Ballads to Playford Tunes
(Modernized Spelling)



A Pleasant New Court Song
to the tune of "Upon a Summer's Day"
from the Roxburghe Ballads

Upon a Summer's time
in the middle of the morne
A bonny Lasse I spide
the fairest ere was borne;
Fast by a standing pool,
within a meadow green,
She laid herself to cool
not thinking to be seen.

She gathered lovely flowers,
and spent her time in sport,
And if to Cupid's bowers
she daily did resort.
The fields affort content
unto this maiden kinde,
Much time and paines she spent
to satisfie her minde.

The Cowslip there she cropped,
the Daffodil and Daisy;
The Primrose looked so trim,
she scornèd to be lazy:
And ever as she did
these pretty posies pull,
She rose and fetched a sigh,
and wished her apron full.

I, hearing of her wish,
made bold to step to her;
Thinking her love to win,
I thus began to woo her:
"Fair maid be not so coy,
to kiss thee I am bent."
"O fie" she cried, "away!"
yet smiling gave consent.

Then did I help to pluck
of every flower that gew;
No herb nor flower I missed,
but only Time and Rue.
Both she and I took pains
to gather flowers store,
Until this maiden said,
"kind sir I'll have no more."

Yet still my loving heart
did proffer more to pull;
"No, sir, " quoth she, "I'll part,
because mine apron's full.
So, Sir I'll take my leave,
till next we meet again:"
Rewards me with a kiss,
and thanks me for my pain.

The Cruel Shrew
to the tune of "Cuckolds All a Row"
from the Roxburghe Ballads

1. Come, bachelors and married men,
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and listen to my song,
And I will show you plainly, then,
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the injury and wrong
|: That constantly I do sustain
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by the unhappy life,
The which does put me to great pain,
[image: image4.png]


by my unquiet wife.  :|

2. Sometime I go i'the morning
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about my daily work,
My wife she will be snorting,
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and in her bed she'll lurk
|: Until the chimes do go at eight,
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then she'll begin to wake.
Her morning's draught, well-spicèd' straight,
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to clear her eyes she'll take. :|

3. When I come home into my house,
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thinking to take my rest,
Then she'll begin me to abuse
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(before she did but jest),
|: With -- "Out, you rascal! you have been
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abroad to meet your whore!"
Then she takes up a cudgel's end,
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and breaks my head full sore. :|

(there are many more verses)

A North Country Lass
To the tune of Goddesses
from a broadside c. 1675

Roadmap: sing 3, play 1, sing 3, play 1, sing 3

1. A NORTH country lass
          Up to London did pass,
Although with her nature it did not agree,
          Which made her repent,
          And so often lament,
Still wishing again in the North for to be,

Chorus
     |: O the oak, the ash, and the bonny ivy tree,
Do flourish at hone in my own country. :|

2.       Fain would I be,
          In the north country
Where the lads and the lasses are making of hay,
          There should I see
          What is pleasant to me,
A mischief light on them entic'd me away!
&c

3.       Since that I came forth
          Of the pleasant North,
There's nothing delightful I see doth abound,
          They never can be
          Half so merry as we,
When we are a dancing of Sellinger's round.
&c

4. INSTRUMENTAL

5.       How oft have I been
          On the Westmorland green,
Where the young men and maidens resort for to play,
          Where we with delight
          From morning till night,
Could feast it and frolick on each holyday.
&c.

6.       A milking to go,
          All the maids on a row,
It was a fine sight and pleasant to see,
          But here in the city,
          They are void of pity,
There is no enjoyment of liberty.
&c.

7.       When I had the heart
          From my friends to depart,
I thought I should be a lady at last:
          But now do I find,
          That it troubles my mind,
Because that my joys and pleasures are past.
&c.

8. INSTRUMENTAL

9.       Yet still I perceive
          I a husband might have,
If I to the city, my mind could but frame,
          But I'll, have a lad
          That is north country bred,
Or else I'll not marry in the mind that I am.
&c.

10.     A maiden I am,
          And a maid I'll remain,
Untill my own country again I do see,
          For here in this place
          I shall n'er see the face
Of him, that's allotted my love for to be.
&c.

11.
          Then farewell my daddy,
          And farewell my mammy,
Untill I do see you I nothing but mourn,
          Remembring my brothers,
          My sisters and others,
In less than a year I hope to return;
     |: Then the oak, and the ash, and the bonny ivy tree,
I shall see them at home in my own country. :|

The Death of Rosamund
to the tune of "Confesse"
Thomas Deloney, c. 1600

1. When as King Henry ruled this land, 
   the second of that name,
Besides the Queen he dearly loved 
   a fair and Princely Dame.
|: Most peerless was her beauty found, 
  her favor and her face:
A sweeter creature in this world, 
   did never Prince embrace :|

2. Yet Rosamund, fair Rosamond, 
  her name was called so:
To whom Dame Elinor the Queen, 
  was known a cruel foe:
|: The King therefore for her defence 
  against the furious Queen,
At Woodstock builded such a bower,
  the like was never seen. :|

3. But when the Queene with steadfast eyes 
  beheld her heavenly face: 
She was amazed in her mind, 
  at her exceeding grace. 
|: Cast off thy Robes from thee, she said, 
  that rich and costly be: 
And drink thee up this deadly draught 
  which I have brought for thee. :|

4. She gave this comely Dame to drink,
  who took it from her hand: 
And from her bended knee arose, 
  and on her feet did stand. 
|: And casting up her eyes to Heaven, 
 she did for mercy call: 
And drinking up the poison then, 
 her life she lost with all. :|



All In A Garden Green

1. |: All in a garden green, two lovers sat at ease,
As they-- could scarce be seen-- above the leafy trees. :|
|: They lovèd lofty full, and no wronger than truly,
In the time of the year, In the time of the year betwixt May and July. :|

2. |: Quoth he, "Most lovely maid, my troth shall ay endure,
And be-- not thou afraid--, but rest thee still secure :|
|: That I will love thee, long as life in me shall last:
Now I am strong and young and when my youth is past. :|

3. |: "When I am grey and old, and then must stoop to age,
I'le love-- thee twenty-fold--, my troth I here engage. :|
|: My love shall be the same, it never shall decay,
But shine without all blame, though body turn to clay." :|



The French Report
to the tune of Nonesuch, or A La Mode de France
1662 collection, Rump Songs.

Me have of late been in England, vhere me have seen much sport,
De raising of de Parliament, have quite pull'd down the court,
De King and Queen dey separate and rule in Ignorance,
Pray judge ye Gentlemen, if dis be a la mode de France.
 
A wise man dere is like a Ship dat strikes upon de shelves,
Dey Prison all, Behead and Whip all viser den demselves,
Dey send out men to fetch deyr King, who may come home perchance,
Oh fye, fye, fye, it is be Gar not a la mode de France.
 
Dey raise deyr Valiant Prentices, to guard deyr Cause with Clubs,
Dey root deyr Bishops out of doors, and presh demselves in Tubs,
De cobbler and de Tinker too, dey will in time advance,
Pox take dem all, it is (Mort Dieu) not a la mode de France.
 
Instead of bowing to deyr King, dey vex him with Epistles,
Dey furnish all deyr Souldiers out with Bodkins, Spoons, and Whistles,
Dey bring deyr Gold and Silver in, de Brownists to advance,
But if dey be cheat of it all, 'tiz a la mode de France.

But if when all deyr wealth is gone, dey turn unto deyr King,
Dey will make all amends again, den merrily we will sing,
VIVE LE ROY, VIVE LE ROY, vee'le Sing, Carouse and Dance,
De Englishmen have done fort Bon, and a la mode de France.

The Jovial Broom Man
To the tune of "Jamaica"
From the Roxburghe Ballads
(Richard Crimsall, 1640)
(some verses edited to fit)

Roome for a Lad that 's come from seas, 
Hey jolly Broome-man, 
That gladly now would take his ease, 
And therefore make me roome, man.* 
To France, the Netherlands, Denmark, Spain,     
Hey jolly Broome-man, 
I crost the seas, and backe againe. 
And therefore make me roome, man.* 

Yet in these Countries livèd I, 
The valiant soldiers I've seen die
Ten hundred gallants there I kill'd, 
Besides, a world of blood I spild. 

In Germany I tooke a towne ; 
I threw the walls there upside downe. 
And when that I the same had done, 
I made the people all to run. 

And when the people all were gone, 
I held the towne myselfe alone. 
When valiant Ajax fought with Hector, 
I made them friends with a bowle of Nectar. 

When Saturne warr'd against the Sun, 
Then through my help the field he won.
With Hercules I tossed the Club ; 
I rolled Diogenes in a Tub. 

When Tamberlaine overcame the Turke, 
I blew up thousands in a worke. 
When Ceasars pompe I overthrew, 
Then many a Roman Lord I slew. 

When the Ammorites besieg'd Rome['s] walls, 
I drove them backe with fiery balls. 
And when the Greekes besieged Troy, 
I rescued off dame Helen's joy. 

And when that I had won this fame, 
Was honour'd of all men for same. 
At Tilbury Campe with Captaine Drake, 
I made the Spanish Fleet to quake. 

At Holland's Leaguer there I fought, 
But there the service proved too hot. 
Then from the League returned I, 
Naked, hungry, cold, and dry. 

But here I've now compassed the Globe, 
I'm backe returned, as poore as Job. 
And now I'm safe returned backe, 
Here's to you in Canary Sacke. 

And now I am safe returned here, 
Here's to you in English Beere. 
And if my travels you desire to see, 
You may buy't for a penny of me. 


If All the World Were Paper from Wite Recreations, 1641
1.
   F
   
          C
If all the world were paper,
C         Am               G
And all the sea were ink,
F 



      G
And all the trees were bread and cheese,
G                F              C
What would we do for drink?

    F
   
   C
If all our vessels ran-a
C         Am               G
If none had but a crack-,
F 

    
        G
If Spanish apes ate all the grapes,
G                F              C
How should we do for sack? 
    F
   
          C
If there had been no projects
C         Am               G
Nor none that did great wrongs,
F 


         G
If fiddlers shall turn players all
G                F              C
How should we do for songs?

    F
   
          C
If all things were eternal
C         Am               G
And nothing their end bringing,
F 



G
If this should be, then how should we
G                F              C
Here make an end of singing?
2. INSTRUMENTAL

        F
   
              C
3. If all the world were men
C         Am               G
And men lived all in trenches,
F 



G
And there were none but we alone,
G                F              C
How should we do for wenches?

    F
   
          C
If friars had no bald pates
C         Am               G
Nor nuns had no dark cloisters,
F 



  G
If all the seas were beans and peas
G                F              C
How should we do for oysters?

If all the world were paper,
And all the sea were ink,
And all the trees were bread and cheese,
What would we do for drink?

If all our vessels ran-a
If none had but a crack-,
If Spanish apes ate all the grapes,
How should we do for sack? 

Sir John Barley-Corne
to the tune of Lull Me Beyond Thee

1. As I went through the North Country
I heard a merry greeting;
A pleasant toy and full of joy -
two noble men were meeting:
 
And as they walkèd for to sport
upon a summer's day,
Then with another nobleman
they went to make a fray:
 
Whose name was Sir John Barley-corne;
he dwelt down in a dale;
Who had a kinsman dwelt him nigh,
they cal'd him Thomas Goodale.

 
2. Some of them fought in a Black-Jacke,
some of them in a Can;
But the chiefest in a Blacke-pot,
like a worthy noble man.
 
Sir John Barly-corne fought in a boule,
who wonne the victorie,
And made them all to fume and sweare
that Barly-corne should die.
 
Some said "Kill him," some said "Drowne,"
others wisht to hang him hie-
For as many as follow Barley-corne
shall surely beggers die.
 


3. Then with a plough they plow'd him up,
and thus they did devise
To burie him quicke within the earth,
and swore he should not rise.
 
With harowes strong they combèd him,
and burst clods on his head:
A joyfull banquet then was made
when Barly-corne was dead.
 
He rested still within the earth
till raine from skies did fall,
Then he grew up in branches greene,
which sore amazed them all.
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