Now That Fortune
                                                  CAPO 2
                                                       D                                          A
Now that fortune has smiled upon me

                                               A7                                                                            D
and my heart has received His glance’s arrow,

                                                                                                          A
I experience sweet agony,

                                                                                                                     D
an agony that has no trace of sorrow.

                                                                 A                                                      D
My heart has become a Nightingale

                                                                                                             A
wounded by the thorns of a lovely Rose __ 
                                                                                                                       D
the sweet ending of a bitter tale

                                                                          G7                 D        A                D
which from the beginning I willingly chose.

                                                           A                                 A7                    D
Tho’ the Beloved knows ev’rything

                                                 G                                         Em                   A
he chooses to pretend surprised ignorance.

                                                                                          A7                           D
How else would he make the lover sing? __
                                                                                           A                                  D
how, but thro’ exasperation make him dance?

                                                                           A                                                D
When his shining glance fell upon me,

                                                                                                       A
my heart was ashamed of all its false faces.

                                                         D                  A                                              D                   
When my song expressed my agony,

                                                    A                                              D               A7             D
the sun died and the stars fell from their places.

Now that fortune ………
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