BALLADS
What is a ballad?  Simply put, it is "A formalized story, often choral, told in a situational rather than a narrative style, which is sung to a tune."  Child's Ballads mean the ballads in The English and Scottish Popular Ballads, published by Francis James Child at the end of the nineteenth century. 

These poems are among a group of anonymous songs that were probably written between 1200 and 1700 in Northern England and Scotland. Their origins are a bit controversial; scholars can't agree on how they were composed, or how old individual ballads are. Most were not written down until the eighteenth and even nineteenth centuries.

Medieval Ballads

Characteristics

	
	Sung by a minstrel or troubadour with musical accompaniment.
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	Tells a story.
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	Performed for an audience.
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	Tells of dramatic events of ordinary people or legendary heroes.
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	Focuses on just one incident.
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	Begins in the midst of that incident. 

	[image: image6.png]



	  Little introductory background, character development, or descriptive detail.
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	Four-line stanzas.
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	Rhyme in lines 2 and 4.
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	Repetition of words, phrases, and lines.
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	Subjects:
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Tragic love
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Domestic conflicts
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Wars
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Shipwrecks
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Crimes
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Outlaws 



Themes:
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	Revenge
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	Rebellion
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	Envy
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	Betrayal
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	Remorse

	[image: image22.png]



	Loyalty
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	Patriotism
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	Superstition


The Cruel Mother 

She sat down below a thorn,
Fine flowers in the valley;
And there she has her sweet babe born,
And the green leaves they grow rarely.

Smile na sae sweet, my bonie babe:
And ye smile sae sweet, ye'll smile me dead.

She's taen out her little penknife
And twinned the sweet babe o' its life.

She's howket a grave by the light o' the moon
And there she's buried her sweet babe in.

As she was going to the church
She saw a sweet babe in the porch.

O sweet babe and thou were mine
I wad cleed thee in the silk so fine.

O mother dear, when I was thine,
You didna prove to me sae kind.

O cursed mother, heaven's high,
And that's where thou will neer win nigh.

O cursed mother, hell is deep,
Fine flowers in the valley;
And there thou'll enter step by step,
And the green leaves they grow rarely.
Lord Randall 

"O where ha you been, Lord Randal, my son?
And where ha you been, my handsome young man?"
"I ha been at the greenwood; mother, mak my bed soon,
For I'm wearied wi hunting, and fain wad lie down."

"An wha met ye there, Lord Randal, my son?
And wha met ye there, my handsome young man?"
"O I met wi my true-love; mother, mak my bed soon,
For I'm wearied wi huntin, and fain wad lie down."

"And what did she give you, Lord Randal, My son?
And wha did she give you, my handsome young man?"
"Eels fried in a pan; mother, mak my bed soon,
For I'm wearied wi huntin, and fein wad lie down."

"And what gat your leavins, Lord Randal my son?
And wha gat your leavins, my handsome young man?"
"My hawks and my hounds; mother, mak my bed soon,
For I'm wearied wi huntin, and fein wad lie down."

"And what becam of them, Lord Randal, my son?
And what becam of them, my handsome young man?
"They stretched their legs out and died; mother mak my bed soon,
For I'm wearied wi huntin, and fain wad lie down."

"O I fear you are poisoned, Lord Randal, my son!
I fear you are poisoned, my handsome young man!"
"O yes, I am poisoned; mother, mak my bed soon,
For I'm sick at the heart, and fain wad lie down."

"What d'ye leave to your mother, Lord Randal, my son?
What d'ye leave to your mother, my handsome young man?"
"Four and twenty milk kye; mother, mak my bed soon,
For I'm sick at the heart, and I fain wad lie down."

"What d'ye leave to your sister, Lord Randal, my son?
What d'ye leave to your sister, my handsome young man?"
"My gold and my silver; mother mak my bed soon,
For I'm sick at the heart, an I fain wad lie down."

"What d'ye leave to your brother, Lord Randal, my son?
What d'ye leave to your brother, my handsome young man?"
"My houses and my lands; mother, mak my bed soon,
For I'm sick at the heart, and I fain wad lie down."

"What d'ye leave to your true-love, Lord Randal, my son?
What d'ye leave to your true-love, my handsome young man?"
"I leave her hell and fire; mother mak my bed soon,
For I'm sick at the heart, and I fain wad lie down."

Thomas Rymer 
(Child 37)
True Thomas lay o’er yond grassy bank,
And he beheld a lady gay,
A lady that was brisk and bold,
Come riding o’re the fernie brae.

Her skirt was of the grass-green silk,
Her mantel of the velvet fine,
At ilka tate o’ her horse’s mane
Hung fifty siller bells and nine.

True Thomas he took off his hat,
And bowed him low down till his knee:
“All hail, thou mighty Queen of Heaven!
For your like on earth I never did see.”

“O no, O no, True Thomas,” she says,
“That name does not belong to me;
I am but the queen of fair Elfland,
And I come here for to visit thee.

“But ye maun go wi’ me now, Thomas,
True Thomas, ye maun go wi’ me,
For ye maun serve me seven years,
Thro weel or wae, as may chance to be.“

She turned about her milk-white steed,
And took True Thomas up behind,
And aye whene’re her bridle rang,
The steed flew swifter than the wind.

For forty days and forty nights
He wade thro red blude to the knee,
And he saw neither sun nor moon,
But heard the roaring of the sea.

O they rade on, and farther on,
Until they came to a garden green:
“Light down, light down, ye ladie free,
Some of that fruit let me pull to thee.”

“O no, O no, True Thomas,” she says,
“That fruit maun not be touched by thee,
For a’ the plauges that are in hell
Light on the fruit of this countrie.

“But I have a loaf here in my lap,
Likewise a bottle of claret wine,
And now ere we go farther on,
We’ll rest a while, and ye may dine.”

When he had eaten and drunk his fill,
“Lay down your head upon my knee,”
The lady sayd, 'ere we climb yon hill,
And I will show you ferlies three.

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

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

“And see not ye that bonny road,
Which winds about the fernie brae?
That is the road to fair Elfland,
Whe[re] you and I this night maun gae.

“But Thomas, ye maun hold your tongue,
Whatever you may hear or see,
For gin ae word you should chance to speak,
You will neer get back to your ain countrie.”

He has goten a coat of the even cloth,
And a pair of shoes of velvet green,
And till seven years were past on gonev True Thomas on earth was never seen.

The Unquiet Grave 

Cold blows the wind to my true love,
And gently drops the rain,
I never had but one sweetheart,
And in greenwood she lies slain,
And in greenwood she lies slain.

I'll do as much for my sweethear
As any young man may;
I'll sit and mourn all on her grave
For a twelvemonth and a day

When the twelvemonth and one day was past,
The ghost began to speak;
"Why sittest here all on my grave,
And will not let me sleep?

"There's one thing that I want, sweetheart,
There's one thing that I crave
And that is a kiss from your lily-white lips--
Then I'll go from your grave

"My breast it is as cold as clay,
My breath smells earthly strong
And if you kiss my cold clay lips,
Your days they won't be long.

"Go fetch me water from the desert,
And blood from out of a stone;
Go fetch me milk from a fair maid's breast
That a young man never had known."

"O down in yonder grove, sweetheart,
Where you and I would walk,
The first flower that ever I saw
Is wither'd to a stalk

"The stalk is wither'd and dry, sweetheart,
And the flower will never return
And since I lost my own sweetheart,
What can I do but mourn?

"When shall we meet again, sweetheart?
When shall we meet again?"
"When the oaken leaves that fall from trees
Are green and spring up again
Are green and spring up again."

