
FOLK BALLADS



Thomas the Rhymer

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mYyJ8pRdfYs








True Thomas lay on Huntlie bank;
A ferlie he spied wi' his ee;
And there he saw a lady bright,
Come riding down by the Eildon Tree.

Her skirt was o the grass-green silk,
Her mantle o the velvet fyne,
At ilka tett of her horse's mane
Hang fifty siller bells and nine.

True Thomas he pulld aff his cap,
And louted low down to his knee:
"All hail, thou mighty Queen of Heaven!
For thy peer on earth I never did see."

"O no, O no, Thomas," she said,
"That name does not belang to me;
I am but the queen of fair Elfland,
That am hither come to visit thee.

"Harp and carp, Thomas," she said,
"Harp and carp, along wi' me,
And if ye dare to kiss my lips,
Sure of your bodie I will be!"

"Betide me weal, betide me woe,
That weird sall never daunton me;
Syne he has kissed her rosy lips,
All underneath the Eildon Tree.



"Now, ye maun go wi me," she said,
"True Thomas, ye maun go wi me,
And ye maun serve me seven years,
Thro weal or woe as may chance to be."

She mounted on her milk-white steed,
She's taen True Thomas up behind,
And aye wheneer her bride rung,
The steed flew swifter than the wind.

O they rade on, and farther on -
The steed gaed swifter than the wind -
Until they reached a desart wide,
And living land was left behind.

"Light down, light down, now, True Thomas,
And lean your head upon my knee;
Abide and rest a little space,
And I will shew you ferlies three.

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

"And see ye not that braid braid road,
That lies across that lily leven?
That is the path of wickedness,
Tho some call it the road to heaven.

"And see not ye that bonny road,
That winds about the fernie brae?
That is the road to fair Elfland,
Where thou and I this night maun gae.
"But, Thomas, ye maun hold your tongue,
Whatever ye may hear or see,
For, if you speak word in Elflyn land,
Ye'll neer get back to your ain countrie."



O they rade on, and farther on,
And they waded thro rivers aboon the knee,
And they saw neither sun nor moon,
But they heard the roaring of the sea.

It was mirk night, and there was nae stern light,
And they waded thro red blude to the knee;
For a' the blude that's shed an earth
Rins thro the springs o that countrie.

Syne they came on to a garden green,
And she pu'd an apple frae a tree:
"Take this for thy wages, True Thomas,
It will give the tongue that can never lie."

"My tongue is mine ain," True Thomas said,
"A gudely gift ye wad gie me!
I neither dought to buy nor sell,
At fair or tryst where I may be.

"I dought 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 velvet green,
And till seven years were gane and past
True Thomas on earth was never seen.





















ANAIS MITCHELL, "TAM LIN"

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=c3yTEUnyYDA


• O I forbid you, maidens a',
That wear gowd on your hair,
To come or gae by Carterhaugh,
For young Tam Lin is there.
• There's nane that gaes by Carterhaugh

But they leave him a wad,
Either their rings, or green mantles,
Or else their maidenhead.
• Janet has kilted her green kirtle

A little aboon her knee,
And she has broded her yellow hair
A little aboon her bree
And she's awa to Carterhaugh
As fast as she can hie.

• When she came to carterhaugh
Tam Lin was at the well,
And there she fand his steed standing,
But away was himsel.
• She had na pu'd a double rose,

A rose but only twa,
Till upon then started young Tam Lin,
Says, Lady, thou's pu nae mae.
• Why pu's thou the rose, Janet,

And why breaks thou the wand?
Or why comes thou to Carterhaugh
Withoutten my command?
• "Carterhaugh, it is my own,

My daddy gave it me,
I'll come and gang by Carterhaugh,
And ask nae leave at thee."



• Janet has kilted her green kirtle
A little aboon her knee,
And she has broded her yellow hair
A little aboon her bree,
And she is to her father's ha,
As fast as she can hie.
• Four and twenty ladies fair

Were playing at the ba,
And out then came the fair Janet,
The flower among them a'.
• Four and twenty ladies fair

Were playing at the chess,
And out then came the fair Janet,
As green as onie glass.

• Out then spake an auld grey knight,
Lay oer the castle wa,
And says, Alas, fair Janet, for thee,
But we'll be blamed a’.

• "Haud your tongue, ye auld fac'd knight,
Some ill death may ye die!
Father my bairn on whom I will,
I'll father none on thee."
• Out then spak her father dear,

And he spak meek and mild,
"And ever alas, sweet Janet," he says,
"I think thou gaest wi child."
• "If that I gae wi child, father,

Mysel maun bear the blame,
There's neer a laird about your ha,
Shall get the bairn's name.



• "If my love were an earthly knight,
As he's an elfin grey,
I wad na gie my ain true-love
For nae lord that ye hae.
• "The steed that my true love rides on

Is lighter than the wind,
Wi siller he is shod before,
Wi burning gowd behind."
• Janet has kilted her green kirtle

A little aboon her knee,
And she has broded her yellow hair
A little aboon her bree,
And she's awa to Carterhaugh
As fast as she can hie.
• When she came to Carterhaugh,

Tam Lin was at the well,
And there she fand his steed standing,

But away was himsel.

• She had na pu'd a double rose,
A rose but only twa,
Till up then started young Tam Lin,
Says, Lady, thou pu's nae mae.
• "Why pu's thou the rose, Janet,

Amang the groves sae green,
And a' to kill the bonny babe
That we gat us between?"
• "O tell me, tell me, Tam Lin," she says,

"For's sake that died on tree,
If eer ye was in holy chapel,
Or christendom did see?"



• "Roxbrugh he was my grandfather,
Took me with him to bide
And ance it fell upon a day
That wae did me betide.
• "And ance it fell upon a day

A cauld day and a snell,
When we were frae the hunting come,
That frae my horse I fell,
The Queen o' Fairies she caught me,
In yon green hill do dwell.
• "And pleasant is the fairy land,

But, an eerie tale to tell,
Ay at the end of seven years,
We pay a tiend to hell,
I am sae fair and fu o flesh,
I'm feard it be mysel.
• "But the night is Halloween, lady,

The morn is Hallowday,
Then win me, win me, an ye will,

For weel I wat ye may.
• "Just at the mirk and midnight hour

The fairy folk will ride,
And they that wad their true-love win,
At Miles Cross they maun bide."
• "But how shall I thee ken, Tam Lin,

Or how my true-love know,
Amang sa mony unco knights,
The like I never saw?"
• "O first let pass the black, lady,

And syne let pass the brown,
But quickly run to the milk-white steed,
Pu ye his rider down.
• "For I'll ride on the milk-white steed,

And ay nearest the town,
Because I was an earthly knight
They gie me that renown.



• "My right hand will be gloved, lady,
My left hand will be bare,
Cockt up shall my bonnet be,
And kaimed down shall my hair,
And thae's the takens I gie thee,
Nae doubt I will be there.
• "They'll turn me in your arms, lady,

Into an esk and adder,
But hold me fast, and fear me not,
I am your bairn's father.
• "They'll turn me to a bear sae grim,

And then a lion bold,
But hold me fast, and fear me not,
And ye shall love your child.
• "Again they'll turn me in your arms

To a red het gand of airn,
But hold me fast, and fear me not,
I'll do you nae harm.

• "And last they'll turn me in your arms
Into the burning gleed,
Then throw me into well water,
O throw me in with speed.
• "And then I'll be your ain true-love,

I'll turn a naked knight,
Then cover me wi your green mantle,
And hide me out o sight."
• Gloomy, gloomy was the night,

And eerie was the way,
As fair Jenny in her green mantle
To Miles Cross she did gae.
• At the mirk and midnight hour

She heard the bridles sing,
She was as glad at that
As any earthly thing.



• First she let the black pass by,
And syne she let the brown,
But quickly she ran to the milk-white steed,
And pu'd the rider down.
• Sae weel she minded what he did say,

And young Tam Lin did win,
Syne covered him wi her green mantle,
As blythe's a bird in spring
• Out then spak the Queen o Fairies,

Out of a bush o broom,
"Them that has gotten young Tam Lin
Has gotten a stately-groom."

• Out then spak the Queen o Fairies,
And an angry woman was she,
"Shame betide her ill-far'd face,
And an ill death may she die,
For she's taen awa the bonniest knight
In a' my companie.

• "But had I kend, Tam Lin," said she,
"What now this night I see,
I wad hae taen out thy twa grey een,
And put in twa een o tree.”
• Musical Versions

http://tam-lin.org/music/balladvideos.html


















EQUINE GYNETYPE





















“Great Silkie of Sule Skerry” (Judy Collins)

• https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6zZy2Q3QY0Q

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6zZy2Q3QY0Q


An eartly nourris sits and sing,
And aye she sings, Ba, lily wean!
Little ken I my bairnis father,
Far less the land that he staps in.

Then ane arose at her bed-fit,
An a grumly guest I’m sure was he:
‘Here am I, thy bairnis father,

Although that I be not comelie.

‘I am a man, upo the lan,
An I am a silkie in the sea;
And when I’m far and far frae lan,
My dwelling is in Sule Skerrie.’

‘It was na weel,’ quo the maiden fair,
‘It was na weel, indeed,’ quo she,
‘That the Great Silkie of Sule Skerrie

Suld hae come and aught a bairn to me.’

Now he has taen a purse of goud,
And he has pat it upo her knee,
Sayin, Gie to me my little young son,
An tak thee up thy nourris-fee.

An it sall come to pass on a simmer’s day,
When the sin shines het on evera stane,
That I will tak my little young son,
An teach him for to swim the faem.

An thu sall marry a proud gunner,
An a proud gunner I’m sure he’ll be,
An the very first schot that ere he schoots,
He’ll schoot baith my young son and me.



“THE SONG OF WANDERING AENGUS”

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=alIUW_JY03I


I went out to the hazel wood,

Because a fire was in my head,

And cut and peeled a hazel wand,

And hooked a berry to a thread;

And when white moths were on the wing,

And moth-like stars were flickering out,

I dropped the berry in a stream

And caught a little silver trout.

When I had laid it on the floor

I went to blow the fire a-flame,

But something rustled on the floor,

And someone called me by my name:

It had become a glimmering girl

With apple blossom in her hair

Who called me by my name and ran

And faded through the brightening air.

Though I am old with wandering

Through hollow lands and hilly lands,

I will find out where she has gone,

And kiss her lips and take her hands;

And walk among long dappled grass,

And pluck till time and times are done,

The silver apples of the moon,

The golden apples of the sun.



“THE CRUEL SISTER” 
(PENTANGLE)

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1gAyqruWCfk&list=RD1gAyqruWCfk&t=71






There lived a lady by the North Sea shore
(Lay the bairne to the bonnie broom)
Two daughters were the babes she bore
(Fa la la la la la la la la la)

As one grew bright as is the sun, 
So coal black grew the elder one.

A knight came riding to the lady's door, 
He'd travelled far to be their wooer.

He courted one with gloves and rings, 
But he loved the other above all things.

Oh sister will you go with me
To watch the ships sail on the sea?

She took her sister by the hand
And led her down to the North Sea strand.

And as they stood on the windy shore
The dark girl threw her sister o'er.

Sometimes she sank, sometimes she swam, 
Crying, "Sister, reach to me your hand! 

"Oh Sister, Sister, let me live, 
And all that's mine I'll surely give."

"(It's) your own true love that I'll have and more, 
But thou shalt never come ashore."

And there she floated like a swan, 
The salt sea bore her body on.



Two minstrels walked along the strand
And saw the maiden float to land.

They made a harp of her breastbone, 
Whose sound would melt a heart of stone.

They took three locks of her yellow hair, 
And with them strung the harp so rare.

They went into her father's hall
To play the harp before them all, 

But when they laid it on a stone
The harp began to play alone.

The first string sang a doleful sound:
"The bride her younger sister drowned."

The second string as that they tried, 
In terror sits the black-haired bride.

The third string sang beneath their bow, 
"And surely now her tears will flow





































GARCIA AND GRISMAN

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SybfYzby9UI


There were two sisters came walkin' down the stream
Oh the wind and rain
The one behind pushed the other one in
Cryin' oh the dreadful wind and rain

Johnny gave the youngest a gay gold ring
Oh the wind and rain
Didn't give the oldest one anything
Cryin' oh the dreadful wind and rain

They pushed her into the river to drown
Oh the wind and rain
And watched her as she floated down
Cryin' oh the dreadful wind and rain

Floated 'till she came to a miller's pond
Oh the wind and rain
Mama oh father there swims a swan (note 1)
Cryin' oh the dreadful wind and rain

The miller pushed her out with a fishing hook (note 2)
Oh the wind and rain
Drew that fair maid from the brook (note 3)
Cryin' oh the dreadful wind and rain

He left her on the banks to dry
Cryin' oh the wind and rain

And a fiddlin' fool come passing by
Cryin' oh the dreadful wind and rain

Out of the woods came a fiddler fair
Oh the wind and rain
Took thirty strands of her long yellow hair
Cryin' oh the dreadful wind and rain

And he made a fiddle bow of her long yellow hair
Oh the wind and rain
He made a fiddle bow of her long yellow hair
Cryin' oh the dreadful wind and rain

He made fiddle pegs of her long finger bones
Oh the wind and rain
He made fiddle pegs of her long finger bones
Cryin' oh the dreadful wind and rain

And he made a little fiddle of her breast bone
Oh the wind and rain
The sound could melt a heart of stone
Cryin' oh the dreadful wind and rain

And the only tune that the fiddle would play
Was oh the wind and rain
The only tune that the fiddle would play
Was oh the dreadful wind and rain



“WILLY O’WINSBURY” PENTANGLE

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nwqP_yoszCE


• The king had been a prisoner
And a prisoner long in Spain,
And Willie of the Winsbury
Has lain long with his daughter at hame.
"What ails ye, what ails ye, my daughter Janet,
Why you look so pale and wan?
Oh have you had any sore sickness
Or yet been sleeping with a man?"

"I have not had any sore sickness
Nor yet been sleeping wi' a man.
It is for you, my father dear,
For biding so long in Spain"

"Cast off, cast off your berry-brown gown,
You stand naked upon the stane,
That I may ken ye by your shape
Whether you be a maiden or none."

And she's cast off her berry-brown gown,
She stood naked upon the stone.
Her apron was low and her haunches were round,
Her face was pale and wan.

"Oh, was it with a lord or a duke or a knight
Or a man of birth and fame?
Or was it with one of me serving men
That's lately come out of Spain?"

• "No, it wasn't with a lord, nor a duke, nor a knight,
Or a man of birth and fame.
But it was with Willie of Winsbury,

I could bide no longer alone."

And the king he has called on his merry men all,
By thirty and by three,
Says, "Fetch me this Willie of Winsbury,
For hanged he shall be."

But when he came the king before,
He was clad all in the red silk.
His hair was like the strands of gold,
His skin was as white as the milk.
"And it is no wonder," said the king,
"That my daughter's love you did win.
If I was a woman, as I am a man,
My bedfellow you would have been."

"And will you marry my daughter Janet
By the truth of your right hand?
Oh, will you marry my daughter Janet?
I'll make you the lord of my land."

"Yes, I will marry your daughter Janet
By the truth of my right hand.
Yes I will marry your daughter Janet,
But I'll not be the lord of your land."

And he's mounted her on a milk-white steed
And himself on a dapple grey.
He has made her the lady of as much land
As she'll ride in a long summer's day.



“THE CHERRY TREE CAROL”

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bxFxQjWK44I&list=RDbxFxQjWK44I&t=28






54A.1 JOSEPH was an old man,
and an old man was he,
When he wedded Mary,
in the land of Galilee.

54A.2 Joseph and Mary walked
through an orchard good,
Where was cherries and berries,
so red as any blood.

54A.3 Joseph and Mary walked
through an orchard green,
Where was berries and cherries,
as thick as might be seen.

54A.4 O then bespoke Mary,
so meek and so mild:
‘Pluck me one cherry, Joseph,
for I am with child.’

54A.5 O then bespoke Joseph,
with words most unkind:
‘Let him pluck thee a cherry
that brought thee with child.’

54A.6 O then bespoke the babe,
within his mother’s womb:
‘Bow down then the tallest tree,
for my mother to have some.’

54A.7 Then bowed down the highest tree
unto his mother’s hand;
Then she cried, See, Joseph,
I have cherries at command.

54A.8 O then bespake Joseph:
‘I have done Mary wrong;
But cheer up, my dearest,
and be not cast down.’

54A.9 Then Mary plucked a cherry,
as red as the blood,
Then Mary went home
with her heavy load.

54A.10 Then Mary took her babe,
and sat him on her knee,
Saying, My dear son, tell me
what this world will be.

54A.11 ‘O I shall be as dead, mother,
as the stones in the wall;
O the stones in the streets, mother,
shall mourn for me all.

54A.12 ‘Upon Easter-day, mother,
my uprising shall be;
O the sun and the moon, mother,
shall both rise with me.’









“LORD FRANKLIN” (SINEAD O’CONNOR)

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9fgNcx9st1A&list=RD9fgNcx9st1A&index=1




"Lord Franklin"

We were homeward bound one night on the deep
Swinging in my hammock I fell asleep
I dreamed a dream and I thought it true

Concerning Franklin and his gallant crew

With 100 seamen he sailed away
To the frozen ocean in the month of May

To seek a passage around the pole
Where all poor sailors do sometimes go.

Through cruel hardships they vainly strove
Their ships on mountains of ice was drove

Only the Eskimo with his skin canoe
Was the only one that ever came through

In Baffin's Bay where the whale fish blow
The fate of Franklin no man may know
The fate of Franklin no tongue can tell

And Lord Franklin among his seamen do dwell

And now my burden it gives me pain
For my Lord Franklin I'd sail the main

Ten thousand pounds I would freely give
To know Lord Franklin, and where he is.



“JOHN BARLEYCORN” (STEVE WINWOOD)

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=t8878chOvfI








































There were three men came out of the West
Their fortunes for to try
And these three men made a solemn vow
John Barleycorn must die

They've ploughed, they've sown, they've harrowed him in
Threw clods upon his head
And these three men made a solemn vow
John Barleycorn was dead

They've let him lie for a very long time
Till the rains from heaven did fall
And little Sir John sprung up his head
And so amazed them all

They've let him stand till midsummer's day
Till he looked both pale and wan
And little Sir John's grown a long, long beard
And so become a man

They've hired men with the scythes so sharp
To cut him off at the knee
They've rolled him and tied him by the waist
Serving him most barbarously

They've hired men with the sharp pitchforks
Who pricked him to the heart
And the loader he has served him worse than that
For he's bound him to the cart

They've wheeled him around and around the field
Till they came unto a barn
And there they made a solemn oath
On poor John Barleycorn

They've hired men with the crab-tree sticks
To cut him skin from bone
And the miller he has served him worse than that
For he's ground him between two stones

And little Sir John and the nut-brown bowl
And he's brandy in the glass
And little Sir John and the nut-brown bowl
Proved the strongest man at last

The huntsman, he can't hunt the fox
Nor so loudly to blow his horn
And the tinker he can't mend kettle nor pot
Without a little Barleycorn



GOETHE, THE ERL KING

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0tJbJvKzuEo


WHO rides there so late through the night dark and drear?
The father it is, with his infant so dear;
He holdeth the boy tightly clasp'd in his arm,
He holdeth him safely, he keepeth him warm.

"My son, wherefore seek'st thou thy face thus to hide?"
"Look, father, the Erl-King is close by our side!
Dost see not the Erl-King, with crown and with train?"
"My son, 'tis the mist rising over the plain."

"Oh, come, thou dear infant! oh come thou with me!
Full many a game I will play there with thee;
On my strand, lovely flowers their blossoms unfold,
My mother shall grace thee with garments of gold."

"My father, my father, and dost thou not hear
The words that the Erl-King now breathes in mine ear?"
"Be calm, dearest child, 'tis thy fancy deceives;
'Tis the sad wind that sighs through the withering leaves."

"Wilt go, then, dear infant, wilt go with me there?
My daughters shall tend thee with sisterly care
My daughters by night their glad festival keep,
They'll dance thee, and rock thee, and sing thee to sleep."

"My father, my father, and dost thou not see,
How the Erl-King his daughters has brought here for me?"
"My darling, my darling, I see it aright,
'Tis the aged grey willows deceiving thy sight."

"I love thee, I'm charm'd by thy beauty, dear boy!
And if thou'rt unwilling, then force I'll employ."
"My father, my father, he seizes me fast,
Full sorely the Erl-King has hurt me at last."

The father now gallops, with terror half wild,
He grasps in his arms the poor shuddering child;
He reaches his courtyard with toil and with dread,--
The child in his arms finds he motionless, dead.





DIE LORELEI

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wgMs6esD7IY


Ich weiß nicht, was soll es bedeuten,
Daß ich so traurig bin,
Ein Märchen aus uralten Zeiten,
Das kommt mir nicht aus dem Sinn.

Die Luft ist kühl und es dunkelt,
Und ruhig fließt der Rhein;
Der Gipfel des Berges funkelt,
Im Abendsonnenschein.

Die schönste Jungfrau sitzet
Dort oben wunderbar,
Ihr gold'nes Geschmeide blitzet,
Sie kämmt ihr goldenes Haar.

Sie kämmt es mit goldenem Kamme,
Und singt ein Lied dabei;
Das hat eine wundersame,
Gewalt'ge Melodei.

Den Schiffer im kleinen Schiffe,
Ergreift es mit wildem Weh;
Er schaut nicht die Felsenriffe,
Er schaut nur hinauf in die Höh’.

Ich glaube, die Wellen verschlingen
Am Ende Schiffer und Kahn,
Und das hat mit ihrem Singen,
Die Loreley getan.

I don't know what it can mean
that I am so sad,
a fairy-tale from ancient times,
which I can't get out of my mind.

The air is cool and it's getting dark,
and the Rhine is flowing peacefully;
the mountain's peak is glittering
in evening sunshine.

The most beautiful virgin is sitting
up there, marvellously,
her golden jewellery is sparkling,
she combs her golden hair.

She combs it with a golden comb
and at the same time sings a song
that has a wondrous
tremendous melody.

The boatman in his little ship
is seized by a mad woe;
he doesn't see the rocky reefs,
he's only looking up into the heights.

I believe the waves will engulf
boatman and boat in the end,
and that, with her singing,
the Lorelei has done.









Let my inspiration flow
in token lines suggesting rhythm
that will not forsake me
till my tale is told and done

While the firelight's aglow
strange shadows in the flames will grow
till things we've never seen
will seem familiar

Shadows of a sailor forming
winds both foul and fair all swarm
down in Carlisle he loved a lady
many years ago

Here beside him stands a man
a soldier by the looks of him
who came through many fights
but lost at love

While the storyteller speaks
a door within the fire creaks
suddenly flies open
and a girl is standing there

Eyes alight with glowing hair
all that fancy paints as fair
she takes her fan and throws it
in the lion's den

"Which of you to gain me, tell
will risk uncertain pains of Hell?
I will not forgive you
if you will not take the chance"

The sailor gave at least a try
the soldier being much too wise
strategy was his strength
and not disaster

The sailor coming out again
the lady fairly lept at him
that's how it stands today
you decide if he was wise

The storyteller makes no choice
soon you will not hear his voice
his job is to shed light
and not to master

Since the end is never told
we pay the teller off in gold
in hopes he will come back
but he cannot be bought or sold


