Thc Sallor 'md his
L Truelove. ’f

Peinted by Jermings, Water-lane, Fledt-
- street; Londens b iy

AS & young sailor and his '!iuehve ome:
- morning in May, y
Where walking tooethcr in the fields: blithe and
: gay; :
Says the sa‘lor to his truelme, my deat life for

your sake,
I'll away unto the Indies whateea does betide,
- And when I do return, my love, Fll make you
Y my bride.

Thena heavy sigh she gave him, saymg, Jemmy
my dear,
While down her sweet rosy cheeks ran many & :
salt tear, -
What will yow go and leave me in Sorrew to
: remain,
Tx}l you from the Indies return back again.

O then from off his fingersa geld'en ring he
: gave,
Sa_ymg, take this as a token for more yow shall
have,
¥m bound unto the ocean where the billows
. loud do roar,
For the sake of lovely Nancy, the girl [adore. -

Then farewell my dearest Nancy, no longer
can | stay, v

For our top-sails are loos’d, and our anchor is
weigh'd; ;

Then thousand kisses, then down her cheeks
- the tears fell,

May the heavens pro(ec; you--dear W;lham
Jarewell,




