
Botany Bay

To see my poor old fa ther as he stand at the bar Like

wise my dear old mo ther Her old grey locks she tore And in

tear ing of those old grey locks These words to me did say O

son, O Son what hast thou done Thou art bound for Bo ta ny Bay

Source: Sung by Chas [Charles] Smith, Coates, on April 10th 1911. Collected by Cecil J. Sharp
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