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The I faid that sold her Barley

Iu ¢old and raw,the north wind do blow,
Bleak in the merm ag early,

When all the hills were covered with suow,
Oh then it was winterfairly.

8 1 was reding over the moor
T met with 2 s daughter,
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us smile,

Its now in
The answ ar
Kind sir
Now twenty.¢ ! have in my purse,
And 20 more that’s yearly,
You need no go to the market town,
For {7 buy all your barley.
If twenty guineas would gain “the heart,
Of the maid that 1 love so dearly,
Allfor to tarry with me one night,
And go home in the morning early.
If T was to tarry with you one night,
And get a young babe together,
‘When 9 months would be pass’d and gone,
Where would 1 look for its father,
Besides it would bring me to shame & disgrace
And then you would say nay, sit ’
But: if you want to embrace,
First marry and then you may, sir,
Indeed i am a married man,
These last nine months and longer,
Whenever I meet a pretty fair maid,
1¢/l tie the not the stronger,
Now if you have beena married man,
And joined in weclock fairly,
you may fo/los your nose straightway
For anothergwil/buy my barly.
As [ was riding over the modk,
Sir a coupleof hours after,
1t was my fortune for to meet,
the farme‘s only daughter
although the weathetr bemo cold and raw,
With her! though to | Iej,,
The answer that she made to me
Kind sir, T sold my batley.




