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JVQ8S. A NUTTING WE WILL GO.“
;

r.
Tis of a jolly ploughihg-man,

Was ploughing of his land,

He called, Ho! he called, Wo!
And bade his horses stand.

Upon his plough he sat, I trow,

And loud began to sing,

His voice rang out, so clear and stout,

It made the horse bells ring.

For a nutting we will go my boys,

A nutting we will go,

From hazel bush, loud sings the thrush,

A nutting we will go!

2 .

A maiden sly was passing by

With basket on her arm,

She stood to hear his singing clear,

To listen was no harm.

The ploughboy stayed that pretty maid,

And clasped her middle small,

He kissed her twice, he kissed her thrice

Ere she could cry or call.

For a nutting &c:

3 .

Now all you pretty maidens that

Go nutting o’er the grass

Attend my rede, and give good heed,

Of ploughboys that you pass.

When lions roar, on Atric’s shore.

No mortal ventures near,

When hoots the owl, and bears do growl,

The heart is full of fear.

For a nutting &c:

4 .

And yet,’tis said, to pretty maid,

There is a graver thing,

In any clime, at any time,

~A plouhboy that doth skig.

So all you maidens, young and fair

Take lesson from my lay.

When you do hear a ploughman sing,

Then lightly run away.

For a nutting &c:

P4W.I6I7P
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Down by a river-side.

JV'.' 84 .
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JYP84. DOWN BY A RIVER SIDE.

Down by a River- side,

A fair maid I espied,

Lamenting for her own true love;

Lamenting, crying, sighing, dy ing;

Dying for her own true love.
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THE BARLEY RAKING.
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’Twas in the prime of summer time,

When hay it was a making;

And harvest tide was coming on.

And barley wanted raking;

Two woeful lovers met one day,

With sighs their sad farewell to say,

For John to place must go away,

And Betty’s heart was breaking.

Lovers oft have proved untrue;

’las! what can poor maidens dot

But hardly was her sweet-heart gone,

With vows of ne’er forsaking;

The foolish wench did so take on,

To ease her bosom’s aching —

She sent a letter to her love,

Invoking all the powers above,

If he should e’er inconstant prove,

To her and the Barley raking.

Lovers oft have proved untrue;

’laslwhat can poor maidens dot

3 .

Now when this letter reached the youth,

It put him in a taking;

Sure of each others love and truth

,

Why such a fuss be making

t

But being a tender hearted swain,

From hasty words he did refrain,

And wrote to her in gentle strain,

To bid her cease from quaking.

Lovers oft have proved untrue;

’las! what can poor maidens dot

4 .

44 ,

I ve got as good a pair of shoes

As e’er were made of leather;

1 11 pull my beaver o er my nose,

And face all wind and weather;

And when the year has run its race,

I 11 seek a new and nearer place;

And hope to see your bonnie face

At time of the Barley raking.”

Lovers oft have proved untrue;

’las! what can poor maidens dot

5 .

So when the year was past and gone.

And hay once more was making;

Back to his love came faithful John,

To find a rude awaking:

For Betty thought it long to wait,

So she had ta’en another mate,

And left her first love to his fate,

In spite of the Barley raking.

Lovers oft have proved untrue;

’las! what can poor maidens dot

p IfilTt*



8 DEEP IN LOVE.
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1 .

A ship came sailing over the sea

As deeply laden as she could be;

My sorrows fill me to the brim,

1 care not if 1 sink or swim.

* 2 .

Ten thousand ladies in the room,

But my true love’s the fairest bloom,

Of stars she is my brightest sun,

I said 1 would have her or none.

3 .

I leaned my back against an oak,

But first it bent and then it broke;

Untrusty as I found that tree,

So did my love prove false to me.

4 .

Down in a mead the other day,

As carelessly 1 went my way,

And plucked flowers red and blue,

1 little thought what love could do.

5 .

1 saw a Rose with ruddy blush.

And thrust my hand into the bush,

I pricked my fingers to the bone,

1 would I’d left that rose alone!

6
\

1 wish! 1 wish! but ’t is in vain,

I wish I had my heart again!

With silver chain and diamond locks,

Id fasten it in a golden box.

p & w.

'' MaY omitted in singing.



the rambling sailor.
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JVP 87. THE RAMBLING SAILOR.

1.

I toss my cap into the air.

And away whilst all are sleeping,

The host may swear, and the hostess stare,

And the pretty maids be weeping:

There is never a place that I do grace,

Which a second time shall see my face;

For I travel the world from place to place.

And still am a Rambling Sailor.

2 .

0 when I come to London town,

Or enter any city,

1 settle down at the Bell or Crown,

Artd court each lass that’s pretty.

And I say, “My dear, be of good cheer,
i

111 never depart, you need not fear!”

But I travel the county far and near

And still am a Rambling Sailor.

3 .

And if that you would know my name,

I ve any that you fancy,

Tis never the same, as I change my flame.

From Bet, to Joan, or Nancy.

1 court maids all, marry none at all,

My heart is round, and rolls as a ball,

And I travel the land from Spring to Fall,

And still am a Rambling Sailor.
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NO 88. A SINGLE AND A MARRIED LIFE
13

A DIALOGUE.1.

THE MARRIED MAN SAITH!—

2.

THE SINGLE MAN SAITHI-

Come all you young men bold,

And use your best endeavour,

-As a woman’s heart is gold

To win and truly wear her.

For a man that is a.lone

Doth lack the richest treasure,

Makes a solitary moan.

Nor knows the highest pleasure.

And some the seas have cross’t

For wealth on foreign coast,

And so their lives have lost,

Yet treasure best lies nearest.

It e’er shall be my boast

That a married life is fairest!

I trust fond woman- kind

No furthur than I prove her,

She’s fickle as the wind,

And is a faithless rover.

When first you her embrace,

She sootheth all your sorrow,

Yet speedy shifts her face,

And curs’t
;,

'
:
is on the morrow.

You have her love to-day;

To-morrow she saith.Nayl

Nor constant e’er doth stay.

When skies are at their clearest,
y

111 leave, and fare away,

For a single life is rarest.

3. THE MARRIED MAN SAITH !-

My contention is not done,

Man’s half a man unmated.

Man is not well alone!”

Said He who man created

,

The wife life’s loads doth bear.

Relieves the burdened shoulder:

Shares youthful joy and care,

And comforts thee, grown older.

In spring she is thy flower,

In drought a quickening shower,

She’s warmth in wintry hour,

And food when thou goest sparest.

Gods blessing is her dower

So a married life is fairest!

4.

THE SINGLE MAN SAITH

Don’t marry one that’s young,

Mayhap her love will wander,

Nor marry one that’s old,

There'*? no one may command her,

Nor marry one that’s bold,

She’ll seem to be above you,

Nor marry one that’s cold,

She’ll never-truly love you ;

For the old ones they grow stale.

And .the scolding rant and rail,

And pride must have a fall

,

And death doth end the fairest.

So 1 11 have none at all

Faith! a single life’s the rarest.

5.

THE MARRIED MAN SAITHl-
In marrying a wife

I hold in vindication,

A man completes his life,

It is the true vocation,

A wife’s a golden crown =& cross
,
crusty.

For brow of man intended,

With children rising round

His life is never ended.

A married man doth sing.

As proud as any king

,

New days new pleasures bring.

Though a single life be rarest,

Yet a wife’s the choicest thing

,

So. a married life is fairest.

P &W. Ifil7.a
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JY989. MIDSUMMER CAROL

i

.

Twas early 1 walked on a midsummer morning

The fields and the meadows were decked and gay,

The small birds were singing, the woodlands a-ringing,

tt was early in the morning, at breaking of day,

I will play on my pipes, I will sing thee my lay!

It is- early in the morning, at breaking of day.

2 .

0 hark .'and O hark! to the nightingales wooing,

The lark is aloft piping shrill in the air.

In every green bower the turtle-doves cooing,

The sun is just gleaming, arise up my fair!

Arise, love, arise! none fairer I spie

Arise, love, arise! O why should I d<e?

3 .

Arise, love, arise! go and get your love posies,

The fairest of flowers in garden that grows,

Go gather me lilies, carnations and roses
»

111 wear them with thoughts of the maiden I chose

1 stand at thy door, pretty love, full of care,

O why should I languish so long in despair!

O why tove,0 why, should I banished be from thee*

O why should I see my own chosen no more?

O why look your parents so slightingly on me?

It is all for the rough ragged garments I wore,

But dress me with flowers, l’m gay as a king,

Im glad as a bird, when my carol I sing.

5 .

Arise, love, arise! in song and in story,

To rival thy beauty was never a may,

I will play thee a tune on my pipes of ivory,

It is early in the morning, at breaking of day,

I will play on my pipes, I will sing thee my lay!

It is early in the morning, at breaking of day»

May be omitted in singing.
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the blackbird.

JV<> 90.



17

JT9 90. THE BLACKBIRD .

i

Here’s a health to the Black-bird in the bush!

Like-wise to the bonny Wood-do’e ( dove)

!

If you’ll go along with me,

Unto yonder flow’ring tree,

1 will catch you a small bird or two.

^ 2

O the breath of the May is sweet as hay,

And pleasant where ever it pass.

And the butterfly’s light wing,

Is a-flutter all the spring,

And the golden-cups gleam in the grass.

3

All the birds of the air consort in pair,

And nest in each pretty green tree,

Then my merry little maid,

Be not coy, be not afraid,

I’ve a cottage well fitted for thee.

4
On the roof there is thatch; 0, lift the latch,

Come in, take your place there as bride.

You will find the hearth-stone clean,

Find a throne set for my Queen,

’Tis the settle the chimney beside.

5

Well, I reckon, ’tis so ruled by Fate,

That I should be married this May.

Then so long as you’re inclined,

Why_ I wont go far to find.

Clap your hand, Miss! in mine with a Yea!

May be omitted in singing.
a
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THE CREEN BED.

N9 01. H.F.S.
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JV99I. THE GREEN BED .

1

Young Sailor Dick, as he stepped on shore.

To his quarters of old return’d

The hostess glad, cries*‘Dick my lad l

What prize money have you earn’d?
”

“Poor luck! poor luck ! yet Molly, my duck.

Your daughter I’ve come to see :

Get ready some supper, with pipes and grog,

And the best Green Bed for me.”

2

My daughter, she’s gone out for a walk
;

My beds are all bespoken;

My larder’s bare, like the rum-keg there,

And my baccy pipes all are broken.”

Says Dick, “i’ll steer for another berth,

1 fear I have made too bold :

But I’ll pay for the beer that I’ve just drunk here,

And he pulled out a hand-ful of gold.”

3
*

‘Come down Molly, quick! here’s your sweetheart Dick

Has just come back from sea :

He wants his supper, his grog, and a bed,

The best Green Bed it must be.”

“No bed,“cries Dick”no supper, no grog.

No sweetheart for me I swear !

You shewed me the door when you thought me poor,

So I’ll carry my gold elsewhere. ”

Pt W.ffil7-“
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the loyal lover.

JV? .92 . F. W. B .
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JY9 92. THE LOYAL LOVER.

1

I’ll w^ave my love a garland,

It shall be dressed so fine;

I’ll set it round with roses,

With lilies, pinks and thyme.

And I’ll present to my love

When he comes back from sea,

For I love my love, and I love my love,

Because my love loves me.

Ri-fol-di-rol fol-di-rol

Ri-fol-riddle-li-do

.

2
I wish I were an arrow,

That sped into the air;

To seek him as a sparrow,

And if he was not there,

Then quickly I’d become a fish

To search the raging sea,

For I love my love, and I love my love,

Because my love lores me.

Ri-fol &c.

3
1 would I were a reaper,

I’d seek him in the corn,

I would I were a k^per,

I’d hunt him with my horn.

I’d blow a blast, when found at last,

Beneath the greenwood tree,

For I love my love, and I love my love,

Because my love loves me.

Ri-fol &c.

:

P 4#.I617»
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THE STREAMS OF IN ANTSIAN .
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vi - ol, O it makes my heart ring.

,Y?.93. THE STREAMS OF NANTSIAN .

1

0 the Streams of Nant-si-an

In two parts divide,

Where the young men in dancing

Meet sweetheart and bride.

They will take no denial,

Wr

e must frolic and sing.

And the sound of the viol

O it makes my heart ring.

2

On the rocky cliff yonder

A castle up-stands;

To the seamen a wonder

Above the black sands.

’Tis of ivory builded

With diamonds glazed bright,

And with gold it is gilded,

To shine in the night.

3
Over yonder high mountain

The wild fowl do fly;

And in ocean’s deep fountain,

The fairest pearls lie.

On eagle’s wings soaring,

I’ll speed as the wind
;

Ocean’s fountain exploring,

My true love I’ll find.

4
O the streams of Nant-si-an

Divide in two parts

And rejoin as in dancing

Do lads their sweethearts.

So the streams, bright and shining

Tho’ parted in twain

Re-unite, intertwining,

One thenceforth remain.

P 4 tf.1617*
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THE DRUNKEN MAIDENS .

JVP 94 . F. W.B.
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1

There were three drunken maidens,

Came from the Isle of Wight.

They drank from Monday morning,

Nor stayed till Saturday night.

When Saturday night did come, Sirs'.

They would not then go out;

Not the three drunken maidens,

As they pushed the jug about

.

2
Then came in Bouncing Sally,

With cheeks as red as bloom.
“ Make space my jolly sisters,

Now make for Sally room.

For that I will be your equal

,

Before that I go out.”

So now four drunken maidens.

They pushed the jug about.

3
It was woodcock and pheasant.

And partriges and hare,

It was all kinds of dainties.

No scarcity was there.

It was four quarts of Malaga,

Each fairly did drink out,

So the four drunken maidens,

They pushed the jug about.

4
Then down came the landlord,

And aske'd for his pay.

O! a forty-pound bill
,
Sirs '.

The damsels drew that day.

It was ten pounds apiece, Sirs'.

But yet, they would not out.

So the four drunken maidens,

They pushed the jug about.

5
O where be your spencers*

Your mantles rich and fine ?
”

“They all be a swallowed

In tankards of good wine .
”

“O where be your characters

Ye maidens brisk and gay* ”

‘O they be a swallowed !

We’ve drunk them clean away.”
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TOBACCO IS AN INDIAN WEED.

DUET.
JVP 95. H . F. S
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JV?.95. TOBACCO IS AN INDIAN WEED.

1

Tobacco is an Indian wend,

Grows green at morn, cut down at eve;

It shows over decay;

We fade as hay.

Think on this, — when you smoke tobacco.

2

The pipe that is so lily-white,

Wherein so many take delight,

Gone with a touch;

Man’s life is such

,

Think on this, —W'hen you smoke tobacco.

3

The pipe that is so foul within,

Shews how the soul is stained with sin;

It doth require

The purging fire .

Think on this, when you smoke tobacco.

4
The ashes that are left behind,

Do serve to put us all in mind,

That unto dust,

Return we must

.

Thinkonthis, when you smoke tobacco.

5
The smoke that doth so high ascend,

Shows that our life must have an end
;

The vapours’ gone,

Man’s life is done

.

Thinkon this,—when you smoke tobacco.
i W. 1617*
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FAIR SUSAN.
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1

Fair Susan slumbered in shady bower,

Sate hid, she thought, from every eye;

Nor dreamed she in that tranquil hour

Her own true love was passing by.

2

He gazed in rapture upon her' beauty,

Sleep did her charms but more reveal
;

He deemed it sure a lover’s duty

From those sweet lips a kiss to steal .

3

In shame and anger poor Susan started,

With eyes aflame she bade him go;

“Return no more! — for ever parted;

Cruel and base to use me so!”

4

“By too much love I have offended,

Forgive me if I cause you pain ;

But if indeed our love be ended,

Bray give me back my kiss again.”

j
i

P 4 W. 161 71J
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THE FALSE LOVER.

JV? 97 . H. F. S.

In moderate time J .-12.
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1

I courted a maiden both buxom and gay,

Unheeding what people against her did say,

I thought her as constant and true as the day

But now she is going to be married.

2

0 when to the church I my fair love saw go,

1 followed her up with a heart full of woe,

And eyes that with tears of grief did o’ert'low.

To see how my suit had miscarried.

3

0 when in the chancel I saw my love stan’,

With ring on her finger, and true love in han’,

1 thought that for certain ’twas not the right man,

Although ’twas the man she was taking.

4

0 when I my fair love saw sit in her seat

1 sat myself by her, but nothing could eat;

Her company, thought I, was better than meat.

Although my heart sorely was aching.

5

O woe be the day that 1 courted the maid
,

That ever I trusted a word that she said,

That with her I wander’d along the green glade,

Accurs’d be the day that 1 met her.

6

0 make me a grave that is long, wide and deep,

And cover me over with flowers so sweet,

That there I may lie, and may take my last sleep;

For that is the way to forget her.

H i W. | fi 17
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THE BARLEY STRAW.

JV? 98. H.F.S.
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1

As Jan was hurrying down the glade,

He met his sweetheart Kit

;

“O whither so fast?” the maiden ask’d,

“Let’s bide and talk a bit.”

“I’m going to the barn, and if you’ll come,

And help me thresh the stro’,

That task complete, why then my sweet,

A ramble we will go.”

2

She gave consent, to work they went

,

As if ’twere only play;

The flail he plied, whilst Kit untied.

The sheaves, and cleared away.

0 willing hands made labour light,

And ’ere the sun was low,

With arms entwined, these lovers kind,

Did down the vallies go.

3

Said Jan‘,‘thou art a helpful lass,

Wilt thou be mine for life?”

“For sure!” she said. To church they sped,

And soon were man and wife.

A lesson then, for all young men

Who would a courting go,

Your sweetheart ask to share your task,

And thresh the Barley Stro’.

4
Now many a year, this couple dear,

They lived in harmony;

And children had, both lass and lad,

I think ’twas thirty three.

The sons so hale did wield the flail.

And like their father grow;

The maidens sweet, like mother were neat:

And clean as the Barley Stro’.

PS W. 1 6i7 «
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As I walked out one day, one day,

All in the merry month ot' May,

When lambs did skip and thrushes sing,

And ev’ry bush with buds did spring.

2

1 met an old man by the way.

His head was bald, his beard was grey,

His coat was of the Myrtle-green,

But underneath his ribs were seen.

3

He in his hand a glass did hold,

He shook as one that shakes with cold.

I asked of him what was his name,

And what strange place from which he came.

4
“My name is Death, fair maiden, see

Lords, Dukes and Squires bow down to me;

For of the Branchy Tree'' 1' am I

And you, fair maid, with me must hie.”

5
“I’ll give you gold, if me you’ll spare,

I’ll give you costly robes to wear!”

“O no, sweet maid, make no delay

Your sand is run, you must away!”

6
Alas! alack J the fair maid died,

And these the last sad words she cried:

“Here lies a poor, distressed maid,

By Death and Death alone betrayed .”

'^W hat is meant by th^ “Branchy Tree ” I do not know, but so the words run in all versions

.
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ADAM AND EVE.

1

Both sexes give ear to my fancy,

In praise of sweet woman I sing

Confined not to Doll, Sue, or Nancy,

The mate of the beggar or king.

When Adam was first a-created

,

And lord of the universe crown’d ,

His happiness was not completed,

Until that a helpmate was found.

2

A garden was planted by Nature,

Man could not produce in his life .

But no rest had he till his Creator

Discovered he wanted a wife

He had horses and foxes for hunting

Which most men love dearly as life

No relishsome food was a wanting

But still — he was short of a wife.

3

As Adam was resting in slumber,

He lost a small rib from his side,

And when he awoke ’twas in wonder,

To see a most beautiful bride.

In transport he gaz^d upon her.

His happiness now was complete

He praised the bountiful Donor,

Who to him had given a mate.

4
She was not taken out of his head , sir,

To rule and to triumph in man.

Nor was she took out of his foot, sir,

By him to be trampled upon.

But she was took out of his side, sir,

His equal co-partner to be;

So, united is man with his bride, sir,

Yet man is the top of the tree.

5

Then let not the fair be despised

By man , as she’s part of himself.

Let woman by man be a-prized

As more than the world full of wealth.

A man without woman’s a beggar,

Tho’ by him the world were possess’d

But a beggar that’s got a good woman
Wr

ith more than the world is he bless’d .
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I RODE MY LITTLE HORSE.

JVP 101. F. W. B .
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J\r? WI I RODE MY LITTLE HORSE.

1

I rode my little horse, from London town 1 came,

I rode into the country, to seek myself a dame.

And if I meet a pretty maid, be sure I’ll kiss her then;

And swear that I will marry her — but will not tell her when!

2

I found a buxom widow, with many tons of gold,

I lived upon her fortune, as long as it would hold.

Of pounds I took five hundred, bestrode my horse i and then,

I promised I would marry her but never told her wh^n !

3

A vintner had a daughter, the Golden Sun his sign,

I tarried at his tavern
, I drank his choicest wine-,

I drank out all his cellar, bestrode my horse, and then,

1 said the maid I’d marry, but never told him when'.

4

The guineas are expended
, the wine is also spent;

The widow and the maiden, they languish and lament.

And if they come to seek me, I’ll pack them back again,

With promises of marriage, but never tell them when.

5

My little horse I mounted
,
the world that I might see,

I found a pretty maiden as poor as poor could be.

My little horse neglected, to London ran away,

i asked if she would marry, and bade her name the day.

p & w.ifina
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THE SAUCY PLOUGHBOY.

JV0 102 . H . F. S
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JVPIQg. THE SAUCY PLOUGHBOY .

1

Come all you pretty maidens,

And listen unto me.

Be sure and wed a plough-boy,

None hath a heart more free.

The plough-boy is so saucy,

Yet never doth annoy,

O who in all the world, maids,

Is like a ploughing-boy ?

2
He riseth in the morning,

Awaking with the sun .

And as a dew-drop flashing,

So gleams his eye with fun.

When all the birds are singing,

He singeth too for joy

.

O who in all the world,maids

,

Is like the ploughing-boy?

3
When coming from the milking,

And carrying my pail

,

The saucy plough-boy leaveth

To help me, hook and flail

.

And when the hay is making,

I cannot well be coy
;

For who in all the world, maids,

Is like the ploughing-boy?

4
At even-tide he waiteth

Beneath the green-wood tree

And will not dance with others,

He’ll only dance with me.

No pleasures of the country

His honest heart can cloy,

0 who in all the world, maids,

Is like the ploughing-boy ?

5
1 swear to you young maidens,

A plough-boy I will wed,

I will not have a soldier

For all his jacket red,

No sailor, no, nor footman,

Shall e’er my thoughts employ

The lad to win my heart, maids,

Shall be a ploughing-boy.
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ILL BUILD IVIYSELF A CALLANT SHIP.
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jyoios. I’LL BUILD MYSELF A GALLANT SHIP.

i

I’ll build myself a gallant ship,

A ship of noble fame.

And four and twenty mariners,

Shall box it on the main.

And I will stand, with helm in hand

To urge them on their way.

I would I were with my love fair,

Where springs the dawn of day.

2

No scarf shall o’er my shoulders go,

1 will not comb my hair,

The pale moon light, the candle light,

Shall neither tell I’m fair.

The frost may fall, and, as a pall,

Enwrap me sleet and snow,

No rest I’ll taste, but sail in haste,

To where my love lies low.

3

The rain may beat, and round my feet

The waters wash and foam.

0 thou north wind! lag not behind,

But bear me far from home.

The moon so pale shall light my sail,

As o’er the sea 1 fly

.

1 would I were with my love fair,

Before my fair love die.
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JVO 104. THE EVERLASTING CIRCLE.
All in a wood there grew a fine tree,

The finest tree that ever you did see,

*\nd the green grass grew around, around, around.

And the green grass grew around.

2
And on this tree there grew a fine bough

The finest bough that ever you did see,

And the bough on the tree, and the tree in the wood,

And the green leaves flourished thereon, thereon,thereon,

And the green leaves flourished thereon.

3
And on this bough there grew a fine twig

The finest twig that ever you did see,

And the twig on the bough, and the bough on the tree, and the

tree in the wood.

And the green leaves flourished thereon &c

.

4
And on this twig there stood a fine nest,

The finest nest that ever you did see,

And the nest on the twig, and the twig on the bough,&c.

5
And in this nest there sat a fine bird,

The finest bird, 8cC. .

6
And on this bird there grew a fine feather

The finest feather, &c.

7
And of this feather was made a fine bed

The finest bed , &c

.

8
And on this bed was laid a fine mother,

The finest mother &c.

9
In the arms of this mother was laid a fine babe

The finest babe, &c.

10
And the babe he grew up and became a fine boy

The finest boy, & c.

11

And boy put an acorn all into the earth

The finest acorn & c.

12
And out of this acorn there grew a fine tree

The finest tree &c.
P* A. 1617“
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WITHIN A CARDEN.

Ni> 105. H . F. S.
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JVP 105. WITHIN A GARDEN

i

Within a garden a maiden lingered,

When soft the shades of evening fell

Expecting, fearing,

A footstep hearing,

Her love appearing,

To say farewell.

With sighs and sorrow their vows they plighted

One more embrace, one last adieu;

Tho’ seas divide, love,

In this confide, love,

Whate’er betide, love

To thee I’m true.

3

Long years are over, and still the maiden

Seeks oft at eve the trystingtree
;

Her promise keeping,

And, faithful, weeping

Her lost love sleeping

Across the sea.

P 4 W. 16i7»
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THE HUNTING OF THE HARE.

A COUNTRY DANCE.

JV9 106. F. W.B
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JVP/06. THE HUNTING OF THE HARE .

1

I hunted my Merry all into the hay,

The Hare was before and the hounds “ware away I”

With my Hickerly Tout, ticklesome Trout,

Hipperly, tipperly, eversheen, nipperly,

Up the middle, vandigo-van

’Twas up the hill, down the form,

Here a step, there a turn,

Turn and sing merrily,

Hunt hounds, away 1

2

1 hunted my Merry all into the barley,

And there the poor puss was pursued by hound Snarley.

With my Hickerly tout, &c.

3

I hunted my Merry all into the wheat,

And there the sly puss did attempt us to cheat.

With my Hickerly tout, &c.

4
I hunted my Merry all <nto the rye,

And there the poor hare was constrained to die.

With my Hickerly tout, &c.

5

I hunted my Merry all into the oats

And there 1 cut off both his paw and his scutt,

With my Hickerly tout, &c.

W.16IJ?
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DEAD IV! AID’S LAND.
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X? 107. DEAD MAID’S LAND
,

1

There stood a gardener at the gate

And in each hand a flower;
“ 0 pretty maid, come in,” he said,

And view my beauteous bower.

2
The lily it shall be thy smock

,

The jonquil shoe thy feet;

Thygown shall be the ten-week stock,

To make thee fair and sweet.

*3
The gilly-flower shall deck thy head,

. Thy way with herbs I’ll strew,

Thy stockings shall be marigold,

Thy gloves the vi’let blue.”

*4
“

1 will not have the gilly-flower

Nor herbs my path to strew,

Nor stockings of the marigold,

Nor gloves of vi’let blue.

5
I will not have the ten-week stock,

Nor jonquils to my shoon
;

But 1 will have the red, red rose,

That flow’reth- sweet in June.”

*6
‘ The red, red rose it hath a thorn

That piercethto the bone.”

I little heed thy idle rede;

1 will have that or none.”

7
“The red, red rose it hath a thorn,

That pierceth to the heart
”

“The red, red rose, O I will have,

I little heed the smart .”

8
She stooped down unto the groun’,

To pluck the rose so red .

The thorn it pierced her to the heart,

And this fair maid was dead.

9
There stood a gardener at the gate,

With cypress in his hand.

And he did say, “let no fair may,

Come into Dead Maid’s Land.”

May be omitted in singing.

P 4 W. 1611“
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SHOWER AND SUNSHINE.

N? 108. H.F. S
Slowly and with feeling. *
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There went a wind over the sea,

And borne on its wings was rain.

A wond’rous breath passed over me,

And steeped all my soul in pain.

I wept, but 1 wept in vain.

2
Along with the wind went a sigh,

And shadows fell deep around;

In darkness I lay, with desolate cry,

Despairing I toss’d on the ground;

In anguish and fear profound.

3
The sun in the sky shines clear;

And glittering after rain,

The flowers in brighter tints appear,

A rainbow o’er arches the plain.

1 wept_but I wept not in vain

.

4
Thou love art the mightiest gale,

To shatter to wither and rive.

Thou makest all nature grow fresh and hale.

Thou dost the whole world revive.

I was dead, and am now alive.
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HAYMAKING SONG.

1

JV? 109 . H.F.S.
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JYP109. HAYMAKING SONG.

The golden sun is shining bright

,

The dew is off the field;

To us it is our main delight,

The fork and rake to wield.

The pipe and tabor both shall play,

The viols loudly ring

,

From morn till eve each summer day,

As we go hay-making .

Chorus: The pipe and tabor, &c.

2 *
As we my boys haymaking go,

All in the month of June.

Both Tom and Bet, and Jess and Joe

Their happy hearts in tune.

O up come lusty Jack and Will,

With pitchfork and with rake,

And up come dainty Doll and Jill,

The sweet, sweet hay to make.

Chorus: The pipe and tabor, &c.

3
0 when the haysel all is done,

Then in the arish grass,

The lads shall have their fill of fun,

Each dancing with his lass

.

The good old farmer and his wife,

Shall bring the best of cheer,

1 would it were, aye, odds my life I

Hay-making all the year.

Chorus: The pipe and tabor, &c.

P 4 W. 1617?
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IN B IBBERLEY TOWN.
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This maid so beautiful fair and free.

Was sought by a squire of high degree

;

He courted her honestly for his wife,

But she could’nt venture so high in life.

Ri fal de ral &C

.

3
A tinker there came to mend the kettle,

She fell in love with the man of metal

;

His songs and his jokes won her heart and her hand,

And she promised with him in the church to stand .

Ri fal de ral &c.

4
They wed, and this jovial mender of pots

Proved only a brute and the prince of sots;

H^ beat her, he starved her, she gave him the slip,

And back to Bibberley town did rip .

Ri fal de ral &c.

5

She found that the Squire her former flame

Had wooed and married a wealthy dame.

But a vacant place jn the house she took,

And, instead of his wife, she became his cook.

Ri fal de ral diddle, ri fal de ral dee;

What ups and downs in the world there be '.

p & W.isna
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