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A Lamentable Ballad of the LADY's Fall.

To the Tune of, Ir Peafcod Time. »

A ARK but my heavy doleful Tale,
iV X ou loyaldovers all,
Andheedfully bear in your bredit

A gallant Jady’s fall.
Long was the woo’d ere fhe was won
To lead a wedded lifes -
Bor folly wrought her overthrow
Fre the became .a wife.

Too foon, alas! the gave confent
To yield .unto his will,
"Tho he protefted to be true
And faithful to her fiil,
She felt her bedy alter’d quite,
Her bright hue waxed .pale;
Her fair red cheeks turn®c colour white s
Her ftiengsh began to fail.

So.that with many.a.forrowful figh, .
T"his' beauteous maiden .mild, |

Wigh gricvous heartperceiv’d herfelf

o be conceiv’d with . child.

She kept it from her father’s fight,
As clofe as clofe-might he,

And {o put on her [itken gown,

" None might her {welling fee.

Unto her lover {ecretly
- She did- herfelt bewray 3
JAnd walking with him hand-in-hand,
Thefe words to him-did fay.

Behold, faid The, a maid’s diftrefs,

My love, brought.o thy bow ;4
Behold 1.go with-child by thee,

‘But none thereof do know.
T he little babe {prings in my womb,

‘To hear the.fathér’s voices |
Let it nce be a baftard call’d,

Since 1 made thee my choice.
Come, -.come, my love, performthy vow,

And wed me out of hand,
Ob! wed me not tn this extream,

In grief always toftand.

“Think on thy former promife made,
~ Thy vows and oaths each one,
Remember with what bister zears
To me thou mad’t thy moan:
Convey me to'fome fecret place,
And marry me with fpeed,
Or with thy rapier end my life,
Ere further fhame proceed.

Alas! .my deareft love, quoth he,
My greatclt joy -on earth 3

Which way can 1 convey thee hence,
Without a fudden: death, |

Thy friends they be of high degree,
And.l of muan eftate §

'Full hard.it.is for to gat:forth

Qut.of thy father’s gate.
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‘Dread not thyfelf to fave my fame ;
And if thou taken be,

-Myfelf will ftep between the fwords.
And take the harm on me.

So fhall I *{cape difhonour quite,
If fo I thould be 1lain :

‘What can they {ay, bur that true love
Did work a lady”®s bare.

And fear not any further harm,
Myfelt will fo devife,

That | may go away wi-h thee,
Unfecn of mortal eyes.

Difguifed hike fome pretty page,
I"Jl meet thee in the darL.,

And all .alone I'H come to thee,
Hard by my father’s park.

And there, quoth he, 1’1l meet,
If God . doth lend me lifes

And this day month without all fall,
[ will nake thee my wife.

Then with a fweet and loving kifs
They parted prefently 3

And at their parting brinifh tears
Stood in each other’s eye.

At length the wilh’d-for day did come,
~Whereon this lovely maid,

With lovely eyes, and ﬁrange attire,
For her true lover flay’d.

When any perfbn fhe efpy’d
Come riding o’er the plain,

Ghe thought it was her own true love,

' But all her-hopes were vain.

Then did the weep, and fore bewail
Her moft unhappy ftate.

Then did the fpeak thefe mournful wores,
While fuccourlefls fhe fate:

- Oh, falfe, forfworn, and fdlthl{.fs wroekch !

Difloyal to thy love ;
Flah thou forgot thy promife que s
And wilt thou peijur’d prove?

And haft thou.now torfiken e,
In.this my great diftrels?
Lo end my days'in open fhame,
Which thon mighre'ft well redrefs ;
‘Woe was the day 1 did believe
That fattering tongve of thine;
‘Would God.that 1 had never feen

The tears of.thy-falie eyne.

And thus with many a bitter igh,
Homeward fhe went again.

No reft came in her watery eyes,
She felt fuch bitrer pain.

In travail ftrong fhe fell chaf night,
With many a bitter throw :

What woeful pangs the felt rhat night
Doth cach good werman know.

She called up her waiting-maid,
That lay at her bed’s feet ;
Whoe muling at her miftrels" woe

Did ftraic begin o weep.
Weep not, fhe faid, but fhut the doors,

And windows mund abgut :
Lt none bewail my wretched caﬁ?.
But keep all perfons out.

Oh, miftrefs! call your mother dear, -
Ot women you have need ;

And of fome fkilful midwife’s help,
T'he better you may fpeed.

Call nor my morther for chy life,
The Nor call no woman here 3

“T he midwife’s help comes now too late;
My .death 1 de .do not fear.

"With that the babe {prung in her womb,
No creature being mgh ;
And with a figh that broke her heart .
This gallant dame .did die. |
This lictle living indant then,
T he mother being dead,
Refig:’d bis new-received breath
To h:m that had him made.

Next morning came herdover true,
Affrighted at-this news,

And he ror {forrow {lew hlmfclf
Whom each one did accufe.

The mother, with the new-born babe
Were both laid in one grave @

‘Their parents over-come with woe
No joy.ot life.canld have,

Take heed, .ye dainty damiels all,
-Of Aattering words beware

And of the honour of your. names
Have you efpecial care.

Too true, alas’l chis ftory s,
As many a one.can tell.

By athers harms learn to be warg,

And ye fhall dp full vell.




