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1. O cursed be my uncle  

For a-lending of me a gun  

For I bin and shot my true love  

In de room of a swan 

2. “With my apyrin tied ower me, 

I ‘peared like unto a swan; 

All underneath the green tree, 

While the showers they did come on.” 

One of two versions contributed to JFSS 1905 by Cecil Sharp: 

I noted the second version – which is but a fragment – from Mr. Clarence Rook, 

who heard it sung twenty years ago by a very old man at a Harvest Supper at 

Homestall, Doddington, near Faversham, Kent. 


