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A Traglea Ballad of the wafortunate Loves of

Lord Thomas and Kair Eléanor,

TOGETHER WITH 251

The dywnfall of the Bfown Girl,

LDRD Thomas he was a bald forester,

And a chacer of the king’s deer,
Fair Eleanor was a fine woman,
And Lord Thomas he loved her dear.

Come riddle my riddle, dear mother he
Faid,
And riddle us both in one,
Whether I shall marry with fair Eleanor,
And let the Brown Girl alose,

The Brown Girl has got houses and Fnds,
Fuir Eleanor has got none,

Therefore [ charge thee on my blessing,
Briog me the Brown Girl home,

And as it befel on a high holiday,
As many more do beside, ,
7 15 weat to Fuir Eleanor,
That should have been his bride,

He knocked at the ri A
Then who 80 ready as f‘:frﬂlu_m+
To let Lord Thomas |

What news, what news, Lord Thoas, 40
said, j ‘
What news hast thoy brought nlL me?
am come to bid thee to my wedd .
And that is bad news for thee,

O no, fo bid, Lord Thomas, she aal
Thar such a thing should be dome

I thought to have been thy bride mp|-
And ol110u to have been the brideogg;.

Come riddle my riddle, dear moth| ghe -

$aid,
And riddle it all in one,
Whether I shall goto Lord Thﬂnll‘md-
d.m » |
Or wheticr_,l shall let it alone, | \

There's many that are our friends, daughter, _
And many that are our foes,

Therefore [ charge JYou, on my blessing,
To Lord Thomas's wedding don't go.
There's many that are our friends, mother,

nd many that are’our foes,
Betide me life, betide me dealh,
To Lord Thomas’s wedding I'li go.

She clothed herself in gallant attire,
And her merry-men all in green,

And 2s she rode thro’ every place,
They took her to be some queen,

When she came to Lord Thomas's gate,
She knocked at the ring,

And who was so ready as Lord Thomas
To let fair Eleanor in ?

Is this your bride ? fair Eleanor said,
Methinks she looks wonderous brown,

Thou might'st have had as fair & womat,
As ever trod upon the ground,

Despise her not, Lord Thomas he said,
spise her not unto me,
For better | love thy little finger
Than all her whole body,
is Brown Girl haa 2 little penknife,
- Which was both long and sharp,
And bewwixt the short ribg and the lon
She prick'd fair Eleanor to the heart.

O pave me, save me, Lord Thomas, ke
paid, '
Methinks thou look'st wonderoug wan,
Thou us'd to look as pood a color,
As ever the sun shin'd o,
O art thou bliad, Lord Thomas, she said,
Or can'st thou net wery well see ?
O do'st thou not see my own heast's plood
Run trickling down my knee,
Lord Thomas had a sword b his side,
As he walk'd about the ha L
He cut his oride’s head off from ber shoul.
ders,
And he flung it agaiust the wall,
He set his sword upon the ground,
Aad the point agaiost his heart,
There never were two jovers sure
- That sooner did depart.

—————.
Frimeed by £, Bvamy, Longidane, Londan,
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