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My love was once a bonny lad.

He was the flower of a* his kin j

The abfence of his bonny face

Has rent my tender heart in twain;

I day nor night, find no delight,

On filent tears I flill complain j

And exclaim *gainft thofe my rival foes.

That ha*e ta'en from me my darling fwain.

Defpair and anguifli fill my breafi.

Since I have loft my blooming rofe i

I figh and moan, while others reft.

His abfeoce yields me no repofe j

To feek my love I'll range and rove.

Thro* ev*ry grove and diftant plaia ;

Thus 111 ne*er ceafe, but fpend my days.

To hear tidings from my darling fwain.



c

Moderatelj

Slou

m
0 ' 0

My love was once a bonny larT,He was the fIlowrof a" }iislcin;The

i i
is

± 3^^5:«—

#

absence o£ his bo nny face Has rent my tenderheart in twain. I ffav nor

7\5

I—

g

nig'ht fincf no delight: In silent tears I ftill compiain;,^nffexclHim'^ainst

8
3

mm

thofe my ri - val foes ;Thathae taen from me my rCarling" Swain

.

5
3

6"

4 3


