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WHISTLE O’ER THE LAVE OT.
Word» by Burnt
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First when Mag-gie was my care, Heav'n I thought was in her air ;
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Now we’re mar-ried, spier nae mair, But whia- tW; o’er ' the lave o’L

Meg was meek, and Meg was mild, Sweet and harmless as a child ;

How we lire, my Meg and me, 
How we lore, and how we gree, 
I care-na by how few may see, 

Sae whistle o’er the lave oV

Whs I wish were maggot's meat, 
Bow'd into her windin’ sheet,
_ could write, but Meg wad eee’ti 

Sae whistle o’er the lore o’L
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Blythe was the time when he fee’d wi’ my fai - ther, O ?
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Hi, [i, were the deyr when we herd ■ ed the • ghle - er, 71
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i Sweet were the hours when he row’d me in his plaid • ie, Ol An’

k——
eb: I 3 r*

t:

row’d to be mine, my dear High * land lad ■ die, 01


