The Bold Irish Navvy

	1
	I’m a bold Irish navvy that worked on the line.

And one place I met was Newcastle-on-Tyne,

Where they all called me Paddy, though my name it is John,

But I faced it all bravely with my navvy boots on.



	2
	I was tired, sick and weary from working all day.

To a cot by the hillside I was making my way.

And the stars they were bright, and the moonlight it shone,

As I marched to my true love with my navvy boots on.



	3
	I walked up to her window and gave it a knock.

She woke up from her slumbers, and it wasn’t in shock.

She opened and whispered, “Is that you, my dear John?”

And I quickly went, “Yes, with my navvy boots on.”



	4
	Oh she waved me inside without further ado.

“Though my bed isn’t wide, it will hold me and you.”

Oh the night it was cold and I stayed until dawn

For to keep my love warm with my navvy boots on.
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	When I left her at daybreak I said with a smile,

“How much harm could I do, love, in so short a while?

Let me hug you once more, love, for I must be gone.

I don’t know where I’m going with my navvy boots on.”
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	There’s a boy in Newcastle who looks just like me.

Though he doesn’t have much of a family tree,

He is bold, he is proud, and they all call him John,

As he roams through the streets with his navvy boots on.
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