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Ally Croaker 
 

There lived a Man in Baleno, crazy 
Who wanted a Wife to make him uneaÇy. 
Long had he Égh'd for dear Ally Croaker, 
And thus the gentle Youth beÇpoke her: 

"Will you marry me, dear Ally Croaker, 
Will you marry me, dear Ally, Ally Croaker?" 

 
This artleÇs young man juÌ come from the Çchoolary, 

A novice in love, and all its foolery, 
Too dull for a wit, too grave for joker, 

And thus the gentle youth beÇpoke her, 
"Will you marry me, dear Ally Croaker, 

Will you marry me, dear Ally, Ally Croaker?" 
 

He drank with the father, he talk'd with the mother, 
He romp'd with the ÉÌer, he gam'd with the brother 

He gam'd, 'til he pawned his coat to the broker, 
Which coÌ him the heart of his dear Ally Croaker, 

Oh! the Äckle, Äckle Ally Croaker 
Oh! the Äckle Ally, Ally Croaker 

 
To all ye young men who are fond of gaming, 

Who are Çpending your money, whilÌ others are Çaving, 
Fortune's a jilt, the de'il may choke her 

A jilt more inconÌant than dear Ally Croaker; 
Oh! the inconÌant Ally Craoker; 

Oh! the inconÌant Ally, Ally Croaker.
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The Bartle 
 

On Penhill Craggs he tore his rags; 
At Hunter's Thorn he blew his horn; 
At Capplebank Stee he brak his knee; 

At GriÇgill Bek he brak his neck; 
At Wadham's End he couldn't fend; 
At GriÇgill End we'll mak his end; 

Shout lads Shout. 

The Bee-Hive 
 

My MiÌreÇs is a Hive of Bees in yonder Åowry garden 
To her they come with loaden thighs, to eaÇe them of their burden. 
As under the bee-hive lieth the Wax, and under the Wax is Honey 
So under her WaÌe her Belly is placed, And under that her C--ny. 

 
My MiÌreÇs is a mine of Gold, would that it were her PleaÇure 
To let me dig within her Mould and roll among her TreaÇure. 

As under the MoÇs the Mould doth lye, and under the Mould is Mony 
So under her WaÌe her Belly is placed, And under that her C--ny. 

 
My MiÌreÇs is a Morn in May, which drops of Dew down Ìilleth, 

Where e'er Èe goes to Çport and play, the Dew down Çweetly trilleth. 
As under the Sun the MiÌ doth lye, So under the MiÌ it is Sunny, 
So under her WaÌe her Belly is placed, And under that her C--ny. 

 
My MiÌreÇs is a pleaÇant Spring, that yieldeth Ìore of water Çweet 

That doth refreÈ each wither'd thing lies trodden under feet. 
Her Belly is both white and Çoft, and Downy as any Bunny 

That many Gallants wiÈ full oft to play but with her C--ny. 
 

My MiÌreÇs has the magic Çprays, of late Èe takes Çuch wondrous pain 
That Èe can pleaÉng Çpirits raiÇe, and alÇo lay them down again. 

Such power hath my tripping Doe, My little pretty Bunny 
That many would their Lives forego to play but with her C--ny. 
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A BlackÇmith Courted Me 
 

A BlackÇmith courted me, nine months and better. 
He fairly won my heart, he wrote me a letter. 

With his hammer in his hand he looked Ço clever, 
And if I were with my love I would live fore-ver. 

 
Oh, where has my love gone, with his cheeks like roÇes? 

He's gone acroÇs the Çea, gathering primroÇes. 
I'm afraid the Èining Çand might burn and Çcorch his beauty, 

And if I were with my love I would do my duty. 
 

Strange news is come to town, Ìrange news is carried, 
Strange news Åles up and down that my love is married. 

Oh, I wiÈ them both much joy, though they don't hear me, 
And if I were with my love I would do my duty. 

 
Oh, what did you promiÇe me when you lay beÉde me? 

You Çaid you'd marry me and not deny me. 
If I Çaid I'd marry you it was only to try you, 

So bring your witneÇs, love, and I'll not deny you. 
 

Oh, witneÇs have I none, Çave God Almighty, 
And may he reward you well, for the Êighting of me. 

Her lips grew pale and wan, it made her poor heart tremble 
For to think Èe'd loved but one, and he'd proved deceitful. 
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Blow the Candles Out 
 

When I was apprenticed in London, I went to Çee my dear 
The candles all were burning, the moon Èone bright and clear. 

I knocked upon her window, to eaÇe her of her pain 
She roÇe up to let me in, then barred the door again. 

 
I like your well behaviour, and this I often Çay 
I cannot reÌ contented, when I am far away. 

The roads they are Ço muddy, we cannot walk about 
So roll me in your arms my love, and blow the candles out. 

 
Your father and your mother, in yonder room do lie 

A-hugging one another, Ço why not you and I? 
A-hugging one another, without a fear or doubt 

So roll me in your arms my love, and blow the candles out. 
 

I prithee Çpeak more Çoftly, of what we have to do 
LeÌ that our noiÇe of talking, Èould make our pleaÇure rue. 

The Ìreets they are Ço nigh, love, the people walk about 
They may peep in and Çpy, love, Ço blow the candles out. 

 
And if we prove ÇucceÇsful, love, pleaÇe name it after me. 
Treat it neat and kiÇs it Çweet, and daÁ it on your knee. 
When my three years are over, my time it will be out 

And I will pay my debt to you, by blowing the candles out. 
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Bottle of Good Claret 

In Çpite of love at length you'll Änd, 
A miÌreÇs who can pleaÇe thee 

Her humours free and unconÄned 
Both day and night Èe will eaÇe thee 

No jealous thoughts diÌurb your mind 
Though Èe's enjoyed by all mankind 

 
So drink and never Çpare it 

She's a bottle of good claret 
 

If you through all her naked charms 
A little mouth diÇcover 

Take her gently in your arms 
And uÇe her like a lover 

Such liquor you'll diÌill condenÇed 
That will tranÇport your raviÈed ÇenÇe 

 
If you her excellence would taÌe 

Be Çure you uÇe her kind, Ér 
ClaÇp her Ärm about the waiÌ 

And lift up her behind, Ér 
Of her bottom have no doubt 

Drink her full and you'll Änd out 
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Brave Wolfe or The Battle of Quebec 
 

Come all ye young men and let this delight you, 
Come all ye young men and let nothing fright you; 

Never let your courage fail when you're brought to trial, 
Nor let your fancy move at the ÄrÌ denial. 

 
This brave undaunted youth had croËed the ocean, 

To free America was his intention; 
He landed at Quebec with all his party, 

The city to attack being brave and hearty. 
 

Bold Wolfe drew up his men in a line Ço pretty, 
On the Plains of Abraham before the city; 

The French came marching down in hopes to meet them, 
With a double number 'round reÇolved to beat him. 

 
Montcalm and this brave youth together walked, 

Between two armies they like brothers talked; 
Till each one to his poÌ then did retire, 

'Twas then thoÇe numerous hoÌs commenced their Äre. 
 

The drums did loudly beat and the colours Åying, 
The purple dawn did Ìream and men lay dying; 
And Èot from oÁ his horÇe fell our brave hero, 

We'll long lament his loÇs in tears of Çorrow. 
 

He lifted up his head when the guns did rattle, 
And to his army Çaid, "How goes the battle?" 
Quebec is all our own, none can prevent it. 

"Oh, then," replies bold Wolfe, "I die contented." 
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BritiÈ Grenadiers 

Some talk of Alexander, and Çome of Hercules 
Of HeÀor and LyÇander, and Çuch great names as theÇe. 

But of all the world's great heroes, there's none that can compare 
With a tow, row, row, row, row, row, to the BritiÈ Grenadier. 

 
ThoÇe heroes of antiquity ne'er Çaw a cannon ball 

Or knew the force of poweder to Êay their foes withal. 
But our brave boys do know it, and baniÈ all their fears, 

Sing tow, row, row, row, row, row, for the BritiÈ Grenadier. 
 

Whene'er we are commanded to Ìorm the paliÇades 
Our leaders march with fuÇees, and we with hand grenades. 

We throw them from the glacis, about the enemieÇ' ears. 
Sing tow, row, row, row, row, row, the BritiÈ Grenadiers. 

 
And when the Éege is over, we to the town repair 

The townÇmen cry, "Huzza, boys, here comes a Grenadier! 
Here come the Grenadiers my boys, who know no doubts or fears! 
Then Éng tow, row, row, row, row, row, the BritiÈ Grenadiers. 

The God of War was pleaÇed, and great Bellona Çmiles 
To Çee theÇe noble heroes from our own BritÈ IÊes 

And all the gods celeÌial deÇcended from their Çpheres 
Singing  tow, row, row, row, row, row, the BritiÈ Grenadiers. 

So be ye Whig or Tory, or any mortal man, 
I’ll have you to remember, to obey great George our King, 
And Èould you prove rebellious, we’ll thunder in you ears, 

With a  tow, row, row, row, row, row, the BritiÈ Grenadiers. 

Then let us Äll a bumper, and drink a health to thoÇe 
Who carry caps and pouches, and wear the louped clothes. 
May they and their commanders live happy all their years 

With a tow, row, row, row, row, row, for the BritiÈ Grenadiers. 
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Captain Wetterburn 
 

The Laird of RoËlyn's daughter, walked through the wood her lane. 
And by came Captain Wedderburn, a Çoldier of the king. 
He Çaid unto his Çerving man, were't not againÌ the law, 

I would take her to my own bed, and lay her next the wall. 
 

I'm walking here my lane, Çays Èe, among my father's trees, 
You may let me walk my lane, kind Ér, now, if you pleaÇe. 

The Çupper bell it will be rung, and I'll be miËed awa', 
So I'll not lie in your bed, at neither Ìock nor wall. 

 

Then Çaid the pretty lady, I pray tell me your name. 
My name is Captain Wedderburn, a Çoldier of the king. 

Were your father and all his men here, I would take you from them all, 
I would take you to my own bed, and lay you next the wall. 

 

O hold away from me, kind Ér,  I pray you let me be, 
For I'll not lie in your bed, till I get diÈes three. 

Three diÈes for my Çupper, though I eat none at all, 
Before I lie in your bed, at either Ìock or wall. 

 

I muÌ have to my Çupper, a chicken without a bone, 
And I muÌ have to my Çupper, a cherry without Ìone, 

And I muÌ have to my Çupper, a bird without a gall, 
Before I lie in your bed, at either Ìock or wall. 

 

The chicken when it's in the Èell,  I'm Çure it has no bone, 
And when the cherry's in the bloom,  I wat it has no Ìone. 

The dove Èe is a gentle bird, Èe Åies without a gall, 
And we'll both lie in one bed, and you'll lie next the wall. 

 

O hold away from me, kind Ér, and do not me perplex, 
For I'll not lie in your bed, till you anÇwer queÌions Éx. 

Six queÌions you muÌ anÇwer me, and that is four and twa, 
Before I lie in your bed, at either Ìock or wall. 

 

O what is greener than the graÇs, what's higher than the trees, 
O what is worÇe than a woman's wiÈ, what's deeper than the Çeas, 

What bird crows ÄrÌ, what tree buds ÄrÌ, what ÄrÌ on them does fall, 
Before I lie in your bed, at either Ìock or wall. 
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Death is greener than the graÇs, Heaven's higher than the trees, 
The devil's worÇe than woman's wiÈ,  Hell's deeper than the Çeas, 

The cock crows ÄrÌ, the cedar buds ÄrÌ,  dew ÄrÌ on them does fall, 
And we'll both lie in one bed, and you'll lie next the wall. 

 

Little did this lady think,  that morning when Èe raiÇe, 
It was to be the very laÌ of all her maiden days, 

For now Èe's Captain Wedderburn's wife,  a man Èe never Çaw, 
And now they lie in one bed, and Èe lies next the wall. 

 

The Cuckoo 
 

The cuckoo, Èe's a pretty bird,  
Èe warbles as Èe Åies 

She brings us glad tidings,  
and tells us no lies 

 

She drinks the cold water,  
to make her voice clear 
She never Éngs cuckoo,  

till Çummer is near 
 

She Åies the hills over,  
Èe Åies the world about 

She Åies back to the mountain,  
Èe mourns for her love 

 

The cuckoo Èe's a pretty bird,  
Èe warbles as Èe Åies 

She brings us glad tidings,  
and tells us no lies 
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Down Among the Dead Men 
 

Here's a health to the King, and a laÌing peace 
May faÀion end and wealth increaÇe. 

Come, let us drink it while we have breath, 
For there's no drinking after death. 
And he who would this toaÌ deny, 

Chorus: Down among the dead men, down among the dead men, 
Down, down, down, down; Down among the dead men let him lie! 

 

Let charming beauty's health go round, 
With whom celeÌial joys are found. 

And may confuÉon yet purÇue 
That ÇelÄÈ woman-hating crew. 

And he who'd woman's health deny, 
 

In Çmiling BacchuÇ' joys I'll roll, 
Deny no pleaÇures to my Çoul. 

Let BacchuÇ' health round briskly move, 
For Bacchus is the friend of love. 

And he that would this health deny, 
  

May love and wine their rights maintain, 
And their united pleaÇures reign. 

While BacchuÇ' treaÇure crowns the board, 
We'll Éng the joy that both aÁord. 

And they that won't with us comply, 
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The Fair Maid of IÊington 
 

There was a fair maid of IÊington, as I heard many tell 
And Èe was going to Londontown, her pears and apples to Çell 

As Èe was going along the road, a vintner did her eÇpy 
And what Èall I give, fair maid, Says he, One night with you to lie? 

 
If you would lie with me one night, you muÌ give me Äve pound. 

A match a match, the vintner Çaid, and Ço let this go round. 
When he had lain with her all night, her money Èe did crave. 

O no, O no, the vintner Çaid, the devil a penny you'll have. 
 

This maid Èe made no more ado, but to the juÌice went: 
This vintner hired a cellar of me, and will not pay the rent 

Then Ìraight the juÌice for him Çent,  and asked the reaÇon why 
That he would pay this maid no rent, to which he did reply 

 
Although I hired a cellar of her, and the poËeËion was mine 

I ne'er put anything into it, but one Çmall pipe of wine 
This fair maid being ripe of wit, Èe Ìraight replied again 

There lay two butts at the cellar door, why did you not roll them in? 
 

The juÌice told the vintner plain, if he a tenant be 
He muÌ expeÀ to pay the price, for he could not Ét rent-free 

And when the maid her money got, Èe put it in her purÇe . 
And clapped her hand o'er the cellar, and Çwore it was never the worÇe. 
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The Fox 

The fox went out on the town one night, 
The moon it Èone with a chilly light 
He had a many a mile to go that night 

Before he reached the towno, towno, towno 
 

Well the fox he ran till he came to the pen 
Where the ducks and the geeÇe were kept there in 

He Çaid a couple of you are going to greaÇe my chin 
Before I leave this towno, towno, towno 

 
He grabbed the old grey gooÇe by the neck 

And Çwung a duck acroÇs his back 
He didn't mind the quack, quack, quack 

and the legs all dangling downo, downo, downo 
 

Old mother Åipper Åopper jumped out of bed 
And out the window Èe Ìuck her head 

She cried John, John the grey gooÇe is gone 
The fox is out on the towno, towno, towno 

 
So John he ran to the top of the hill 

And blewed his horn both loud and Èrill 
The fox he Çaid I better Åee with my kill 

For they'll Çoon be on my trailo, trailo, trailo 
 

Well the fox he ran till he came to his den 
There were the little ones eight, nine, ten 

They Çaid daddy, daddy better go back again 
for that muÌ be a mighty Äne towno, towno, towno 

 
Now the fox and his wife without any Ìrife 

Cut up the gooÇe with a carving knife 
They never had Çuch a Çupper in their life 

And the little ones chewed on the bonezo, bonezo, bonezo  
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Garryowen 

Let BacchuÇ' Çons be not diÇmayed 
But join with me, each jovial blade 

Come, drink and Éng and lend your aid 
To help me with the chorus: 

InÌead of Çpa, we'll drink brown ale 
And pay the reckoning on the nail; 

No man for debt Èall go to jail 
From Garryowen in glory. 

 
We are the boys who take delight 

In ÇmaÈing limerick lamps at night, 
And through the Ìreet like ÇportÌers Äght, 

To carry all before us. 
 

We'll break the windows, we'll break down doors, 
The watch knock down by threes and fours, 

And let the doÀors work their cures, 
And tinker up our bruiÇed. 

 
We'll beat the bailiÁs out of fun, 

We'll make the mayor and ÈeriÁs run 
We are the boys no man dares dun 

If he regards a whole skin. 
 

Our hearts Ço Ìout have got us fame 
For Çoon 'tis known from whence we came 

Where'er we go they fear the name 
Of Garryowen in glory. 
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Good Ale 
 

The landlord he looks very big, 
With his high cock'd hat and his powder'd wig 

Methinks he looks both fair and fat 
But he may thank you and me for that 

 
Chorus: For 'tis O, good ale, thou art my darling 

And my joy both night and morning. 
 

The brewer brew'd thee in his pan, 
The tapÌer draws thee in his can; 
Now I with thee will play my part 

And lodge thee next unto my heart 
  

Thou oft haÌ made my friends my foes 
And often made me pawn my clothes; 

But Énce thou art Ço nigh my noÇe 
Come up, my friend, and down he goes. 

God Save the King 
 

God Çave great George our King, 
Long live our noble King, 

God Çave the King! 
Send him viÀorious, 
Happy and glorious, 

Long to reign over us, 
God Save the King. 

 
O Lord and God ariÇe, 
Scatter his enemies, 
And make them fall. 

Confound their politics, 
FruÌrate their knaviÈ tricks, 

On Thee our hopes we Äx 
God Save the King. 

Thy choiceÌ gifts in Ìore 
On him be pleaÇed to pour 

Long may he reign! 
May he defend our laws 
And ever give us cauÇe 

To Éng with heart and voice 
God Çave the King.



Green Grow the RuÈes 
 

Oh I’ll Éng you one, Oh! 
 

Green grow the ruÈes, Oh 

What is your one, Oh? 
 

One is one and all alone 
And ever more Èall be Ço. 

 
Two, Two the lily white boys, clothed all in green, Oh! 

 
Three, three, the rivals, 

 
Four for the GoÇpel makers, 

 
Five for the Çymbols at your door, 

 
Six for the Éx proud walkers, 

 
Seven for the Çeven who went to heaven, 

 
Eight for the April Rainers, 

 
Nine for the nine bright Èiners, 

 
Ten for the ten commandments, 

 
Eleven for the eleven who went to heaven, 

 
Twelve for the twelve ApoÌles, 
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Heart of Oak 
 

Come cheer up, my lads! 'tis to glory we Ìeer, 
To add Çomething more to this wonderful year; 
To honour we call you, not preÇs you like Êaves, 

For who are Ço free as the Çons of the waves? 
 

Chorus: Heart of oak are our Èips, heart of oak are our men; 
We always are ready, Ìeady, boys, Ìeady! 

We'll Äght and we'll conquer again and again. 
 

We ne'er Çee our foes but we wiÈ them to Ìay, 
They never Çee us but they wiÈ us away; 

If they run, why we follow, and run them aÈore, 
For if they won't Äght us, we cannot do more. 

 
They Çwear they'll invade us, theÇe terrible foes, 

They frighten our women, our children, and beaus; 
But Èould their Åat bottoms in darkneÇs get o'er, 
Still Britons they'll Änd to receive them on Èore. 

 
We'll Ìill make them fear, and we'll Ìill make them Åee, 

And drub 'em on Èore, as we've drubb'd 'em at Çea; 
Then cheer up, my lads! with one heart let us Éng: 
Our Çoldiers, our Çailors, our ÌateÇmen and Queen. 
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Hot StuÁ 

Come, each death-doing dog that dares venture his neck, 
Come, follow the hero that goes to Quebec; 

Jump aboard of the tranÇports, and looÇe every Çail, 
Pay your debts at the tavern by giving leg-bail; 

And ye that love Äghting Èall Çoon have enough; 
Wolfe commands us, my boys, we Èall give them Hot StuÁ. 

Up the River St. Lawrence our troops Èall advance, 
To the Grenadier's March we will teach them to dance. 

Cape Breton we've taken and next we will try 
At the capital to give them another black eye. 

Vaudreuil, 'tis in vain you pretend to look gruÁ, 
ThoÇe are coming who know how to give you Hot StuÁ. 

 
With powder in his periwig, and ÇnuÁ in his noÇe, 

MonÉeur will run down our deÇcent to oppoÇe; 
And the Indians will come, but the Light Infantry 

Will Çoon compel them to betake to a tree. 
From Çuch raÇcals as theÇe may we fear a rebuÁ? 
Advance, grenadiers, and let Åy your Hot StuÁ! 

 
When the Forty-Çeventh Regiment is daÈing aÈore, 

When bullets are whiÌling and cannon do roar, 
Says Montcalm, "ThoÇe are Shirley's, I know their lapels." 

"You lie," Çays Ned Botwood, "We are of LaÇcelles!  
Though our clothing is changed, yet we Çcorn a powder-puÁ; 

So at you, ye bitches, here's give you Hot StuÁ." 
 

With Monkton and TownÇend, thoÇe brave brigadiers, 
I think we Èall Çoon have the town 'bout their ears, 
And when we have done with the mortars and guns, 

If you pleaÇe, Madam AbbeÇs, a word with your nuns. 
Each Çoldier Èall enter the convent in buÁ 

And then, never fear, we will give them Hot StuÁ. 
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How Stands The GlaÇs Around 
 

How Ìands the glaÇs around 
for Èame you take no care, my boys, 

How Ìands the glaÇs around 
Let wine and mirth abound. 

The trumpets Çound 
The colors they are Åying boys 

To Äght, kill, and wound 
Should we Ìill be found, 

Contented with our hard fare, my boys 
on the cold, cold ground 

 
O why, Çoldiers why 

Should we be melancholy boys 
O why Çoldiers why 

WhoÇe BuÉneÇs is to die 
What Éghing fye 

Damn cares, drink on, be jolly, boys 
Tis he, you or I 

Cold, hot, wet, or dry 
We’re always bound to follow boys 

And Çcorn to Åye 
 

Tis but in vain 
I mean not to upbraid you boys 

This but in vain 
For Çoldiers to complain 
Should next campaign 

Send us to him that made us boys 
we’re free from pain 

But Èould we remain 
A bottle and kind landlady 

Cures all again 
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John Barleycorn 
 

There was three men came out of the weÌ, Their fortunes for to try, 
And theÇe three men made a Çolemn vow, John Barleycorn Èould die. 

They ploughed, they Çowed, they harrowed him in, 
throwed clods upon his head, 

And theÇe three man made a Çolemn vow, John Barleycorn was dead. 
 

Then they let him lie for a very long time 
till the rain from heaven did fall, 

Then little Sir John Çprung up his head, and Çoon amazed them all. 
They let him Ìand till midÇummer till he looked both pale and wan, 

And little Sir John he growed a long beard and Ço became a man. 
 

They hired men with the Çcythes Ço Èarp to cut him oÁ at the knee, 
They rolled him and tied him by the waiÌ, 

And Çerved him moÌ barbarouÊy. 
They hired men with the Èarp pitchforks 

who pricked him to the heart, 
And the loader he Çerved him worÇe than that, 

for he bound him to the cart. 
 

They wheeled him round and round the Äeld till they came unto a barn, 
And there they made a Çolemn mow of poor John Barleycorn. 

They hired men with the crab-tree Ìicks to cut him skin from bone, 
And the miller he Çerved him worÇe than that, 

For he ground him between two Ìones. 
 
 

Here's little Sir John in a nut-brown bowl, and brandy in a glaÇs; 
And little Sir John in the nut-brown bowl 

proved the Ìronger man at laÌ. 
And the huntÇman he can't hunt the fox, nor Ço loudly blow his horn, 

And the tinker he can't mend kettles or pots 
Without a little of Barleycorn. 
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The Jolly Miller 
 

There was a jolly miller once, lived on the river Dee ; 
He danc'd and Çang from morn till night, no lark Ço blithe as he. 

And this the burden of his aong forever uÇed to be; 
I care for nobody, no, not I, if nobody cares for me. 
I care for nobody, no, not I, if nobody cares for me. 

Chorus: So puÈ, puÈ, puÈ the bowl me boys, bring it round to me, 
The longer we Ét here and drink, the merrier we Èall be, 
The longer we Ét here and drink, the merrier we Èall be. 

 
I live by my mill, God bleÇs her Ço, Èe’s  kindred, child and wife 

I would not change my Ìation here for any other in life 
No lawyer, Çurgeon, or doÀor e’er had a groat from me; 

I care for nobody, no, not I, if nobody cares for me. 
I care for nobody, no, not I, if nobody cares for me. 

 
When Çpring begins its merry career, oh! how his heart grows gay 

No Çummer drought alarms his fears, nor winter’s Çad decay 
No foreÉght mars the miller’s joy, who’s wont to Éng and Çay; 

Let others toil from year to year, I live from day to day 
Let others toil from year to year, I live from day to day 

 
So let us his example take, and be from malice free; 

Let every one his neighbour Çerve, as Çerved he'd like to be. 
And merrily puÈ the can about, and drink and Éng with glee; 

If nobody cares a doit for us, why not a doit care we. 
If nobody cares a doit for us, why not a doit care we. 
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Knaves will be Knaves 
 

I went to the alehouÇe as an honeÌ woman Èould 
And a knave follow'd after as you know knaves wou'd, 

Knaves will be knaves in every degree 
I'll tell you by and by how this knave Çerv'd me. 

 
I call'd for my pot as an honeÌ woman Èou'd 

And the knave drank't up as you know knaves wou'd 
Knaves will be knaves in every degree 

I'll tell you by and by how this knave Çerv'd me. 
 

I went into my bed as an honeÌ woman Èou'd 
And the knave crept into't, as you know knaves wou'd 

Knaves will be knaves in every degree 
I'll tell you by and by how this knave Çerv'd me. 

 
I proved with child as an honeÌ woman Èou'd 

And the knave ran away as you know knaves wou'd 
Knaves will be knaves in every degree 

And thus I have told you how this knave Çerv'd me. 
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 The Leather Bottle 
 

Whate'er we Çee, where'er we go, 
who wander daily to and fro; 

The Èips that on the Çea do Çwim, 
and all the things the land within, 

Say what you will, do what you can, 
are for one end - the uÇe of man: 

Chorus: So, joy to him where'er he dwell, 
 who ÄrÌ found out the leather bottel. 

 

Now, what do you Çay to theÇe cans of wood? 
Oh no! in faith, they cannot be good, 
For if the bearer fall by the way, why, 

on the ground your liquor doth lay; 
But had it been in a leather bottel, 

although he had fallen, all had been well. 
  

Then, what do you Çay to theÇe glaËes Äne? 
Oh they Èall have no praiÇe of mine; 
For if you chance to touch the brim 

down falls the glaÇs and liquor therein; 
But had it been in a leather bottel,  

And the Ìopple in, all had been well. 
  

Then what do you think of theÇe black pots three? 
If a man and his wife Èould not agree, 

Why they'll tug and pull till their liquor doth Çpill; 
in a leather bottel they may tug their Äll, 

And pull away till their arms do ache, 
and yet their liquor no harm can take. 

 

At noon the haymakers Ét them down, 
to drink from their bottels of nut-brown, 

In Çummer, too, when the weather is warm, 
a good full bottel will do them no harm. 

Then the lads and the laËes begin to tattle, 
but what would they do without this bottel? 
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Lilli Burlero 
 

Ho brother Teague, doÌ hear de decree?  Lilli burlero, bullen a la; 
Dat we Èall have a new deputie,  Lilli burlero, bullen a la. 

 
Chorus: Lero, lero, lilli burlero, Lilli burlero, bullen a la 

                Lero, lero, lero lero, Lilli burlero, bullen a la 
 

Ho, by my Soul, it is a Talbot; Lilli burlero, bullen a la 
And he will cut all de EngliÈ throat, Lilli burlero, bullen a la 

 

Though, by my Çoul, de EngliÈ do prate, Lilli burlero, bullen a la 
De law's on dere Éde and de divil knows what, Lilli burlero, bullen a la 

 

But if DepenÇe do come from de Pope, Lilli burlero, bullen a la 
We'll hang Magna Carta demÇelves on a rope, Lilli burlero, bullen a la 

  

And de good Talbot is now made a Lord, Lilli burlero, bullen a la 
And with his brave lads he's coming aboard, Lilli burlero, bullen a la 

  

Who all in France have taken a Çwear, Lilli burlero, bullen a la 
Dat day will have no ProteÌant heir, Lilli burlero, bullen a la 

  

O but why does he Ìay behind? Lilli burlero, bullen a la 
Ho, by my Çoul, 'tis a ProteÌant wind, Lilli burlero, bullen a la 

 

Now that Tyrconnel is come aÈore, Lilli burlero, bullen a la 
And we Èall have commiËions galore. Lilli burlero, bullen a la 

  

And he dat will not go to MaÇs, Lilli burlero, bullen a la 
Shall be turned out and look like an aÇs, Lilli burlero, bullen a la 

  

Now, now de hereticks all will go down, Lilli burlero, bullen a la 
By ChriÌ and St. Patrick's the nations our own, Lilli burlero, bullen a la 

 

Dere was an old prophercy found in a bog,Lilli burlero, bullen a la 
Dat our land would be rul’d by an aÇs and a dog, Lilli burlero, bullen a la 

 

So now dis old prophecy's coming to paÇs, Lilli burlero, bullen a la 
For James is de dog and Tyrconnel's de aÇs, Lilli burlero, bullen a la 
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Married to a Mermaid 
 

There was a gay young farmer, who liv'd on Salisbury plain; 
He lov'd a rich Knight's daughter dear! And Èe lov'd him again. 
The Knight he was diÌreËed, that they Èould Çweethearts be. 

So he had the farmer Çoon preËed, and Çent him oÁ to Çea. 
 

Chorus: Singing Rule Britannia, Britannia rules the waves, 
Britons never, never, never Èall be Êaves. 

 
'Twas on the deep Atlantic, midÌ EquinoÀial gales; 

This young farmer fell overboard among the Èarks and whales; 
He diÇappeared Ço quickly, Ço headlong down went he, 

That he went out of Éght like a Ìreak of light 
To the bottom of the deep blue Çea. 

  
We lowered a boat to Änd him, we thought to Çee his corÇe, 

When up to the top he came with a bang, and Çang in a voice Ço hoarÇe, 
'My comrades and my meËmates, Oh, do not weep for me, 

For I'm married to a mermaid, at the bottom of the deep blue Çea.' 
 

He Çaid that as he went down, great ÄÈes he did Çee; 
They Çeemed to think as he did wink, that he was rather free. 

But down he went Ço quickly, Çaying, ''Tis all up with me,' 
When he met a lovely mermaid at the bottom of the deep blue Çea. 

  
She came at once unto him, and gave him her white hand, 

Saying, 'I have waited long, my dear, to welcome you to land. 
Go to your Èip and tell them, you'll leave them all for me; 

For you're married to a mermaid at the bottom of the deep blue Çea.' 
  

The wind was fair, the Çails Çet, the Èip was running free; 
When we all went to the captain bold, and told what we did Çee. 

He went unto the Èip's Éde, and loudly bellowed he, 
'Be happy as you can, my man, at the bottom of the deep blue Çea.' 
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MiÇs Bailey 
 

A Captain bold in Halifax, who dwelt in country quarters, 
Seduced a maid who hanged herÇelf one morning in her garters, 

His wicked conÇcience Çmited him, he loÌ his Ìomach daily, 
He took to drinking turpentine and thought upon MiÇs Bailey. 

 

Chorus: Oh, MiÇs Bailey, unfortunate MiÇs Bailey, 
Oh, MiÇs Bailey, unfortunate MiÇs Bailey, 

 

One night, betimes he went to bed, for he had caught a fever, 
Said he, I am a handÇome man and I'm a gay deceiver. 

His candle juÌ at twelve o'clock began to burn quite palely, 
A ghoÌ Ìepped up to his bedÉde and Çaid, Behold! MiÇs Bailey. 

  

Avaunt, MiÇs Bailey, then he cried, you can't fright me really. 
Dear Captain Smith, the ghoÌ replied, you've uÇed me ungenteelly. 

The Coroner's queÌ was hard with me becauÇe I've aÀed frailly, 
And parÇon Biggs won't bury me, though I'm a dead MiÇs Bailey. 

 

Dear ma'am, Çaid he, Énce you and I accounts muÌ once for all cloÇe, 
I have a one pound note in my Regimental Çmall clothes. 

Twill bribe the Sexton for your grave. The ghoÌ then vaniÈed gaily, 
Crying, bleÇs you wicked Captain Smith, remember poor MiÇs Bailey." 

 

Of All the Birds 
 

Of all the birds that ever I Çee, the owl is the faireÌ in her degree 
For all day long Èe Éts in a tree,  

and when the night cometh away Åies Èe 
 

To-wit, To-woo, to whom drink thou? 
To thee, good Ér 

 

My Çong is well Çung and I'll Éng you a vow 
That he is a knave that drinketh now 

NoÇe, noÇe, noÇe, and who gave thee thy jolly red noÇe? 
Cinnamon and ginger, nutmeg and clove 

And that gave me my jolly red noÇe 
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Oh No John! 
 

On yonder hill there Ìands a creature, who Èe is I do not know 
I will court her for her beauty, Èe muÌ anÇwer yes or no 

Oh no John, No John, No John, No! 
 

On her boÇom are bunches of poÉes, on her breaÌ where Åowers grow 
If I Èould chance to touch that poÇy, Èe muÌ anÇwer yes or no 

Oh no John, No John, No John, No! 
 

Madam I am come for to court you, if your favor I can gain 
If you will but entertain me, perhaps then I might come again 

Oh no John, No John, No John, No! 
 

My husband was a SpaniÈ captain, went to Çea a month ago 
The very laÌ time we kiËed and parted, bid me always anÇwer no. 

Oh no John, No John, No John, No! 
 

Madam in your face is beauty, in your boÇom Åowers grow 
In your bedroom there is pleaÇure, Èall I view it, yes or no 

Oh no John, No John, No John, No! 
 

Madam Èall I tie your garter, tie it a little above your knee 
If my hand Èould Êip a little farther, would you think it amiÇs of me 

Oh no John, No John, No John, No! 
 

My love and I went to bed together, there we lay till cocks did crow; 
UncloÇe your arms my deareÌ jewel, uncloÇe your arms and let me go 

Oh no John, No John, No John, No! 
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Over the Hills and Far Away 
 

Hark now the drums beat up again 
For all true Çoldier gentlemen 
So let us liÌ and march I Çay 

And go over the hills and far away 
 

Chorus: Over the hills, and o'er the main 
To Flanders, Portugal and Spain 

Queen Anne commands and we'll obey 
And go over the hills and far away 

 
There's twenty Èillings on the drvm 

For him that with us freely comes 
'Tis volunteers Èall win the day 

Over the hills and far away 
 

Come gentlemen that have a mind 
To Çerve a queen that's good and kind 

Come liÌ and enter in to pay 
And go over the hills and far away 

 
And we Èall live more happy lives 

Free of Çqualling brats and wives 
Who nag and vex us every day 

So its over the hills and far away 
 

Prentice Tom may well refuÇe 
To wipe his angry maÌer's Èoes 
For now he's free to run and play 

Over the hills and far away 
 

No more from Çound of drum retreat 
When Marlborough and Galway beat 
The French and Spaniards every day 

Over the hills and far away. 
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Over The Hills and Far Away (Beggar’s Opera) 
 

MacHeath 
Were I laid on Greenland's coaÌ, 

And in my arms embrac'd my laÇs; 
Warm amidÌ eternal froÌ, 

Too Çoon the half year's night would paÇs. 
And I would love you all the day. 
Ev'ry night would kiÇs and play, 

If with me you'd fondly Ìray 
Over the hills and far away. 

 
Polly: 

Were I Çold on Indian Çoil, 
Soon as the burning day was cloÇ'd, 

I could mock the Çultry toil 
When on my charmer's breaÌ repoÇ'd. 

I would love you all the day. 
Ev'ry night would kiÇs and play, 

If with me you'd fondly Ìray 
Over the hills and far away. 

  
Duet: 

Were I laid on Greenland's coaÌ, 
And in my arms embrac'd my laÇs; 

Warm amidÌ eternal froÌ, 
Too Çoon the half year's night would paÇs. 

And I would love you all the day. 
Ev'ry night would kiÇs and play, 

If with me you'd fondly Ìray 
Over the hills and far away. 
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RoaÌ Beef of Old England 
 

When mighty RoaÌ Beef was the EngliÈman's food, 
It ennobled our brains and enriched our blood. 

Our Çoldiers were brave and our courtiers were good 
Oh the RoaÌ Beef of old England, and old EngliÈ RoaÌ Beef 

 
But Énce we have learnt from all-vapouring France 

To eat their ragouts as well as to dance, 
We're fed up with nothing but vain complaiÇance 

Oh the RoaÌ Beef of Old England, and old EngliÈ RoaÌ Beef 
 

Our fathers of old were robuÌ, Ìout, and Ìrong, 
And kept open houÇe, with good cheer all day long, 
Which made their plump tenants rejoice in this Çong 

Oh the RoaÌ Beef of Old England, and old EngliÈ RoaÌ Beef 
 

But now we are dwindled to What Èall I name? 
A poor Çneaking race, half-begotten and tame, 
Who Çully the honours that once Èone in fame. 

Oh the RoaÌ Beef of Old England, and old EngliÈ RoaÌ Beef 
 

When good Queen Elizabeth Çat on the throne, 
Ere coÁee, or tea, or Çuch Êip-Êops were known, 

The world was in terror if e’er Èe did frown 
Oh the RoaÌ Beef of Old England, and old EngliÈ RoaÌ Beef 

 
In thoÇe days if Åeets did preÇume on the Main, 

They Çeldom, if ever returned home again, 
As witneÇs the vaunting Armada of Spain 

Oh the RoaÌ Beef of Old England, and old EngliÈ RoaÌ Beef 
 

Oh then we had Ìomachs to eat and to Äght 
And when wrongs were a-cooking to do ourÇelves right. 

But now we're a . . . . I could, but goodnight! 
Oh the RoaÌ Beef of Old England, and old EngliÈ RoaÌ Beef. 
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Rolling in the Dew 
 

O where are you going, my Çweet and pretty fair maid? 
With your red roÇy cheeks and your curly black hair? 
O I'm a-going a-milking, kind Ér, Èe anÇwered me 

Chorus: For it's rolling in the dew makes the milkmaids Ço fair. 
For it's rolling in the dew makes the milkmaids Ço fair. 

 

O Èall I go along with you, my Çweet and pretty fair maid? 
With your red roÇy cheeks and your curly black hair? 

Why Çurely you can pleaÇe yourÇelf, kind Ér, Èe anÇwered me 
 

SuppoÉng I Èould lay you down, my Çweet and pretty fair maid? 
With your red roÇy cheeks and your curly black hair? 

Then you'd have to pick me up again kind Ér, Èe anÇwered me 
  

SuppoÉng I Èould dirt your gown my Çweet and pretty fair maid? 
With your red roÇy cheeks and your curly black hair 

Why Çurely it would waÈ again kind Ér, Èe anÇwered me 
  

SuppoÉng you Èould be with child, my Çweet and pretty fair maid? 
With your red roÇy cheeks and your curly black hair? 

Then you would be the father of it kind Ér, Èe anÇwered me 
  

What would you do for linen, my Çweet and pretty fair maid? 
With your red roÇy cheekÇand your curly black hair? 

My father he's a linen-draper, kind Ér, Èe anÇwered me 
  

What would you do for a cradle my Çweet and pretty fair maid? 
With your red roÇy cheeks and your curly black hair? 

Why my brother he's a basket maker, kind Ér, Èe anÇwered me 
  

SuppoÉng I Èould go to Çea, my Çweet and pretty fair maid? 
With your red roÇy cheeks and your curly black hair? 

Then I would follow after you kind Ér, Èe anÇwered me 
 

SuppoÉng I Çould jump overboard my Çweet and pretty fair maid? 
With your red roÇy cheeks and your curly black hair? 

Then the devil would jump after you kind Ér, Èe anÇwered me 
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Rule Britannia! 
 

When Britain ÄrÌ, at Heaven's command 
AroÇe from out the azure main, 

AroÇe, aroÇe from out the azure main 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, 

And guardian angels Çang this Ìrain: 
Chorus: Rule Britannia! Britannia rules the waves 

and Britons never, never, never Èall be Êaves. 
 

The nations, not Ço bleÌ as thee 
MuÌ, in their turns to tyrants fall, 
MuÌ, in their turns to tyrants fall 

While thou Èalt ÅouriÈ, Èalt ÅouriÈ great and free 
The dread and envy of them all. 

 

Still more majeÌic Èalt thou riÇe 
More dreadful from each foreign Ìroke, 
More dreadful from each foreign Ìroke 

As the loud blaÌ, the blaÌ that tears the skies 
Serves but to root thy native oak. 

 

Thee haughty tyrants ne'er Èall tame 
All their attempts to bend thee down 
All their attempts to bend thee down 

Will but arouÇe, arouÇe thy generous Åame 
But work their woe, and thy renown. 

 

To thee belongs the rural reign 
Thy cities Èall with commerce Èine 
Thy cities Èall with commerce Èine 

All thine Èall be, Èall be the ÇubjeÀ main 
And every Èore it circles thine. 

 

The MuÇes, Ìill with freedom found 
Shall to thy happy coaÌ repair 
Shall to thy happy coaÌ repair 

BleÌ iÊe with matchleÇs, 
with matchleÇs beauty crowned 

And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
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SpaniÈ Ladies 
 

Farewell and adieu to you, SpaniÈ Ladies, 
Farewell and adieu to you, ladies of Spain; 

For we've received orders for to Çail for ole England, 
But we hope in a Èort time to Çee you again. 

 
Chorus: We will rant and we'll roar like true BritiÈ Çailors, 

We'll rant and we'll roar all on the Çalt Çea. 
Until we Ìrike Çoundings in the channel of old England; 

From UÈant to Scilly is thirty Äve leagues. 
 

We hove our Èip to with the wind from Çou'weÌ, boys 
We hove our Èip to, deep Çoundings to take; 

'Twas forty-Äve fathoms, with a white Çandy bottom, 
So we Çquared our main yard and up channel did make. 

  
The ÄrÌ land we Éghted was called the Dodman, 

Next Rame Head oÁ Plymouth, oÁ PortÇmouth the Wight; 
We Çailed by Beachy, by Fairlight and Dover, 

And then we bore up for the South Foreland light. 
  

Then the Égnal was made for the grand Åeet to anchor, 
And all in the Downs that night for to lie; 

Let go your Èank painter, let go your cat Ìopper! 
Haul up your clewgarnets, let tacks and Èeets Åy! 

  
Now let ev'ry man drink oÁ his full bumper, 

And let ev'ry man drink oÁ his full glaÇs; 
We'll drink and be jolly and drown melancholy, 

And here's to the health of each true-hearted laÇs. 
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Tom O’Bedlam 
 

To Änd Mad Tom of Bedlam, 
Ten thouÇand miles I’ll travel. 

Mad Maudlin goes on dirty toes, 
To Çave her Èoes from gravel. 

Chorus: Still I Éng bonny boys, bonny mad boys 
Bedlam boys are bonny 

For they all go bare and they live by the air 
And they want no drink nor money. 

 

I now repent that ever, 
Poor Tom was Ço diÇdained. 

My wits are loÌ Énce him I croÌ, 
Which makes me go thus chained. 

 

My ÌaÁ has murder’d giants, 
My bag a long knife carries. 

To cut mince pyes from children's thighs, 
With which I feaÌ the Faries. 

 

My horn is made of thunder, 
I Ìole it out of Heaven. 

The Rainbow there is this I wear, 
For which I thence was driven. 

 

I went down to Pluto's kitchin, 
To beg Çome food one morning 

And there I got Çouls piping hot, 
With which the Çpits were turning. 

 

There I took up a Cauldron, 
Where boyl’ed ten thouÇand harlots 

Twas full of Åame yet I drank the Çame, 
To the health of all Çuch varlets. 

 

And when that I have beaten, 
The Man I’th’ Moon to powder 

His dog I'll take, and him I’ll make, 
As could no daemon louder. 

A Health to Tom of Bedlam, 
Go Äll the Çeas in barrels. 

I'll drink it all, well brewed with gall, 
and maudling drunk I'll quarrel.



Trooper Watering His Nagg 
 

There was an old woman liv'd under a hill, 
Sing Trolly lolly lolly lo, 

She had good beer and ale to Çell, 
Ho ho, had Èe Ço, had Èe Ço, had Èe Ço. 

 
She had a daughter her name was SiÇs 

She kept her at home for to welcome her GueÌ 
 

There came a Trooper riding by 
He called for drink moÌ plentifully 

 
When one pot was out he call'd for another 
He kiË'd the daughter before the Mother 

 
And when Nightcame on to bed they went 

It was with the Mothers own conÇent 
 

Quoth Èe, "What is this Ço ÌiÁ and warm?" 
"'Tis Ball, my Nag, he will do you no harm." 

 
"But what is this hangs under his chin?" 
"'Tis the bag he puts his Provender in." 

 
Quoth he,"What is this?" Quoth Èe,"'Tis a well 

Where Ball, your Nag can drink his Äll." 
 

"But what if my Nag Èould chance to Êip in?" 
"Then catch hold of the graÇs that grows on the brim." 

 
"But what if the graÇs Èould chance to fail?" 

""Shove him in by the head, pull him out by the tail." 
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True Lover's Farewell 
 

O fare you well, I muÌ be gone 
And leave you for a while: 

But wherever I go, I will return, 
If I go ten thouÇand mile, my dear, 

If I go ten thouÇand mile. 
 

Ten thouÇand miles it is Ço far 
To leave me here alone, 

WhilÌ I may lie, lament and cry, 
And you will not hear my moan, my dear, 

And you will not hear my moan. 
 

The crow that is Ço black, my dear, 
Shall change his colour white; 

And if ever I prove falÇe to thee, 
The day Èall turn to night, my dear, 

The day Èall turn to night. 
 

O don't you Çee that milk-white dove 
A-Étting on yonder tree, 

Lamenting for her own true love, 
As I lament for thee, my dear, 

As I lament for thee. 
 

The river never will run dry, 
Nor the rocks melt with the Çun; 

And I'll never prove falÇe to the girl I love 
Till all theÇe things be done, my dear, 

Till all theÇe things be done. 
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The Turk 
 

Thus I Ìand like the Turk, with his Doxies around;  
From all Sides their Glances his PaËion confound;  

 
For Black, Brown, and Fair, his InconÌancy burns,  
And the diÁerent Beauties Çubdue him by turns:  

 
Each calls forth her Charms to provoke his DeÉres:  

Though willing to all, with but one he retires. 
 

But think of this Maxim, and put off your Sorrow,  
The Wretch of To-day, may be happy To-morrow.  

 
But think of this Maxim, and put oÁ your Sorrow,  
The Wretch of To-day, may be happy To-morrow. 

We Be Soldiers Three 
 

We be Çoldiers three 
Pardona moy, je vous an pree, 

Lately come forth of the Low Country 
With never a penny of money. 

 
Here, good fellow, I drink to thee 

To all good fellows, wherever they be. 
 

All ye maidens, hear our plea 
And give us your virginity 

  
And he that will not pledge me this, 

 Pay for the Èot whatever it is. 
  

Charge it again, boy, charge it again, 
As long as there is any ink in thy pen. 
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The Willoughby Whim 
 

Oh Jenny, Jenny, where haÌ thou been? 
Father and Mother are Çeeking for thee, 

You have been ranting, playing the Wanton, 
Keeping of Jockey Company. 

 
Oh Molly, I've been to hear (the) Mill clack, 

And grind GriÌ for the Family, 
Full as it went I've brought hame my Sack, 

For the Miller has taken his Toll of me. 

Wive’s ExcuÇe 
 

Hang this whining way of wooing, 
Love was deÉgn'd a Çport 

Sighing talking without doing 
Makes a Élly idol court; 

Don't believe that words can move her, 
If Èe be not well inclined, 

She, herÇelf muÌ be the lover 
To perÇwade her to be kind. 

If at laÌ Èe grants the favour, 
And conÇents to be undone, 

Never think your paËion gave her 
To your wiÈes but her own. 


