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Come and tit dowo in my Aaiity, yon'w netrly

an hoar to wait,

Hyo« CMt for the r«t I can teB you the atory

of Bnrton'i fate.

Nerer mind how I know it—there'a plenty o'

frikabende .; ,
,

At knowt about Matter Bnrtoo, and why he

came here and died

;

For the wtmien ha' talked it orer, and when-

ever that comet about,

Whererer there't tecreu hidden, the women 'H

hunt 'em out.

They wagged their headt when he married

poor pennilett Mercy L«igh

Right 00 the t(f of her hearin' at her Iotct

wat drowned at tea.

Lord, how the women chattered—icandaloni

thmgt they laidi

Hintio' the wanted a hntband to hide her tin

with the dead 1

Thii Mercy Leigh waa the danghter ofdecentith

honett fblkt.

And Bartoa had made her an offcr, but the

treated iut word* at joket,


