
Sally Gray

Come, Dea vie, I’ll tell thee a
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se cret, But tou mun lock’t up i’ thee breast,

I wud dn’t for aw Dal ton par ish It

com to the ears o’ the rest; Now I’ll

hod te a bit of a wea ger, A groat to thy tup pens I’ll lay,

Tou can not guess whee I’s on

luive wi’, And nob but keep off Sal ly Gray


