
y/i OUAINT GUiTAR.

One day there came lome loving rricncl*

To beg for holitUy,

And for my Udyc got n leave

To go with them away.

Ye quaint guitar the doth requ.

That dhe may to them ling.

And Matter, he is willing quiv.

Such n .*ic ahe may bring.

Ye (juaint guitar the then takei 4wwn,

And. in a iheet %a white,

Ah\.
, nth her 8leepingpl*ei>

It lafc 1 iudden quite.

And now her pretty low n^ d gos \

She takes from off ye wull.

And packs it in ye strong stout casi

With fan and gloves and all.

And then my I^dye, young and fair,

Doth walk demure away,

And at ye grown up hall that night

Doth dance ill break of day.
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