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An Opening Thought
I made up the "Seven Principles".  There are no Seven Principles.
The Seven Principles

Principle One:  I want to write forsoothly ... what should I do?
Don't.  You'll just make yourself look foolish.  But there's good news.  See Marlowe's Passionate Shepherd in the Appendix.  There's hardly a forsooth in sight, and those that are there could easily be replaced by modern vocabulary without dimishing the Elizabethan flavor.
Principle Two:  Write a Ballad; It Worked for Bob Dylan
The traditional ballad (e.g., Barbara Allen) is written in four line verses (quatrains); lines 2 and 4 rhyme (sometimes lines 1 and 3 as well); there are four stresses in lines 1 and 3, and either three or four in lines 2 and 4.  The form is simple and flexible, and, since it's still the most widely used form for modern song, it's part of our current cultural heritage as well.
Barbara Allen; traditional
     ˘   /  ˘   /      ˘   /  ˘   /

    In Scarlet Town, where I was born,

     ˘     /  ˘   /    ˘   /   ˘ 

    There was a fair maid dwellin'

     ˘   /   ˘   /     ˘   /  ˘   /

    Made ev'ry youth cry well-a-day!

     ˘    /   ˘   /    ˘  / ˘ 

    Her name was Barb'ra Allen. 

See the Appendix for more examples.
Principle Three:  Learn Three Chords and Start Your Own Band!
See the list of resources at:  


http://no-gorsedd.com/Resources.html
... particularly the section on Collections of Music, Poetry, Etc.  (Note that most sources aren't as tidy about "period" as we are.)  

When looking at tunes that other people wrote, remember ...
Principle Four:  Intellectual Property Piracy Is Totally Period
Nobody, but nobody, in period shied away from stealing the stories they used.  Sources - too many to mention, but I'll mention a few:

Mabinogion (Welsh tales; Arthurian, etc.)



http://www.sacred-texts.com/neu/celt/mab/index.htm


Child's Ballads (English and Scottish ballads; Robin Hood and many, many more)



http://www.sacred-texts.com/neu/eng/child/


Norse stories


http://www.northvegr.org/lore/main.php


Mythology and Fables (Aesop, Uncle Remus, Panchtantra (Indian fables))
Principle Five:  Seven Stranded Castaways
Stranded castaways?  What other kind of castaway is there?  Stranded is a wasted word.  Although the instances of this principal being violated with impunity are too numerous to mention, a careful writer selects precisely the right word for each occasion.
Sturgeon's Law:  90% of [science fiction] is crap, because 90% of everything is crap.

Llywelyn's Corollary:  If you're not throwing away 90% of what you write, you're not working hard enough.
Principle Six:  Don't Stress Over Stresses
The "Killing Me Softly" principle.  Perennial top-100 song Killing Me Softly With His Song forces the singer to stress the wrong syllable repeatedly ("Killing me softly with his song"; did we think we were talking about somebody else's song?).  But when you've made millions in royalties, do you care?  Much of Barbara Allen does the same thing.
Principle Seven:  Even a Blind Squirrel ...

... finds an acorn once in a while; you might, too.  In the the third verse of The Ballad of Gilligan's Island, something miraculous happens in this otherwise mediocre ballad.  The sounds suddenly come together to make a brilliant verse:  The long vowels of the first line contrast with sharp consonants in the second and third (and the third accelerates with repeated anapests) and slow down and become ominous in the final repeated line.
Appendix:  Some lyrics
The Passionate Shepherd to His Love (Come Live With Me and Be My Love)

(Christopher Marlowe)
Note:  This is not in traditional ballad form:  the rhyme-scheme is AABB.

The word "thee" appears 3 times, "thy" 4 times, and could easily be replace by "you" and "your". 

Come live with me and be my Love,

And we will all the pleasures prove

That hills and valleys, dale and field,

And all the craggy mountains yield.

There will we sit upon the rocks

And see the shepherds feed their flocks,

By shallow rivers, to whose falls

Melodious birds sing madrigals.

There will I make thee beds of roses

And a thousand fragrant posies,

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle

Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle.

A gown made of the finest wool

Which from our pretty lambs we pull,

Fair linèd slippers for the cold,

With buckles of the purest gold.


A belt of straw and ivy buds

With coral clasps and amber studs:

And if these pleasures may thee move,

Come live with me and be my Love.

Thy silver dishes for thy meat

As precious as the gods do eat,

Shall on an ivory table be

Prepared each day for thee and me.

The shepherd swains shall dance and sing

For thy delight each May-morning:

If these delights thy mind may move,

Then live with me and be my Love.

Gilligan's Island Theme Song

(Sherwood Schwartz and George Wyle)
Just sit right back and you'll hear a tale,

A tale of a fateful trip

That started from this tropic port,

Aboard this tiny Ship. 

The mate was a mighty sailin' man,

The Skipper brave and sure,

Five passengers set sail that day

For a three hour tour. 

A three hour tour.

The weather started getting rough,

The tiny ship was tossed.

If not for the courage of the fearless crew,

The Minnow would be lost. 

The Minnow would be lost. 

The ship's aground on the shore of this

Uncharted desert isle

With Gilligan, the Skipper too,

The Millionaire and his wife,

A movie star, the Professor and Mary Ann,

Here on Gilligan's Isle! 


So this is the tale of our castways,

They're here for a long, long time

They'll have to make the best of things,

It's an uphill climb. 

The first mate and the Skipper too,

Will do their very best,

To make the others comfortable,

In their tropic island nest. 

No phones! No lights! No motor cars!

Not a single luxury,

Like Robinson C-ru-soe, 

It's primitive as can be.

So join us here each week my freinds,

You're sure to get a smile,

From seven stranded castways,

Here on "Gilligan's Isle." 
Hey, Kids!  Try This at Home!
(can be sung to the tune of "Gilligan")

Traditional
(used by Shakespeare in Hamlet)
Then up he rose, and donn'd his clothes,

And dupp'd the chamber-door; 

Let in the maid, that out a maid 

Never departed more.

Amazing Grace
(John Newton)

Amazing Grace, how sweet the sound,
That saved a wretch like me….

I once was lost but now am found,
Was blind, but now, I see.

Rime of the Ancient Mariner
(Samuel Taylor Coleridge)

It is an ancient Mariner,

And he stoppeth one of three.

"By thy long grey beard and glittering eye,

Now wherefore stopp'st thou me?"


Because I Could Not Stop for Death
(Emily Dickinson)

Because I could not stop for Death,

He kindly stopped for me;

The carriage held but just ourselves

And Immortality.

Bonny Barbara Allen

(Traditional)

IN SCARLET TOWN, where I was bound,

There was a fair maid dwelling,

Whom I had chosen to be my own,

And her name it was Barbara Allen.
All in the merry month of May,

When green leaves they was springing,

This young man on his death-bed lay,

For the love of Barbara Allen.
He sent his man unto her then,

To the town where she was dwelling:

‘You must come to my master dear,

If your name be Barbara Allen.
‘For death is printed in his face,

And sorrow’s in him dwelling,

And you must come to my master dear,

If your name be Barbara Allen.’

‘If death be printed in his face,

And sorrow’s in him dwelling,

Then little better shall he be

For bonny Barbara Allen.’
So slowly, slowly she got up,

And so slowly she came to him,

And all she said when she came there,

Young man, I think you are a dying.
He turnd his face unto her then:

‘If you be Barbara Allen,

My dear,’ said he, ’Come pitty me,

As on my death-bed I am lying.’
‘If on your death-bed you be lying,

What is that to Barbara Allen?

I cannot keep you from [your] death;

So farewell,’ said Barbara Allen.

He turnd his face unto the wall,

And death came creeping to him:

‘Then adieu, adieu, and adieu to all,

And adieu to Barbara Allen!’
And as she was walking on a day,

She heard the bell a ringing,

And it did seem to ring to her

‘Unworthy Barbara Allen.’
She turnd herself round about,

And she spy’d the corps a coming:

‘Lay down, lay down the corps of clay,

That I may look upon him.’
And all the while she looked on,

So loudly she lay laughing,

While all her friends cry’d [out] amain,

‘Unworthy Barbara Allen!’
When he was dead, and laid in grave,

Then death came creeping to she:
‘O mother, mother, make my bed,

For his death hath quite undone me.
‘A hard-hearted creature that I was,

To slight one that lovd me so dearly;
I wish I had been more kinder to him,

The time of his life when he was near me.’
So this maid she then did dye,

And desired to be buried by him,

And repented her self before she dy’d,

That ever she did deny him.
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