Lull me beyond thee

Lyrics by John Wright

From the Roxburghe Ballads

Sir John Barl ey-corne

from the English Dancing Master, 1651
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Originally a fourth higher
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When Sir John Good-ale heard of this,
he came with mickle might,

And there he tooke their tongues away,
their legs, or else their sight,

And thus Sir John, in each respect,
so paid them all their hire,

That some lay sleeping by the way,
some tumbling in the mire.

Some lay groning by the wals,
some in the streets downe right;

The best of them did scarcely know
what they had done ore-night.

All you good wives that brew good ae,
God turne from you al teene;

But if you put too much water in,
The devill put out your eyne!
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