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Down by yonders waters there runs a fair stream
Down by yonder clear waters there lives a fair dame
Her name is pretty Betsy she’s the cause of my downfall

She’'s caused me to lie between cold iron and stone walls.

2. Her skin white as paper, her neck is so fair
Like a raven’s feather so black were her hair.
She was genteel and handsome where e’er she might go,

With her hair hanging down her shoulders like snow.

3. | oftentimes wonder why young women love young men,
| oftentimes have wondered how the men can love them.
For they are so deceitful as no tongue can tell;

If ever | love another girl she shall love me as well.




4. Green grow the laurels and so does the rue,
So sorry was pretty Betsy when we parted from you.
And at our next meeting our joys we will renew,

WEe’'ll change the green laurels for orange and blue.



