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@ome oll you gentle muses, combine and lend an ear,
Whils I sep forth the praises of a charming maiden fair;

s the eurls of her yellow _eexs that stole away my heart,
2ad death I'm sure, will be the curs, if she and I must part.

?- praises of this lovely maid X mean for to unfold,

or hair hung o’er her shou.ders abroad like links of gold.

Mer carriage neat, hor limbs complete, which agitates my brain,
" Angd her skia is whiter than the swan, upon the purling stream,

My father ho centrived a plan. hat filled my heart with wee s
B looked her in a close Toom, and would not let her go;

At her windows I have waited thinking she might be seen,

Ba hopes to get another sight of J of sweet Gurteem

-

My father he arose omy day did say,

Oh ! son ! desr son! ba ad 't throw yourselfawey;
To marry & poor servant \: 12y aro 50 mean;

89, stay at hems, and do no «ong with me remain.

O | Mther! dearest father! don’: purt ine frem my dear;

Y would not leave my darling girl, for & thousand pounds a year;
: I possess’d of England’s crown, she should be my Queen;

B high renown, I'd woar a crown, for the maid of sweet Gurtesan

father fn o passion flow, and narto me did say,
# is the case, within this p.ace, mo longer she will stay ;
Mark what I say, this very day, you ne’er will see her fars,
For I will sumd bor far away, intw soms lonely place.

T'vas fa & fow days after, a horse he did prepare,

4ad sent my darling far away, to 4 place I know not where,
- | may go view my darling’s room, whers oftimes she has beea,
Bug, beve in pain, I still remain, for tho maid of swest Gurteen.

Nev 1 condisde and make ag end, T take my pen in hand,
O'Brisn is my mume, and flowery is my land;
B M 1 marvdment, since my da;}ing I ﬁpstse_%
s o $ho Whad a0 & place salld Front Ganese.
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BALLINTOWN BRAE.
Young men and maidgns I pray lend an ear,
Te hear the sad fate of two lovers so dear;
Charming young Betsy of Ballintown Brae,
And the Lord of the Moorland, who led her esEa

One night as this young man lay down for te slesp

Young Betsy came to him, and o'er him did w

Saying, you are the young man that caused me &
roam

Far, far from my friends, and 1ny own native hows

My once blushing cheék, alas! moulders away,

Beneath the cold tomb, in sweet Ballintown Braa.
He awoke from his slumber, like one in sarprise; |
Yes! yes! it’s the voice of young Betsy | ke eriea

And if she be dead, as the vision now say,

T’ll lie by her side in swset Ballitown Brag.

He call'd for his servant to saddle his stced,

Over hills and high mountains he rede with grcas
speed,

Until he arriv’d, in the noon time of duy,

At the oot of young Betsy, in Ballit .own Baa
Betsy’s old father stood at his own gate,

Like a man quite forlorn, bewailing his fate,

The young lerd advanced to afford him relief,
And begg’d he would tell him the canse of his g
I had but one daughter, the old man did say,

And now she lies low in sweet Ballintown Bras.

Her skin was as fair as the lily er swan ;

As bonny a lass as the sun e‘er shone on;

Her heart was broke—she died in dispair;

She sometimes went frantic, and tearing hor baia

And all by a young man that led hes astray,
And left her far from sweet Ballintown Brae.
Yes! I am the traitor! the young man replied;
I certainly would I could make her my bride

It's then from a scabbard a small sword he drew,

With a heart unrelonting, he pierc’d his bopa@
through;

And when he was dying, these words ke dQ say,

Leave me down with young Betsy in Ballinsows
Brae.

All things being ready, the grave it was dug,
And with bonny Betsy, the young lord was Jafds
Se all you young maidens from your cot do

s
Bt tHinkiof posg Baler Bim Bullintown Bras.
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