Irish Girl - Mr Gorble
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It was one sum mer's - morn - ing - down - by the riv - er side, | -
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look - ed all a round me, - an - - rish girl - spied. So
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red and ro sy were her cheeks and coal - black was her hair, and
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cost - ly were - the - robes of gold - this - rish girl - did weatr.
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It was one summer's morning down by the riverside,
| looked all around me, an Irish girl | spied.
So red and rosy were her cheeks and coal-blackerasair,
and costly were the robes of gold this Irish gid @ear.
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The tears ran down her rosy cheeks, in sorrow gherg,
saying, 'My own true love has gone from me; andegiarsaken 1.'
The last time that | saw my love oh, he was ver. ba
The only thing he asked of me; was just to tiehieiad.
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| wish my love was a red, red rose that in the gargrew,
and that | was the gardener; then him | would renew

Yes every month throughout the year him | wouldcexgn
with lillies | would garnish him; Sweet William, T/me and Rue,
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| wish | was a butterfly, I'd fly to my love's bista

| wish | were a linnet; I'd sing her soul to rest.

| wish | were a nightingale, I'd sing to the mowpitiear;
I'd sit and sing for you Polly, for the girl thalolve dear.



