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The san had set behind the hill,
Aeross the dreary moor,

When weary and lame, & boy there

came,

Up to a farmer’s door ;

Can you tell me wherever thers be,
One that will give employ,

To plow, sow, to reap and mow,
And be s farmer's boy.

My father's dead, my mother is left,
With five children, large and small,
and wtllalat is worse for my mother
gitll, €
I'm the biggest of them all ;
8Bné though httle, I would labour
hard,
if I could get employ,
to plough and sow, to reap and mow
And be farmer's boy.

4nd if that you no boy do want,
One favour I've to ask,

if you'll shelter me till break of day,
‘rom this cold wind’s blast,

At break of day I will truge away,
Elsewhere to seek employ,

To plough and sow, to reap and mow,
And be a farmer’s boy.

The farmer's wife cried, try the lad,
Let him no farther seel,
Yes, father, do, the daughter cried,
 While tears ran down her cheeks,
For those who'd work ’tss hard to
wané
And wander for imploy,
Dou’t let him go, but let him stay,
Ard be » farmei’s boy.

When the farmer’s boy grew up o

man, o

The good otd couple died,

And left tho lad the farm they had
With their daughter for his bride ;

Now thelad that wss and a farmer is,
Ofs thinks and smiles with joy,

Om the lucky day he came that way,
To be 8 farmen’s boy,
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| Far they havo prest my Billy, and many a clever mem 6

High Germany
0R, POLLY LOVE.

O Polly love, O Polly love, the rout is begna.

And we must away at the sound of the drum ; 2
Go dress you all in your best,'and go along with ws,
And I'll take you to the wars of High Germany.

O, my dearest Billy, mind what I say,

My feet they are sore, I connot march away,
Besides, my dearest Billy, I am with child by thea
Not fitting for the wars ot high Germany

I will buy a horse, if you, my Lolly can ride,
And many a long night I will march by your side.
We'll drink at every ale house, that ever we coms nigh.
And we'll travel on the road, aweet Molly and L

O Polly love, O Polly love, I like you very well, =

There are few in this place, my Pully can excel,

But when your baby is born love, sits smiling on yeme
knes,

You wiil thisk on your Bill that's in High Genmssny,:

Down in yonder valley, I'll make for him a bed,

And the avweetest of roses, shall be his coverlid,

With pinks and sweet violew, I will adorn hia fe€ =
And the fishes are eharmed, the music is so eweet,

0 Polly leve, O Polly love, pray give me your hand, A

Promis you will marry me, when 1 come to (ial!
Fagland ;

I Give you my right hand, I will not married ba,

Whan you come from the wars of High Germany:

Woe be to the wara that ever they began,
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For they have prest my Billy, no more I sball hims e
And s0 eold will be his gruve iz High Germany.

The drum that beats is covered with greeq,
The peotty lambe sporting, moss

Moy the birds on the branches h L
The leaviug of my trus love griesws




