Sarah Wailson,

Fitts, Pitater Wholesale Toy Marble Ware.
house 6, Greatst Andrew strest 7 Diats

ITS Sarah Wilson is my name,

M I‘ve brought myfelf to grief and
thame, :

- By loving one that never Joved me,

s now my forrows I plainly fee,

Its true I was his fervant maid,
When firft by him I was betray<d,
With a kifs like Judas he did me betray

But foon his loveall fledaway,

Hark ! alas all my joys are fled, |
To morrow my love is to be wed,
To a farmer’s daughter people did fay,
and that fiall be my funeral day,

Wpon my parents I have bronght dis-
: grace, 3 (facs
I hope no one will throw it in their
For if they do they are to blame.
I hope that [ might bear the blame

Six pretty maidens let me have,
To bear me tomy filent grave,

All c'oathed in white & comely fhew
Tobear me to the fhades below,

Let this be wrote on my tomb,
Here lies a fair maid in her bloom

Likea Rofe in June I wascut down,
Tho’ once a maid as well as you,

In this dark tomb the bed of ¢lay
Here mutt I lietill the judgment day

Ar that dreadful hour he will futely rwe°s%

sud with to me he had been t3ue.




