
Kipling Songs

Oak, Ash and Thorn (Rudyard Kipling. Tune: Peter Bellamy) D - G

Of all the trees that grow so fair, old England to adorn
Greater are none beneath the sun than Oak and Ash and Thorn

Sing Oak and Ash and Thorn good sirs, all on a midsummer’s morn
Surely we sing of no little thing in Oak and Ash and Thorn.

Oak of the clay lived many a day or ever Aeneas began
Ash of the loam was a lady at home, when Brut was an outlaw man
And Thorn of the Down saw New Troy Town,
From which was London born
Witness hereby the ancientry of Oak and Ash and Thorn.

Sing Oak and Ash and Thorn good sirs...

Yew that is old, in churchyard mould, he breedeth a mighty bow
Alder for shoes do wise men choose, and Beech for cups also
But when you have killed, and your bowl it is spilled,
And your shoes are clean outworn
Back you must speed for all that you need to Oak and Ash and Thorn

Sing Oak and Ash and Thorn good sirs...

Elm she hates mankind and waits till every gust be laid
To drop a limb on the head of him that anyway trusts her shade
But whether a lad be sober or sad, or mellow with ale from the horn
He taketh no wrong when he lyeth along,
Neath Oak, and Ash and Thorn

Sing Oak and Ash and Thorn good sirs...

Oh, do not tell the priest our plight, or he would call it a sin
But we’ve been out in the woods all night, a-conjuring summer in
And we bring you good news by word of mouth,
Good news for cattle and corn
Now is the sun come up from the south, with Oak and Ash and Thorn

Sing Oak and Ash and Thorn good sirs, all on a midsummer’s morn
Surely we sing of no little thing in Oak and Ash and Thorn.

Sing Oak and Ash and Thorn, good sirs, all on a Midsummer’s morn!
England shall bide till Judgement Tide, by Oak and Ash and Thorn!
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“Follow Me ’Ome” (Rudyard Kipling. Tune: Peter Bellamy) B - G#

There was no one like ’im, in ’Orse or Foot,
Nor any of the Guns I knew;
And because that was so, well o’ course ’e went an’ died,
Which is just what the best men do.

So it’s knock out your pipes and follow me!
An’ it’s finish up your swipes and follow me!
Oh, hark to the big drum calling,
Follow me – follow me ’ome!

Well ’is mare she neighs the ’ole day long,
She paws the ’ole night through,
An’ she won’t take ’er feed ’cause she’s waitin’ for ’is step,
Which is just what a beast would do.

So it’s knock out your pipes and follow me...

Well ’is girl she goes with a bombardier
Afore a month is through;
And the banns are up in church, coz she’s got the beggar hooked
Which is just what a girl would do.

So it’s knock out your pipes and follow me...

Well we fought about a dog – last week it were –
No more than a round or two;
And I struck ’im cruel ’ard, but I wish I ’adn’t now,
Which is just what a man can’t do.

So it’s knock out your pipes and follow me...

’E was all that I ’ad in the way of a friend,
And now I’ll ’ave to find one new;
And I’d give my pay an’ stripe for to get the beggar back,
Which it’s just too late to do!

So it’s knock out your pipes and follow me!
An’ it’s finish up your swipes and follow me!
Oh, hark to the fifes a-crawlin’!
Follow me – follow me ’ome!

Oh, take ’im away!  ’E’s gone where the best men go.
Take ’im away!  With the gun-wheels turnin’ slow.
Take ’im away!  There’s more from the place he’s come.
Take ’im away, with the limber and the drum.

For it’s “Three rounds blank” and follow me,
An’ it’s “Thirteen rank” and follow me;
Oh, passin’ the love of women,
Follow me – follow me ’ome!   Follow me – follow me ’ome!
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A Smuggler’s Song (Rudyard Kipling) C#

Chorus: Five and twenty ponies, trotting through the dark
Brandy for the Parson, and ’baccy for the Clerk.
Laces for a lady; Letters for a spy
Watch the wall my darling while the Gentlemen go by!

Women: If you wake at midnight and hear a horse’s feet
Don’t go drawing back the blind, or looking in the street,
Them that ask no questions isn’t told a lie.
Watch the wall my darling while the Gentlemen go by.

Men: Running round the woodlump, if you chance to find 
Little barrels, roped and tarred, all full of brandy-wine
Don’t you shout to come and look, nor use ’em for your play
Just push the brushwood back again and they’ll be gone next day!

Chorus: Five and twenty ponies...

Women: If you see the stable-door setting open wide
If you see a tired horse lying down inside
If your mother mends a coat that’s cut about and tore
If the lining’s wet and warm – don’t you ask no more!

Men: If you meet King George’s men, dressed in blue and red,
You be careful what you say, and mindful what is said.
If they call you “pretty maid,” and chuck you ’neath your chin,
Don’t you tell where no one is, nor yet where no one’s been!

Chorus: Five and twenty ponies...

All: If you do as you’ve been told, likely there’s a chance,
You’ll be given a dainty doll, all the way from France,
With a cap of Valenciennes, and a velvet hood –
A present from the Gentlemen, along ’o being good!

Chorus: Five and twenty ponies...
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The Run of the Downs F# - B
From two poems by Rudyard Kipling, who lived from 1902 until 1936 at Bateman’s in 
Burwash, East Sussex.  This version is sung by Pete Watkinson from Hampshire.

The Weald is good, but the Downs are best
I’ll give you the run of ’em, East to West.
Downs for sheep and the Weald for corn
And you’ll be glad you’re Sussex born!

Beachy Head and Winddoor Hill,
They were once and they are still.
Firle, Mount Caburn and Mount Harry
Go back as far as sums carry.

Chorus

Ditchling Beacon and Chanctonbury Ring
They have looked on many a thing,
And what these two have missed between ’em
I reckon Truleigh Hill has seen ’em.

Chorus

Highden, Bignor and Duncton Down
Knew Old England before the Crown.
Linch Down, Treyford and Sunwood
Knew Old England before the Flood.

Chorus

I’ve given my soul to the Southdown grass,
And sheep-bells tinkle where you pass.
Firle an’ Ditchling and sails at sea,
I reckon you’ll keep my soul for me!

(NB no final chorus!)
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