I'm Seventeen come Sunday

SOMERSET Collected and Arranged by
Con Spirito CECIL J. SHARP
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1. As I  waked out one May morn-ing, One
2. Her shoes were bright, her  stock - ings white, Her
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May morn-ing so ear-ly, | o-ver-took a hand - some maid, Just

buck - les shone like sil -ver; She had a black and roll - ing eye, and her
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as the sun was ris - ing. With my  rue dum day, fol the didd-le doal,
hair hung down her  should - er. With my rue dum day, fol the didd-le doal,
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fol the dol the didd-le dum the day. 3.How old are you, my
fol the dol the
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fair prett-y maid? How od ae you, my hon - ey? She an-swered me right
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cheerful - ly: I am sev- en teencome Sun-day. With my  rue dum day,
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fol the didd-le dol, fol the dol the didd-le dum the day.
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4 Can you love me, my fair pretty maid?
Will you marry me, my honey?

She answered me right ch
| dare not for my mammy.
With my rue dum day, &c.

eerfully:

5 | went down to her mammy's house;
The moon was shining clearly,
| sang beneath her window pane:
Your solidier loves you dearly.

With my rue dum day, &c.

6 O soldier, will you marry me?
For now's your time or never:
For if you do not marry me,
My heart is broke for ever.
With my rue dum day, &c.

7 And now she is the soldier's wife;
And sails across the brine, O!

The drum and fife is my delight,

And a merry man is mine, O!
With my rue dum day, fol the diddle dol,
Fol the dol the diddle dum the day.



