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As & noble lady walked down a narrow lane,

She mot with Mr. Woodburn, the keeper of the game ;

8aid he nito his servant-man, now only for the law,

14 have that maid within my bed, and she lie next the wall

8o away, young man, says she, and do not me perplex,

Before that Ilie im your ‘bed, you mnust answer me questions six,
Bix quastions you must answer me, and I'll set them forth all,
Before that I lie in your bed st either stook or wall.

What ie rounder than a ring ? what's higher than s tree?

Whet 19 worse than woman kind ? what deeper than the sea?

What bird sings best ? what tree buds first ? or ~Bere doth the
dew first fall ¢

Bafore that I lie in your bed at cither steck or wadd

The globe is reunder than & ring, heaven's higher than a tres,
The devil is worse tnan wornan-kind, hell's deeper than theses,
Thae :‘hﬁ‘uh sings best, the heath buds first, on it the dew fimst

8¢ you and I lis in one ded and you next the wall.

Go away, young man, says she, and do not trouble me,

Befores that I lie in your bed, you must dress me dishes thres
“Three dishes you must dress for me, suppose I est them all,

Belewe that I lis in your bed st either stock or wall

Yot mast get for my breakfast a bird withont a bone,
And get me for my dinner a cherry without a stone,
And get for my supper a fowl without a gall,

Before thas I lie in your bed at either stesk or wall

Whea the bird is in the egg it really bas no bone,
And whea the cherry is in bloom it really has mo stone,
The dove is a gentls bird, and flies without a gall,
byuﬂlmhodmnnhe and you lie next the wall

You must get for me seme winter fruit that in September grew,
And get for me a silk mantle that weft has ne'er gone tarough,
.=mv’lhom a priest anborn, to joir us both in oma,

that T lis in your bed at either stock er wall

My father has some winter fruit tha$ in September grew,
I'-uh.hllsﬂkmmmMmetvomthmugh.

a horn is easily got, there's one in every claw,
m'unp-cdubom.loyuhoumnn.
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When first T saw sweet Pegey,
"I'was on & market day,
A low back’d car she drove, and sas
Upon a tuft of hay.
But when that hay was bloomine graey
And decked with flowera of spring.
No flowers were there 1het could comgpars
With the lovely girl [ sing — .
As she gat in her low back’d ear,
The man at the turnkike bur,
‘Goed natur'd old soul, neser sk Fra sho wdl,
But looked afier sl low baek

& unt. 'g"

Tu battles wild commotion, . v
The proad and mighty Mare,

With hostile scythes, dewnnd hiw tithes,
Of death in warlike scars ;

But Peggy, pencetul goddesa,
Has darts in her bright eye,

“That knock men down in the markes wowe,
As right and left they fy—

As she sits in her low back'd cur,
The battle more dzngerous far,

For the doeta’s art exnnot hesi the smwaes,
“That's hit from the low baek’'d car.

Sweet Pegey round her car, sirs,
Hasg strings of ducks and geeee,

But the scores of hearts she sluughtese
By far out number these ;

While she among Ler pouliry uits,
Just like & turkle dove,

Well worth, a cage I do engnge,
With the blooming god of love—

As she sits in her low back’d car
The lovers come near and far,

And envy the chickens that Peggy is »‘thh@-v-
As ehe aits in ber low back'd eer.

I'd rather own that car, sirs,
With Peggy by my side,
Than a coach and four, and gold galers,

With a lady g8t my bride ;
For a lady would sit fornist ros,
On a cushion made with iaste,
While Peggy would sit beside e,
With my arm around hor waist,
As we rode in the low back'd car,
To be married by father Maoger
Uh me heart would beat higls,
At each glance of her eye-
d As weo 1ode in her lew beck’d can.




