
Barbara Allen

Then slow ly, slow ly she came up, And slow ly she drew nigh him
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And all she said when there she came, "Young man I think you’re dy ing,

Dy ing, young man I think you’re dy ing."
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2. And when she on her death-bed lay
And to be buried by him,
And sore repented of the day
That she did e’er deny him.

Source: Emily Bishop, Bromsberrow Heath, 27th August 1957, collected by Russell Wortley
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