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Our first song is a set of words for a famous dance.  Songs heard in taverns, 
shops, and homes, often originated in the theatre.  Here is a theatrical set of 
lyrics penned by "John Pikeryng" to the tune of Sellenger's Round, extolling 
the virtues of enlistment in the military.  It's a bouncy and happy tune, but also 
demonstrates the use of music as propaganda.

References:
Music in Ballet's MS lute book p. 101 (16th c.) and other early lute books, 
Playford (1670), Fitzwilliam, Het Thysius' Luitboek # 389, Cambridge Dd 3.18 
fol 5 (lute). 

Words printed in John Pickering's interlude Horestes 1567, "Farre well adew, 
that courtlycke lyfe, To ware we tend to gowe". 

(Tune and lyric references from Gregory Blount's "Music of the Broadside 
Ballad", which is in turn mostly based on Simpson, Claude M. The British 
Broadside Ballad and its Music. Rutgers University Press, 1966.)

http://www.pbm.com/~lindahl/ballads/music.html
http://www.pbm.com/~lindahl/ballads/music.html


Commentary:

From the play, “A Newe Enterlude of Vice Conteyninge, the Historye of 
Horestes with the cruell revengment of his fathers death, upon his one natural 
Mother.” by John Pikeryng. Note that this is not the original lyric to Sellenger's 
Round.  



Have Over The Water - 1567- To The Tune Of Sellenger's Round 

         G                    C 
Farre well adew, that courtlycke lyfe, 
     G                        C 
To warre we tend to gowe: 
   G                      C 
It is good sport to se the stryfe, 
    G                 C 
Of sodyers on a rowe, 
        C               G 
How merely they forward march, 
         G               D 
These enemies to slaye: 
        C    G           D      G 
With hey trym and tryrey to, 
        D                  G 
Their banners they dysplaye. 

Now shall we have the Golden cheates, 
When others want the same, 
And Sodyares have fouil maney feates, 
Their enemyes to tame. 
With coucking heare, and bomynge these, 
They breake thear fose araye: 
And trustey lades amid the feldes 
Thear ensines do dysplaye. 

The droum and flute playe jousteley 
The troumpet blose a mayne: 
And ventrous knightes corragiousley, 
Do march before thear trayne: 
With speare in reste so syuety drest, 
In armour bryghte and gaye: 
With hey trym and tryrey to, 
Thear banners they dysplaye.



This is the tune Playford gives:

Here's my version:


