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One morn- ing thro' the wil- lagechurch- vyard I  did stray, I
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met a fair dam-  sel she look- ed so gay, Her
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eyes shone like dia- monds and her teeth as white as pearls, her
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cheeks were like ros- es and her hair hung in curls, I
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step-  ped up fo her  and stood by her side, I
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said my fair dam- sel will you be my bride? She said
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Come to my moth- er if you mean what you say, for she
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looked like an an- gel my own Kit- ty Gray.
Chorus
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Oh she looked like an an- gel, al- tho she was poor, The
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fair dar- ling creat- ure I shall ne-  ver  see more, And
9 T Iu i i f T T T —
e e — e e & o —
Al | i i = i i i i I | 1/ ¥
U . ‘ T r T
from her dear moth- er I led  her a- stray. I de-
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ceived and de- grad- ed my own Kit- ty Gray

One morning thro' the village churchyard | did stray,
I met a fair damsel she looked so gay,
Her eyes shone like diamonds and her teeth as white as pearls,
Her cheeks were like roses and her hair hung in curls,
| stepped up to her and stood by her side,
| said my fair damsel will you be my bride?
She said Come to my mother if you mean what you say,
For she looked like an angel my own Kitty Gray.
Chorus:
Oh she looked like an angel, although she was poor,
The fair darling creature | shall never see more,
And from her dear mother | led her astray,

| deceived and degraded my own Kitty Gray.

2. To her mother’s poor cottage | then did appear

The sweet morning meal then with me they did share
Her father was dead, in the wars he was slain

They told me the sad tale and it caused them both pain.
| said I'll befriend her dear mother through life,

I'lll make her sweet charming young daughter my wife
Her mother consented to what | did say

But | deceived and degraded my own Kitty Gray.



[Chorus]

To London | brought her in a carriage and pair,

| dressed her in jewels and satin so rare

Till she found that | deceived her and left her alone

With a babe at her breast in the wide world to roam.

| took her poor heart and then cast it aside

The babe and the mother they both sank and died,

Like many a poor girl who has been led astray

By a flattering deceiver like poor Kitty Gray.

Chorus:
Oh she looked like an angel, although she was poor,
The fair darling creature | shall never see more,
And from her dear mother | led her astray,

She is gone, she is dead now, my own Kitty Gray.



