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First Gent. to second ditto.—* Now you stand dbaed«
1 know that ¥ shall be sble to sacceed.” i

T've been canght ina net by my dear pet
e}ind her eyes are so blue as the deep rol- {
g sea, -
She's a Fisherman's daughter, she lives o'er
the water, ) K
She’s going to be married next Sunday to' x|

~————

o

~ me;
Bhe’s a8 rare’ ag the salmon, there’s really
no gammon,
As sweet as shrimps newly served'up for

- H i
By soul she has eaught, and a place I have”

hought,
Where a'ray of bright sunshine for ever
will he,

[eet me at
the Lane.

' I1.L meet the at the lane when the clock strikes nine.
- In ecstacy, love, again to call thee mine
" My heart for thee is burning my brain is almost whirling

Thro' loving thee so madly, my sweet Mountain Rose,
When evening stars are peeping oh, then shall bs our miecting’

And she's & Fisherman’s’ dangher, she lives
o’er the water. .

She’s going to be married next Sunday o
me

She's burfooted and pretty, she's lively aad’

S}glggés her wild songs to the murmur-
She!‘lljlgds::c;e ot sands where the Fisherman p
Andat't?x:ls‘in the music of a wild’ swelling

glee,
She sits i Her' boat, and scuds o'er the
billows,
And dirts with the spray like a'sea-skim-

P
ming gull, S !
She laughs at the winds—whose revels are \ :
mausic, d
And beats £5 the time with the stroke of <77
her skull
And—she’s & Fisherman's dsoghter, &c.

Ol time t06 softly fleeting our happy time away.

T'll meet thee in the laue when the clock strikes mine,

Tn ecstacy again, love, to’call thee mine:’

My heart for thee is burning, my brain is almost whirling,
' Thro’ loving thee'so madly, Ty sweet Mountain Rose.
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§ T meet thee in the lan& when the clock strikes niue,
Tn ecatacy again, love, to call thee mine :

(™NOn

The bells they shall rifig;” sad the sailors L 1
shall sing,y o © S¥ Tl meet thee at the lané, mect thee at the lane &g
V-heave ho y-heave ho boys') % sime's’ 1] When 'the clock strikes nine,
on the wing,’ T e
To see pretty Sarah, the pride of the sea,” N{:‘ 1l leave thee atﬁ:he lzhe \\ihen {i)h?'CIOCk ;zrikes ten,
ho' i % i 3 o i) And faithful will remain, love believe me then ; R
Who's” gomg s mistried ndxt Sunday i-‘d; I Decieve thee I'will® 'eve'r,‘, and breath must from me sever

1f T forge® thée ever; my sweet Mountain Rose” .
Thy presence care dispelling, all other charms excelling,
Ohb, what to grace my dwelling, as thee my mountain’ Rosay”
The# mtect me at the lane when the clock strikes nine,

In ecstacy again, love, to call thee mine ; .

3 My hervt fe thee is burning, my brain is almost whirling,’
.. Thro” lovinlg thee so madly, my sweet Mountain Rose.
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to me, 5 s
Her hair I will deck with a'wreath of bright
sea-weed,
T1 plant in' her bosom' a blooming moss
TOS€ § v
She shall go like a fairy, with sweet tink- 4
I'ng masic, L
Rings ou het finger, and’ bells  on’ Her’
toes,
A&nd—she's'a Fisherman's danghter, &¢




