Distant he Lingers
                                                    Am                                       G7                   C
Distant He lingers in other green valleys,

                                                     G                                              G7                   C
leaving this valley, once green, desolate.

                                                      Am                               G7                C
O little Bird of my soul, little Sweetheart,

                                                                                              E7                            Am
won’t you come soon, won’t you come soon?

Don’t be beguiled, dear, by girls with bold glances;

in my two eyes your beauty’s reflected.

Birds, in the springtime, in joy sing most sweetly;

sweeter to me is my beloved’s singing.

Oh, joyous day, how long shall I await you,

when I again walk by my beloved’s side?

Come back, my love, to your own greenest valley:

you will find it and me faithfully waiting.
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