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THE OUTLANDISH KNIGHT

AN Uutlandish Enight eame from the North lands,

" And he came a wooing to me.
Be told me he'd take me unto the North lands
And there he would marry me,

Came fetch me some of your father's goMd,
And some of -ﬁﬁr mother's fee.

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

She fotched him seme of her father’s gold,
And some of the mother’s fee,

And two of the best nags out of the stable
Where they stood thirty and thres.

She mounted on her milk white steed,

; He on the d:ﬁph grey,

They rode till came unto the ses side,
hours before it was day.

Light off, light off thy milk white sieed,

And deliver it unto I-l,

@5 pretty maids have I drowned hers,
And thou the seventh shall be,

Pull off, pull off thy silken gown,
deliver it unto me, -
Mehinks it looks too rieh and too gay
To rot in the salt sea.

Pull off, pull off thy silken stays,
___And deliver them unto me,
M ethinks ﬁgem too fine and gay
To rot in the salt sea.

Pul off, pull off thy Hollana smock,
And deliver it unto me,

Methmks it looks too rich and gay,
To rot in the salt sea.

¥ I must pull off my Holland smock
Pray turn back unto me,

Por it is not fiting that such a ruffian,
A naked woman should see,

Mo turned his back towards her,
And viewed the leaves so green,

@ catched him round the middle so smak
And tumbled him into the stream

#3 dropped high and he dropped low,
Until he came to the side,

O-ch hold of my hand my %reu; Polly,
And I will make you my bride,

Wie there, lie there, you false hearted maa,
Vie there instead of me,

$'x pretty maidens have you drowred bere,
And the seventh has drownea Wes,

e mounted on her milk while sieed
And led the dapple grey,

She vode till she came to her owr fndwe’s be
Fhuree Dowrs belore It Was 00§ .

A

The parrot h‘inﬁlin the window so high
. And hearing the lady did say,
I'm afarid that some ruffian has led you astrag,
That you have tarried so long away.

Don’t prittle nor prattle my pretty parrot,
“Nur tell str:n 13%&2 of {rine ;F :rp
cace shall be made of the glittering gold
ilﬂlgugh itis made of a tree. it

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

What ails you, what ails you my preity paro,
That you prattle so long before day,’

Its no laughing matter the parrot did say,
But so loudly I call unto thee.

For the cats have got into the window so high,
And I am afrair they will have me.

Well turned, well turned, my pretty parrot,

Ty et e made of the ghtiering gold
hy cage shall be made of the glittering
&nd.ﬁ:: door of the best ivory. 4
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THE WANDERING BOY

Written by Henry Kirk White, and sung by Master Freyer, af
the London

Councert.

When the winter winds whistle alonghtltu wild moor,
And the cottager shuts on the beggar his door,

When the chilling tear stands in my comfortless eye -
How hard is the fate of the wandering boy.

The winter is cold, I have no Elu:e of rest,
And my heart is as cold as it blows in my fase
No father, no mother, no kindred have -

For [ am a parentless wandering boy.

Yet Thad a home, and I once had a sire,

A mother who granted each infant desire

Our cottage it stood in a wood embower'd vale

When the ring dove would warble its sorrowful tals.
But Tl{ father and mother were summon'd away,

And they left me to had hearted strangers a prey ;

I fled from their rigour with many a sigh,

And now I am lefta poor wandering Boy.

The wind 1t is keen, and the snow loads the galy,

And no one will list to my innocent tale ; -

I’ll go to the grave where my parents both Be,
death shall befriend the poor wandering bey.
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