
AT GLOAMN I'LL BE VIBRE, LOVE.

sleep by wca - ry na-ture tauld, Suals up the c'en o' youlig axid auld, A

s *j

il.

Mie setting sun inay c'crie fN,
And wild the, gathering blast rnay blaw,
Wi' fcarfu' d,*n, yet still for C',

A t Gloaxnu l'Il bc thore, love!
When aes to rest anid nanc trows, &c.

111.

There's somnething to my bosom dear,
I wadna' tyne for wvarld"s gear,
And just to iwhisper 't in thy car,

At Gloamin F'il bc there, love!1
When a to rest and nanc trows, &c.

IV.

My plaid frac scaith to row.thec in,
An artless tale your lieart to -%vin)
Just whaur the humn loups o'cr th e Mi,

At Gloainin l'Il ho there, love!1
Whcn a's to rest and nane trows, &c.

y.

In pity, XRaty, listen then,
Your %valzrife inither ne'er will lien;
St-al. softly'olit, aiid doun the glen.

At Gloaniin l'Il bc there, love!1
When a's to rcst and naue trows,
Don arnug the green knowcs,
Whaur the'honnie brooni grows,
WIil thou inect me there, love?
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