LA MORT AU MENETRIER.
Ca, L|l|l'l air allons nous jouer?

Quoi? la chanson du Gueux, ou l'air du Pot qui danse?
Mais le jeu ne vaut rien, il le faut avouer,

Si tu v’y viens sauter pour marquer la cadence.

REPONS DU MENETRIER.

1l n'étoit point de féte on, malgré la distance,
On ne me vit porter mon instrument joyeux,

Adieu tous mes profits! Sa bruyante cadence
Ne doit plus animer les danses ni les jeux.

DEATH TO THE MINSTREL.

What reel or jig shall we now play?
The beggar? or the Black boy? Say,

My Minstrel, for were yon not there,
Imperfect were both dance and air.

THE MINSTREL’s REPLY.
No market was too far for me.
In all I gained my penny fee;
But now ’'tis done and go I must,
My pipe is fallen in the dust.



28. Der Tod jum Kivbepfeifer.
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