Language Art III Honors

Ms. Meskill

Impromptu – Ballads

DUE ON TUESDAY, NOVEMBER 16.  Typed, one page

Read the following medieval ballad and in well-written prose, discuss the following:

1.  A brief synopsis of the ballad –  a brief summary of the major points  (avoid plot summary)

2.  The various settings of the story  

3.  Close analysis of lines  17-20

3.  The irony in the tragedy

4.  Analysis of  a)  line 33   b) symbolism of rose and briar

5  Typical of ballads, information is missing.  What information should be added?

6.  Complete the following:  The central message of the ballad is ----------------------------------. 

Bonny Barbara Allan
	It was in and about the Martinmas time,         1
When the green leaves were a-falling, 
That Sir John Graeme, in the West country, 
Fell in love with Barbara Allan. 
	      November 11  - Indian summer; harvest season

	He sent his men down through the town           5
To the place where she was dwelling: 
"O haste and come to my master dear, 
Gin ye be Barbara Allen." 
	
         living 
      hurry up 
      if you are 

	O hooly, hooly rose she up,                                  9
To the place where he was lying, 
And when she drew the curtain by' 
"Young man, I think you're dying." 
	      slowly 

	"O it's I'm sick, and very, very sick,                    13
And it's a' for Barbara Allan;" 
"O the better for me you shall never be, 
Though your heart's blood were a spilling." 

	
       all 

	"O dinna ye mind, young man," she said,       17
"When the red wine ye were filling, 
That ye made the healths gae round and round, 
And slighted Barbara Allan?" 
	don't you remember 

drank some toasts; go 
upset 

	He turned his face unto the wall,                      21
And death was with him dealing; 
"Adieu, adieu, my dear friends all, 
And be kind to Barbara Allan." 
	
   doing business 
   goodbye 

	So slowly, slowly she got up                              25
And slowly she drew nigh him, 
And the only words to him did say 
Young man I think you're dying. 
	

	She had not gane a mile but twa,                    29

When she heard the dead-bell knellin

And every jow that the dead-bell ga’ed  

It cried, “Woe to Barbara Allan!”                                   


	Stroke   ---  made

	
	

	Oh mother, oh mother make my bed              33
Make it both long and narrow, 
Sweet William died of love for me 
And I will die of sorrow. 
	

	
	

	Barbara Allan was buried in the old churchyard    37
Sweet John was buried beside her, 
Out of sweet John’s heart, there grew a rose 
From Barbara's a green briar. 
	

	They grew and grew in the old churchyard          41
Till they could grow no higher 
At the end they formed, a true lover's knot 
And the rose grew round the briar. 
	


Note:  There are numerous versions of the “Ballad of Barbara Allan,” both as poems and recorded as songs
