BLIEUEEURE

It was in the month of Agpril. one moraing by the dawn,
When violets and cowslips were strewe
And Tiers’s fowery mentle bedeok'd the field with pride,
[ wet o cowely damsel down by the §hanaon sid
, T anto her did say,
o this way 2’
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Good morning, to you sweethes
Why are you up so esrly, and
With cheeks like bloomin
1 go to seek1ny father’s st
I said my pretty fuir
If you hinve no objec
gho said, kind s, exot
If T am scen With 2oy
Lo transport T behold hexny and gav
Bhe soid; kind sir, be civil, what

Yhe ground wns mossy where we 8

plide,

And we both fell dowr together
{hree times [ kisse L
Ou cowing to hev
Now you have be

5|

lay on the grass,
ried, alas!
make me y0

And do not leave mo Leré {o mourn, down By the Shaunon side,

Ho suid, my pretty fair meid, from mourning #oW vefrain,
And we will talk of marriage, when I return again,

But do not let your spirits fuil, whatever you betide,
Uatil T sce your faee sgaln, down by the Shanuon side,

We kissed, shook hends end parted, end from her I did steer,

{ did not pass thet way sgain for more than half a year
It y &8 yeer,

h crossiny o'er the fowery path, my love by chence I spied,
8he was scarcely able for to walk down by the Shannon side.

- geemed to take no notice, bat steered en my Way,

iy love she turned hor head eside, and desired me to stey,
The tsars like crystal fountains down her cheeks did glide,
O dont forget the fall you gave, down by the Shennen side.
Por mo it wes o woeful fall, for T am with child by thee,
And if you'll be satisfied, kind sir, to marry mey

Yere's b0 guincas in bright gold, my father will provide,
And 60 acres of good land down by the Shannon side.

I eald, my pretty fair maid, T like your offer well,

But I'm engoged already, the truth to you T tell,

Unto another fair maid who i8 to be my bride,

A @ealthy grazier's daughter down by the Shennon side.
Since you will mot marry me, pray $oll o me your pams,
Yhat when my beby itis borp, I may call it the same;
AR - e !"n,»—mﬁn‘f{‘hmder‘r}olt, the same I'll not deny,

sur lawfal bride,
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