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An Outlandish Knight came frem the merth lands,
And he came & wooing me,

He told me he’d take me unto the morth lands,
And there he would marry me.

€ome fetch me some of your father’s geld,
And some of your mother’s fee, .

And two of the best nags out of the stable,
Where stood thirty and three.

$ke fetched him some of her father’s gold,
And sonie of her mother’s fee,

And two ef the Lest nags out of the stable,
Where stoed thirty and three.

$he mounted on her milk-white steed,
He on the dapple grey,

They road to till they came to the ses side,
Three hours before it was day.

Light off, ight off thy milk-white steed, -
And deliver it unto me,

$4x pretty maids have I drowned here,
And the seventh you shall be.

Pall off, pull off thy silken gown,
And d-liver i unto me,

Mothinks it looks too rich and gay,
To rot in the salt aea.

Pull off, pull off thy silken stays,
And deliver them unto me,

‘Jethinks they are too rick and gay,
To rot in the salt sea.

Zull off, pull off thy Holland smeelk,
And deliver it unto me,

Methinks it looks teo rich and gay,

© To rot in the salt eea.

If T must pull off my Helland smeek,
Fray turn thy back unto me,

Yer it is not fitting such a ruffian,

A naksd woman sheuld see,

He tarned, he turned his back unte me,
And viewed the leaves so green,

Bis catehad kim round the middle se semmll,
And tumbled him into the siream.

He dropped high and he dropped lew,
{Until he came to the side,

©s4ch hold of my hand my preity Pedy,
Aud J will make you my bride.

Ks thure, lis thore you falss heartad mam,
Tis there instead of me,

ix pretty maidens have you deswnad heve,
And e screnfh hes Sevwamed Seec, -
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8he mounted on her milk wnite steed,
And .ed the dappie grey,

She rode till she came to her father’s house,
Three hours before it was day.

The parrot being in the windo
And hearing the lady did
P'm afraid some ruffian !
That you have tarried s

you astray,

YAy,

Don’t prittle nor prattle my preliy parvot,
Nor tell no tales of me, .
Thy cage shall be made of glittering geld,

Although it is made of a tree.

The King being in his chamber so high,
And hearing the parrot did say,

What ails you, what ails you my pretty parvot,
That you prattle so long before day.

It’s no laughing matter the parrot did say,
That so loudly I call unto thee,

For the cats have got into the window se high,
And I'm afraid they will have me,

Well turned, well turned my pretty parrot,
Well turned, well turned for e,

Thy cage shall be made cf the glittering gold,
And the door of the best ivery.
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THE BURIAL OF

SIR JOHN MOORE.

Not & arum was heard—nor 2 funeral nete,
As our eourse to the ramparts we hurried,

Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot,
O’er the grave where our hero was buried

We buried him darkly ; at dead of night,
The sods our bayonets turning,

By the glimmering moon-beam’s misty light
And the lantern dimly burning. .

No useless coffin enclos
Nor in sheet nor in cloak we wound hiw;

But he lay (like rior taking his rest)

With Lis martial eloak avound him,

d his breast,

Few and short were the pray
And we spake not a word in sorrow,

But we steadfastly gazed on the face of the dead,
And we bitterly thought on the morrow.

s we said,

We thought as we ho
And smoothod
How the foe an
And we

his narrow bed,
lonely pillow,
» might tread o’er his
! [hoed

But half of our heavy

That ths foc

Slowly~ him down,
From th g fresh and gowy 3

We carved not a l
Pt we led

1is'd mot a stene,
3 his gleny;




