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N E morning in the month of May
# As from my cot I firay d, :
juft at the dawning of the day,
I met a charming maid,

Goad morning, fair maid whether {aid {
5o early tell me now, s

The maid reply'd kind fir, fhe eryd,
ve loft my fpotted cow. .

Ne more complain no longer mourn,
Your cow's not loft my dear,

I faw her down in yonder barn,
Come love and I'll thew you wiere,

1 muft confefs youre ¥ery kind,

I thank you fir, faid she,
you will be fure her there to find,
 Come fweetheart, go with me,

Then to the groves we did prepare,
And croffed the flowery dale,

¥We bugged and kiffed each otherthere
And love was aliour tae.

And in the groves we fpent theday,
“Agd thought it paffed tao foes,
At nizhe we homeward bent our way
W hen brightly fhone the moon,

it theuld crole yon flowesy dalp, .

Or go to view the plough, e

- She comes and calls ye gende fwais,
Ive lof my fpotted cow.




