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1. ‘Twas of a fair young damsel
In London town did dwell,
For wit and for beauty
There’s none could her excel.
To my master or my mistress
| have done nothing ill
But | fear in my own heart

‘Tisa man that | have killed.

2. She put her box upon her head
And as she trudged along
The first one that she met
Was a noble gentleman
Said he My pretty fair young maid

Where are you going this way?




I will show you a nearer road,

Across the countr-i-ee

He took her by the hand

And led her to a lane

Said he My pretty fair young maid
I mean to tell you plain,

Deliver up your money

Without either fear or strife

Or else this very moment

| will take away your life.



