
BONNY BARBARA ALLAN  
IT was in and about the Martimas time,  
When the green leaves were a falling,  
That Sir John Graeme in the west country  
Fell in love with Barbara Allan.  
 
He sent his man down through the town,  
To the place where she was dwelling,  
O haste, and come to my master dear,  
Gin ye be Barbara Allan.  
 
O hooly, hooly rose she up.  
To the place where he was lying,  
And when she drew the curtain by,  
Young man, I think you're dying.  
 
O it’s I’m sick, and very sick,  
And ’tis a’ for Barbara Allan,  
O the better for me ye’s never be,  
Tho’ your heart’s blood were a spilling.  
 
O dinna ye mind, young man, said she,  
When ye was in the tavern a drinking,  
That ye made the healths gae round & round  
And slighted Barbara Allan.  
 
He turn’d his face unto the wall,  
And death was with him dealing;  
Adieu, adieu, my dear friends all,  
And be kind to Barbara Allan.  
 
And slowly, slowly rose she up,  
And slowly, slowly left him;  
And sighing, said, she could not stay,  
Since death of life had reft him.  
 
She had not gane a mile but twa,  
When she heard the death-bell ringing,  
And every jow that the dead-bell gied,  
It cry’d, Wo to Barbara Allan.  
 
O mother, mother, make my bed,  
O make it saft and narrow,  
Since my love dy’d for me to-day,  
I’ll die for him to-morrow.  
 



Get	Up	and	Bar	the	Door	
 

  
IT fell about the Martinmas time,    And a gay time it was then,  When our good wife got puddings to make,    And she’s boild them in the pan.     The wind sae cauld blew south and north,         5 
  And blew into the floor;  Quoth our goodman to our goodwife,    “Gae 1 out and bar the door.”     “My hand is in my hussyfskap, 2    Goodman, as ye may see;         10 
An it shoud nae be barrd this hundred year,    It’s no be barrd for me.”     They made a paction tween them twa,    They made it firm and sure,  That the first word whaeer shoud speak,         15 
  Shoud rise and bar the door.     Then by there came two gentlemen,    At twelve o’clock at night,  And they could neither see house nor hall,    Nor coal nor candle-light.         20 
   “Now whether is this a rich man’s house,    Or whether is it a poor?”  But neer a word wad ane o them speak,    For barring of the door.     And first they ate the white puddings,         25 
  And then they ate the black;  Tho muckle thought the goodwife to hersel,    Yet neer a word she spake.     Then said the one unto the other,    “Here, man, tak ye my knife;         30 
Do ye tak aff the auld man’s beard,    And I’ll kiss the goodwife.”     “But there’s nae water in the house,    And what shall we do than?”  “What ails thee at the pudding-broo, 3         35 
  That boils into the pan?”     O up then started our goodman,    An angry man was he:  “Will ye kiss my wife before my een,    And scad 4 me wi pudding-bree?”         40 
   Then up and started our goodwife,    Gied three skips on the floor:  “Goodman, you’ve spoken the foremost word,    Get up and bar the door.”  

 



  

The	Nymph’s	Reply	to	the	Shepherd	
By	Sir	Walter	Ralegh	

	
If	all	the	world	and	love	were	young,	
And	truth	in	every	Shepherd’s	tongue,	
These	pretty	pleasures	might	me	move,	
To	live	with	thee,	and	be	thy	love.	

	
Time	drives	the	flocks	from	field	to	fold,	
When	Rivers	rage	and	Rocks	grow	cold,	

And	Philomel	becometh	dumb,	
The	rest	complains	of	cares	to	come.	

	
The	flowers	do	fade,	and	wanton	fields,	
To	wayward	winter	reckoning	yields,	

A	honey	tongue,	a	heart	of	gall,	
Is	fancy’s	spring,	but	sorrow’s	fall.	

	
Thy	gowns,	thy	shoes,	thy	beds	of	Roses,	

Thy	cap,	thy	kirtle,	and	thy	posies	
Soon	break,	soon	wither,	soon	forgotten:	

In	folly	ripe,	in	reason	rotten.	
	

Thy	belt	of	straw	and	Ivy	buds,	
The	Coral	clasps	and	amber	studs,	
All	these	in	me	no	means	can	move	
To	come	to	thee	and	be	thy	love.	

	
But	could	youth	last,	and	love	still	breed,	

Had	joys	no	date,	nor	age	no	need,	
Then	these	delights	my	mind	might	move	

To	live	with	thee,	and	be	thy	love.	
	
	

The	Passionate	Shepherd	to	His	Love	
By	Christopher	Marlowe	

	
Come	live	with	me	and	be	my	love,	
And	we	will	all	the	pleasures	prove,	
That	Valleys,	groves,	hills,	and	fields,	
Woods,	or	steepy	mountain	yields.	

	
And	we	will	sit	upon	the	Rocks,	

Seeing	the	Shepherds	feed	their	flocks,	
By	shallow	Rivers	to	whose	falls	
Melodious	birds	sing	Madrigals.	

	
And	I	will	make	thee	beds	of	Roses	
And	a	thousand	fragrant	posies,	
A	cap	of	flowers,	and	a	kirtle	

Embroidered	all	with	leaves	of	Myrtle;	
	

A	gown	made	of	the	finest	wool	
Which	from	our	pretty	Lambs	we	pull;	

Fair	lined	slippers	for	the	cold,	
With	buckles	of	the	purest	gold;	

	
A	belt	of	straw	and	Ivy	buds,	

With	Coral	clasps	and	Amber	studs:	
And	if	these	pleasures	may	thee	move,	
Come	live	with	me,	and	be	my	love.	

	
The	Shepherds’	Swains	shall	dance	and	sing	

For	thy	delight	each	May-morning:	
If	these	delights	thy	mind	may	move,	
Then	live	with	me,	and	be	my	love.	

	



A few sonnets by Petrarch (Italian Sonnets) – translated into English: 
Soleasi Nel Mio Cor 
She ruled in beauty o'er this heart of mine,  
A noble lady in a humble home,  
And now her time for heavenly bliss has come,  
'Tis I am mortal proved, and she divine.  
The soul that all its blessings must resign,  
And love whose light no more on earth finds room,  
Might rend the rocks with pity for their doom,  
Yet none their sorrows can in words enshrine;  
They weep within my heart; and ears are deaf  
Save mine alone, and I am crushed with care,  
And naught remains to me save mournful breath.  
Assuredly but dust and shade we are,  
Assuredly desire is blind and brief,  
Assuredly its hope but ends in death.  

Qual Donna Attende A Gloriosa Fama 

Doth any maiden seek the glorious fame  
Of chastity, of strength, of courtesy?  
Gaze in the eyes of that sweet enemy  
Whom all the world doth as my lady name!  
How honour grows, and pure devotion's flame,  
How truth is joined with graceful dignity,  
There thou may'st learn, and what the path may be  
To that high heaven which doth her spirit claim;  
There learn soft speech, beyond all poet's skill,  
And softer silence, and those holy ways  
Unutterable, untold by human heart.  
But the infinite beauty that all eyes doth fill,  
This none can copy! since its lovely rays  
Are given by God's pure grace, and not by art.  

Gli Occhi Di Ch' Io Parlai 

Those eyes, 'neath which my passionate rapture rose,  
The arms, hands, feet, the beauty that erewhile  
Could my own soul from its own self beguile,  
And in a separate world of dreams enclose,  
The hair's bright tresses, full of golden glows,  
And the soft lightning of the angelic smile  
That changed this earth to some celestial isle,  
Are now but dust, poor dust, that nothing knows.  
And yet I live! Myself I grieve and scorn,  
Left dark without the light I loved in vain,  
Adrift in tempest on a bark forlorn;  
Dead is the source of all my amorous strain,  
Dry is the channel of my thoughts outworn,  
And my sad harp can sound but notes of pain.  

Translated by Thomas Wentworth Higginson.  



Sir	Philip	Sidney	Sonnets	
	
Sonnet	31	
With how sad steps, O Moon, thou climb'st the skies!  
How silently, and with how wan a face!  
What! may it be that even in heavenly place  
That busy archer his sharp arrows tries?  
Sure, if that long-with-love-acquainted eyes  
Can judge of love, thou feel'st a lover's case:  
I read it in thy looks; thy languish'd grace  
To me, that feel the like, thy state descries.  
Then, even of fellowship, O Moon, tell me,  
Is constant love deem'd there but want of wit?  
Are beauties there as proud as here they be?  
Do they above love to be loved, and yet  
Those lovers scorn whom that love doth possess?  
Do they call "virtue" there--ungratefulness?  
	
	
Sonnet	39	
Come,	Sleep,	O	Sleep!	the	certain	knot	of	peace,		
The	baiting	place	of	wit,	the	balm	of	woe,		
The	poor	man's	wealth,	the	prisoner's	release,		
Th'	indifferent	judge	between	the	high	and	low;		
With	shield	of	proof	shield	me	from	out	the	prease		
of	those	fierce	darts	despair	at	me	doth	throw:		
O	make	in	me	those	civil	wars	to	cease;		
I	will	good	tribute	pay,	if	thou	do	so.		
Take	thou	of	me	smooth	pillows,	sweetest	bed,		
A	chamber	deaf	to	noise	and	blind	to	light,		
A	rosy	garland,	and	a	weary	head:		
And	if	these	things,	as	being	thine	by	right,		
Move	not	thy	heavy	grace,	thou	shalt	in	me,		
Livelier	than	elsewhere,	Stella's	image	see.		
	 	



Vocabulary Tips for Shakespeare’s Sonnets 
 
Sonnet 18 
 
line 4:  date - duration of a lease 
line 8:  untrimmed - shorn of its beauty 
line 10:  owest - own 
 
Sonnet 29 
 
line 2:  state - condition 
line 3:  bootless - futile 
line 6:  like him - like another 
 
Sonnet 30 
 
line 1:  sessions - sittings of a law court.  Note the metaphors relating to law 
(summon, canceled, grievances). 
line 4:  new wail - lament anew 
line 6:  dateless - without end 
line 8:  expense - loss 
line 9:  foregone - long past 
line 10:  tell o’er - count up, examine 
 
Sonnet 73 
 
line 4:  choirs - refers to part of a church where services are held - metaphor 
line 12:  Consumed . . .by - choked by the ashes of the wood that fueled its flame 
 
Sonnet 116 
 
line 2:  impediments - reasons for not allowing a marriage to proceed 
line 7:  star - the North Star, by which sailors are guided at sea 
  bark - a ship 
line 8:  his - its; however, in lines 10 & 11 “his” refers to Time 
line 12:  doom - Judgement Day 
 
Sonnet 73 
 
This sonnet is a parody (making fun) of a love sonnet - look for the humor. 
 
line 5:  damasked - variegated (striped or patterned with colors) 
line 8:  reeks - emanates from 
line 11:  go - walk 



Shakespeare’s Sonnets 

 

18 

Shall I compare thee to a summer's day? 
Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 
And summer's lease hath all too short a date: 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 
And often is his gold complexion dimmed, 
And every fair from fair sometime declines, 
By chance, or nature's changing course untrimmed: 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow'st, 
Nor shall death brag thou wand'rest in his shade, 
When in eternal lines to time thou grow'st, 
So long as men can breathe or eyes can see, 
So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 
 
 

 

 

29 

When in disgrace with Fortune and men's eyes, 
I all alone beweep my outcast state, 
And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries, 
And look upon my self and curse my fate, 
Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, 
Featured like him, like him with friends possessed, 
Desiring this man's art, and that man's scope, 
With what I most enjoy contented least, 
Yet in these thoughts my self almost despising, 
Haply I think on thee, and then my state, 
(Like to the lark at break of day arising 
From sullen earth) sings hymns at heaven's gate, 
For thy sweet love remembered such wealth brings, 
That then I scorn to change my state with kings.	  



30 

When to the sessions of sweet silent thought, 
I summon up remembrance of things past, 
I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought, 
And with old woes new wail my dear time's waste: 
Then can I drown an eye (unused to flow) 
For precious friends hid in death's dateless night, 
And weep afresh love's long since cancelled woe, 
And moan th' expense of many a vanished sight. 
Then can I grieve at grievances foregone, 
And heavily from woe to woe tell o'er 
The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan, 
Which I new pay as if not paid before. 
But if the while I think on thee (dear friend) 
All losses are restored, and sorrows end. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
73 

That time of year thou mayst in me behold, 
When yellow leaves, or none, or few do hang 
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold, 
Bare ruined choirs, where late the sweet birds sang. 
In me thou seest the twilight of such day, 
As after sunset fadeth in the west, 
Which by and by black night doth take away, 
Death's second self that seals up all in rest. 
In me thou seest the glowing of such fire, 
That on the ashes of his youth doth lie, 
As the death-bed, whereon it must expire, 
Consumed with that which it was nourished by. 
This thou perceiv'st, which makes thy love more strong, 
To love that well, which thou must leave ere long. 
	 	



116 

Let me not to the marriage of true minds 
Admit impediments, love is not love 
Which alters when it alteration finds, 
Or bends with the remover to remove. 
O no, it is an ever-fixed mark 
That looks on tempests and is never shaken; 
It is the star to every wand'ring bark, 
Whose worth's unknown, although his height be taken. 
Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and cheeks 
Within his bending sickle's compass come, 
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, 
But bears it out even to the edge of doom: 
If this be error and upon me proved, 
I never writ, nor no man ever loved. 
 
 
 
 

130 

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun, 
Coral is far more red, than her lips red, 
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun: 
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head: 
I have seen roses damasked, red and white, 
But no such roses see I in her cheeks, 
And in some perfumes is there more delight, 
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks. 
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know, 
That music hath a far more pleasing sound: 
I grant I never saw a goddess go, 
My mistress when she walks treads on the ground. 
And yet by heaven I think my love as rare, 
As any she belied with false compare.	


