Sumer Is Icumen In

 (Anonymous English; circa 1310)

Sumer is icumen in;

lhude sing, cuckoo.

Groweth sede and bloweth mede,

and spring’th the wode nu;

sing cuckoo.

Yowe bleteth ofter lomb,

lhuth ofter calve cu;

bullock sterteh,

bucke verteth,

murie sing, cuckoo.

Sing cuckoo, well singst thou, cuckoo:

ne swic the nevere nu.

Winter Is Icumen In

(Ezra Pound)

Winter is icumen in;

lhude sing, goddam.

Raineth drop and staineth slop,

and how the wind doth ram.

Sing, goddam.

Skiddeth bus and sloppeth us,

 an ague hath my ham;

freezeth river, turneth liver,

damn you, sing, goddam.

Sing goddam, against the winter’s balm,

lhude sing goddam.

Praise Be

(Hollis Payer)

Praise be Lady, praise be,

praise be Lady, praise be.

Blessings flow from your heart, from your hand.

Bounties spill over and cover the land, 

gifts of the earth, the air, the sea.

All things change, and all things grow.

Beginning and end, you are all that we know.

Thus you are, thus you were, thus you shall be.

John Barleycorn

(English Traditional)

There were three men come out of the west, their fortunes for to try;

and these three men made a solemn vow: John Barleycorn must die.

They plowed, the sowed, they harrowed him in, threw clods upon his head.

And these three men made a solemn vow: John Barleycorn was dead.

They let him lie for a very long time, ‘til the rain from heaven did fall,

then little Sir John sprung up his head, and so amazed them all.

They let him stand to Midsummer’s Day, ‘til he looked both pale and wan,

and little Sir John’s grown a long, long beard, and so become a man.

They hired men with scythes so sharp to cut him off at the knee;

they rolled him and tied him by the waist, serving him most barbarously.

They hired men with the sharp pitch-forks who pricked him to the heart;

but the loader, he has served him worse than that, for he’s bound him to the cart.

They wheeled him along and along the field, ‘til they came unto a barn,

and there they made a solemn oath on poor John Barleycorn.

They hired men with crab-tree sticks to cut him skin from bone;

but the miller, he has served him worse than that, for he’s ground him between two stones.

And it’s little Sir John and the nut-brown bowl, and he’s homebrew in the glass,

and little Sir John and the nut-brown bowl, proved the strongest man at last:

for the huntsman, he can’t hunt for the fox, nor so loudly to blow his horn,

and the tinker, he can’t mend kettles nor pots, without a little Barleycorn.

Joan Sugarbeet

(The Kipper Family)

There was three men come out of the east, their fortunes for to try,

and these three men made a solemn vow, Joan Sugarbeet must die.

They plowed, they’ve sown, they’re harrowed her in, threw clods upon her head;

and these three men made a solemn vow: Joan Sugarbeet was dead.

They let her lief or a very long time, til the rains from heaven did fall:

then little Lady Joan sprung up her head, and so amazed them all.

They let her lie ‘til Midwinter, ‘til she looked both flaccid and green;

then little Lady Joan, she grew a big bottom, and so became a queen.

They hired men with hands so strong, to pull her out of bed.

They cut her in half around the waist, and threw away her head.

They hired men with sharp pitchforks, who piled her by the road;

but the loader, he has served her worse than that, for he threw her up upon his load.

They wheeled her along and along the road, ‘til the factory they did meet,

and there they made a bloody great pile of poor Joan Sugarbeet.

They hired men with choppers so huge, to chop her into bits;

but the sugar corporation served her worse than that, for they drowned her in a pit.

And it’s little Lady Joan and the china cup, and the lumps all in the bowl;

and it’s little Lady Joan and the china cup, that proved the sweetest girl:

for the office boy can’t balance his books, nor keep his desk so neat,

and the housewife, she can’t enjoy a cup with fish and chips without a little bit of Joan Sugarbeet.

The Witches’ Rune

(Words: Doreen Valiente; tune: Leigh Anne Hussey)

Darksome night and shining moon,

east and south and west and north,

hearken to the witches’ rune:

here come I to call thee forth.

Earth and water, air and fire,

wand and pentacle and sword:

 waken ye to my desire,

hearken ye unto my word.

Cords and censer, scourge and knife,

powers of the witch’s blade:

waken all ye unto life,

 come ye as the spell is made.

Queen of heaven, Queen of hell,

Horned Hunter of the night,

lend your power unto my spell,

work my will by magic rite.

By all the power of land and sea,

by all the might of moon and sun,

as I will, so mote it be:

chant the spell and be it done.

Eko eko Azarak, eko eko Zamelak,

eko eko Kárnayna, eko eko Áradia!

Barge of Heaven

(Words: Sumerian, tr. Samuel Noah Kramer; tune, Starhawk)
Your crescent-shaped barge of heaven,

so well-belaid, so well-belaid,

full of loveliness like the new moon.

full of loveliness like the new moon.

Your fertile fields well-watered,

Your fertile fields well-watered,

hill of plants well-watered too.

hill of plants well-watered too.

At your mighty rising,

At your mighty rising,

the vines rise up and the fields rise up,

the vines rise up and the fields rise up,

and the desert blooms in green

and the desert blooms in green

just like a living garden.

just like a living garden.

In the heat of the sun, you are the shade:

a well of water in a dry, dry land.

In the heat of the sun, you are the shade:

a well of water in a dry, dry land.

Swelling fruits to feed the hungry,

sweet cream to quench our thirst.

Swelling fruits to feed the hungry,

sweet cream to quench our thirst.

Pour it out for me, pour it out for me,

everything you give me, I will drink.

Pour it out for me, pour it out for me,

everything you give me, I will drink.

Swelling fruits to feed the hungry,

sweet cream to quench our thirst.

Swelling fruits to feed the hungry,

sweet cream to quench our thirst.
In the heat of the sun, you are the shade,

a well of water in a dry, dry land.

In the heat of the sun, you are the shade,

a well of water in a dry, dry land.

In the heat of the sun, you are the shade.

Hal An Tow

(Words and tune, Eng. trad; additional lyrics, Steven Posch)

What shall he have that kills the deer?

His leather skin and horns to wear!

Your father’s father wore it,

And your father wore it too.

Hal an tow, jolly rumble-O,

We were up long before the day-O,

To welcome in the Summer,

To welcome in the May-O,

For Summer is a-coming in,

And Winter’s gone away-O!

Do not scorn to wear the horn,

It was the crest ere you were born;

Your father’s father wore it,

And your father wore it too!

What shall she have that tills the field?

The greenest gown the grass shall yield.

Your mother’s mother wore it,

And your mother wore it too.

Do not frown to gain the gown,

For thus it was that you came ‘round:

Your mother’s mother wore it,

And your mother wore it too.

Robin Hood and Little John,

 They’ve both gone to the fair-O,

And we’re away to the good greenwood

To hunt the buck and hare-O!

Whither went Maid Marion, 

A-clothed all in green-O?

She’s away to the merry greenwood,

Where merry men are keen-O!

These are the verses that we know,

the rest are on the shelf-O;

so if you want more Hal An Tow,

you’ll have to sing it yourself-O.

The Minnesota May Song

(Eng. trad, slightly adapted)

The cuckoo comes in April, 

She sings her song in May;

In June she changes tune,

In July she flies away.

And it is the first of May-O,

It is the first of May,

Remember Minnesota,

It is the first of May!

Got out of bed this morning,

And much to my surprise,

I went into the garden

And fell down on the ice!

We sing to you of flowers,

Of butterflies and bees,

But at five o’clock this morning

It was only 10 degrees!

We’ve wished you Merry May-O,

 And now it’s time to go:

For since we’ve started singing,

We’ve had three feet of snow!

Furry Day Carol

(Cornish trad.)

We have been rambling half the night,

 And almost all the day-a,

And now returned back again,

We’ve brought you a branch of may-a.

With Holanto, sing merry-O, with Holanto, sing merry.

With Holanto, sing merry-O, with Holanto, sing merry.

O we were up as soon as day,

To fetch the summer home-a,

For Summer is a-coming in,

And Winter is a gone-a!

Then let us all most merry be,

And sing with cheerful voice-a,

For we have good occasion now

This time to rejoice-a!
Next Jack-in-the-Green shall be our song,

For Jack he was a knight-a:

Of all the men in old England,

Green Jack he was the right-a!

So blest be our land with power and might,

And send us peace in England;

Pray send us peace both day and night, forever in merry England!

Forever in merry England!
Unite and Unite

(Cornish trad.)

Unite and unite, and let us all unite,

for summer is a-come unto day,

and whither we are going, we will all unite

in the merry morning of May.

The young men of Padstow, they might, if they would,

they might have built a ship and gilded it all in gold.

The young women of Padstow, they might if they would,

they might have made a garland of the white rose and the red.

O where are those young women that now here should sing?

O they are in the good green wood, all a-gathering!

And where are those young men that now here should dance?

O some they are in England and some they are in France.

O where is green George? O where is he-O?

He’s out in his longboat, all on the salt-sea-O.

Up flies the kite, down falls the lark-O;

Aunt Ursula Birdwood, she had an old yow,

but she died in her own park-O.

Up the merry ring, and up the joyful spring,

O give to us a cup of ale, and the merrier we will sing!

The Sabbat Song

(Words: Nigel Jackson; tune, Leigh Anne Hussey)

Sleep is waking, waking sleep

we ride the broom across the deep,

fair is foul and foul is fair

by bee and cat, by hound and hare,

the living die and the dying live

we turn the shears and the sieve,

light is darkness, darkness light

to farers through the mystic night,

up is down and down is up

to seekers of the cauldron-cup,

lords are churls and churls are lords

we leap across the bridge of swords,

birth is death and death is birth

we tread the paths beneath the earth,

Bride is Hag and Hag is Bride

between the times we rage and ride,

day is night and night is day

for farers on the witching way.

Green Grow’th the Holly

(16th c. English; attributed to Henry VIII)

Green grow’th the holly,

so doth the ivy;

though winter blasts blow ne’er so high,

green grow’th the holly.

As the holly groweth green,

And never changeth hue,

So I am, ever have been,

Unto my Lady true.

As the holly groweth green,

With ivy all alone,

When flowers may not be seen,

And greenwood leaves be gone.

Now unto my Lady,

promise to her I make:

from all other only

to her I me betake.

Adieu my lady

Adieu my special,

That hath my heart truly,

Be sure and ever shall.

The Ripe and Bearded Barley

So come out, ‘tis now September, and the Hunter’s Moon’s begun,

and through the wheat and stubble is heard the frequent gun.

The leaves are pale and yellow, kindling into red,

and the ripe and bearded barley is hanging down his head.

All among the barley, who would not be blithe,

when the ripe and bearded barley is smiling on the scythe?

Oh, the wheat is like a rich man, plump and well-to-do,

and the oats are like a pack of girls, laughing and dancing too,

the rye is like a miser, silky, lean, and small,

but the ripe and bearded barley is monarch of them all.

Oh the spring is like a young girl that does not know her mind,

and the summer is a tyrant, of a most ungracious kind;

but the autumn is an old friend, that loves you all she can,

and gives the bearded barley to glad’ the heart and hand.

Cornish Harvest Carol
(tune: Eng. trad; lyrics: Diana Paxson)

When earth grows green in springtime, the blessed seed is sown:

praise to the babe that’s born to be a man when he is grown!

Of one accord we praise the lord that lies among the corn,

for he is mown and stricken that we may be reborn.

When summer sun grows mighty, and rules the world on high,

the boy, he grows a golden beard, and reaches for the sky.

But now the birds wing southward, the wind is growing cold,

the weighed head begins to bow, the man is growing old.

Go down into the dark, old man, and sleep away your pain;

and in the lusty springtime, your staff shall rise again!

The New Holly Tree Carol

(Eng. trad; news lyrics, Steven Posch)

O the holly and the ivy, when they are both full-grown,

of all the trees that there are in the wood, the holly bears the crown.

Oh the rising of the Sun, and the running of the deer,

the signing of sweet robin redbreast when merry Yule draws near.

O the holly bears a prickle as sharp as any thorn,

and the Lady bore the Sun-O to rise all in the morn.

O the holly bears a flower, as milk it is so white;

and the Lady bore the Sun-O to bring the people light.

O the holly bears a berry, as blood it is so red,

and the Lady bore the Sun-O for the sake of the living and dead.

O the holly bears a bark that is bitter as the gall,

and the lady bore the Sun-O to die all in the fall.

The Witches’ Reel

(Scots, 17th century)

Cummer go ye before, cummer go ye;

if ye wilna go before, cummer let me.

Ring-a ring-a widdershins, whirlin’ skirlin’ widdershins,

De’il tak the hindmost, whoe’er she be!

Ring-a ring-a widdershins, loupin’ lightly widdershins,

cummer, carlin, crone, and queane,‘round go we!

Ring-a ring-a widdershins, linkin’ lithely widdershins,

kilted coats and fleein’ hair, ‘round go we!

A Tree Song/Oak and Ash and Thorn

(tune: American, 20th c; words, Rudyard Kipling)

Of all the trees that grow so far, old England to adorn,

greater are none beneath the Sun than Oak and Ash and Thorn.

Sing Oak and Ash and Thorn, me love, all of a Midsummer’s morn:

surely we sing of no little thing in Oak and ash and Thorn.

Oak of the clay lived many a day ere ever Aeneas began;

Ash of the loam was a lady at home when Brute was an outlaw man.

Thorn of the down saw New Troy-town, from which was London born:

witness hereby the ancientry of Oak and Ash and Thorn.

Yew that is old in graveyard mold, he breedeth a mighty bow;

Alder for shoes do wise folk choose, and Beech for cups also;

but when you have killed, and you bowl it is spilled, and your shoes are clean outworn,

back you must speed for all that you need to Oak and ash and Thorn.

Ellum, she hates mankind and waits ‘til every gust be laid

to drop a limb on the head of him that anyways trusts her shade.

But whether a lad be sober and sad, or mellow with ale from the horn,

he’ll come to no wrong when he lieth along ‘neath Oak and Ash and Thorn.

O do not tell the priests of our rite, for they would call it a sin;

but we’ve been out in the woods all night, a-conjuring summer in,

and we bring you good news by word of mouth, good news for cattle and corn:

now is the Sun come up from the south, with Oak and Ash and Thorn!

Song of Mari

(tune: Eng. trad; lyrics, Victor Anderson)

She comes at the first hint of morning,

as sweet as the breath of the sea;

‘til the cock of the Sun cries his warning,

she will walk in the garden with me.

Her kisses so wild yet so tender

shall make of my body a flame;

no cloud shall conceal her bright splendor,

no veil and no garment of shame.

Though mortals deny and deride me

‘til love must rise up and depart,

in a dread secret place she will hide me,

sealed up with the blood of my heart.

For she is our Lady of Twilight,

my comfort in life’s darkest hour;

I see in the heavens of midnight

her shield of omnipotent power.

She comes at the first hint of morning,

her feet on the crests of the sea;

‘til the cock of the Sun cries his warning,

she will lie in the garden with me.

The Rolling of the Stones

(Scots; 17th c?)

Will you go to the rolling of the stones, the tossing of the ball?

Or will you go and see pretty Annie, dancing among them all?

I will not go to the rolling of the stones, the tossing of the ball,

but I will go and see pretty Annie, dancing among them all.

They had not dancing but a single dance, not half the room around,

when the sword that hung from his brother’s side gave him a deadly wound.

They picked him up and carried him along; they laid him there on the ground,

and there he lay ‘til break of day, and made not a single sound.

Annie came a-wandering along, with a tablet all under her arm.

She went ‘til she came to her true love’s grave, and there she began to charm.

She charmed to fish out of the sea, and the birds out of their nest;

she charmed her true love out of his grave, ‘til he could no longer rest.

