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with me.lan. _ch« 11» in his Eye, gone,

Where is he

A]l tell me
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where tis Allen Brooke of Wyn_der meer, Where is he gone, Ah! tell me
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Liast Night he fighing took his leave,
Which caus'd me all the night to grleve
And many Maids Tknow therebe,

* Who try to wean his Love from me,
But Heaven knows my Heart’s fincere,
To Allen Brooke of W'ynde fmeer,
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My throbbing heart is full of woe,
To think that he fhoud leave me fo,
But if my Love fhowd ' anger'd be,
And try to hide himself from me,
Then Death fhall bear me on a bier,
To Allen Brooke of Wyndermeer,
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For the German Flute.
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