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Now once I was courted by a bonny, bonny boy,
I loved him, I vow and protest;

I loved him so well, so very very well,

That I built him a bow'r in my breast.

Now up the green valley and down a long alley,
Like one that was troubled in mind,

I calld and I did hoot and play'd upon my lute,
But no bonny, bonny boy could I find.

Now, I looked east and I looked west
Where the sun it shone wonderful warm,
But who should I spy but my bonny, bonny boy,

He was lock'd in another girl's arms.

Now the girl that's the joy of my bonny, bonny boy,
I'm sure she is never to blame;

Through many a long night

She has robb'd me of my rest;

She never shall do it again.
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Black is the colour of my true love's hair;

Her face is something wondrous fair.
The purest eyes and the daintiest hands;
I love the grass whereon she stands.

I love my love and well she knows;
I love the grass whereon she goes.
And still T hope the time will come
When she and I will be as one.

Black is the colour of my true love's hair;

I love the grass whereon she goes.
If her no more on earth I see,
My life will quickly fade away.

Black is the Colour of fMy True Love's Hair
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The Lark in The Clear Air
EHELBHIE > REOP T

Dear thoughts are in my mind,
And my soul soars enchanted
As I hear the sweet lark sing
In the clear air of the day.

For a tender beaming smile

To my hope has been granted,
And tomorrow she shall hear
All my fond heart would say.

I shall tell her all my love,
All my soul's adoration,
And I think she will hear me
And will not say me nay.

It is this that gives my soul
All its joyous elation,

As I hear the sweet lark sing
In the clear air of the day.
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