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Traditional Scottish 
 
   D                  A7    D                A7        F#m 
In Scarlet town where I was born there was a fair maid dwelling. 
 
    G           (A)            D     Bm          (A)      D 
    Em    D     F#7     B7     E7             A7  G7      D 
And every youth cried, "Well away!", her name was Barbara Allen. 
 
'Twas in the merry month of May, the green buds were a swelling. 
Sweet William came from a nearby town and he courted Barbara Allen. 
 
'Twas in the midst of jolly June, when love was meant for telling, 
Sweet William on his deathbed lay for the love of Barbara Allen. 
 
He sent a servant unto her to the place she was dwelling. 
"My master ails and he sends for you if your name be Barbara Allen." 
 
"And death is painted on his face and o'er his heart is stealing 
Then hasten away to comfort him, ah, lovely Barbara Allen!" 
 
So, slowly, slowly, she arose. She went and soon came nigh him. 
And all she said when she got there was, "Young man I think you're dying." 
 
"O yes, I'm sick an' very sick and death is on me dwelling. 
No better, no better, I never can be if I can't have Barbara Allen." 
 
"O, yes, youre sick and very sick and death is on you dwelling. 
No better, no better, you never will be for you can't have Barbara Allen." 
 
And she replied in painful tone, "I hear you drank a gallon 
Of what I warned would poison you, but you laughed at Barbara Allen." 
 
"O, don't you remember in yonder town when you were at the tavern? 
You drank a health to the ladies all around and slighted Barbara Allen." 
 
"And furthermore, you gave a ball, inviting to your dwelling 
A dozen girls with whom you danced, but you slighted Barbara Allen." 
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