The Twa Corbies – A Medieval Scottish Ballad
Scottish Original and English Version



Twa Corbies
As I was walking all alane,
I heard twa corbies makin a mane;
The tane unto the ither say,
“Whar sall we gang and dine the-day?”

“In ahint yon auld fail dyke,
I wot there lies a new slain knight;
And nane do ken that he lies there,
But his hawk, his hound an his lady fair.

“His hound is tae the huntin’ gane,
[bookmark: _GoBack]His hawk tae fetch the wild-fowl hame, 
His lady’s tain anither mate,
So we may mak oor dinner swate.

“Ye’ll sit on his white hause-bane,
And I’ll pike oot his bonny blue een;
Wi ae lock o his gowden hair 
We’ll theek oor nest whan it grows bare.

“Mony a one for him makes mane,
But nane sall ken whar he is gane;
Oer his white banes, whan they are bare,
The wind sall blaw for evermair.”





The Two Crows
As I was walking all alone,
I heard two crows making a moan;
One said to the other,
“Where shall we go and dine today?”

“In behind that old turf wall,
I sense there lies a newly slain knight;
And nobody knows that he lies there,
But his hawk, his hound and his lady fair.

“His hound is to the hunting gone,
His hawk to fetch the wild-fowl home, 
His lady’s has taken another mate,
So we may make our dinner sweet

“You will sit on his white neck-bone,
And I’ll peck out his pretty blue eyes;
With one lock of his golden hair 
We’ll thatch our nest when it grows bare.

“Many a one for him is moaning,
But nobody will know where he is gone;
Over his white bones, when they are bare,
The wind will blow for evermore.”
This oft-sung and wonderfully morbid 17th century Scottish ballad is taken from Arthur Quiller-Couch’s Anthology of English Verse (1919). A more romantic version—probably older and therefore the original—was first published by Thomas Ravenscroft in 1611, though the order of composition may be the other way around. After an identical first stanza, the English version continues: ‘[“…] There lies a Knight slain under his shield,/His hounds they lie downe at his feete,/So well they can their Master keepe,/His Hawkes they flie so eagerly,/There’s no fowle dare him come nie/Downe there comes a fallow Doe,/As great with yong as she might goe,/She lift up his bloudy head,/And kist his wounds that were so red,/She got him up upon her backe,/And carried him to earthen lake,/She buried him before the prime,/She was dead her self ere euen-song time./God send euery gentleman,/Such haukes, such hounds, and such a Leman.”’ (Francis James Child, English and Scottish Popular Ballads, 1857.)



