Plymouth Sound - Mr L ock
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tell you how the game goes on when - you are out - of sight; to
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let you - know how the lads on shore go - sport-ing - with your  wives - when
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you are on the rag - ing main a - ven - tring your - sweet lives.
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Come list you seamen unto me and these few litegite The day being spent in sweet content, his halfvpay no
to tell you how the game goes on when you are bsigbt; more.
to let you know how the lads on shore go sportiithw  'Oh never mind my love,' she says, he is workingl far
your wives more.
when you are on the raging main a-venturing yoweetw Perhaps he's at the topmast head all shiveringthaticold.
lives. Possibly it is his watch on deck; our joys he chahlold.'
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The ship she lies in Plymouth Sound all ready tsag, 6

'‘May the heavens above protect my love in a swegt a 'Hark | hear the gun do fire; my husband is homeiizeund,;
pleasant galemy husband he's returned from sea; the ship'symdlith

may the winds that blow him from the shore to meene Sound.'
more return  So straight to her neighbour's house she goes;€Bhaenly
until his pockets are well lined, and then he'scawle one thing | crave;
home.' lend me your gown for mine's in pawn; the only bhave.'
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Then to take a last farewell of him she then begamy, 7
and pulling out her handkerchief to wipe her wegpge; So straightway to the ship she goes and boldlynsiiked in,
'‘My husband, now he is gone to sea, how hardniyi€ase. and so grieved for her husband, she flew and kissad

With plenty more all on the shore, another shilhfs Saying, 'My husband he's returned from sea, hoyhap
place.' shall be.
4 Pray stay at home with me, my dear, and go no foosea.'
Straight to her fancy man she goes; these wortsnalid
say,

‘Now my husband is gone to sea, tomorrow is hajfqzy.

So come down to the Dockyard gate and wait tibrihe out,

for this very day we'll spend his half pay; we witink both
ale and stout.



