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^ s tream, Flow gently,sweet  Af.ton,  dis  -  turb not  her dream. Thou dove,whose soft  m 

e .cho re-sounds  f rom the  h i l l ,  Thou green-cres ted  lapwing,wi th  noise  loud and 
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turb  not  my s lumber ing fa i r .  

Thy crys ta l  s t ream,  Afton,  how lovely  i t  g l ides ,  
And winds  by the  cot  where  my Mary res ides ;  
There ,  of t  as  mi ld  evening weeps  over  the  lea ,  
Thy sweet  -  scented groves  shade my Mary and me.  
Flow gent ly ,  sweet  Afton,  among thy green braes ,  
Flow gent ly ,  sweet  River ,  the  theme of  my lays?  
My Mary 's  as leep by thy murmuring s t ream,  
Flow gent ly ,  sweet  Afton,  d is turb  not  her  dream.  
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