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‘No care and no sorrow,A fig for the morrow!We’ll laugh and be merry,Sing neigh down derry!’
‘O’er hill and o’er daleSo happy I roam,Work light and live well,All the world is my home;Then who so blythe, so merry as I?’
‘The ring-dove sang from the willow spray,Well-a-day! Well-a-day!He mourn’d for the fate of his darling mate,Well-a-day!’
‘Tu whu! Tu whu! Tu whu!’
‘Till the prisoner is fast,And her doom is cast,There stay! Oh, stay!When the charm is around her,And the spell has bound her,Hie away! away!’
‘O man of the sea!Hearken to me!My wife IlsabillWill have her own will,And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!’
‘O man of the sea!Hearken to me!My wife IlsabillWill have her own will,And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!’
‘O man of the sea!Hearken to me!My wife IlsabillWill have her own will,And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!’
‘O man of the sea!Hearken to me!My wife IlsabillWill have her own will,And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!’
‘O man of the sea!Hearken to me!My wife IlsabillWill have her own will,And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!’
‘O man of the sea!Hearken to me!My wife IlsabillWill have her own will,And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!’
‘Open the door, my princess dear,Open the door to thy true love here!And mind the words that thou and I saidBy the fountain cool, in the greenwood shade.’
‘Open the door, my princess dear,Open the door to thy true love here!And mind the words that thou and I saidBy the fountain cool, in the greenwood shade.’
‘Open the door, my princess dear,Open the door to thy true love here!And mind the words that thou and I saidBy the fountain cool, in the greenwood shade.’
‘Alas! alas! if thy mother knew it,Sadly, sadly, would she rue it.’
‘Alas! alas! if thy mother knew it,Sadly, sadly, would she rue it.’
‘Falada, Falada, there thou hangest!’
‘Bride, bride, there thou gangest!Alas! alas! if thy mother knew it,Sadly, sadly, would she rue it.’
‘Blow, breezes, blow!Let Curdken’s hat go!Blow, breezes, blow!Let him after it go!O’er hills, dales, and rocks,Away be it whirl’dTill the silvery locksAre all comb’d and curl’d!’
‘Falada, Falada, there thou hangest!’
‘Bride, bride, there thou gangest!Alas! alas! if they mother knew it,Sadly, sadly, would she rue it.’
‘Blow, breezes, blow!Let Curdken’s hat go!Blow, breezes, blow!Let him after it go!O’er hills, dales, and rocks,Away be it whirl’dTill the silvery locksAre all comb’d and curl’d!’
“Falada, Falada, there thou hangest!”
“Bride, bride, there thou gangest!Alas! alas! if they mother knew it,Sadly, sadly, would she rue it.”’
‘Blow, breezes, blow!Let Curdken’s hat go!Blow, breezes, blow!Let him after it go!O’er hills, dales, and rocks,Away be it whirl’dTill the silvery locksAre all comb’d and curl’d!’
‘All on our wayA visit to payTo Mr Korbes, the fox, today.’
‘Take care of this handsome coach of mine,Nor dirty my pretty red wheels so fine!Now, mice, be ready,And, wheels, run steady!For we are going a visit to payTo Mr Korbes, the fox, today.’
‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel,Let down your hair to me.’
‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel,Let down your hair to me.’
‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel,Let down your hair to me.’
‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel,Let down your hair to me.’
‘Nibble, nibble, gnaw,Who is nibbling at my little house?’
‘The wind, the wind,The heaven-born wind,’
‘Little duck, little duck, dost thou see,Hansel and Gretel are waiting for thee?There’s never a plank, or bridge in sight,Take us across on thy back so white.’
‘Cock-a-doodle-doo!Your golden daughter’s come back to you.’
‘Cock-a-doodle-doo!Your dirty daughter’s come back to you.’
‘Turn back, turn back, young maiden fair,Linger not in this murderers’ lair.’
‘Turn back, turn back, young maiden fair,Linger not in this murderers’ lair.’
“Turn back, turn back, young maiden fair,Linger not in this murderers’ lair.”
‘Round about, round about,Lo and behold!Reel away, reel away,Straw into gold!’
‘Round about, round about,Lo and behold!Reel away, reel away,Straw into gold!’
“Merrily the feast I’ll make.Today I’ll brew, tomorrow bake;Merrily I’ll dance and sing,For next day will a stranger bring.Little does my lady dreamRumpelstiltskin is my name!”’
‘Tell me, glass, tell me true!Of all the ladies in the land,Who is fairest, tell me, who?’
‘Thou, queen, art the fairest in all the land.’
‘Thou, queen, art fair, and beauteous to see,But Snowdrop is lovelier far than thee!’
‘Tell me, glass, tell me true!Of all the ladies in the land,Who is fairest, tell me, who?’
‘Thou, queen, art the fairest in all this land:But over the hills, in the greenwood shade,Where the seven dwarfs their dwelling have made,There Snowdrop is hiding her head; and sheIs lovelier far, O queen! than thee.’
‘Thou, queen, art the fairest in all this land:But over the hills, in the greenwood shade,Where the seven dwarfs their dwelling have made,There Snowdrop is hiding her head; and sheIs lovelier far, O queen! than thee.’
‘Thou, queen, art the fairest of all the fair.’
‘Tell me, glass, tell me true!Of all the ladies in the land,Who is fairest, tell me, who?’
‘Thou, lady, art loveliest here, I ween;But lovelier far is the new-made queen.’
‘Hither, hither, through the sky,Turtle-doves and linnets, fly!Blackbird, thrush, and chaffinch gay,Hither, hither, haste away!One and all come help me, quick!Haste ye, haste ye!—pick, pick, pick!’
‘Hither, hither, through the sky,Turtle-doves and linnets, fly!Blackbird, thrush, and chaffinch gay,Hither, hither, haste away!One and all come help me, quick!Haste ye, haste ye!—pick, pick, pick!’
‘Shake, shake, hazel-tree,Gold and silver over me!’
‘Shake, shake, hazel-tree,Gold and silver over me!’
‘Shake, shake, hazel-tree,Gold and silver over me!’
‘Back again! back again! look to the shoe!The shoe is too small, and not made for you!Prince! prince! look again for thy bride,For she’s not the true one that sits by thy side.’
‘Back again! back again! look to the shoe!The shoe is too small, and not made for you!Prince! prince! look again for thy bride,For she’s not the true one that sits by thy side.’
‘Home! home! look at the shoe!Princess! the shoe was made for you!Prince! prince! take home thy bride,For she is the true one that sits by thy side!’
‘What rumbles and tumblesAgainst my poor bones?I thought ’twas six kids,But it feels like big stones.’
‘My mother killed her little son;My father grieved when I was gone;My sister loved me best of all;She laid her kerchief over me,And took my bones that they might lieUnderneath the juniper-treeKywitt, Kywitt, what a beautiful bird am I!’
‘My mother killed her little son;My father grieved when I was gone;My sister loved me best of all;She laid her kerchief over me,And took my bones that they might lieUnderneath the juniper-treeKywitt, Kywitt, what a beautiful bird am I!’
‘My mother killed her little son;My father grieved when I was gone;My sister loved me best of all;She laid her kerchief over me,And took my bones that they might lieUnderneath the juniper-treeKywitt, Kywitt, what a beautiful bird am I!’
‘My mother killed her little son;My father grieved when I was gone;My sister loved me best of all;She laid her kerchief over me,And took my bones that they might lieUnderneath the juniper-treeKywitt, Kywitt, what a beautiful bird am I!’
‘My mother killed her little son;
My father grieved when I was gone;
My sister loved me best of all;
She laid her kerchief over me,And took my bones that they might lie
Underneath
the juniper-tree.
Kywitt, Kywitt, what a beautiful bird am I!’
‘My mother killed her little son;My father grieved when I was gone;My sister loved me best of all;She laid her kerchief over me,And took my bones that they might lieUnderneath the juniper-treeKywitt, Kywitt, what a beautiful bird am I!’
‘My mother killed her little son;
My father grieved when I was gone;
My sister loved me best of all;
She laid her kerchief over me,And took my bones that they might lieUnderneath the juniper-treeKywitt, Kywitt, what a beautiful bird am I!’
‘My mother killed her little son;
My father grieved when I was gone;
My sister loved me best of all;
She laid her kerchief over me,And took my bones that they might lie
Underneath the juniper-treeKywitt, Kywitt, what a beautiful bird am I!’
And the wedding was held, and the merry bells run.And all the good people they danced and they sung,And feasted and frolick’d I can’t tell how long.
‘Caw! Caw! well I weenMortal lips have this way been.’
‘What may you be about, Miss Cat?Do you sleep or do you wake?’
‘I am not sleeping, I am waking,Would you know what I am making?I am boiling warm beer with butter,Will you be my guest for supper?’
‘She is sitting in her room,Moaning in her gloom,Weeping her little eyes quite red,Because old Mr Fox is dead.’
The cat goes up the stairs trip, trap,The door she knocks at tap, tap, tap,‘Mistress Fox, are you inside?’‘Oh, yes, my little cat,’ she cried.‘A wooer he stands at the door out there.’‘What does he look like, my dear?’
‘Now open the gates and doors all wide,And carry old Mr Fox outside.’
‘Good day, Mrs Cat of Kehrewit,How comes it that alone you sit?What are you making good?’
‘In milk I’m breaking bread so sweet,Will you be my guest, and eat?’
‘She sits upstairs in her room,Bewailing her sorrowful doom,Bewailing her trouble so sore,For old Mr Fox is no more.’
‘If she’s in want of a husband now,Then will it please her to step below?’The cat runs quickly up the stair,And lets her tail fly here and there,Until she comes to the parlour door.With her five gold rings at the door she knocks:‘Are you within, good Mistress Fox?If you’re in want of a husband now,Then will it please you to step below?’
‘Sweep me the room as clean as you can,Up with the window, fling out my old man!For many a fine fat mouse he brought,Yet of his wife he never thought,But ate up every one he caught.’
Snow-white, Rose-red,Will you beat your wooer dead?’
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