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Exxccellent newo BALLAD,

ENTITULED,

Take‘your ald Cloak aboutyou.

To its own Proper Tune.

N Wintey when the Rain rains cald,
And, froft and [naw on Elka Hill :
Zinn Boaras wee bis Blafts fo ball
He threatensa our Cay ro kill :
Ann Bell my wife fbe loves not frife,
She fuid to me right haftily,
Ger wp Good-man fave Cromies Life,
Ann take your ald Closk about you,
MyCromet Cow is & good Com,
Ainfbe is come of agood kind
Oft hath fbe helpt to reath the Fall ;
Ann 1 am leath that [be fhould tine:
2t up Good-man it 3s fow time,
The Sun (hines in the Lift o bie,
Slosrh never took 4 gracions end

e
loak was onte 4 good ald Cloak,
Wihen it was fiting for my, wear,

But now i£’s feancly worth 2 Groat,
For I have had it this thirty Tear

It was made 0'the Bonny Cleath 0°Gray
s fow of Sithers as you may fee,

Ann now it will turn neither wind or Rainy

Ann I will have a newClosk sbout me
My Cloak it was 2 good ald Cloak,
Bt now it is worn wondrous thin :

A loufe can fearce hold feet on it,

A Cricket out through st may ran,

We will {perd fomeGear that wehave won
We listle ken of the Day we'll Die 5
Ann 1 will be provd fre I have fiworn,

Ann I will have a new Cloak abous me,
If ye'll be proud fre ye have fworn,
Scarch the good books id they will vel,
0ld Luceler was an Angel Bright,
Ann*with bis pride from Glory fell:
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Wee bis ful train frac Hesven to Hell
Ann there remains perpetually,
Ann caft away that foul thief pride,
Ann sake thy ald Cloak about ye.
Firft when Kirg Henry le came ov'>
HisBreaks they coff ham bes a Crown,
Fe faid they were twa pennies Dear
He' call’d the Taylor shoef and Lown,
Ann he's theKing that wears theCrown,
Ann thot's a blax of low drgree
Ann Pride pats all this Country down :
Ann take thy ald Clock abost thec.
A every Land it has is Lough,
Ann every Corn it bas i2s chaff :
1 think the warld is a gan wrang,
When our ald carle begins to Daff';
Do ye not fie Rob, Hob and Jock,
As they ave girded gallantly
Ann 11y fpaltring in the afs,
Ann Iwill have a vew Clock about me,
Arin well I wat i is thirty Tears
Sin we the tean the tither Kcnd,
Anwe have had betweess us beth,
Of Lads ann Laffes nineor ter,
Ann they are come to be women anx men
Ann I wifh with them it may well be :
Annifyou prove a good Husband,
You swill 1gke your.add Cloak about ye.
Bell mzy wife fbe loves not firife,
Ann Ig: wad guide me annfbe can,
Ann fbe wad live s gracions Life,
She is siv: Woman I ans the Man :
There is n0 good got ar aWoman's handy
Unlefs you do give her all the Ples :
Ann Pllleave of where I began
Ann Il ruke wry ald Closk abous e,
1N S.
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