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I’M the Wandering Pard of Exeter,
Fiom scribbling cant refrain

s poverty compels me,
To come mnto the rain,

Hard is my fate I have no estate, -
And must either sing or cry,

My lot is cast I am forced at last,’
To ask of you to buy,

Ccld winter is now approaching
“But I have no clothes for to pack
None have [ lett behind me.
~ For 1hey a.e all ecn my back : st S
And U'll be bound thatnope aronnd :
Gsn rell me where they were mode,
" Nor can he be found in this towie
10 name that man of trade
My coat cost ten and sizpence,
. AYout six-years ago,
I bought it ot a clothes wan,
But bisname I did not know
this nzt i had fiom asoldiar, ~
Budtae lining from it was fore
An oil skin bias covered it
Fo seven jong years or more;

/
|

rhis old handkerchief about "my geck’

' Just to ornament the frame, :

I bought 1t at a gin shop doot,

- At the corner of Drury Lane,

My wais coat coswme three psace
Yon may think the p:ice toohigh

I found my shirt among some dirg,
And hung it vp to diy

Nowfor to beg these breeches
| bad very much to Jo, !
My s'ockings coust me follr pgnce
. la the year of ninaty two
If these two shoes are relfows -
| think it sometbing rare 4
For ome | bought at 5t, Gik’s
ahid the other at Rag tawr,

O row thea | am clothed = :
Friends you cannot say they re cear
1 come inte this alebousé
Just to take a cup of beer,
It always maks me cheerfal
[ho the tines are hard. i
Now buy my song be it iight or wrong
t will help a wandering bard,
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