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My Lover Is a Fisherman 
 
Text by Lily Strickland (1887-1958) [Am], published 1922  
Set by Lily Strickland (1887-1958) [Am], from Songs of India 
 
Oh, my lover is a fisherman, 
[o ma lv. z  f..mn] 
 
And he sails on the big blue river;  
[ænd hi selz n  b blu v.] 
 
In his little boat with the crimson sails 
Goes he out with the dawn each morning. 
With his nets so strong 
Stays he all day long, 
And many are the fish he gathers. 
Oh, my lover is a fisherman, 
And he sails on the big blue river. 
 
Soon he'll come for me in the eventide, 
In his little boat with the crimson sails; 
And I'll sail away down the big blue river 
With my lover, mine forever. 
Oh, my lover is a fisherman, 
And he'll come for me very soon! 
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