Cornwall My County (aka The Black & Gold) (by Paul 1/10/2010)
A gentle mist embraces the tranquil Cornish hill,
Uniting in solitary view both land and sky as one,
Cornwall County will stay inside my heart until,
Lord you take me back to a place where I begun.

Across the rural land a farmer ploughs his field,
Birds eagerly pursue all elusive treats exposed,
Could this be the year of a rich plentiful yield,
Cornwall has been this way forever I suppose.

Ever proud to say from Cornwall since my birth,
Living within my town after some early few days,
And now resided here more than 50 years worth,
No desire of moving or crossing the County bay.

The peak of Torpoint to the base of Lands End,
Cornwall is very near an island in all but name,
I’d never travel on and leave my County friend,
My side of the Tamar I’ll forever surely remain.
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