When I was putting together this album, I looked at the songs I wanted to use, and said, “Well, there’s one about a cook, and one about a nun….aha!”  The Canterbury Tales album was born.  Most of these songs do not strictly follow the story from the Tales (though some do, like the Prioress’ Tale and the Wife of Bath’s Tale), but they recall either the teller or the main idea of their story.  Hey, if you want a faithful recitation of Chaucer in easily digestible form, buy the Cliffs Notes.
               The General Prologue:
                   The Tabard Inn 
The Canterbury Tales open with Chaucer lodging at the Tabard Inn in Southwark when the odd characters who will become his fellow pilgrims arrive in turn.  I’ve added a few non-Chaucerian touches…
Welcome all and welcome in

Bring yourself and bring your kin

Fires are lit and tables laid

Welcome matron, welcome maid!

Fill your belly, tell your story

Take your ease ‘til morning’s light

On the morrow may be sorrow

Better drink your fill tonight!

CH:
Here the company is merry

Here they never mind the din

Crack the bottle, pass it ‘round

There’s plenty at the Tabard Inn.

By and came a goodly knight

‘Round his waist a belt of white

In his train a squire so shy

Hauling all the luggage by

“Squire, dally not with Sally,

Take that sword and make it shine

Leave such matters to your betters

‘Til your belt’s as long as mine!”  CH

By and came a goodly reeve

Notes and ledgers up his sleeve

Yet he would not soon decline

Half a gill of Rhenish wine.

“I would not become the sot,

Nor my duty ever shirk,

Still, a fellow likes a swallow,

Just don’t wet the paperwork!” CH

By and came a wife of Bath

Trailing veiling in her path

How this goodly wife behaves

Put five husbands in their graves.

“I don’t tarry when I marry

Old and rich I make my picks

If you’ll say I’ll have my way

You could be husband number six!” CH
By and came a pardoner

Our revels he would not deter

His indulgence for your vice

Comes at such a modest price.

“Now then sinner, share your dinner,

Give me alms and I will pray,

What haps in Southwark stays in

Southwark

Long as you’ve the coin to pay!” CH
 Such a crowd you never saw!

A summoner, a man of law,

A franklin, and a cook, and more

Tumbled through the innkeep’s door.

“Two or twenty, here is plenty,

You have only but to ask!

Here now, boy, for by Saint Loy,

We’ll have to break another cask!” CH
Words and music by Lisa Theriot

©2008 Raven Boy Music
                 The Knight’s Tale:

                    Lucasta’s Song

The Knight’s Tale is a classical allusion.  Two knights vie for a lady’s hand; one prays to Mars for victory in battle, the other prays to Venus to win the girl.  The warrior wins, but is mortally wounded, so the loser gets the girl.  The girl meanwhile has made her own prayers to Diana that the man should win her who loves her best, so all prayers are granted.  Richard Lovelace wrote a series of poems to a woman he calls “Lucasta”; the most famous among them is called “Going to the Warres” and ends with the line, “I could not love thee, dear, so much, Lov'd I not Honour more.”  I always wondered how Lucasta felt about that.
It is the way of men who wield the sword

To do and act precisely as they choose

Secure in expectation of reward

No arms of lesser mettle can refuse.

I do not say therefore you are unkind

To leave a quiet home for trumpets’ blare

But rather of a prideful bent, and blind

To love when glory bids you seek your share.

Chorus:
Why should a woman waste her youth away,

To stitch and sew while beauty turns to dust?


Your honor sets your course, you say,


So do now as you will,


I do now as I must.

So I commend thee with a heart full free

To Mars and all his arts and tools of war

And pray that Venus send a man for me

Who loves his honour less and me the more.

Now go, and reap the spoils the sword may earn;

Lucasta does not wait on your return.

CH

words and music by Lisa Theriot
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                   The Cook's Tale:
                 Michaelmas Night
Legend has it that the ghost of Nan Cook walks the Dark 
Entry at Canterbury Cathedral on Michaelmas Night.  

She was bricked up in the city wall for the murder of the Prior via ground glass in his dinner; the motive is not recorded anywhere that I have found, but I felt she must have had a good reason, so I invented one.
On Michaelmas Night, so the Scriptures do tell
Was Lucifer banished from Heavenly sight

And flung to the pit to be ruler in Hell

So Peace reigns in Heaven on Michaelmas Night.

And so it had always in Canterb'ry town

In the Priory of Christchurch where holy men dwelt

The monks blessed Saint Thomas who gave them renown

And miracles rose from where glad pilgrims knelt.

It was Spring of that year when young Nan came to cook

(Good Edward was king and the land was secure)

She had of the blooming sweet roses the look

And the Reverend Prior saw more than was pure.

All hearts seemed to lighten with summer in store

But it seemed that young Nan never laughed, never smiled

Though her poor starving family hungered no more

The Prior had his price, and young Nan was with child.

"You were careless, my dear," Prior said when he learned,

"Now your family will suffer-- you must be away!

For corrupting a priest as a witch you'd be burned...

Best take to the road!  For your sins you must pay!"

It was not to the Dover Road Nan went that night

But to the last house on the edge of the town

Where the wise woman lived, who said hope was in sight--

She gave Nan a potion, "There child, drink it down."

The fire in Nan's belly burned hotly 'til morn

As she cursed him who brought her this villainous bane

And when in a blood bath her dead child was born

She vowed that the Prior would learn all her pain.

She prepared a fine stew and poured out a rich wine

As she spat maledictions just under her breath

For a spice she stirred in shards of glass ground up fine

And the Prior saw Hell even 'ere he saw death.

The trial was soon over, the verdict revealed,

"You will suffer, Nan Cook, for your terrible deed

In the heart of the City Wall you shall be sealed

On the night of Saint Michael your death is decreed."

She was led from the Priory Great Hall in chains

And along the Dark Entry the monks made their gate

Through the forecourt and mews,

Down the alleys and lanes

To the walls of the city where Nan met her fate.

On the very next Michaelmas, Compline was nigh 

Brother Oswin had need to be late on his way

As he passed the Dark Entry he uttered a cry

For in shock he beheld young Nan Cook plain as day.

The new Prior smiled calmly as Oswin related

His tale of the ghost and the curses she'd sworn

For Nan had told Oswin his death was now fated--

"My breath is your doom, brother" she'd said in scorn.

"My boy," said the Prior, "Dear Brother, have rest

Even if this were not some vague trick of the night

None could harm a man sacred to Benedict blest

For the Lord is our shield, for Christ is our light!"

So the Prior and all of his brothers retired

And Oswin felt peace, reassured all was well

But before the Lauds office and hour had expired

Brother Oswin lay dead in his cold, empty cell.

The next year old Anselm was last in that night

Saw Nan walk the hall, felt her breath on his cheek

Prior said it was drafts, and an old man's poor sight

But Anselm lay dead by the end of the week.

When another September brought death to alarm

The Prior gave new orders for Michaelmas' rite

"The Lord is our Shepherd and keeps us from harm

But the doors shall be bolted before it is night."

So it is every year by the setting sun's rays

When every good brother is in from the yard

The fire in the cloister is fed to a blaze

And the doors to the Entry are bolted and barred

And Michaelmas night passes quiet once more

As the monks settle in to their books or their ease

And if young Nan still walks o'er the Dark Entry floor

Then the Devil must keep her, for no one else sees.

On Michaelmas Night, so the Scriptures do tell

Was Lucifer banished from Heavenly sight

And flung to the pit to be ruler in Hell

So Peace reigns in Heaven on Michaelmas Night.

words and music by Lisa Theriot 
© 1995, Raven Boy Music
              The Wife of Bath's Prologue:
        The Hart He Loves the High Wood

The Hart he loves the high wood

The Hare he loves the hill

The Knight he loves his bright sword

The Lady loves her will. 
words and music traditional, published in

“Catch That Catch Can” (ed. John Hilton), 1685,

though the words appear earlier

arranged Lisa Theriot

© 2008, Raven Boy Music

               The Wife of Bath's Tale:
           The Marriage of Sir Gawain

The Wife of Bath single-handedly explodes the myth that medieval women were little seen and never heard, not only by her mere presence among the pilgrims, but by her tale, the crux of which is the answer to the age-old question, “What do women want?”  The answer, according to legend and the Wife of Bath is “To have their own way.”  Makes you wonder why men still seem so perplexed…
It fell about Saint Stephen's Day

The season of Yuletide

King Arthur took himself to horse

His forests for to ride

And when to Carlisle he returned

His face was full of pain

And speedily he sought the ear

Of his cousin, Sir Gawaine

"Oh cousin, now your counsel give

My heart is wondrous sore

A fearful choice of life and death

Now lies your King before

A riddle I am sworn to solve

Or lose my life instead

Shall I lose honor, faith and friend

Or shall I lose my head?

When I came to Tarn Wadling

A Black Knight cried me stand

He struck me from my horse

And then my sword he did demand

'I've bested you, Oh King,' he said,

'And now I'll have your head

And on your throne I'll sit

Within the hour that you are dead

Or else you may a ransom give

Though not in silver paid

A riddle you must answer me

Or die upon my blade.'

I begged a boon for any time

The answer for to find

For surely one in all my realm

Would know the villain's mind

'Give me oath you will return

By noontide New Year's Day

And answer me this question bold 

Or with your life you'll pay

Bring me word what thing it is

That women most desire

This shall thy ransom be, O King

I'll have no other hire.'

As I rode back with heavy heart

I came upon a glade

And there did sit a loathly beast

Was dressed like any maid

And there as should have set her mouth

Then there was set her eye

The other in her forehead fast

And both did me espy

Her nose was flat as any pig's

Her mouth a toothless maw

A worse-formed lady than she was

No mortal ever saw

She raised herself on crooked legs

And unto me did speak

'Fear me not, you King Arthur

I know the thing you seek

The wisest man in all your land 

Knows not a woman's mind

The answer to the Black Knight's charge

In truth you will not find

But I do see the riddle's end

Its answer I know well

Give me a knight of Arthur's court

In marriage, and I'll tell.'

And so," said Arthur, "these three paths 

My choices are forsooth

So shall I break my oath and live

In want of faith and truth?

Or shall I bid a goodly knight

To take this beast to wife?

Or shall I to the Black Knight go

And offer up my life?"

"Oh Sire, be easy," said Gawaine

"I'll take this beast to wife

Though I may lose some hope of joy

You shall not lose your life

However foul this lady be

I'll wed her with a ring

My happiness will be to know

How well I serve my King."

Gawaine and Arthur took them out

The morn of New Year's Day

They came upon the fearful hag

To her Gawaine did say,

"I pledge to take you for my wife

And wed you with a ring

If you will now the answer give

To save my lord, the King"

The Black Knight sat upon his steed

And saw the King draw nigh

"Have you the answer, King Arthur,

Or have you come to die?"

"I have not come to die" said he,

"But to complete my task

For I believe that I have solved

The riddle that you ask

A woman does not lust for gold

For gems, or rich attire

A woman seeks to have her will

This is her chief desire."

"I am betrayed!" the Black Knight cried

"'Tis treason, by my troth

It was my sister told you this

The Devil take you both."

He turned his horse's head about

And rode off through the green

And nevermore in Arthur's realm 

Was that base villain seen.

The King at length returned to court

And all the tale was told

And Guinevere sent for the hag

So fearsome to behold

And on the arm of Sir Gawaine

She came before the throne

And knights and ladies cried aloud

To see the awful crone.

"Dame Ragnall," said Queen Guinevere,

(For so the beast was hight)

"Be welcome to our court;

You shall be married this same night

For you have saved the King, my lord

And honored shall you be

And we will make a wedding feast

To cheer thy lord and thee!"

At last the feast was over

And the court retired to bed

And to the bridal chamber went

Gawaine with weary tread 

He greeted Ragnall courteously

Then turned to bolt the door

And when he turned around again

The monster was no more.

Where there had stood a loathly hag

A maiden had her place

With twenty maidens' rightful share

Of beauty and of grace.

"What sorcery is this?" he cried

As he beheld the scene

"How is it now you wear a form

As comely as a Queen?"

"'Tis sorcery indeed," she said

"A curse upon me lays

And causes me like fiend to walk

For half of all my days

But you must now my seeming choose

Since you took me to wed

Shall I be fair by day or night?

In court or in your bed?"

"Oh lady wife, I cannot judge

Wherein the right does lie

A beast by day to live in shame

Before each noble eye?

Or beastly only in our bed

Where lovers' arms should twine?

What right have I to choose your pain?

The choice must needs be thine."

And then the lady laughed and cried

And said, "You have me won!

I shall be fair both night and day

The spell you have undone!

By giving me my will you win

My freedom and my heart

I'll henceforth be your lady gay

And we shall never part."

With what great joy did Arthur's court

Receive the wedded pair

The bravest knight in all the land

Now had a lady fair.

And good King Arthur's heart was glad

As grass would be of rain

And all the bells in Carlisle rang

For Ragnall and Gawaine.

So men, if you would fair maid win

And make your life with her

Then take a lesson from Gawaine

And to your wife defer

A woman crossed is like a beast

That e'er your peace will rend

But if you let her have her will

Your joy shall know no end!

words and music by Lisa Theriot

(Based on Child #31)
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               The Squire's Tale:
       The Earl of Mar’s Daughter
The Squire tells a convoluted romance made up of fragments of every story he’s ever heard.  One of the clearer passages is about a magical ring that bestows on the wearer the ability to understand the speech of birds.  You never know when that might come in handy.

The mighty Earl of Mar

Built towers near and far,

Commanding wood and water;

In them he locked away

His treasures and display,

Likewise his only daughter.

One day she heard a trill

And on her windowsill

There stood a bird so splendid!

“Dear Prince of Birds,” she cried

With me you shall abide;

My lonely hours are ended!”

She built a cage of gold,

A wonder to behold,

And in it he sang sweetly;

Though still in prison strong,

The maiden heard his song

And lost her grief completely.

One night by starlight’s gleam

She wakened from a dream;

A figure rose before her.

There stood in mortal truth

A tall and comely youth,

Who knelt as to adore her.

“I long have stood amazed,

And at your window gazed,

But knew not how to greet you;
One wizard served me well

And cast on me a spell

To give me wings to meet you.”

So by the light of day

They while the hours away

In song and merry measure

But in the dark of night

They take their sweet delight

In joys of fleshly pleasure.

May each soul in their trial

Have yet a cause to smile

That no man can discover;

May they be granted grace,

Or else in fast embrace

Enjoy a secret lover.
Words by Lisa Theriot
Music “El Cant Dels Ocells”

Traditional, arranged by Lisa Theriot
© 2008 Raven Boy Music, ASCAP

            The Pardoner's Tale:
                Seek the Reaper
The Pardoner’s Tale is a parable on the evils of sin, specifically greed, despite the fact that the pardoner himself is as greedy as they come.

Three roisterers, three drinking men

Were sharing of a glass

But pausing in their revels when

A funeral chanced to pass

Then one of their good host enquired,

“Innkeeper, can you tell

For what poor rascal late expired

They toll the funeral bell?”

“Aye, that I can,” the innkeep said,

“He met a sorry end;

When he was wont to share your bread

You used to call him friend.”

“What, Death has made our comrade fair

A bitter grave and grim?

We’ll find that sneaking devil’s lair

And make an end of him!”

Chorus:
A band of jolly roisterers

Stout fellows, one, two, three

Have gone to seek the Reaper

Underneath the gallows tree

They came upon a greybeard lean

With age and sorrows bent;

“How now, old man, might you have seen

Which way the Reaper went?”

“I have, good sirs, as well I might,

So near to Death I be;

He takes his ease this very night

Beneath the gallows tree.”
They hastened there upon their quest,

And what should they behold,

Not Death, but in his stead a chest

Of newly-minted gold.
“My brothers all,” the eldest cried,

“Good luck attends our toils;

Our quest for Death we’ll lay aside

And tally up our spoils!    CH

The eldest to the youngest said,

“We two will count the stake;

Go fetch us back some wine and bread

And merry we shall make!”

When he had gone, the other two

Agreed upon a plot,

That bloody murder they should do

For larger portions sought.

“We’ll cut his throat when he returns

And richer we shall be,

How ever much our effort earns

There’s more for two than three!”

The youngest by his own design

Thought he might have the lot

And into all the flasks of wine

A deadly poison got.     CH

They set upon the youngest 

When he came back with the wine

They sank their knives into his chest

And then sat down to dine.

They drank the poisoned flagon

As they laughed about their deed

And soon all three were dead as one

For treachery and greed.
The old man in the shadows stood,

A smile upon his face;

“My thanks to you, my fellows good

For sparing me the chase!
I’m weary to my bones, aye,

I’d resolved to let you be;

You might have lived another day

But you came seeking me!     CH

And they have found the Reaper

Underneath the gallows tree.
Words by Lisa Theriot
Music by Ken and Lisa Theriot
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                 The Prioress' Tale:
               The Jew’s Daughter 
The Prioress tells the tale of Little Hugh of Lincoln, who according to confessions obtained by the authorities was slaughtered by a group of Jews in 1255.  Interestingly, there’s no documentary evidence that Hugh ever lived, but there are records of the 18 Jews who were executed for the crime.  What would it be like as an innocent Jew, knowing the peasants with torches were coming?

Chorus:
Rain, oh the rain comes down
And all the clouds are flying

Evil walks in Lincoln town
And little Hugh is crying.

“What’s become of my son, Hugh?”

Cried the tearful mother,

“Help me, what am I to do?

For I have no other.”

They searched all the night and day

Where a boy might hide

But in the old draw well he lay

With his throat slit open wide.     CH

What a fate to Hugh befell!

Who left him there to die

Entombed within the old draw well?

I’m sure it was not I.

Even so, the whispers grow,

An echo of the slaughter,

Who could use a young lad so

But the witch—the Jew’s only daughter?     CH

For his goodness he was killed,

He was a saint, they say

Holy blood it was that spilled

And now the witch must pay.

Thus the fearful Lincoln folk

Their Christian vows forsake

To make their offerings of smoke

And worship at the stake.     CH

When evil wears an unknown face

The course runs much the same:

The children of another race

Are sure to bear the blame.

So pity on me, little Hugh,

If pity there can be;

They say that angels came for you,

But devils come for me.     CH

Words and music by Lisa Theriot
©2006, Raven Boy Music, ASCAP
                   The Tale of Melibee:
                     Elizabeth’s Song
Chaucer’s Tale of Melibee is a sermon on the evils of revenge.  Though Anne Boleyn was ultimately justified in her defiance of the King by the prosperity of Elizabeth’s reign, I wondered whether Elizabeth ever saw the irony that she was herself to be succeeded by the child of someone she had executed.
Come all ye who would wisdom own, a lesson take by me

Let judgment come from God alone and Heaven's charity

For if you speak in words your will 

And curse the ones you hate

Know that those you wish no ill may also share their fate.

My mother was a maiden fair as eyes had ever seen

And all for love her fortune rare-- a thousand days a queen

But love was lost and dignity in prison walls interred

When father came to hear her plea

This curse is what he heard....

Chorus:

A plague on thee, O Majesty if you would take my head

For I shall see revenge on thee long after I am dead

The womb that bears shall overthrow 

The hand that strikes it down

For when you lie the earth below 

My child will have your Crown.

O Mother, did you not believe your words would carry true

That they would give me cause to grieve 

As grievously as you?

For 'though I sit my father's throne

A barren womb is mine

And out from dungeons of my own 

I hear a voice like thine....  CH
words and music by Lisa Theriot
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            The Nun's Priest’s Tale:
       Chanticleer: A Cautionary Tale
Chanticleer is probably the best known (and virtually the only G-rated) story from the Tales.  What an imagination that Chaucer had!  Imagine a singer letting his ego get the better of him!
In Folkestone town a widow lived 
Who kept a little farm

She tended sheep, and pigs and cows, 
And saw they took no harm

Of all her goodly creatures, though, 
The favorite in her care

Was a fine young cock with a yellow comb

Called Master Chanticleer

Chorus:
With a hey and a ho and a hey nonny no


‘Twas Master Chanticleer

Now Chanticleer had such a voice 
The widow loved to hear

He crowed at dawn and sang at noon 
And brought the widow cheer

He sang to please the milking maid 
And while the men cut hay

And he sang most sweet for a small white hen

Partelet, his lady gay.

One day there crept into the yard 
A fox from out his den

He cast his eye on every chick 
And every fat white hen

But all that he could fix upon 
To make his dinner sweet

Was the fine young cock with the yellow comb

Poor Chanticleer to eat!

“My fine young cock,” the fox began, 
“Pray let me hear your song,

Your fame has spread both near and far, 
And I have traveled long;

Will you oblige?  I must admire…” 
The cunning vixen lied;

“Oh I shall, I shall, with a right good will!”

The silly bird replied.

So Chanticleer, as was his wont, 
Stood well upon his toes

And as he leaned his head full back 
His eyes began to close

And when the fox was certain 
That the bird was unaware

Then he snapped his jaws ‘round the golden throat

Of Master Chanticleer.

Partelet, who saw the whole affair, 
Was quick to raise alarm

And soon a shout was heard 
In every corner of the farm

The widow, and the milking maid, 
And every serving man,

Gathered up a fork, or a broom, or brand

And after him they ran.

“You know they cannot catch you,” 
To the fox said Chanticleer,

“You ought to laugh, and shout with scorn, 
And victory declare!

What fun is it to best them all 
Unless you tell them so?”

“Oh I shall, I shall, with a right good will!”

The fox began to crow.

You surely know what happened next:  
The fox drew breath to shout

And when his jaws were open 
Chanticleer flew quickly out

“Come back, come back!” the vixen cried, 
“You haven’t sung for me!”

“You may catch me yet,” said the wiser bird,

“But not with flattery!”

So ‘ware all ye who sing your songs 
And know your voice is fair

Remember well this story of the hapless Chanticleer
Your dulcet tones may win you praise 
And bring you honors, BUT

It is wise to know when to ope your mouth

And when to keep it shut!

With a hey and a ho and a hey, nonny no

Know when to keep it shut!
words and music by Lisa Theriot
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                The Second Nun's Tale:
                         The Candle
We don’t really learn very much about the Second Nun, so I wondered what might have driven her into the convent, and why the tale she tells is of a young woman who died defending her virginity…
It was on a warm Spring evening

That love first came to me

In the body of a young and handsome lord of Normandy

I, the daughter of a lesser lord

He'd known me long by sight

But he'd summoned me that evening 

To his bed as was his right

And taking me beside him, he gently struck a spark

And lit a candle by the bedside to keep away the dark.

He would not have been angered if I had said him nay

And well perhaps I should have 

On that warm, sweet night in May

For he was sworn to marry one 

With wealth to swell his own

And I knew as I lay loving him I'd end my days alone

But all I saw were smiling eyes and all I felt was right

And the candle by the bedside burned 

To keep away the night.

Full well a month he was my love, and kept me by his side

Until the day I was sent away 
To make room for his bride

He held me close and told me I'd be well, for I was young

And none but a lover's right had I and so I held my tongue

And all along the journey home I thought about the knight

And the candle by the bedside that had been my only light.

Many a year it now has been since I have seen my home

For shamed face and weary heart 

Have forced my journey on

And no one, I think, had ever paid their sins at greater cost

For unlike those I dwell among I know what I have lost

And I have but one comfort in this place as I grow old

A candle by the bedside to keep away the cold

words and music by Lisa Theriot
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               The Parson’s Tale:
            The Lyke-Wake Dirge

The Parson’s Tale is a long, dull sermon on virtuous living; I prefer this pithy scare tactic encouraging charity.  This song was reportedly sung during a lyke-wake, a period of watch kept over the newly deceased.  John Aubrey took down this song in 1686, though he noted that it was being sung in 1616 and he believed it to be much older than that. Aubrey seems to have left out a bit; unlike the Whinny-muir (field of thorns) and the Purgatory fire, no trial occurs at the Brig o' Dread…
This ae nighte, this ae nighte,

(Every nighte and alle,)
Fire and fleet and candle-lighte,
(And Christe receive thy saule.)
When thou from hence away art past
To Whinny-muir thou com'st at last 

If ever thou gavest hosen and shoon,
Sit thee down and put them on
If hosen and shoon thou ne'er gav'st nane
The whinnes sall prick thee to the bare bane
From Whinny-muir when thou may'st pass,
To Brig o' Dread thou com'st at last
From Brig o' Dread when thou may'st pass,
To Purgatory fire thou com'st at last
If ever thou gavest meat or drink,
The fire sall never make thee shrink 

If meat or drink thou ne'er gav'st nane,
The fire will burn thee to the bare bane
Repeat first verse

Words and music traditional,

Arranged by Lisa Theriot
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                   Afterword:
           The Keys of Canterbury
What a woman REALLY wants....
Oh madam, I would give to you the keys of Canterbury

And all the bells in London will ring to make us merry

If you will be my joy, my sweet and only dear

And walk along with me anywhere

Oh sir, I shan't accept of you the keys of Canterbury

Nor all the bells in London won't ring to make us merry

I will not be your joy, your sweet and only dear

Nor walk along with you anywhere

Oh madam, I would give to you a bright red silken gown

With nine yards a-trailing and a-drooping on the ground

If you will be my joy, my sweet and only dear

And walk along with me anywhere

Oh sir, I shan't accept of you a bright red silken gown

With nine yards a-trailing and a-drooping on the ground

I will not be your joy, your sweet and only dear

Nor walk along with you anywhere

Oh madam, I would give to you a little silver bell

To ring for all your servants

That they might serve you well

If you will be my joy, my sweet and only dear

And walk along with me anywhere

Oh sir, I shan't accept of you a little silver bell

To ring for all my servants, that they might serve me well

I will not be your joy, your sweet and only dear

Nor walk along with you anywhere

Oh madam, I would give to you the keys to my heart

But keep them forever, and we will never part

If you will be my joy, my sweet and only dear

And walk along with me anywhere

Oh sir, I shall accept of you the keys to your heart

And keep them forever, and never shall we part

And I will be your joy, your sweet and only dear

And walk along with you anywhere

words and music traditional, arranged Lisa Theriot
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