
 

 

Painting by John William Waterhouse of The Lady of Shallott, a famous ballad about an Arthurian Legend.  



The Mistletoe Bough 
 
The mistletoe hung in the castle hall, 
The holly branch shone on the old oak wall; 
And the baron's retainers were blithe and gay, 
And keeping their Christmas holiday. 
 
The baron beheld with a father's pride 
His beautiful child, young Lovell's bride; 
While she with her bright eyes seemed to be 
The star of the goodly company. 
Oh, the mistletoe bough. 
Oh, the mistletoe bough. 
 
"I'm weary of dancing now," she cried; 
"Here, tarry a moment — I'll hide, I'll hide! 
And, Lovell, be sure thou'rt first to trace 
The clew to my secret lurking-place." 
 
Away she ran — and her friends began 
Each tower to search, and each nook to scan; 
And young Lovell cried, "O, where dost thou hide? 
I'm lonesome without thee, my own dear bride." 
Oh, the mistletoe bough. 
Oh, the mistletoe bough. 
 
They sought her that night, and they sought her next day, 
And they sought her in vain while a week passed away; 
In the highest, the lowest, the loneliest spot, 
Young Lovell sought wildly — but found her not. 
 
And years flew by, and their grief at last 
Was told as a sorrowful tale long past; 
And when Lovell appeared the children cried, 
"See! the old man weeps for his fairy bride." 
Oh, the mistletoe bough. 
Oh, the mistletoe bough. 

At length an oak chest, that had long lain hid, 
Was found in the castle — they raised the lid, 
And a skeleton form lay mouldering there 
In the bridal wreath of that lady fair! 
 
O, sad was her fate! — in sportive jest 
She hid from her lord in the old oak chest. 
It closed with a spring! — and, dreadful doom, 
The bride lay clasped in her living tomb! 
Oh, the mistletoe bough. 
Oh, the mistletoe bough. 



Lady Diamond  
 
 
There was a lord, a lord lived in the north country 
Who was a man of wealth and fame. 
He only had one child, a child but only one, 
And Lady Diamond was her name. 

She did not love a lord, she did not love a king, 
She loved a kitchen boy and William was his name. 
And though he brought her joy, he also brought her shame, 
And he gave his heart to Lady Diamond. 

Chorus: 
“And his hair shines like gold,” says Lady Diamond, 
“And his eyes like crystal balls,” says Lady Diamond, 
“Bright as the silver moon,” she says, bright as the sun that shines, 
“Bright as the silver moon,” she says, bright as the sun that shines 
On Lady Diamond. 

It was a winter night, the lord he got no rest, 
To Lady Diamond's room he came. 
And sat down on the bed just like a wandering ghost, 
“Now Lady Diamond tell me plain,” 

“Do you love a lord,” he said, “or do you love a king?” 
“I love a kitchen boy and William is his name. 
And better I love that boy than all your well-bred men, 
I have his heart,” says Lady Diamond. 

“Where are all my men,” he said, “that I pay meat and fee?” 

Go fetch the kitchen boy and bring him here to me.” 

They dragged him from the house and hung him on a tree 

And they gave his heart to Lady Diamond. 

 

(version by Steeleye Span) 



 

It was a Sunday evening 

And in the April rain 

That Charlotte went from our house 

And never came home again. 

 

Her shawl of diamond redcloth, 

She wore a yellow gown, 

She carried the green gauze handkerchief 

She bought in Bodmin town. 

 

About her throat her necklace 

And in her purse her pay: 

The four silver shillings 

She had at Lady Day. 

 

In her purse four shillings 

And in her purse her pride 

As she walked out one evening 

Her lover at her side. 

 

Out beyond the marshes 

Where the cattle stand, 

With her crippled lover 

Limping at her hand. 

 

Charlotte walked with Matthew 

Through the Sunday mist, 

Never saw the razor 

Waiting at his wrist. 

 

Charlotte she was gentle 

But they found her in the flood 

Her Sunday beads among the reeds 

Beaming with her blood. 

 

Matthew, where is Charlotte, 

And wherefore has she flown? 

For you walked out together 

And now are come alone. 

 

Why do you not answer, 

Stand silent as a tree, 

Your Sunday worsted stockings 

All muddied at the knee. 

Why do you mend your breast-pleat 

With a rusty needle’s thread 

And fall with fears and silent tears 

Upon your single bed? 

 

Why do you sit so sadly 

Your face the colour of clay 

And with a green gauze handkerchief 

Wipe the sour sweat away? 

 

Has she gone to Blisland 

To seek an easier place, 

And is that why your eye won’t dry 

And blinds your bleaching face? 

 

Take me home! cried Charlotte, 

‘I lie here in the pit! 

A red rock rests upon my breasts 

And my naked neck is split!’ 

 

Her skin was soft as sable, 

Her eyes were wide as day, 

Her hair was blacker than the bog 

That licked her life away; 

 

Her cheeks were made out of honey, 

Her throat was made of flame 

Where all around the razor 

Had written its red name. 

 

As Matthew turned at Plymouth 

About the tilting Hoe, 

The cold and cunning constable 

Up to him did go: 

 

‘I’ve come to take you, Matthew, 

Unto the magistrate’s door. 

Come quiet now, you pretty poor boy, 

And you must know what for.’ 

 

 

The Ballad of Charlotte Dymond 



‘She is as pure,’ cried Matthew, 

‘As is the early dew, 

Her only stain it is the pain 

That round her neck I drew! 

 

‘She is as guiltless as the day 

She sprang forth from her mother. 

The only sin upon her skin 

Is that she loved another.’ 

 

They took him off to Bodmin, 

They pulled the prison bell, 

They sent him smartly up to heaven 

And dropped him down to hell. 

 

All through the granite kingdom 

And on its travelling airs 

Ask which of these two lovers 

The most deserves your prayers. 

 

And your steel heart search, Stranger, 

That you may pause and pray 

For lovers who come not to bed 

Upon their wedding day. 

 

But lie upon the moorland 

Where stands the sacred snow 

Above the breathing river, 

And the salt sea-winds go. 

 

Charles Causley, 1970 



The Gresford Disaster  

You’ve heard of the Gresford disaster, 
The terrible price that was paid; 
Two hundred and forty two colliers were lost 
And three men of a rescue brigade. 

It occurred in the month of September; 
At three in the morning that pit 
Was wracked by a violent explosion 
In the Dennis where dust lay so thick. 

The gas in the Dennis deep section 
Was packed like snow in a drift, 
And many a man had to leave the coal face 
Before he had worked out his shift. 

A fortnight before the explosion 
To the shot-firer,Tomlinson cried: 
‘If you fire that shot we’ll all be blown to hell!’ 
And no one can say that he lied. 

The fireman’s reports they are missing, 
The records of forty-two days, 
The colliery manager had them destroyed 
To cover his criminal ways. 

Down there in the dark they are lying, 
They died for nine shillings a day; 
They’ve worked out their shift and it’s now they must lie 
In the darkness until Judgement Day. 

The Lord Mayor of London’s collecting 
To help both the children and wives. 
The owners have sent some white lilies 
To pay for the colliers’ lives. 

Farewell our dear wives and our children, 
Farewell our dear comrades as well. 
Don’t send your sons in the dark dreary mine 
They’ll be damned like the sinners in Hell. 

(Anonymous) 



Lucy Gray [or Solitude] 
By William Wordsworth 
 
Oft I had heard of Lucy Gray, 

And when I cross'd the Wild, 

I chanc'd to see at break of day 

The solitary Child. 

 

No Mate, no comrade Lucy knew; 

She dwelt on a wild Moor, 

The sweetest Thing that ever grew 

Beside a human door! 

 

You yet may spy the Fawn at play, 

The Hare upon the Green; 

But the sweet face of Lucy Gray 

Will never more be seen. 

 

"To-night will be a stormy night, 

You to the Town must go, 

And take a lantern, Child, to light 

Your Mother thro' the snow." 

 

"That, Father! will I gladly do; 

'Tis scarcely afternoon— 

The Minster-clock has just struck two, 

And yonder is the Moon." 

 

At this the Father rais'd his hook 

And snapp'd a faggot-band; 

He plied his work, and Lucy took 

The lantern in her hand. 

 

Not blither is the mountain roe, 

With many a wanton stroke 

Her feet disperse, the powd'ry snow 

That rises up like smoke. 

 

The storm came on before its time, 

She wander'd up and down, 

And many a hill did Lucy climb 

But never reach'd the Town. 

 

The wretched Parents all that night 

Went shouting far and wide; 

But there was neither sound nor sight 

To serve them for a guide. 

 

At day-break on a hill they stood 
That overlook'd the Moor; 
And thence they saw the Bridge of Wood 
A furlong from their door. 

And now they homeward turn'd, and cry'd 
"In Heaven we all shall meet!" 
When in the snow the Mother spied 
The print of Lucy's feet. 
 
Then downward from the steep hill's edge 
They track'd the footmarks small; 
And through the broken hawthorn-hedge, 
And by the long stone-wall; 
 
And then an open field they cross'd, 
The marks were still the same; 
They track'd them on, nor ever lost, 
And to the Bridge they came. 
 
They follow'd from the snowy bank 
The footmarks, one by one, 
Into the middle of the plank, 
And further there were none. 
 
Yet some maintain that to this day 
She is a living Child, 
That you may see sweet Lucy Gray 
Upon the lonesome Wild. 
 
O'er rough and smooth she trips along, 
And never looks behind; 
And sings a solitary song 
That whistles in the wind. 

 



The Testimony of Patience Kershaw 

 

It's good of you to ask me, Sir, to tell you how I spend the day 

Well in a coal black tunnel, Sir, I hurry corves to earn my pay 

The corves are full of coal, kind Sir, I push them with my hands and head 

It isn't lady-like, but Sir, you've got to earn your daily bread 

 

I push them with my hands and head, and so my hair gets worn away 

You see this baldy patch I've got, it shames me like I just can't say 

A lady's hands are lily white, but mine are full of cuts and segs 

And since I'm pushing all the time, I've great big muscles on my legs 

 

I try to be respectable, but sir, the shame, God save my soul 

I work with naked, sweating men who curse and swear and hew the coal 

The sights, the smells, the sounds, kind Sir, not even God could sense my shame 

I say my prayers, but what's the use? Tomorrow will be just the same 

 

Now, sometimes, Sir, I don't feel well, my stomach's sick, my head it aches 

I've got to hurry best I can. My knees feel weak, my back near breaks 

And then I'm slow, and then I'm scared these naked men will batter me 

They can't be blamed, but if I'm slow, their families will starve, you see 

 

All the lads, they laugh at me, and Sir, the mirror tells me why 

Pale and dirty can't look nice. It doesn't matter how I try 

Great big muscles on my legs, a baldy patch upon my head 

A lady, Sir? Oh, no, not me! I should have been a boy instead 

 

I praise your good intentions, Sir, I love your kind and gentle heart 

But now it's 1842, and you and me, we're miles apart 

 

A hundred years and more will pass before we're walking side by side 

But please accept my grateful thanks. God bless you Sir, at least you tried 



The Highwayman  
    By Alfred Noyes 
  
PART ONE 
 
The wind was a torrent of darkness among the gusty trees.    
The moon was a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas.    
The road was a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor,    
And the highwayman came riding— 
         Riding—riding— 
The highwayman came riding, up to the old inn-door. 
 
He’d a French cocked-hat on his forehead, a bunch of lace at his chin,    
A coat of the claret velvet, and breeches of brown doe-skin. 
They fitted with never a wrinkle. His boots were up to the thigh.    
And he rode with a jewelled twinkle, 
         His pistol butts a-twinkle, 
His rapier hilt a-twinkle, under the jewelled sky. 
 
Over the cobbles he clattered and clashed in the dark inn-yard. 
He tapped with his whip on the shutters, but all was locked and barred.    
He whistled a tune to the window, and who should be waiting there    
But the landlord’s black-eyed daughter, 
         Bess, the landlord’s daughter, 
Plaiting a dark red love-knot into her long black hair. 
 
And dark in the dark old inn-yard a stable-wicket creaked 
Where Tim the ostler listened. His face was white and peaked.    
His eyes were hollows of madness, his hair like mouldy hay,    
But he loved the landlord’s daughter, 
         The landlord’s red-lipped daughter. 
Dumb as a dog he listened, and he heard the robber say— 
 
“One kiss, my bonny sweetheart, I’m after a prize to-night, 
But I shall be back with the yellow gold before the morning light; 
Yet, if they press me sharply, and harry me through the day,    
Then look for me by moonlight, 
         Watch for me by moonlight, 
I’ll come to thee by moonlight, though hell should bar the way.” 
 
He rose upright in the stirrups. He scarce could reach her hand, 
But she loosened her hair in the casement. His face burnt like a brand 
As the black cascade of perfume came tumbling over his breast;    
And he kissed its waves in the moonlight, 
         (O, sweet black waves in the moonlight!) 
Then he tugged at his rein in the moonlight, and galloped away to the west. 
 
 
 
 



PART TWO 
 
He did not come in the dawning. He did not come at noon;    
And out of the tawny sunset, before the rise of the moon,    
When the road was a gypsy’s ribbon, looping the purple moor,    
A red-coat troop came marching— 
         Marching—marching— 
King George’s men came marching, up to the old inn-door. 
 
They said no word to the landlord. They drank his ale instead.    
But they gagged his daughter, and bound her, to the foot of her narrow bed. 
Two of them knelt at her casement, with muskets at their side!    
There was death at every window; 
         And hell at one dark window; 
For Bess could see, through her casement, the road that he would ride. 
 
They had tied her up to attention, with many a sniggering jest. 
They had bound a musket beside her, with the muzzle beneath her breast! 
“Now, keep good watch!” and they kissed her. She heard the doomed man say— 
Look for me by moonlight; 
         Watch for me by moonlight; 
I’ll come to thee by moonlight, though hell should bar the way! 
 
She twisted her hands behind her; but all the knots held good! 
She writhed her hands till her fingers were wet with sweat or blood!    
They stretched and strained in the darkness, and the hours crawled by like years 
Till, now, on the stroke of midnight, 
         Cold, on the stroke of midnight, 
The tip of one finger touched it! The trigger at least was hers! 
 
The tip of one finger touched it. She strove no more for the rest.    
Up, she stood up to attention, with the muzzle beneath her breast.    
She would not risk their hearing; she would not strive again;    
For the road lay bare in the moonlight; 
         Blank and bare in the moonlight; 
And the blood of her veins, in the moonlight, throbbed to her love’s refrain. 
 
Tlot-tlot; tlot-tlot! Had they heard it? The horsehoofs ringing clear;    
Tlot-tlot; tlot-tlot, in the distance? Were they deaf that they did not hear? 
Down the ribbon of moonlight, over the brow of the hill, 
The highwayman came riding— 
         Riding—riding— 
The red coats looked to their priming! She stood up, straight and still. 
 
 
 
 



Tlot-tlot, in the frosty silence! Tlot-tlot, in the echoing night!    
Nearer he came and nearer. Her face was like a light. 
Her eyes grew wide for a moment; she drew one last deep breath,    
Then her finger moved in the moonlight, 
         Her musket shattered the moonlight, 
Shattered her breast in the moonlight and warned him—with her death. 
 
He turned. He spurred to the west; he did not know who stood    
Bowed, with her head o’er the musket, drenched with her own blood!    
Not till the dawn he heard it, and his face grew grey to hear    
How Bess, the landlord’s daughter, 
         The landlord’s black-eyed daughter, 
Had watched for her love in the moonlight, and died in the darkness there. 
 
Back, he spurred like a madman, shrieking a curse to the sky, 
With the white road smoking behind him and his rapier brandished high. 
Blood red were his spurs in the golden noon; wine-red was his velvet coat; 
When they shot him down on the highway, 
         Down like a dog on the highway, 
And he lay in his blood on the highway, with a bunch of lace at his throat. 
 
And still of a winter’s night, they say, when the wind is in the trees, 
When the moon is a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas,    
When the road is a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor,    
A highwayman comes riding— 
         Riding—riding— 
A highwayman comes riding, up to the old inn-door. 
 
Over the cobbles he clatters and clangs in the dark inn-yard. 
He taps with his whip on the shutters, but all is locked and barred.    
He whistles a tune to the window, and who should be waiting there    
But the landlord’s black-eyed daughter, 
         Bess, the landlord’s daughter, 
Plaiting a dark red love-knot into her long black hair. 


