Ballad and Catch texts


�I gave her Cakes and I gave her Ale�


I gave her Cakes and I gave her Ale,�and I gave her Sack and sherry,�I kist her once and I kist her twice,�and we were wond'rous merry.�I gave her Beads and bracelets fine,�And I gave her Gold down derry,�I thought she afear'd till she stroak'd my Beard,�and we were wond'rous merry.�Merry my hearts, merry my cocks, merry my sprights,�merry merry merry my hey down derry,�I kist her once and I kist her twice,�and we were wond'rous merry.���



Taking his Beer with old Anacharis�


Taking his Beer with old Anacharsis,�quoth surly Swashbuckler,"yr Wife sir, mine Ass is,"�"Vous avez," quoth sage,"She's a homely brown Lass,�but after a bumper or two she might pass:"�Th'advise was so right,�it converted Sir Knight,�who all his life after drank Saturday Night.���



�Fye, nay, prithee John�


Fye, nay, prithee John,�do not quarrel man,�let's be merry and drink about...�You're a Rogue, you've cheated me,�I'll prove before this Company,�I caren't a Farthing Sir for all you are so stout...�Sir you lye, I scorn your word,�or any man that wears a sword,�for all your huff, who cares a Terd, or who cares for you.���



�Cold and Raw�


Cold and raw the North did blow, bleak in a morning early;�All the trees were hid with snow, cover'd with winter fearly:�As I came riding o'er the slough, I met with a Farmer's Daughter;�Rosie cheeks, and bonny brow, geud faith, made my mouth to water.� �Down I vail'd my bonnet low, meaning to show my breeding,�She returned a graceful bow, her visage far exceeding:�I ask'd her where she went so soon, and long'd to begin a parley:�She told me to the next market town, a purpose to sell her Barley.� �"In this purse, sweet soul!" said I,"twenty pounds lies fairly,�Seek no further one to buy, for I'se take all thy Barley:�Twenty more shall purchase delight, thy person I love so dearly,�If thou wilt lig by me all night, and gang home in the morning early."� �(song & dance)� �"If forty pounds would buy the Globe, this thing I's not do, Sir;�Or were my friends as poor as Job, I'd never raise'em so, Sir:�For shou'd you prove to-night my friend, we'se get a young kid together,�And you'd be gone e'r nine months end, & where shall I find the father?� �"Pray what would my parents say, if I should be so silly,�To give my maidenhead away, and lose my true love Billy?�Oh this would bring me to disgrace, and therefore I say you nay, Sir;�And if that you would me embrace, first marry, & then you may, Sir!"� �(song & dance)� �I told her I had wedded been, fourteen years and longer,�Else I'd chuse you for my Queen, and tye the knot yet stronger.�She bid then no farther roame, but manage my wedlock fairly,�And keep my purse for poor Spouse at home, for some other would have her barley.� �Then as swift as any roe, she rode away and left me;�After her I could not go, of joy she quite bereft me:�Thus my self did disappoint, for she did leave me fairly,�My words knock'd all things out of joint, I lost both the maid & the barley.� ��



�The Miller's Daugther�


The Miller's Daughter riding to the Fair,�without a Saddle upon a scurvy Mare,�cry'd,"Oh Mother I'm quite undone,�I'm all o'er grown with Hair."�"Away you filly Daughter, tis ev'ry she's concern,�and if you won't believe me,�look here and you may learn."�Then taking her aside,�she made the matter plain.�"O mother, you're ten times worse,�why sure you rid upon the Main."���



�Will said to his mammy�


Will said to his mammy�That hee woulde goe woo,�Faine would he wed but he wot not who.�"Soft a while my lammy�Stay, and yet abide."�Hee like a foole as he was replide:�"In faith chil have a wife, a wife, a wife,�O what a life do I leade�For a wife in my bed�I may not tell you,�O there to have a wife, a wife, a wife,�O tis a smart to my hart,�Tis a racke to my backe�and to my belly."� �Scarcely was hee wedded,�Full a fortnights space,�But that he was in a heavie case.�Largely was he headded,�And his cheekes lookt thinne:�And to repent he did thus beginne:�"A figge for such a wife, a wife, a wife,�O what a life do I leade�For a wife in my bed�I may not tell you,�O there to have a wife, a wife, a wife,�O tis a smart to my hart,�Tis a racke to my backe�and to my belly."� �All you that are batchelers,�Be learnd by crying Will,�When you are well to remaine so still,�Better for to tarry,�And alone to lie,�That like a foole with a foole to crie:�"A figge for such a wife, a wife, a wife,�O what a life do I leade�For a wife in my bed�I may not tell you,�O there to have a wife, a wife, a wife,�O tis a smart to my hart,�Tis a racke to my backe�and to my belly."� ��



�The Old Fumbler�


Smug, rich and fantastick old Fumbler was known,�That wedded a Brisk, Juicy Girl of the town;�Her face like an Angel, Fair, Plump, and a Maid,�Her Lute while in Tune too, cou'd he but have played:�But lost is his Skill, let him do what he can,�She finds him in Bed a weak silly old Man;�He coughs in her Ear (cough, cough, cough),"'tis in vain to come on,�Forgive me, my Dear, I'm a silly old man."� �She laid his dry Hand on her snowy soft Breast,�And from those white Hills gave a glimpse of the Best;�But ah! what is Age when our Youth's but a Span,�She found him an Infant instead of a Man,�"Ah! Pardon," he'd cry,"that I'm, weary so soon,�You have let down my Base, I'm no longer in Tune;�Lay by thy dear Instrument, prithee lie still,�I can play but one Lesson, and that I play Ill."� ��



�Walking in a meadowe greene�


Walking in a meadowe greene, fayre flowers for to gather,�where primrose rankes did stand on bankes, to welcome comers thither,�I heard a voice which made a Noise, which caused me to attend it,�I heard a Lass say to a Ladd,"once more & none can mend it."� �They lay soe close together, they made me much to wonder;�I knew not which was wether, until I saw her under.�Then off he came, & blusht for shame soe soon that her had endit;�Yet still she lies, & to him cryes,"once more and none can mend it."� �His looks were dull and verry sad, his courage she had tamed;�Shee bad him play the lusty lad or else he quite was shamed;�"Then stiffly thrust, hee hit me just, ffear not, but freely spend it,�& play about at in & out; once more and none can mend it."� �And then he thought to venter her, thinking the ffit was on him;�But when he came to enter her the poynt turnd back upon him.�Yet she said,"stay! goe not away although the point be bended!�But toot againe & hit the vaine! once more and none can Mend it."� �Then in her Armes shee did him fold, & oftentimes shee kist him,�Yett still his courage was but cold, for all the good shee wisht him;�Yett with her hand she made it stand so stiff she could not bend it,�& then anon she cryes,"come on, once more & none can mend it!"� �"Adew, adew, sweet hart," quoth hee,"for in faith I must be gone."�"Nay, then you do me wrong," quoth she,"to leave me thus alone."�Away he went when all was spent, wherat she was offended:�Like a Trojan true she made a vow shee wold have one shold mend it.� ��



�My Lady's Coachman John�


My Lady's Coachman John, be'ng married to her Maid,�her ladyship did here on't and to him thus she said.�"I never had a wench so handsome in my life,�so prithee therefore tell me how got you such a wife."�John star'd her in the face, and Answer'd very blunt�"e'en as my Lord got you." "How's that?" "Why by the cunt."���



�The Irish Jigg or The Night Ramble�


One Night in my Ramble I chanc'd to see,�A thing like a Spirit, it frightened me;�I cock'd up my hat and resolv'd to look big,�and streight fell a Tuning the Irish Jigg.� �The Devil drew nearer and nearer in short,�I found it was one of the Petticoat sort;�My fears being over, I car'd not a Fig,�But still I kept tuning the Irish Jigg.� �And then I went to her, resolving to try her;�I put her agog of a longing desire;�I told I'd give her a Whip for her Gig,�And a Scourge to the Tune of the Irish Jigg.� �Then nothing but Dancing our Fancy could please,�We lay on the grass and Danc'd at our ease;�I down'd with my Breeches and off with my Whigg,�And we fell a Dancing the Irish Jigg.�� long interlewd��"I thank you kind Sir, for your kindness,"said she,�"The Scholar's as Wise as the master can be;�For if you should chance to get me with Kid,�I'll lay the poor Brat to the Irish Jigg."� �The Dance being ended as you may see,�We rose by Consent and we both went away;�I put on my clothes and left her to grow big,�And so I went Roaring the Irish Jigg.���



�Come sirrah Jacke, hoe!�


Come sirrah Jacke, hoe!�Fill some tobacco,�Bring a wire and some Fire,�Hast, hast away, quick I say, do not stay, shun delay,�For I dranke none good today:��Come sirrah Jacke, hoe!�Fill some tobacco,�Bring a wire and some Fire,�Hast, hast away, quick I say, do not stay, shun delay,�For I dranke none good today:��I sweare that this tobacco it's perfect Trinidado;�By the very very mass; never, never, never was�better gere than is here, by the rode, for the bloud,�It is very very good, 'tis very good.��I sweare that this tobacco it's perfect Trinidado;�By the very very mass; never, never, never was�better gere than is here, by the rode, for the bloud,�It is very very good, 'tis very good.��Fill the pipe once more,�My brains daunce Trenchmore.�It is heady, I am giddy,�My head and brains, back and raines, joints and vaines, form all pains�It doth well purge and make cleane.��Fill the pipe once more,�My brains daunce Trenchmore.�It is heady, I am giddy,�My head and brains, back and raines, joints and vaines, form all pains�It doth well purge and make cleane.��Then those that doe Condemne it, or such as not commend it,�Never were so wise to learne, good Tobacco to discerne:�Let them go, pluck a crow, and not know-as I do�The sweet of Trinidado.��Then those that doe Condemne it, or such as not commend it,�Never were so wise to learne, good Tobacco to discerne:�Let them go, pluck a crow, and not know-as I do�The sweet of Trinidado.� ��



�Dainty fine Aniseed water�


"Dainty fine Aniseed water fine,�dainty content and your mony againe."�See, here comes Robin Hermaphradite,�"hot Waters," he cries for his delight:�He got a Child of a Maid, and yet is no man,�was got with child by a man, and is no woman.� ��



�My lady and her Maid�


My lady and her Maid upon a merry pin,�they made a match a farting who should the wager win.�Joan lights three candles then and sets them both upright,�with the first fart she blew them out, with the next she gave them light.�In comes my Lady then with all her might and main,�and blew them out and in and out and in and out again.� ��



�As Roger last Night�


As Roger last Night to Jenny lay close,�he pull'd out his Budget and gave her a dose,�the tickling no sooner kind Jenny did find,�but with laughing she Purg'd both before and behind,�Pox take it quoth Roger, he must himself be beside�that gives Pills-pills against Wind and 'gainst Tide.� ��



�Pox on you�


(Belch) "Pox on you" (Belch) "Pox on you" (Belch) "Pox on you for a Fop,"�"your stomach too queazy�cannot I Belch, cannot I belch and fart,�you Coxcomb to ease me,�what if I let fly in your Face,�and shall please ye?"�"Fogh, fogh... fogh, fogh, how sow'r he smells�now he's at it, now he's at it again�out ye Beast, out ye Beast, I never met so nasty a man,�I'm not able to bear it",�"What the Devil d'ye mean?�Know less that a Caesar, know less that a Caesar, no no, know less that a Caesar�decreed with great reason�no restraint no restraint shou'd be laid�on the Bum or the Weason,�for belching and farting�were always in season."� ��



�'Tis Women makes us Love�


'Tis women makes us love,�'Tis love that makes us sad,�'Tis sadness makes us drink,�And drinking makes us Mad� ��



�My THING is my own�


I a tender young Maid have been courted by many,�Of all sorts and Trades as ever was any:�A spruce Haberdasher first spake me fair,�But I would have nothing to do with Small ware� �My thing is my Own, and I'll keep it so still,�Yet other young Lasses may do what they will.� �My thing is my Own, and I'll keep it so still,�Yet other young Lasses may do what they will.� �A sweet scented Courtier did give me a Kiss,�And promis'd me Mountains if I would be his�But I'll not believe him, for it is too true,�Some Courtiers do promise much more than they do.� �My thing is my Own, and I'll keep it so still,�Yet other young Lasses may do what they will.� �My thing is my Own, and I'll keep it so still,�Yet other young Lasses may do what they will.� �A Master of Musick came with an intent,�To give me a Lesson on my Instrument,�I thank'd him for nothing, but bid him be gone,�For my little Fiddle should not be plaid on.� �An Usurer came with an abundance of Cash,�But I had no mind to come under his Lash,�He profer'd me Jewels, and a great store of Gold,�But I would not Mortgage my little Free-hold.� �My thing is my Own, and I'll keep it so still,�Yet other young Lasses may do what they will.� �My thing is my Own, and I'll keep it so still,�Yet other young Lasses may do what they will.� �A blunt Lieutenant surpriz'd by Placket�And fiercely began to rifle and sack it,�I mustered my Spirits up and became bold,�And forc'd my Lieutenant to quit his strong hold.� �My thing is my Own, and I'll keep it so still,�Yet other young Lasses may do what they will.� �My thing is my Own, and I'll keep it so still,�Yet other young Lasses may do what they will.� �A fine dapper Taylor, with a Yard in his Hand,�Did profer his Service to be at Command,�He talk'd of a slit that I had above Knee�But I'll have no Taylors to stitch it for me.� �My thing is my Own, and I'll keep it so still,�Yet other young Lasses may do what they will.� �My thing is my Own, and I'll keep it so still,�Yet other young Lasses may do what they will.� �Now here I could reckon a hundred and more,�Besides all the Gamesters recited before,�Who made their addresses in hopes of a snap�But as young as I was I understood Trap,� �My thing is my Own, and I'll keep it so still,�Yet other young Lasses may do what they will.� �My thing is my Own, and I'll keep it so still,�Yet other young Lasses may do what they will.� �My thing is my Own, and I'll keep it so still,�Yet other young Lasses may do what they will.� �My thing is my Own, and I'll keep it so still,�Until I be Marryed, say Men what they will.� ��



�When first Amyntas su'd for a Kiss�


When first Amyntas su'd for a kiss,�My innocent Heart was tender:�That tho' I pushed him away from the bliss,�	My Eyes declar'd my Heart was won;�I fain an artful Coyness wou'd use,�Before I the Fort did Surrender:�But Love wou'd suffer no more such abuse,�	And soon, alas! my cheat was known:�He'd sit all day, and laugh and play,�A thousand preety things would say:�My hand he'd squeeze, and press my knees,�Till farther on he got by degrees.� �My heart, just like a Vessal at Sea,�Wou'd toss when Amyntas was near me;�But ah! so cunning a Pilot was he,�	Thro' Doubts and fears he'd still sail on:�I thought him in no danger cou'd be,�Too wisely he knows how to steer me;�And soon, alas! was brought to agree,�	To taste of Joys before unknown:�Well might he boast his Pain not lost,�For soon he found the Golden Coast;�Enjoy'd the Oar, and 'tach'd the shore,�Where never merchant went before.� ��



�Poor Owen / Where they drank�


Poor Owen, poor Owen, for a while did lye,�despis'd by all that walk'd by,�often they were heard to cry,�"Swans Wine's dry."�One standing by said "let's try";�then one and all went to Cobwebb hall,� �Where they drank their Wine in Bowls,�to gratifie their thirsty souls.� ��



�Come, come let us drink�


Come, come let us drink let us drink let us drink let us drink,�'tis in vain to think,�like fools on Grief or sadness,�let our money fly, and our sorrows Dye,�all worldly care is Madness,�But wine -white wine- but wine and good cheer,�will in spight of our fear,�inspire our hearts with mirth, boys,�the time we live,�to wine let us give,�since all must turn to Earth, Boys.�Hand, hand about the bowl�ye delight of my soul,�and to my hand commend it,�a fig for chink�'twas made to buy drink,�and before we go hence we'll spend it.�





