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ADIU TO

- Old England.

Come all you wild yowng fellows wherever you may be,
One moment giveattcation, and listen untome :

1'm a poor unhappy soul, within those walis I lay,

My awful sentance is pronounced, DU'm bound to Botany

ST s Gy TR

1 awas brought up in teaderness, my pavent's fond
delight, ' (stght
They never covid be happn, but when I was ia taeir

They nourished my tender years, and oft to me would

suy
Avoid all euil comgany, lest they lead you astral,

My parents Lapnd me F;r'm_:u!ir'r.' in all fair ——
To a Linen Draper, the truth you soon shall hear,
I borne an exoellent character, my master lov’d me well

Till in @ havivi's company how fatal for to tell.
pany

1u the gates of splendour 1 maintain’d this lofty dane,
Cowith disdain.

But when my substance I had spent, she'd treat me
She snid go & rob your master, he hos rviches in great
store, (o more

1 money you don’t bring to me, pray se my face

To her bad advice I did give way, and to iy master
went,

T'o plunder him of what I could, it was my full intent,

Of costly robes & money tooy I tuok as you shall hear

All from the kindest master, to me he did appear.

Newt roblbery I did commit, twas ona gentlemai,

Of jull five hundred sovereigas he placed in my hand
I taked was for this sad step, to sent me
This harlot now forsook me quite, in my extremily.
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The awful assizes did approach, before them I did
slend

My prosecutor swore to me I was the very man

1o see my aged purents dear, they bitterly did crn

Now miest we with a bleeding hearty vicw owr dailing
bay.

My master and my aged friends as they stood in the
. hall (eroy odid vuil
What floods of tears they shed for me, for imercy
Tie gruel judgenginercy shes i, but unto me did say
My youtis you @re transpori d for life toBoteny Ly

The day before Tdidsct sail, as Ulay in my eell,

My parents dear they came lo me, to take their last
Jurewell ) I T

Down o my bended knees T fell, theiv blessing 1 aid

Crying olas! iy tender pareils, this will brong yuu (5
the grave.

My mother swooned in my arms, in sorraw e Fe

pair, ety

My father's ivwart opress’d with gricf he tore his asuil

I hut floods of tears they shed jor me, Lke drops of

moyaing dew, Cshall we do
No words couid they pronounce JSor me, but son iwhat

Now in my native country, I take my last farewell

The grief I feel within my breasty I'm sure no tongue
can tell, (your paveats say

Young ‘men advice and warning  lake, mind what

Avoid all harlot’s eompany, lest you go to Botany Hay.
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