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«BALLADS ON A SUBJECT.”




DI1VISION III.

A COLLECTION OF

BALLADS ON A SUBJECT.

“ What hast here, ballads? T love a ballad in print; for then we are sure they are true.”—Shaksprare.

_ “BSreesr Baruaps ox A Susseer.”—There is a class of ballads which may with ﬂarfeet pruﬁriaty be called street ballads, as thavy are
written by street authors for street singing and street sale. These effusions, however, are known in the trade b{:dtitle appropriate enongh,—
“BarnaDs o8 A Sumsmer.” The most successful workers of this branch of the profession are the men deseribed as patterers and chaunters.

The * Ballads on a Subject” are always on a political, eriminal, or exciting public event, or one that has interested the public, and the
celerity with which one of them is written, and then sung in the streets, is in the spirit of *these railroad times."” After any great event
‘“a ballad on a subjeet” is often written, printed, and sung “in honour,” it was announced © of Lord John Russell’s resignation.” ~ Of course
there is no time for either correction of the rhymes or of the press; but this is regarded as of little consequence,—while an early *“start” with
a new topic is of great consequence, I am assured; ** Yes, indeed, both for the sake of meals and rents.”” If, however, the songs were ever so
carefully revised, their sale would not be greater.

Tt will have struck the reader that all the strest lays quoted as popular have a sort of burthen or jingle at the end of each verse, T was
corrected, however, by = street chaunter for speaking of this burthen as a jingle. * It's a chorus, sir,”” e said. *“ In a proper ballad on a
subject there's often twelve verges, none of them under eight lines, and there's a four-line chorus to every verse ; and, if it’s the right sorf,
it "1 sell the ballad.” I was told, on all hands, that it was nof the words that ever made a ballad, but the subject, and, more than the subjeot,
—the chorus; and, far more than either,—the tune ! Indeed, many of the street-singers of ballads on a subject, have as supreme a con-
tempt for words as can be folt for any modern composer. To select a tine for & ballad, however, is o matter of deep deliberation. To adapt
the ballad to a tune too common or popular isinjudicious ; for then, I was told, any one can sing it—boys and all. To select a more elaborate
and less-known air, however aPproprinte, may not be pleasing to some of the members of * the school™ of ballad-singers who may feel it
beyl?u«l t]uzi:l voeal powers; neither may it be relished by the critical in street songs, whose approving eriticism induces them to purchase as
well as to admire.

The license enjoyed by the court jesters, and in some respects by the minstrels of old, is certainly enjoyed, undiminished, by the street
writers and singers of ballads on 2 subject. They are unsparing satirists, who, with rare impartiality, lash all classes and all creeds, as well
as any individual, One man, upon whose information I can rely, told me that, many years ago, he himself had *-worked" in town and
country, twenty-three different songs at the same period and the same subject—the Marriage of the Queen. They all “sold "—but the most
profitable was one ** as sung by Prince Albert in character.” It was to the air of * Dusty Miller;"” and ' if was good,” said the ballad-man,
“ beeause we could easily dress up to the character given to Albert. * And what's more, sir,” continued my informant, “not very long after
the honeymoon, the Duchess of E——~ drove up in her carriage to the printer’s; and bought all the songs in honour to Victoria's wedding,
and gave a sovereign for them and wouldn't take the change. It was a Duchess. Why I'm sure abont it—though T can't say whether it were
the Duchess of L or B - for didu’t the printer, like an honest man, when he'd stopped the price of the papers, band over to
us chaps the balance to drink, and didn’t we drink it! There can’t be & mistake about that.”

The “Ballads on a Subject” are certainly the rude uncultivated verse in which the popular tale of the times is recorded,” and what may
be the character of the nation as displayed in them, T leave to the reader's judgment.—Henry Mayhew's London Labowr and the London Poor.

2 6 117

T ———




The writer of an able article in the Quarterly Review, 1867, on «The Poetry of Seven Dials,” remarks that Our next section of
¢ Modern Events’ is characterised throughout by such a general sameness of treatment as to need faw examples by way of illustration. They
are clearly written, for the most part hastily, on the spur of the moment; and though they may command 1 Go! sale at first, they do &0 not
by the wit, beauty, or aptness of the verse, but by the absorbing interest of the calamity which it deseribes. &‘hns, say, an appalling accident
happens in London; the news spreads like wildfire throughout the city, and gives rise to rumours, even more dreadfnl than the reality.
Before night it is embalmed in verse by one out of five or six well-known bards who get their living by writing for Seven Dials, and then
chanting their own strains to the people. The inspiration of the poet is swift, the execution of the work rapid,—how rapid may be
jud%ed from the following fact. On Thursday, February 21, a woman named Walker was brought before the magistrate and charged with
robbing Mr. F. Brown, her master, a publican, to whom she liad offered her services asn man. She was sent to prison, and there her sex was
discovered, The next morning, at 10 a.m., two men and two women were singing her personal history and adventures in the New Cut, to a
large but not select audience, under the title of ‘The She Barman of Southwark,” Tt was great trash, but sold well—but the pay for such
work is small. ¢TI getsa shilling a copy for my verses’ (says one), * besides what I can make by selling 'em.’ But the verses are ready and
go to press at once, A thousand or two copies are struck off instantly, and the ¢ Orfle Calamity’ is soon flying all over London from the
mouths of a dozen or twenty minstrels, in the New Cut, in Leather Lane, Houndsditch, Bermondsey, Whitechapel, High Street, Tottenham-
court-road—or wherever a ¢rowd of listeners can be easily and safely called together. If the subject admits of it, two minstrels chant

the same sfrain
¢ In lofty verse

¢ Pathetio they alternately rehearse.
each taking a line in turn, and each vying with the other in doleful tragedy of look and voice. A moment suffices to give out in
sepulchral acoents, ¢ Dreadful Accident this day on the Ice in Regent's Park,’ &e., &e,

“These Halfpenny Sheets form almost the entire poetry of Seven Dials, and though they teach little or no history, they show, at least,
what kind of poetry finds the most favourable reception and the readiest sale among our lowest classes. As far as we ecan ascertain, there are
in London eigplt or ten publishers of the Fortey and Disley stamp—though not on so large a scale. Of ballad-singers and patterers of prose
recilal.ionsésuah as the * Political Catechism '), there may be about a hundred scattered over the metropolis, who haunt such localities as the
New Cut, Tottenham-court-road, Whitechapel, and Clerkenwell Green; and according to the weather, the state of trade, and the character of
their wares, earn a scanty or a jovial living by chanting such strains as we have mow laid hefore our readers. *Bongs if they’re over religious.’
says one mingtrel, “don't sell at all; though a tidy moral does werry well. But a Eood, awful murder's the thing. I've knowed,” says our
suthority, ‘a man sell o ream a day of them.—that's twenty dozen you know ;' and this sale may go on for days, so that with forty or fifty
men at work as minstrels, a popular ballad will soon attain a circulation of thirty or forty or fifty thousand. Now and then the publisher
himself composes a song, mdp in this case is saved the cost of copyright, though his expenses are very trifling; even when he has to purchase
it. If one of the patterers writes a ballad on a taking subject, he hastens at once to Seven Dials, where, if accepted, his roward is ‘n glass of
rum, & slice of cake, and five dozen copies,'—which, if the accident or murder be a very awful one, are strnck off for him while he waits. A
murder always sells well, so does a fire, or a fearful railway accident. A good love story, embracing

¢infidi perjuria naute
Deceptamque delo nympham *
often does fairly ; but politics among the lowest class are a drug. Even the famous - Ballad on Pani's death didi't do inuch except among the
botter sort of people; and though the roughs are fond of shouting Reform, they don’t vare, it would seem, to spend money on it,”

We have submitted this wretched doggrel to our readers, that they may form some idea of the kind of Street Literature which is still
popular with so many of the lower classes. Tt is humiliating, in the midst of all the schools and teaching of the present day, to find suck
rnEhish continually poured forth, and eagerly read. Still there are some redeeming features in this weary waste, Taken as a whole, the
moral tone of the {nflads, if not lofty, is certainly not bad; and the number of sli;gle stanzas that could not be guoted in these pages on
account of their gross or indecent language is very small; while that of entire Ballads, to be excluded on the same ground, is still smaller.
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THE FEMALE HUSBAND,

WHO HAD BEEN MARRIED TO ANOTHER FEMALE FOR

TWENTY-ONE YEARS.

‘What wonders now I have to pen, sir, And disappointments oft did meet, sir,
‘Women turning into men, sir, And instead of a kiss, T oft got beat, sir,
For twenty-one long years, or more, sir, Sometimes cuff’d and sometimes scouted,
She wore the breeches we are told, sir, Because I asked what woman wanted,
A smart and active handsome groom, sn And if ever that I marry again, sir,
She then got married very soon, sir, I’ll surely marry a perfect man, sir,

el i T = £
A shipwright’s trade she after took, sir, Mothsr Chitior,—Nnm, indeslil’ yes, T

A.nd ot his ‘:Vlff}’ he ]Tn? s ﬂml_ = . hope she will take care next time she marries,
Sing hey ! sing O! *twas my downfall, sir, | 459 not be duped in that way again ; and as

To marry a man with nothing at all, sir, she was such a bad judge I would ddnse her
Well Mother Sprightly, what do you think | to taste and try first next time. _
of this Female Husband ; it appears to me a Mother Sprightly,—I have no doubt but

strange piece of bubmess. Why, Mother she'll examine the ‘.bnard and whiskers of the
Chatter, I do not believe half what is said next man she marries, and not take a beard-
about it—Pho, pho, do you think I would | less thing at his own word.

'1 have been in bed with my husband twenty- | with this pretty handsome groom, sir,

' one minutes without knowing what he was r She went and spent the honey-moon, sir,
made of, much more twenty-one years, for I | e yery first night my love should cuddle,
should never have patience to wait so long. | Up in the clothes he close did huddle;

My old man cuddles me as close as wax these | Anq with his face against the wall, sir,
cold winter nights, and if he was to turn his ‘ He never spoke a word at all, sir,

back to me I would stick a needle into it. | A maid to bed I then did go, sir,

If the wife asked for a favour, | And a maiden am now, heigho ! heigho! sir.
Then she flew into a fever, : | Well, Mother Frisky, how is your old man ?
Gave to her a precious thump, s, ‘ Why he is quite hearty, and every inch a
Which after left a largeish lump, sir, man, none of your sham husbands ; give me
Then her limbs so straight and tall, s, the real man or none at all. Wdl I am of
She turn’d her face against the wall, sir, your way of thinking, and T hope the next
And oft have quarrel’d and much strife, sir, | }.cband she has she will have thumping
Because he would not cuddle the wife, sir. dhiildzen:.

Why I must say, Mother Chatter, if he | maidens list T pray, sir, .
had been my husband, I think after hard %ﬁ?&hi Tisiow do ‘Ey }E:‘:H‘ |
work all day he must have slept sound, and | m,ote and try before ym; buy sir, i
I would have seen what he was before T rose Or you'll get bit as well as I, ’ o : '}
in the morning, or I'd know the reason | g..} s perfect in all parts, bir i

why. Before you join your hand and heart sir, £l
‘Was woman ever so perplex’d, sir, You then with allyom strength may try, sir, I
And through life so gnevously vex’d, sir, To be fruitful, 1ncrease, and multiply, sir. |

Printed by T Bm, No. 10, Great St. Andrew Street, Seven Dials.
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