the Lock’ and Smart’s ““A Song to David”, justify
themselves.

The confines of this volume have compelled me to omit,
though with some regret, all translations from foreign
languages, even those which have become classics of their
kind. Thus I have left out excerpts from Job, the Song of
Songs, the Psalms and other prose-poems from the familiar
King James version, though perhaps a knowledge of the
Bible cannot be assumed. I have also omitted such poems
as Cowley’s paraphrase of Anacreon, Surrey’s re-wording
of Martial, Campion’s Horatian ode, Cory’s adaptation
of Callimachus (in the well-known “Heraclitus) and
Fitzgerald’s rendering of Omar Khayyam, preferring to
devote my limited space to poetry which is English (or
American) in origin as well as in expression. The same
limitation has compelled me to omit all blank verse pas-
sages from poetic plays, even the most purple patches from
the dramas of Marlowe and Shakespeare.

If the intent of the volume is not implicit in its contents,
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it can scarcely be made more explicit by any amount of
introduction. It should be noted, however, that although
most—if not all—of the great names may be found in these
pages, the emphasis throughout is on the poem rather than
on the poet.

My debt to the living poets whose co-operation has been
indispensable is a double one, being that of the admiring
reader as well as editor. I owe the late Thomas Hardy
thanks (fortunately expressed before his death) for certain
suggestions; and for help in the preliminary work of de-
termining the choice f poems I am grateful to my friends
Robert Frost, Sara Teasdale, Professors Sidney Cox (Dart-
mouth College, Hanover, New Hampshire), S. B. Neff
(University of Utah, Salt Lake City, Utah), James Whaler
(Goucher College, Baltimore, Maryland), Robert M. Gay
(Simmons College, Boston, Massachusetts) and Padraic
Colum, who called my attention to the little known poems
of George Darley. I am obliged to Frank Ernest Hill not
only for several conferences, but for his translation of
Chaucer’s “The Friar’s Tale”, which he prepared specially
for this volume, and to Edwin Markham for the revised
version of ‘““The Man with the Hoe”, copyright by Edwin
Markham, 1899, 1924, and used with his permission. For
secretarial services and acumen I owe much to my niece,
Dorothy Starr Einstein.

My thanks are also due to the publishers without whose
consent the section devoted to recent poetry would have
been impossible. This indebtedness is specifically acknow-
ledged to:

GEORGE ALLKN AND UNWIN LTD.—for the poems by Richard Aldington,
reprinted by permission of Richard Aldington, author, and George
Allen and Unwin, Ltd., publishers.

D. ApprLETON AND CompaNy—for the selection from The Poems of
William Cullen Bryan®.

THE Sociery oF AuTtHORs—-for Slow Spring by Katharine Tynan, rc
printed by permission of Miss Pamela Hinkson from The Collected
Poems of Katharine Tynan, published by Macmillan and Company.

ErNEST BENN LTD.—for The Lake Isle of Innisfree and When you are old
by W. B. Yeats, reprinted by permission of W, B. Yeats, author, and
Ernest Benn Ltd., publishers.

BurNs OATES AND WASHBOURNE LTD.—for the poems by Alice Meynell
and Francis Thompson.
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TH; (llAMnnu)cE UN1veRrsITY PReEss—for the poem by Charles Hamilton '

orley.

JoNaTHAN CapPe Ltp.—for the roems by W. I1. Davies and H. D.

Cnéu'To AND WINDUs Ltp., and Mrs. OWEN—for the poems by Wilfred

wen.

ConsTAaBLE AND CompPaNy—for the poems by Gceorge Meredith and
Walter de la Mare, reprinted by permission of Walter de la Mare,
author, and Constable and Company, publishers.

THE Joun Day Company, INc.—for the selections from High Falcon by
Léonie Adams.

J. M. DeNT AND S§ONs, LTp.—for the poems by G. K. Chesterton.

DousLepAy, DoraN anp CompPaNy—for the selections from Man
Possessed, by William Rose Benét, and from Poems and Ballads by
‘%tephen Vincent Benét, copyright, 1918-1931, by Stcphen Vincent

enét. «

ELKIN MATHEWS AND MARROT—for the poem by Lionel Johnson.

FABER AND FABER, L'1u.—for the sclection from the poems of T'. S. Eliot,
in The Ariel Poems.

FARRAR AND RINEHART—for the poems by Lizette Woodworth Reese.

HarcourT, BrRacE AND ComrANY—for the sclections from Smoke and
Steel, Good-Morning, America, and Selected Poems by Carl Sandburg,
and for the poem by Merill Moore, reprinted by permission of the
author, Merill Moore, and Harcourt, Brace and Company, Inc.
publishers.

HARPER AND Bro rurrs—for the three poems (There is no trumpet like the
tomb, Love’s stricken *“ why,” Go not too near a house of rose) from
Letters of Kmily Dickinson, New and Enlarged Edition, edited by Mabel
Loomis Todd, 1931.

WirLiam HEINEMANN LTD.—for the poems by A. C. Swinburnc ; the
selection from Poems 1914-1926 by Robert Graves, and from Counter-
Attack by Sicgfried Sassoon.

IHeNnry HoLt AND Company-—for the sclection from Cornhuskers by Carl
Sandburg.

HoucuroN MIrrFLIN CoMmpPaANY—The selections from Selected Poems by
Amy Lowell; Streets in the Moon and New Found Land by Archibald
MacLeish; The Complete Poems of Ralph Waldo Emerson; The Complete
Poetical Works of Ilenry Wadsworth Longfellow; The Complete Poetical
Works of James Russell Lowell; The Complete Poetical Works of Fohn
Greenleaf Whittier; and The Poetical Works of Oliver Wendell Holmes
are used by permission of, and by special arrangement with, Houghton
Mifllin Company, the authorized publishers.

INGPEN AND GRANT.—for the poems by Edward Thomas.

ALFRED A. KNopF, INc.—for the selections from Nets to Catch the Wind
and Angels and Earthly Creatures by Elinor Wylie; Two Gentlemen in
Bonds by John Crowe Ransom; Harmonium by Wallace Stevens; and
for the poems by Adelaide Crapscy.

JounN LanEg, Tue BopLey Heap—for the selections from The Works of
Ernest Dowson and The Selected Poems of John Davidson.

LitTLE, BROWN AND CompaANY-—for the five poems by Emily Dickinson
(A narrow fellow in the grass, I've known a Heaven like a tent, There’s
been a death in the opposite house, The only news I know and My life
closed twice before its close), reprinted from The Poems of Emily
Dickinson, Centenary Edition, published 1930 by Little, Brown and

#ompany.
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Horace LiverIGHT, INc.—for the poems by Ezra Pound, Hart Crane,
and for Age in Prospect and Promise of Peace by Robinson Jeffers.

LoNGMANS, GREEN AND ComPANY—for the poems by Robert Frost, and
for the poems by William Morris, reprinted by permission of the
Trustces of the Estate of Willlam Morris.

MacMmiLLAN AND CompaNY—for the selections from the Works of
Tennyson; from Collected Poems by Thomas Hardy; from Enslaved and

‘Other Poems and Collected Poems by John Masefield; the poems by

} Christina Rossetti; the selections from Later Poems by W. B. Yeats,

" reprinted by permission of W. B. Yecats, author, and Macmillan and
Company, publishers; the poems by W. E. Henley,¢l.ewis Carroll and
‘T. E. Brown, reprinted by permission of James B. Pinker and Son,
agents, and Macmillan and C ompany, publishers; for poems by Ralph
Hodgson and James Stephens, reprinted by permission of Ralph
Hodgson and James Stepfiens, authors, and Macmillan and Company,
publishers; the sclections from Collected Poems by Vachel Lindsay,
and the poem by Padraic Colum.

Tue MacmiLLaN Company, NEw York—for the selections from
Collected Poems by Edwin Arlington Robinson, and from [IFlame and
Shadow and Dark of the Moon by Sarah Teasdale.

LiNcoLN MACVEAGH ; THE Dian Press, INc.—for the selection from
XLI Poems by E. E. Cummings, copyright, 1925, by E. E. Cummings.

MEeTHUEN AND Company—for selections from Barrack Room Ballads,
The Seven Seas, and The Five Nations, reprinted by permission of
Rudyard Kipling, author, and Methuen and Company Ltd.,
publishers.

THE OxrorD UNIVERSITY Press—for the poems by Robert Bridges,
Austin Dobson and Gerard Manley Hopkins.

‘I'HE Por1RY BooksHOP—for the selections from the pocms of Charlotte
Mew ; and the poems of Anna Wickham, reprinted by permission of
Anna Wickham, author, and The Poetry Bookshop, publishers.

Ranpom Houst—for Birthday Sonnet, from The Poetry Quartos, by
Elinor Wylic.

SIEGFRIED SAssooN-—for sclections from Picture Show.

‘T'HE SATURDAY REVIFW OF LireraTURE—-for the Poem by Richard ITughes.

CHARLLS SCRIBNER’S SoNs—for the selections from Yohn Deth and other
Poems and Preludes for Memnon by Conrad Aiken ; The Black Panther
by John Hall Wheelock ; Poems by Allen Tate 1926 1931, and the
translation of Chaucer’s ballade from The Man Behind the Book by
Henry Van Dike.

MARTIN SECKrrR—for the poems by Martin Armstrong, James Elroy
Flecker and Fdna St. Vincent Millay.

SIDGWICK AND JACKSON and the Literary Executors—for the selections
from Collected Poems by Rupert Brooke.

Acknowledgments are glso duc to Derek Patmore for permission to
reprint the poems by Coventry Patmore, to the exccutors of the Estate
for permission to reprint the poems by Oscar Wilde, to John Masefield
and to Sir Wilhlam Watson for permission to reprint their poems.
Robert Graves, whose permission to reprint his poem 1s also acknow-
ledged, wishes it to be stated that he only allows it to stand because it
appeared in the American edition before he made a rule of not granting
permission to any anthologies to include poems of his, because to omit
it would have upset the photo-mechanic printing arrangements, and
for no other reason.
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Note: The book’s division into centuries is, as has been
stated, a convenient device rather than a series of sharp
demarcations. Thus the authors do not in all instances
appear in the century in which they were born, but in the
century in which they produced the chief part of their
work.

Unless otherwise specified, the poets are those of the
British Isles. (A) before the date of birth indicates that the
author was born in America.
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EARLY BALLADS

OF UNKNOWN DATE AND AUTHORSHIP

Beginning this volume with the anonymous ballads disturbs, to some
extent, the chronological scheme. But this is inevitable. The un-
known authors of the metrical narratives, rhymed romances and his-
torical songs flourished between the twelfth and the seventeenth
centuries—in The Canterbury Tales Chaucer quoted and parodied sev-
eral ballads which were already old in 1380. Nor is it possible to arrange
the ballads themselves in the order of their origin. No one can say
for certain when the original of such a ‘“late’ ballad as “Sir
Patrick Spens’’ was composed, or that “St. Stephen and King Herod”,
presumably the oldest, actually antedates ‘“Edward, Edward” in the
Danish version.

Nor can any editor speak too assuredly concerning the final au-
thority of his examples. In the advertisement to his Reliques of Ancient
English Poetry, Percy stressed the difficulties confronting cven the
most careful students of the old manuscripts. The records—which
are the uncertain transcripts of an oral, not a written, literature—
‘“‘are sometimes extremely incorrect and faulty, being in such instances
probably made from defective copies, or the imperfect recitation of
illiterate singers; so that a considerable portion of the song or narrative
is sometimes omitted and miserable trash or nonsense not unfrequently
introduced into pieces of considerable merit.”

But, as Allingham maintained, a century or so after Percy, ‘“‘the
ballads owe no little of their merit to the countless riddlings, shift-
ings, siftings, omissions, and additions of innumerable reciters. The
lucky changes hold, the stupid ones fall aside.” Researchers may de-
mand all the interpolations and eccentricities in the variants of, say,
“The Two Sisters of Binnoric.”” But the lay reader demands, instead
of twenty comparative renderings, one—preferably superlative—version.
What to do? Again Allingham gives us the key. T'he right course, he
says in his preface to The Ballad Book, is to present one form—the
best of the many, according to the editor’s judgment and feeling—*in
firm black and white, for csitics and for readers cultivated and simiple.
The ballad itself is multiform and even shifting, vapourlike, as one
examines it. . . . To make the narrative clear, and bring out forcibly
the dramatic points, is what every balladist aimed at; the compara-
tive success with which this is done tests the value of this version—
or that—of a story.”

No statement could be more explicit, for it is as a story that the
ballad was designed. The happy turns of phrase, the flashes of sheer
poetry are incidental, almost accidental. First and last, the singer

B.L.V. 3 B



4 Early Ballads

was intent on his tale, whether the narrative happens to be fanciful
with faery magic as in ‘“T'rue Thomas’’—that wild forerunner of Keats’s
“La Belle Dame Sans Merci”’—or half bantering, half bickering as in
the domestic dialogue of ‘“The Old Cloak”, or darkly macabre as in
““The Wife of Usher’s Well” or rudely bucolic as in “Get Up and Bar
the Door”, or quivering with the tragic suspense of ‘“Lord Randal”,
or naked with drama and violence as in “The Douglas Tragedy’ and
“Edward, Edward”’, or poignant with the compound of tenderness and
irony which distinguishes ‘““The Cherry-Tree Carol”.

The spirit, the spontaneous movement, the strong feeling are as
fresh to-day as when these rhymed narratives were composed three to
five hundred years ago. In an effort to recapture, or rather to maintain,
the strength and simplicity which are tl.e very blood of the ballads, I
have not only presented what seemed to me the best version of many
(sometimes a composite of several), but I have modernized them. That
is to say, I have changed the spelling freely and have even, when neces-
sary, translated an archaic term into its modern equivalent. Something
is lost to linguistics by this liberty, but it is my hope that something is
gained in speed and in that heightened communication which is the very
purpose of the old story-poems. For those who wish a wider background
there is Scott’s Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border, in which the poet and
adapter have joined hands; while for those who desire a closer study of
the originals, as well as the continual and almost countless variations,
there is always Francis James Child’s far more remarkable work of ex-
tended scholarship, English and Scottish Ballads,



CHILDE MAURICE

Childe Maurice hunted the Silver Wood,
He whistled and he sung:

“I think I see the woman yonder
That I have loved so long.”

He called to his little man John,
“You do not see what I see;
For yonder I see the very first woman
That ever lovéd me.”
L]

“Here is a glove, a glove,” he says,
“Lined all with fur it is;

Bid her to come to Silver Wood
To speak with Childe Maurice.

“And here is a ring, a ring,” he says,
““A ring of the precious stone:

He prays her come to Silver Wood
And ask the leave of none.”

“Well do I love your errand, master,
But better I love my life.

Would you have me go to John Steward’s castle,
To tryst away his wife?”’

“Do not I give you meat?”’ he says,
“Do not I give you fee?

How dare you stop my errand
When that I bid you flee?”’

When the lad came to John Steward’s castle,
He ran right through the gate

Until he came to the high, high hall
Where the company sat at meat.

“Here is a glove, my lady,” said he,
“Lined all with fur it is;

It says you’re to come to Silver Wood
And speak with Childe Maurice.

5
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“And here is a ring, a ring of gold,
Set with the precious stone:

It prays you to come to Silver Wood
And ask the leave of none.”

Out then spake the wily nurse,
A wily woman was she,

““If this he come from Childe Maurice
It’s dearly welcome to me.”

“Thou liest, thou liest, thou wily nurse,
So loud as I hear thee lie!

I brought it to John Steward’s lady,
And I trow thou be not she.”

Then up and rose him John Steward,
And an angry man was he:

“Did I think there was a lord in the world
My lady loved but me!”

He dressed himself in his lady’s gown,
Her mantle and her hood;

But a little brown sword hung down by his knee,
And he rode to Silver Wood.

Childe Maurice sat in Silver Wood,
He whistled and he sung,

“I think I see the woman coming
That I have loved so long.”

But then stood up Childe Maurice
His mother to help from horse:
“Q alas, alas!” says Childe Maurice,
“My mother was never so gross!’’

“No wonder, no wonder,” John Steward he said,
“My lady loved thee well,

For the fairest part of my body
Is blacker than thy heel.”
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John Steward took the little brown sword
That hung low down by his knee;

He has cut the head off Childe Maurice
And the body put on a tree.

And when he came to his lady—
Looked over the castle-wall—

He threw the head into her lap,
Saying, “Lady, take the ball!”

Says, “Dost thou knosw Childe Maurice’ head,
When that thou dost it see?

Now lap it soft, and kiss it oft,
For thou loved’st him better than me.”

But when she looked on Childe Maurice’ head
She ne’er spake words but three:

“I never bare no child but one,
And you have slain him, trulye.

“I got him in my mother’s bower
With secret sin and shame;

I brought him up in the good greenwood
Under the dew and rain.”

And she has taken her Childe Maurice
And kissed him, mouth and chin:

“O better I loved my Childe Maurice
Than all my royal kin!”

“Woe be to thee!” John Steward he said,
And a woe, woe man was he;

“For if you had told me he was your son
He had never be®n slain by me.”

Says, “Wicked be my merry men all,
I gave meat, drink and cloth!

But could they not have holden me
When I was in all that wrath?”
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THE DOUGLAS TRAGEDY

19

“Rise up, rise up, Lord Douglas!”’ she says,
“And put on your armour so bright;

Let it ne’er be said that a daughter of ours
Was married to a lord under night.

“Rise up, rise up, my seven bold sons,
And put on your armour so bright;

And take better care o’ your youngest sister,
For your eldest’s away this night!”

Lady Margaret was on a milk-white steed,
Lord William was on a gray,

A buglet-horn hung down by his side,
And swiftly they rode away.

Lord William looked over his left shoulder
To see what he could see,

And there he spied her seven bold brothers
Come riding over the lea.

‘“Light down, light down, Lady Margaret,”” he said,
““And hold my steed in your hand,

Until that against your seven bold brothers,
And your father, I make a stand.”

O, there she stood, and bitter she stood,
And never shed one tear,

Until she saw her brothers fa’,
And her father who loved her so dear.

“O hold your hand, Lord William!” she said,
“For your strokes are deep and sore;
Though lovers I can get many a one,
A father I can never get more.”

O she’s taken off her handkerchief,
It was o’ the holland so fine,

And aye she dressed her father’s wounds;
His blood ran down like wine.
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“O choose, O choose, Lady Margaret,
Will ye go with me, or bide?”

“I’ll go, I’ll go, Lord William,” she said.
“Ye’ve left me no other guide.”

He lifted her up on her milk-white steed,
And mounted his dapple-gray,

With his buglet-horn hung down by his side,
And slowly they rode away.

O they rode on, and #n they rode,
And a’ by the light o’ the moon,

Until they came to a wan water,
And there they lighted down.

They lighted down to take a drink
O’ the spring that ran so clear,

But down the stream ran his red heart’s blood;
And she began to fear.

“Hold up, hold up, Lord William,” she said,
“I fear me you are slain!”

““Tis but the shadow o’ my scarlet cloak
That shines in the water so plain.”

O they rode on, and on they rode,
And a’ by the light o’ the moon,

Until they saw his mother’s ha’,
And there they lighted down.

“Get up, get up, lady mother,” he says,
“Get up, and let in your son!

Open the door, lady mother,” he says,
“For this night ny fair lady I’ve won!

“Now make my bed, lady mother,” he says,
“O make it wide and deep,

And lay Lady Margaret close at my back,
And the sounder will I sleep!”
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Lord William was dead long ere midnight,
Lady Margaret long ere day,

And all true lovers that go together
May they have more luck than they!

Lord William was buried in Mary’s Kirk,
Lady Margaret in Mary’s Quire;

And oyt of her grave grew a bonny red rose,
And out of the knight’s a brier.

TRUE THOMAS

True Thomas lay on Huntlie bank;
A marvel he did see;
For there he saw a lady bright,
Come riding down by the Eildon tree.l

Her skirt was of the grass-green silk,
Her mantle of the velvet fine;

On every lock of her horse’s mane,
Hung fifty silver bells and nine.

True Thomas he pulled off his cap,
And bowed low down on his knee;

“All hail, thou mighty Queen of Heaven!
For thy peer on earth could never be.”

“O no, O no, Thomas,” she said,
“That name does not belong to me;

I’m but the Queen of fair Elfland,
That hither am come to visit thee.

“Harp and carp, Thomas,” she said,
“Harp and carp along with me;
And if ye dare to kiss my lips,"
Sure of your body I will be!”

“Betide me weal, betide me woe,
That weird shall never daunten me!”

1The Eildon tree was the tree of magic under which the Rhymer de-
livered his prophecies.
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Then he has kissed her on the lips,
All underneath the Eildon tree.

“Now ye must go with me,” she said,
“True Thomas, ye must go with me;
And ye must serve me seven years,
Through weal or woe as may chance to be.”

She’s mounted on her milk-white steed,
She’s taken True Thomas up behind;

And aye, whene’er her bridle rang,
The steed flew switter than the wind.

O they rode on, and farther on,

The steed flew swifter than the wind;
Until they reached a desert wide,

And living land was left behind.

“Light down, light down now, Thomas,” she said,
““And lean your head upon my knee;

Light down, and rest a little space,
And T will show you marvels three.

“O see ye not yon narrow road,
So thick beset with thorns and briers?
That is the path of righteousness,
Though after it but few enquires.

“And see ye not yon broad, broad road,
That stretches o’er the lily leven?

That is the path of wickedness,
Though some call it the road to heaven.

““And see ye not yon bonny road,

That winds about the green hillside?
That is the way to*fair Elfland,

Where you and I this night must bide.

“But, Thomas, ye shall hold your tongue,
Whatever ye may hear or see;

For if ye speak word in Elfin land,
Ye’ll ne’er win back to your own countree!”
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O they rode on, and farther on;
. - They waded through rivers above the knee,
And they saw neither sun nor moon,

But they heard the roaring of a sea.

It was mirk, mirk night; there was no star-light;
They waded through red blood to the knee;
For all the blood that’s shed on earth,
Runs through the springs o’ that countree.

At last they came to a garden green,
And she pulled an apple from on high—
‘““Take this for thy wages, True Thomas;
It will give thee the tongue that can never lie!”

‘“My tongue is my own,” True Thomas he said,
“A goodly gift ye would give to me!

I neither could to buy or sell
At fair or tryst where I may be.

“I could neither speak to prince or peer,
Nor ask of grace from fair ladye.”

“Now hold thy peace!”’ the lady said,
“For as I say, so must it be.”

He has gotten a coat of the even cloth,
And a pair of shoes of the velvet green;

And till seven years were gone and past,
True Thomas on earth was never seen.

THE WIFE OF USHER’S WELL

There lived a wife at Usher’s Well,
And a wealthy wife was she;

She had three stout and stalwart sons,
And sent them o’er the sea.

They had not been a week from her,
A week but barely one,

When word came to the mother herself,
That her three sons were gone.



Early Ballads

They had not been a week from her,
A week but barely three,

When word came to the mother herself,
That her sons she’d never seec.

“I wish the wind may never cease,
Nor fishes in the flood,

Till my three sons come home to me,
In carthly flesh and blood!”

Lt fell about the Martinmas,
When nights are long and dark,

The mother’s three sons they all came home,
And their hats were of birch bark.

It neither grew in marsh or trench
Nor yet in any ditch;

But at the gates of Paradise
That birch grew fair and rich.

“Blow up the fire, my maidens!
Bring water from the well!

For all my house shall feast this night,
Since my three sons are well.”

And she has made to them a bed,
She’s made it large and wide;

And she’s taken her mantle her about,
Sat down at the bed-side.

Up then crew the red, red cock,
And up and crew the gray;
The eldest to the youngest said,
““’Tis time we were away.”

The cock he had not crowed but once,
And clapped his wings at dawn,
When the youngest to the eldest said,

“Brother, we must be gone.

“The cock doth crow, the light doth grow,
The channelling worm doth chide;
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If we be missed out of our place,
A sore pain we must abide.”

“Lie still, lie still, but a little wee while,
Lie still but if we may,

If our mother should miss us when she wakes,
She will go mad ere day.”

“Fare ye well, my mother dear!
Farewell to barn and byre!l
And fare ye well, the bonny lass,

That kindles my mother’s fire.”

SIR PATRICK SPENS

The king sits in Dumferline towne
Drinking the blood-red wine;

““O where will T get a skilful skipper
To sail this ship of mine?”’

Up and spake an elder knight,
Sat at the king’s right knee:

“Sir Patrick Spens is the best sailor
That ever sailed the sea.”

The king has written a broad letter
And sealed it with his hand.

And sent it to Sir Patrick Spens
Was walking on the strand.

‘““I'o Noroway, to Noroway,
To Noroway o’er the foam;

The King’s own daughter of Noroway,
’Tis thou must bring her Home!”’

The first line that Sir Patrick read
A loud, loud laugh laughed he:
The next line that Sir Patrick read
The tear blinded his ee.2
1 Byre: cattle-house. 2 Eye.
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“Oh who is this has done this deed,
This ill deed unto me;

To send me out this time o’ the year
To sail upon the sea?

“Make haste, make haste, my merry men all,
Our good ship sails the morn.”

““Oh say not so, my master dear,
For I fear a deadly storm.

“I saw the new moon late yestere’en
With the old moon in her arm;
And if we go to sea, master,
I fear we’ll come to harm.”

They had not sailed a league, a league,
A league, but barely three,

When the sky grew dark, the wind blew loud,
And angry grew the sea.

The anchor broke, the topmast split,
"Twas such a deadly storm.

The waves came over the broken ship
Till all her sides were torn.

O long, long may the ladies sit
With their fans into their hand,

Or ere they see Sir Patrick Spens
Come sailing to the strand.

O long, long may the maidens stand
With their gold combs in their hair,

Before they’ll see their own dear loves
Come home, to greet them there.

O forty miles off Aberdeen
"Tis fifty fathom deep.

And there lies good Sir Patrick Spens
With the Scots lords at his feet,
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FAIR MARGARET AND SWEET WILLIAM

As it fell out on a long summer’s day,
Two lovers they sat on a hill:

They sat together that long summer’s day,
And could not talk their fill.

“I’m not the man for you, Margaret,
Youlre not the wife for me.

Before to-morrow at eight of the clock,
A rich wedding you shall see.”

Fair Margaret sat in her bower-window
Combing her yellow hair,

She saw Sweet William and his brown bride
Unto the church draw near.

Then down she laid her ivory comb,
And up she bound her hair;

She went out from her bower alive,
But alive nevermore came there.

When day was gone, and night was come,
And all men fast asleep,

Came in the ghost of Fair Margaret,
And stood at William’s feet.

“How like ye the lady, Sweet William,
That lies in your arms asleep?

God give you joy of your gay bride-bed,
And me of my winding-sheet!”

When night was gone and day was come
And all men waked from sleep,

Sweet William to his lady said,,
“Alas! I have cause to weep.

“I dreamed a dream, my lady,
A dream that bodes no good;

I dreamed our bower was full of red swine
And our bride-bed full of blood.”
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He callé¢d up his merry men all

I By one, by two, by three.

Saying, “I’ll away to Fair Margaret’s bower,
With the leave of my ladye.”

And when he came to Fair Margaret’s bower
He knocked at the ring;

And who so ready as her seven brothers
To rise and let him in?

“Q, is she in the parlour?” he said,
“Or is she in the hall?

Or is she in the long chamber
Amongst her merry maids all?”

“No, she’s not in the parlour,” they said,
“Nor she’s not in the hall:

But she is in the long chamber,
Laid out against the wall.”

He turnéd up the covering-sheet,
And looked upon the dead.

“Methinks her lips are pale and wan,
She has lost her cherry red.”

“I would do more for thee, Margaret,
Than would any of thy kin:

And I will kiss thy pale, cold lips
Though thy smile I cannot win.”

With that bespake the seven brothers,
Making a piteous moan:

“You may go kiss your jolly brown bride,
And let oursister alone.”

“If I do kiss my jolly brown bride,
I do but what is right;

For I made no vow to your sister dear,
By day nor yet by night.
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“Deal on, deal on, my merry men all,
Deal on your cake and wine!

For whatever is dealt at her funeral to-day
Shall be dealt to-morrow at mine.”

Fair Margaret died on the over-night,
Sweet William died on the morrow.
Fair Margaret died for pure, pure love;

Swegt William died for sorrow.

Margaret was buried in the lower chancel,
Sweet William in the higher;

Out of her breast there sprang a rose-tree,
Out of his breast a brier.

THE TWO SISTERS OF BINNORIE

There were two sisters sat in a bower;
Binnorie, O Binnorie;

There came a knight to be their wooer;
By the bonny mill-dams of Binnorie.

He courted the eldest with gloves and rings,
But he loved the youngest above all things.

The eldest was vexed to despair,
And much she envied her sister fair.

The eldest said to the youngest one,
“Will ye see our father’s ships come in?”

She’s taken her by the lily-white hand,
And led her down to the river strand.

The youngest stood upon a stone;
The eldest came and pushed her in.

“Q sister, sister, reach your hand,
And you shall be heir of half my land.

“O sister, reach me but your glove
And sweet William shall be all your love.”
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“Sink on, nor hope for hand or glove!
Sweet William shall surely be my love.”

Sometimes she sank, sometimes she swam,
Until she came to the mouth of the dam.

Out then came the miller’s son
And saw the fair maid swimming in.

“Q father, father, draw your dam!
Here’s either a mermaid or a swan.”

The miller hasted and drew his dam,
And there he found a drowned woman.

You could not see her middle small,
Her girdle was so rich withal.

You could not see her yellow hair
For the gold and pearls that clustered there,

And by there came a harper fine
Who harped to nobles when they dine.

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

He’s made a harp of her breast bone,
Whose sounds would melt a heart of stone.

He’s taken three locks of her yellow hair
And with them strung his harp so rare.

He went into her father’s hall
To play his harp, before them all.

But as he laid it on a stone,
The harp began to play alone.

And soon the harp sang loud and clear,
“Farewell, my father and mother dear,
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“Farewell, farewell, my brother Hugh,
Farewell, my William, sweet and true.”

L
And then as plain as plain could be,
(Binnorie, O Binnorie)
“There sits my sister who drowneéd me
By the bonny mill-dams of Binnorie!”

LORD RANDAL

*‘O where have you been, Lord I'iandal, my son?
O where have you been, my handsome young man?’"—
“I have been to the wild wood; mother, make my bed
soon
For I'm weary with hunting, and fain would lie down.”

“Who gave you your dinner, Lord Randal, my son?

Who gave you your dinner, my handsome young man?”’—
“I dined with my sweetheart; mother, make my bed soen,
For I’m weary with hunting, and fain would lie down.”

“What had you for dinner, Lord Randal, my son?

What had you for dinner, my handsome young man?”’—
“I had eels boiled in broth; mother, make my bed soon,
For I’'m weary with hunting, and fain would lie down.”

“And where are your bloodhounds, Lord Randal, my son?
And where are your bloodhounds, my handsome young
man?”’—
“O they swelled and they died; mother, make my bed
soon,
For I'm weary with hunting, and fain would lie down.”
¢
“O I fear you are poisoned, Lord Randal, my son!
O I fear you are poisoned, my handsome young man!”—
“O yes! I am poisoned; mother, make my bed soon,
For I'm sick at the heart, and I fain would lie down.”
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GLASGERION

Glasgerion was a harper good,
He harped to the King;

Glasgerion was the best harper
Who ever played on a string.

He’d harp a fish from the river,
Or water from a stone;

He’d harp the heart from a maiden’s breast
To love but him alone.

He’s taken his harp into his hand;
He’s harpéd and he’s sung;

And aye he harpéd to the King
Who never thought it long.

The King and all his nobles

b» Sat drinking at their wine;

The King would have none but his daughter
To wait on them as they dine.

Glasgerion’s taken his harp in hand
Till he’s played them all asleep,

All but the fair young Princess
Whom love did waking keep.

She said, ““Play on, Glasgerion,

» Play on and never cease;

There’s never a stroke comes from thy harp
But it gladdens my heart with peace.”

At first he played a slow, grave tune

¥ And then a gay one flew;

And many’s the sigh and the loving word
That passed between the two.

“Come to my bower, Glasgerion,
When all men are at rest,

As T am a lady true to my word,
Thou shalt be a welcome guest.”
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Home then came Glasgerion;
A glad man, Lord! was he.

“And come thou hither, Jack, my boy;
Come hither unto me.

“For the King’s daughter,” Glasgerion said,
“Hath granted me a boon,

And at her bower I must be
Atshe setting of the moon.”

“Lie down in your bed, dear master,
And sleep as long as yot may;

I’'ll keep good watch and waken you
Three hours before ’tis day.”

But up he rose, that worthless lad,
His master’s clothes did don;

A collar he cast about his neck;
He seemed the gentleman.

And when he came to the lady’s bower
He lightly rattled the pin.

The lady she was true to her word;
She rose and let him in.

He did not kiss that lady’s mouth,
His love-making was rude;

And much that lady did mistrust
He was of churlish blood.

Home then came the worthless lad,
Took off both cloak and shoon,
And cast the collar from his neck—

He was but a churl’s son.

“Wake up, wake up, good muster,
I fear ’tis almost dawn,

Wake up, wake up, the cock has crowed;
"Tis time that you were gone.”

Then quickly rose Glasgerion,
Put on his cloak and shoon,
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And cast a collar about his neck—
He was a lord’s true son.

And when he came to the lady’s bower
He lightly rattled the pin.

The lady was more than true to her word;
She rose and let him in.

“O whether have you left with me
Your bracelet or your glove?

Or are you returnéd back again
To know more®of my love?”

Glasgerion swore a full great oath
By oak and ash and thorn,

“I was never before in your chamber, lady,
Since the time that I was born.”

“O then it was your vile foot-page
Who hath beguiled me.”

Then she pulled forth a little sharp knife
That hung down at her knee.

O’er her white feet the red blood ran
Or ever a hand could stay,

And dead she lay on her bower-floor
At the dawning of the day.

But home then went Glasgerion,
A woe man, Lord! was he.

“And come thou hither, Jack, my boy;
Come hither unto me.

“If I had killed a man to-night,
Jack, I would tell it thee;

But if I have tAken no life to-night,
Jack, thou hast taken three.”

Then he pulled out his bright, brown sword.
And dried it on his sleeve,

And he smote off that vile lad’s head
And asked for no man’s leave.
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He set the sword’s point to his breast,
The pommel to a stone.

Through the falseness of that lying lad,
These three lives were all gone.

BARBARA ALLEN’S CRUELTY

All in the merry month of May,
When green buds they were swelling,
Young Jemmy Grove on his death-bed lay
For love of Barbara Allen.

He sent his man unto her then,
To the town where she was dwelling:
“O haste and come to my master dear,
If your name be Barbara Allen.”

Slowly, slowly she rose up,
And she came where he was lying:
And when she drew the curtain by,
Says, ‘“Young man, T think you’re dying.”

“0O it’s I am sick, and very, very sick,
And it’s all for Barbara Allen.”

“O the better for me you’ll never be,
Tho’ your heart’s blood were a-spilling!

“O do you not mind, young man,” she says,
“When the red wine you were filling,

That you made the healths go round and round,
And slighted Barbara Allen?”

He turned his face unto the wall,
And death with him was dealing:

“Adieu, adieu, my dear friends all;
Be kind to Barbara Allen.”

As she was walking o’er the fields,
She heard the dead-bell knelling;

And every beat the dead-bell gave,
Cried, “Woe to Barbara Allen!”
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“O mother, mother, make my bed,

P To lay me down in sorrow.

My love has died for me to-day,
I’ll die for him to-morrow.”

EDWARD, EDWARD

“Why does your sword so drip with blood,
Edward, Edward?
Why does your sword so drip with blood
And why so sad are ye, O?”
“O I have killed my hawk so good,
Mother, mother,
O I have killed my hawk so good
And I have no more but he, O.”

“Your hawk’s blood was never so red,
Edward, Edward,
Your hawk’s blood was never so red,
My dear son, I tell thee, O.”
“O I have killed my red-roan steed,
Mother, mother,
O I have killed my red-roan steed,
That was so fair and free, O.”

“Your steed was old and your stable’s filled,
Edward, Edward,
Your steed was old and your stable’s filled,
Now say what may it be, O.”
¢ It was my father that I killed,
Mother, mother,
It was my father that I killed,
Alas, and woe is me, O.”

“What penance will ye do for that,
Edward, Edward?
What penance will ye do for that,
My dear son, now tell me, O?”
“I’ll set my feet in yonder boat,
Mother, mother,
I’ll set my feet in yonder boat,
And D’ll fare over the sea, O.”
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“What will ye do with your towers and hall,
Edward, Edward?
What will ye do with your towers and hall,
That are so fair to see, O?”
“I’ll let them stand till down they fall,
Mother, mother,
I’ll let them stand till down they fall,
For here nevermore may I be, O.”

“What will ye leave to your babes and your wife,
Edward, Edward?
What will ye leave to your balles and your wife,
When ye go over the sea, O?”
“The world’s room—Iet them beg through life,
Mother, mother,
The world’s room—Ilet them beg through life,
For them nevermore will I see, O.”

“And what will ye leave to your own mother dear,
Edward, Edward?
And what will ye leave to your own mother dear,
My dear son, now tell me, O?”
“The curse of Hell from me shall ye bear,
Mother, mother,
The curse of Hell from me shall ye bear:
Such counsel ye gave to me, O!”

MAY COLVIN

False Sir John a-wooing came,
To a maid of beauty rare;

May Colvin was the lady’s name,
Her father’s only heir.

He wooed her indoors, he wooedvher out,
He wooed her night and day;

Until he got the lady’s consent
To mount and ride away.

“Go fetch me some of your father’s gold
And some of your mother’s fee,
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And I'll carry you to the far Northland
And there I'll marry thee.”

She’s gone to her father’s coffers,
Where all his money lay;

And she’s taken the red, and she’s left the white,
And lightly she’s tripped away.

She’s gone down to her father’s stable,
Where all his steeds did stand;

And she’s taken the best and left the worst,
That was in her father’s land.

He rode on, and she rode on,
They rode a long summer’s day,
Until they came to a broad river,
An arm of a lonesome sea.

“Leap off the steed,” says false Sir John;
“Your bridal bed you see;

For it’s seven fair maids I have drownéd here,
And the eighth one you shall be.

“Cast off, cast off your silks so fine,
And lay them on a stone,

For they are too fine and costly
To rot in the salt sea foam.”

“O turn about, thou false Sir John,
And look to the leaf o’ the tree;

For it never became a gentleman
A naked woman to see.”

He’s turned himself straight round about
To look to the leaf o’ the tree;

She’s twined hes arms about his waist,
And thrown him into the sea.

“O hold a grip of me, May Colvin,
For fear that I should drown;

I’ll take you home to your father’s gates,
And safe I’ll set you down.”

27
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“Q safe enough I am, Sir John,
And safer I will be;

For seven fair maids have you drownéd here,

The eighth shall not be me.

“O lie you there, thou false Sir John,
O lie you there,” said she,

“For you lie not in a colder bed
Than the one you intended for me.”

So she went on her father’s steed,
As swift as she could away; .

And she came home to her father’s gates
At the breaking of the day.

Up then spake the pretty parrot:
‘“May Colvin, where have you been?

What has become of false Sir John,
That wooed you yestere’en?”’

““O hold your tongue, my pretty parrot,
Nor tell no tales on me;

Your cage will be made of the beaten gold
With spokes of ivory.”

Up then spake her father dear,

In the chamber where he lay:
“What ails you, pretty parrot,

That you prattle so long ere day?”’

‘““There came a cat to my door, master,
I thought ’twould have worried me;
And I was calling on May Colvin
To take the cat from me.”

0

BONNIE GEORGE CAMPBELL

High upon Highlands,
And low upon Tay,
Bonnie George Campbell

Rode out on a day;
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Saddled and bridled,
And gallant to see:

Home came his good horse,
But home came not he.

Out ran his old mother,
Wild with despair;

Out ran his bonnie bride,

w Tearing her hair.

He rode saddled and bridled,
With boots to the knee:

Home came his good horse,
But never came he.

“My mecadow iies green,
And my corn is unshorn,
My barn is unbuilt,
And my babe is unborn.”
He rode saddled and bridled,
Careless and free:
Safe home came the saddle,
But never came he.

THE WRAGGLE TAGGLE GIPSIES

Three gipsies stood at the Castle gate,
They sang so high, they sang so low;
The lady sate in her chamber late,
Her heart it melted away as snow.

They sang so sweet, they sang so shrill,
That fast her tears began to flow.

And she laid ¢own her silken gown,
Her golden rings, and all her show.

She’s taken off her high-heeled shoes

All made of the Spanish leather, O.

She would in the street with her bare, bare feet
All out in the wind and weather, O.
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“O saddle to me my milk-white steed,

And go and fetch my pony, O!

That I may ride and seek my bride,

Who is gone with the wraggle taggle gipsies, O!”

O he rode high, and he rode low,
He rode thro’ wood and copses too,
Until he came to an open field,
And tivere he espied his lady, O!

“What makes you leave your house and land?
Your golden treasures to forgo?

What makes you leave your new-wedded lord,
To follow the wraggle taggle gipsies, O?”

“What care I for my house and my land?
What care I for my treasure, O?

What care I for my new-wedded lord,—
I’m off with the wraggle taggle gipsies, O!”

““Last night you slept on a goose-feather bed,
With the sheet turned down so bravely, O?
But to-night you’ll sleep in a cold open field,
Along with the wraggle taggle gipsies, O!”

“What care I for a goose-feather bed,

With the sheet turned down so bravely, O?
For to-night I shall sleep in a cold open field,
Along with the wraggle taggle gipsies, O!”

THE CHERRY-TREE CAROL

Joseph was an old man,
An old man was he
When he wedded Mary

In the land of Galilee.

Joseph and Mary walking
In the midst of a wood

Saw berries and cherries
As red as the blood.
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O then bespoke Mary,
So meek and so mild,
“Pray get me one cherry,
For I am with child.”

O then bespoke Joseph,
So rude and unkind,

“Let him get thee a cherry
That got thee with child.”

O then bespoke the babe
Within his mother’s womb,
“Bow down, thou tall cherry-tree,
And give my mother some.”

Then bowed down the tall cherry-tree
To his mother’s right hand,

And she cried, ““See, Joseph,
I have cherries at command!”

And Mary ate her cherry
As red as the blood;

Then Mary went on
With her heavy load.

ST. STEPHEN AND KING HEROD

Saint Stephen was a clerk
In King Herod’s hall,

And served him with bread and cloth
As every king befall.

Stephen out of kitchen came
With boar’s head on hand,

He saw a star was fair and bright
Over Bethlehem stand.

He cast adown the boar’s hcad
And went into the hall;

“I forsake thee, Herod,
And thy works all.
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I forsake thee, King Herod,
And thy works all,

There is a child in Bethlehem born
Is better than we all.”

“What aileth thee, Stephen?

™ What is thee befall?

Lacketh thee either meat or drink
* In King Herod’s hall?”

“Lacketh me neither éneat nor drink
In King Herod’s hall;

There is a child in Bethlehem born
Is better than we all.”

“What aileth thee, Stephen?
Art mad or hast grown wroth?

Lacketh thee either gold or fee
Or any rich cloth?”

“Lacketh me neither gold nor fee
Nor cloth nor things of greed.
There is a child in Bethlehem born

Shall help us in our need.”

“That is all so true, Stephen,
All so true, I know,

As if the capon in this dish
Should come to life and crow.”

That word was not so soon said,
That word in that hall,

The capon crew Christus natus est
Among the lords all.

“Rise up, my true tormentors,
By two and all by one,

Lead Stephen here out of this town
And stone him with stone.”
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They took Stephen

And stoned him on the way.
And therefore is his even

On Christ’s own day.

THE OLD CLOAK

This winter’s weather it waxeth cold,
And frost doth freeze on every hill,
And Boreas blows his blast so bold,
That all our cattle may die with chill.
Bell, my wife, who loves no strife,
She said unto me quietly,
“Rise up, and save cow Crumbock’s life.
Man, put thine old cloak about thee.”

HE
O Bell, why dost thou scold and scorn?
Thou knowest my cloak is very thin:
It is so bare and overworn
A cricket could not creep therein.
Then I’ll no longer borrow nor lend,
For once I’ll new-apparelled be,
To-morrow I'll to town and spend,
For I’ll have a new cloak about me.

SHE
Cow Crumbock is a very good cow,
She has been always true to the pail,
She has helped us to butter and cheese, I trow,
And other things she will not fail;
I would be loth to see her pine,
Good husband, counsel take of me,
It is not for us to go so fine.
Man, take thine old cloak about thee.

HE
My cloak it was a very good cloak,
It hath been always true to the wear,
But now it is not worth a groat;
I have had it four and forty year:

33
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Once it was scarlet and fine of grain,
*Tis now but a sieve, as you may see,

It will neither hold out wind nor rain;
And T’ll have a new cloak about me.

SHE
It is four and forty years ago
Since the one of us the other did ken,
And we have had betwixt us two
Of children either nine or ten;
We have brought them up .to women and men;
In the fear of God I trow they be;
And why wilt thou thyself misken?
Man, take thine old cloak about thee.

HE
O Bell, my wife, why dost thou flout!
Now is now, and then was then:
Seek now all the world throughout,
Thou kenst not clowns from gentlemen.
They are clad in black, green, yellow, or grey,
So far above their own degree:
Once in my life I’ll do as they,
For I’ll have a new cloak about me.

SHE
King Stephen was a worthy peer,
His breeches cost him but a crown,
He held them sixpence all too dear,
Therefore he called the tailor * clown”
He was a man of high renown,
And thou but of a low degree:
It’s pride that puts this country down,
Man, take thine old cloak akout thee.

HE
Bell, my wife, she loves not strife,

Yet she will lead me if she can;
And oft, to live a quiet life,

I am forced to yield, though I’'m good-man.
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It’s not for man with woman to strive,
Unless he first give o’er the plea:

As we began, so will we live,
And TI'll take mine old cloak about me.

‘“GET UP AND BAR THE DOOR?™

It fell about the Martinmas time,
And a gay time it was then,

When our goodwifz got puddings to make,
And she’s boiled them in the pan.

The wind so cold blew south and north,
And blew into the floor;

Quoth our goodman to our goodwife,
“Get up and bar the door.”

“My hand is in my household work,
Goodman, as ye may see;

And it will not be barred for a hundred years,
If it’s to be barred by me!”

They made a pact between them both,
They made it firm and sure,

That whosoe’er should speak the first,
Should rise and bar the door.

Then by there came two gentlemen,
At twelve o’clock at night,

And they could see neither house nor hall,
Nor coal nor candlelight.

‘““Now whether is this a rich man’s house,
Or whether is it a poor?”

But never a word would one of them speak,
For barring of the door.

The guests they ate the white puddings,
And then they ate the black;
Tho’ much the goodwife thought to herself,
Yet never a word she spake.
B.L.V.
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Then said one stranger to the other,
““Here, man, take ye my knife;

Do ye take off the old man’s beard,
And Il kiss the goodwife.”

“There’s no hot water to scrape it off,
And what shall we do then ?”

“Then why not use the pudding broth,
That boils into the pan?”’

O up then started our goodman,
An angry man was he: *

“Will ye kiss my wife before my eyes!
And with pudding broth scald me!”

Then up and started our goodwife,
Gave three skips on the floor:

“Goodman, you’ve spoken the foremost word.
Get up and bar the door!”

KING JOHN AND THE ABBOT OF
CANTERBURY 1

An ancient story I’ll tell you anon,

Of a notable prince, that was called King John;
He ruled over England with main and might,

But he did great wrong, and maintained little right.

And T’ll tell you a story, a story so merry,
Concerning the Abbot of Canterbury;

How for his housekeeping and high renown,
They rode post to bring him to London town.

A hundred men, as the King heard say,

The Abbot kept in his house evey day;

And fifty gold chains, without any doubt,

In velvet coats waited the Abbot about.

1This, from Percy’s Reliques of Ancient English Poetry, bears the marks
of much revision on the framework of an old popular ballad. “It seems,”
says Percy, ‘‘to have been abridged and modernized about the time of

James I from a much older model,” but Percy himself took ‘“‘considerable
liberties” with the stanzas.
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*“How now, Father Abbot? I hear it of thee,
Thou keepest a far better house than me;

And for thy housekeeping and high renown,

I fear thou work’st treason against my crown.”

“My Liege,” quoth the Abbot, ‘I would it were known,
I am spending nothing but what is my own;

And I trust your grace will not put me in fear,

For spending my own true-gotten gear.”

“Yes, yes, Father Abbot,s¢hy fault is high,

And now for the same thou needest must die;
And except thou canst answer me questions three,
Thy head struck off from thy body shall be.

“Now first,” quo’ the King, ““as I sit here,
With my crown of gold on my head so fair,
Among all my liegemen of noble birth,

Thou must tell to one penny what I am worth.

“Secondly, tell me, beyond all doubt,

How quickly I may ride the whole world about;
And at the third question thou must not shrink,
But tell me here truly, what do I think?”

“0O, these are deep questions for my shallow wit,
And I cannot answer your Grace as yet;

But if you will give me a fortnight’s space,

I’ll do my endeavour to answer your Grace.”

“Now a fortnight’s space to thee will I give,
And that is the longest thou hast to live;
For unless thou answer my questions three,
Thy life and thy lands®are forfeit to me.”

Away rode the Abbot all sad at this word;
He rode to Cambridge and Oxenford;

But never a doctor there was so wise,

That could by his learning an answer devise,
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Then home rode the Abbot, with comfort so cold,
And he met his shepherd, a-going to fold:

“Now, good Lord Abbot, you are welcome home;
What news do you bring us from great King John?”’

“Sad new, sad news, Shepherd, I must give;
That I have but three days more to live.

I must answer the King bis questions three.
Or my head struck off from my body shall be.

“The first is to tell him, as he sits there,
With his crown of gold on his head so fair
Among all his liegemen of noble birth,
'T'o within one penny, what he is worth.

“The second, to tell him, beyond all doubt,

How quickly he may ride this whole world about;
And at question the third, I must not shrink,

But tell him there truly, what does he think?”’

“O, cheer up, my lord; did you never hear yet
That a fool may teach a wise man wit?

Lend me your serving-men, horse, and apparel,
And I'll ride to London to answer your quarrel.

“With your pardon, it oft has been told to me
That I’m like your lordship as ever can be:
And if you will but lend me your gown,
There is none shall know us at London town.”

““Now horses and serving-men thou shalt have,
With sumptuous raiment gallant and brave;
With crozier, and mitre, and rochet, and cope,
Fit to draw near to our father, the pope.”

“Now welcome, Sir Abbot,” the King he did say,
“*Tis well thou’rt come back to keep thy day;
For if thou canst answer my questions three,
Thy life and thy living both saved shall be.
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“And first, as thou seest me sitting here,
With my crown of gold on my head so fair,
Among my liegemen of noble birth,

Tell to one penny what I am worth.”

“For thirty pence our Saviour was sold
Among the false Jews as I have been told;
And twenty-nine is the worth of thee;

For I think thou art one penny worse than he

The King, he laughed, and swore by St. Bittle,
“I did not think I was worth so little!

Now secondly tell me, beyond all doubt,

How quickly I may ride this world about.”

“You must rise with the sun, and ride with the same,
Until the next morning he riseth again;

And then your Grace need never doubt

But in twenty-four hours you’ll ride it about.”

The King he laughed, and swore by St. Jone,

“I did not think I could doit so soon!

Now from question the third thou must not shrink,
But tell me truly, what do I think?”

“Yea, that I shall do, and make your Grace merry:
You think I’'m the Abbot of Canterbury.

But I’m his poor shepherd, as plain you may see,
That am come to beg pardon for him and for me.”

The King he laughed, and swore by the mass,

“I’ll make thee Lord Abbot this day in his place!”
“Now nay, my Liege, be not in such speed;

For alas! I can neithei®*write nor read.”

“Four nobles a week, then I’ll give to thee,

For this merry jest thou hast shown to me;

And tell the old Abbot, when thou gettest home,

Thou hast brought a free pardon with thanks from King
John.”
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STILL WATERS

Says Tweed to Till,2

“What makes you run so still?”’

Says Till to Tweed,

“Though you run with speed,
And I run slow,

For every man that you drown
I drown two!”

1 The ‘Till is a sluggish river in Scotland tributary to the T'weed.



EARLY SONGS

OF UNKNOWN DATE AND AUTHORSHIP

The range of early songs of unknown authorship is almost as great
in time and in variety as that of the early ballads. Scholags have agreed
that the “Cuccu Song” can be dated from the middle of the thirteenth
century; the religious and amatory lyrics span the Middle English and
Tudor perlod while that perfect expression of unaffected fidelity,
“There is a lady sweet and Kind,” has sometimes been assigned to
Thomas Ford and certainly was not written before 1600.

Possibly the most engaging, if not the most important of the verses
in this scction, are the anonymous airs and lyrics generally ref