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APPARITIONS

1. The Wife of Usher’s Well
Traditional Scottish Ballad

There lived a wife at Usher’s Well,
And a wealthy wife was she;

She had three stout and stalwart sons,
And sent them o’er the sea.

They hadna been a week from her,

A week but barely ane,

When word came that her stalwart sons
She’d never see again.,

‘I wish the wind may never cease,
Nor fashes in the flood,
Till my three sons come hame to me

Inearthly flesh and blood’

It fell about the Martinmass,
When nights are lang and mirk,

The carline wife’s three sons came hame

And their hats were o’ the birk.

It neither grew in syke nor ditch,
Nor yetin ony sheugh,

Butat the gates o’ Paradise

That birk grew fair enough.

‘Blow up the fire, my maidens,

Bring water from the well;

Fora’ my house shall feast this night,
Since my three sonsare well’.
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And she has made to them a bed,
She’s madeitlargeand wide;

And she’s ta’en her mantle her about,
Sat down at the bedside.

Up then crew the red, red cock,
And up then crew the grey;
The eldest to the youngest said,
“Tis time we were away I’

“The cock doth craw, the day doth daw,
The channerin worm doth chide;

Gin we must be out o’ our place,

A sair pain we maun bide.’

‘Liestill, lie still but a little wee while,

Liestill butif we may;

Gin my mother should miss us when she wakes
She’ll go mad ere it be day.’

‘Fare ye weel, my mother dear!
Farewell to barnand byre!

And fare ye well, the bonny lass
That kindles my mother’s fire

fashes = storms syke = brook or marsh
carlin () = peasant  sheugh = ditch
birk = birch channerin = gnawing

2. The Suffolk Miracle

In Suffolk there did lately dwell

A farmer rich and known full well.
He had a daughter fair and bright,
On whom he placed his chief delight.

A young man there was living by,
Who was so charmed with her eye,
That he could never be at rest;

He was by love so much possest.

He made address to her, and she
Did grant him love immediately;
But when her father came to hear,
He parted her and her poor dear.

Fortv miles distant was she sent,
Unto his brother’s, with intent
Thatshe should theresolo

1wwed her mind

ore, unto this maid
fe comes in middle of the night,
Whojoy'd tosec her heart’s delight.

Narrative Ballad

Her father’s horse which well she knew
Her mother’s hood and safeguard too,
He brought with him to testify

Her parent’s order he came by.
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Which when her uncle understood,
He hoped it would be for her good,
And gave consent to her straightway
That with him she should come away.,

When she was got her love behind,
They pass’d as swiftas any wind,
Butas they did this great haste make,
He did complain his head did ache.

Her handkerchief she then took out,
And tied the same his head about.
And unto him she thus did say:
‘Thouartascold asany clay’.

Soon were they at her father’s door,
And after she ne’er saw him more:
‘I'll set the horse up,’ then he said,
And there he left this harmless maid.

She knock’d, and straight her father cried,
‘Who's there 7 “Tis I,” she then replied;
Hestared and cried out full of fear

‘My child, how cam’st thou here »’
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‘Pray, sir, did you not send for me

By such a messenger ?’ said she;
Which made his hair stand on his head,
Asknowing well that he was dead.

‘Whereis he ?’ then to her he said.
‘He’s1in the stable,” quoth the maid.
‘Go1in,’ said he, ‘and go to bed;

I’ll see the horse well littered.”

He stared about, and there could he
No shape of any mankind see,
Heask’d her, and she still did say
Her love it was brought her away.

16 A handkerchiefshe said she tied

About his head, and that they tried ;
The sexton they did speak unto
That he the grave would then undo.

17 Affrighted then they did behold

His body turning into mould,
And though he had a month been dead
Thiskerchief wasabout his head.

18 This thing unto her then they told,

And the whole truth they did unfold.
She was thereat so terrified
And grieved, she quickly after died.

3. The Unquiet Grave

Traditional English Lament

Cold blows the wind to my true love,
And gently drops the rain,

I never had but one sweetheart,

And in greenwood she lies slain.

I’ll do as much for my sweetheart
Asany young man may;
Pllsitand mourn all on her grave
Foratwelvemonth and a day.

When the twelvemonth and one day was past
The ghost began to speak;

‘Why sittest here all on my grave,

And willnot let me sleep »’
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“There’s one thing that I want, sweetheart,
There’s one thing that I crave;
And that isa kiss from your lily-white lips,
Then I'll go from your grave.’

‘My breastisas cold as clay,

My breath smells earthly strong;
And if you kiss my cold clay lips
Your days they won’t be long.
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‘Go fetch me water from the desert,

And blood from out of a stone;;

Go fetch me milk from a fair maid’s breast
Thata young man never had known.’

‘O down in yonder grove, sweetheart,
Where youand I would walk,

The first flower that I ever saw

Is withered toa stalk.

“The stalk is wither’d and dry, sweetheart
And the flower will never return;

And since I lost my own sweetheart,
WhatcanI do but mourn?
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‘When shall we meet again, sweetheart ?
When shall we meet again ?’

‘When the oaken leaves that fall from the trees
Aregreenand spring up again,

Are green and spring up again.’

4. Unfortunate Miss Bailey

Broadside, 1888

1 A Captain bold, in Halifax, who dwelt in country quarters,
Seduced a maid, who hang’d herself, one morning, in her garters.
His wicked conscience smited him, he lost his stomach daily,
Hetook to drinking ratafee, and thought upon Miss Bailey.

Oh, Miss Bailey! Unfortunate Miss Bailey.

2 Onenight betimes he went to rest, for he had caught a fever,
Says he, ‘Tam a handsome man, but ’ma gay deceiver;’
His candle just at twelve o’clock began to burn quite palely,

A ghost stepp’d up to his bedside and said, ‘Behold Miss Bailey.
Oh, Miss Bailey ! Unfortunate Miss Bailey.

‘Avaunt, Miss Bailey,” then he cried, ‘your face looks white and mealy.’
‘Dear Captain Smith,’ the ghost replied, ‘you’ve used me ungenteely;
"The Crowner’s Quest goes hard with me, because I’ve acted frailly,
And parson Biggs won’t bury me, though I am dead Miss Bailey.

Oh, Miss Bailey ! Unfortunate Miss Bailey.

‘Dear Corpse,” said he, ‘since you and I accounts must once for all close
P've really got a one pound note in my regimental small clothes;

"Twill bribe the sexton for your grave.” ~ The ghost then vanish’d gaily,
Crying ‘Bless vou, wicked Captain Smith, remember poor Miss Bailey.
Oh, Miss Bailey ! Unfortunate Miss Bailey.
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