Widdicombg Fair

An old Devonshire song from up on the moors, not far from my locality.

It was collected and published in 1890 in the "Songs of the West" by the
Rev. Sabine Baring-Gould.
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Tom  Pearce, Tom Pearce, lend me your grey mare, All a - long, down a - long,
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out a - long, Ilee. For 1 want for to go to Wid - di - combe Fair, With Bill
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Brew -er, Jan Stew- er, Pe- ter Gur-ney, Pe - ter Da-vy, Danl Whid-don, Har - ry Hawke, Old
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Un - cle Tom Cob-leigh and all, Old Un - cle Tom Cob - leigh and all




Tom Pearce, Tom Pearee, lgnd me your grey marg,
7/l along, down along, out along lee.
For | want for to go to Widdicombg Fair,
Wi’ Bill Brewer, Jan Stewer, Peter Garney,
Peter Pavy, Pan’l Whiddon, tlarry tlawk,
Old Unele Tom Cobleigh and all,
Old lncle Tom Cobleigh and all.

{Ind when shall | sge again my old grey marg?
VIl along, down along, out along Iee.
By Friday soon or daturday noon, Wi’ Bill Brewer...

0 they harngssed and bridled the old grey marg,
VIl along, down along, out along Iee.
{nd off they drove to Widdicombe Tair, Wi’ Bill Brewer..

Then Friday came and Saturday soon,
VIl along, down along, out along Iee.
Tom Pearce’s old marg hath not trotted home, Wi’ Bill Brewer..

So Tom Pearee he got up to the top of the hill,
VIl along, down along, out along ice.
1Ind he segs his old marg she’s a-making her will, Wi’ Bill Brewer...

How did heg know it was his old grey marg,
VIl along, down along, out along ice.
‘Cos ong foot werg shoed and t'other threeg were bare, Wi’ Bill Brewer..

Tom Pearcee’s old marg, her took sick and died,
7Vl along, down along, out along Iee.
Hnd Tom hg sat down on a stong and he eried, Wi’ Bill Brewer..

But this isn’t the ¢gnd of this shocking affair,
7Vl along, down along, out along Iee.
Nor though they be degad, of the horrid carger, Of Bill Brewer...

When thg wind whistlgs cold on thg moor of a night,
Il along, down along, out along lee.
Tom Pearee’s old marg doth appear ghastly white, Wi’ Bill Brewer...

1Ind all theg long night bg heard skirling and groans,
Il along, down along, out along lee.

From Tom Peareg’s old marg and her rattling bongs
From Bill Brewer, Jan Stewer, Peler Gurney,
Peter Pavy, Pan’l Whiddon, tlarry tlawk,

Old Unele Tom Cobleigh and all,

Old Uncle Tom Cobleigh and all.



