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PREFACE

TO THE PRESENT EDITION.

It was not in the hope of fir Jing amid the clang
and the turmoil of these days of bustling excite-
ment a very nume.dus auditory, that the author
was last year induced’ to seek admittance into
that minstrel band to which so obscure a place is
now assigned, and to wnose harping so careless
an ear is turned by the busy and pre-vccupied
rmltitude.

To this his e..pectations were limited, that here
and there a few thoughtful spirits or a few par-
tial hearts might be willing to gather around
him as he sang, and tp listen, with no critical or
fastidious ear, to strains which, with somewhat of
earnest simplicity, but with Lo affectation of

‘startling vehemence or Ligh-sounding pomp of
tor, distoursed of themes which in themselves
have an attraction for tne most of those whose
ear he hopel to gain, and which, though to a
great -extent connected with his own mountain,
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“land, are yet of no mere local or tempormy
interes*, but are fitted to kindle the imugination
and affect the hear. of all who have an eye and a
soul for the naturally or -piritually sublime.

That‘his hones have been ‘more than realized,
it were affectation to deny. The suspicious flat-
tery of partial lips ~ould have had little weight
in inducing kim to consent to appear before that
wide circle of auditors who a1 . wont to assemble
around the company which he now ventures to
join; but the voice of unequivocal approbation
from the unbiassed umpires of literature in all
parts o. gur owa land,—the eloquent utterance
of genial sympathy by Scotland’s most beloved
and gifted sons on the far plains )f India,—and
tkhe complacent smile of our country’s laureled
and venerated bards,—these suffrages he owns
have inspired a hope which neither parental af-
fection for his own offspring nor the facile ap-
proval of friendsuip could have awakened.

This only he wduld remark for himself hefore
repeating Lis simple melody on the Highl-nd
harp. that his lay is meant rather as a reflective
than es & descriptive ‘one,—that ho has endea-
voured rather ‘to inerpret the voice of Nature in
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huSnan. language, than lterally to record the
mystic soinds that issue from her oracle, cr mi-
nutely io delineate the hieroglyphic characters
that are traced on the lofty walls and massy
columns of her ancieut temple; though, at
the same time, he hopes that sufficient intima-.
tions have been given of what his eyes have
actually; seen, and his ears heard, to enable
those who are con.»rsant with such scenes to
judge of the fidelity of his interpretations. For
the sake of those, however, who may place such
‘confidence in him as to aliow him to guide them

through those glorious regions, &mid whrch he

129 spent so many happy days, he has added, in
plain prose, a dcscription of a tour, in which the
reader will be conducted, pari passu, with the
minstrel, but without the hazard of losing his
way, or mistaking the allusions of the song.

Qyr Queen’s renewed visit to the Highlands has
this, year a second time ‘directed .he eyes of the’
empire to that region; and witn respect to the
poerr of which he has now been speaking, as well
as that on the Scottich Martyrs, the author has
not been disappointed in the hope he ventured
to express on their first publicction,—that © re-
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" cent event‘s Yaving given an addional interestrto
subJeets in themselves so worthy of ;the lyre,
there might be found many breasts which ‘would
not merely respond to bés strains, simple as they
were, %but wpuld return them with a redoubling
echo that would compensate for the feebleness of ,
the voice which gave them forth.”

The end which the author pr'oposed to himself
in writing the tale entitled & Imagination,” was
to exemplify some of the workings of an ima-
gmatlve spirit in its natural and in its renewed
and enhghtened staté: while in the ballad’
¢“ Metlie,” now for the first time published,
though written many years ago, he has soughi*
to embody some of the expregsions in which
svounded nature and divinely wrought resigna-
tion will find vent in humble life. And he may
remark that, in his poetical attempts in general,
his object has been, not the mere entertainment
of the fancy, but the purifying and soothing of
the heart.

Edinburgh, Dec. 18442
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THE HHIGHLANDS,

A Pocw,

IN FIVE CANTOS.






THE HIGHLANY

CANTO FIRST.

L
DuLL is the soul that e’er hath roamed along
'Mong Scotia’s vales and hills, and hath not caught
The inspiring breath that prompts to pensive song;
To whom, in seasons of sweet, silent thought,
The image of these scenes is never brought,
“or fondly cherished as a precious dower;
Upon whose b1 .ast their influence hath not wrought
As with a charm—whose gently soothing power

His heart hath gladly owned in many an after hour.

1L

And I have felt that cfarm ;—and, not in vain,
Upon my soul unfadingly impressed,
These scenes in lively vision still remain ;
-For never yet hath my delizhted breast
H calm, deep, purifying joy confessed,
-As when ’mid these bright vegions I have stood,
Or a8 when Memory my soul hath blessed,
And with he. magic mirror hath renewed
To fancy's gladacned eye, lake, dell, and bosky wood.

Zefbeihne Publie Libres:

ACTIObx B)\.37¢,.
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“‘Bteels o’er the heurt ;—whence seem they to the sight

)

16 FOWER OF IMAGINATION

un
Gazing o’ei floods and streams, o’er glades and hills,
Froia some lone glen or some majestic hcight, -
Say whence such deep, sublime emotion fills
The musing soul, and whence such calm delight

So girt with power and wild magnificence ?
Is it that, in themselves, they have the might
To stir the spirit as they please the sense,

Or whence their secret charm ? Canst thou, sweet Muse,

say whence ?
Iv.

It is a glorious power, that, from the mind,
Like a creative spirit, wanders forth,
And on immortal wings flies, unconfined,
Exulting in its might, tirough heaven and earth,
Givi.ag to all it looks on a new birth.
'Tis this so hallows the grey, mouldering tower;
Hence laugh the valleys with such lively mirth—
Hence frown the hills with such s bduing power—

Hence strike the clouds such awe when *mid the storm

they lower.
V.

To thee, Imagination, hath been given
A wondrous power, that neverknows decay,
To imitate the glorigns work of heaven,
And breathe a living soul into the clay.
Things that sre not tkou call’st, and they obey;
All nature yields to thy benign control ;
It needs but that thy quick’ning voice should say
¢ Let this faic frame have lile,” and lo! a soul,

“In, thine own image formed, pervadca the breathing

whole.
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Vi

Yes! 'tis the life In Scotia’s guardian hills

"That seems to dwell—and in each waving weod,

And bellowing torrent—it is this that fills

The heart with rapture, as, in musing mood,

The soul goes out upnn the lake's calm flood,

Or communes with the clouds; for it can find

In them companions. Now it loves to brood

O'cr the still waters; now the awakened mind
Commingles wit™ tue storm, associate of the wind.

vII,

And where, Imagination, ¢ 2st thou reign

With vaster power—or where delight'st thon more

To walk rajestic with thy mystic train

Ofis fancies rapturous—or where to pour

Thy life-imparting influence—than o’er

NId Scotia’s bounding streams and mountains wild ?

Ah! well thou’>v’st to listen to the roar

Of her far torrents, and to lead thy child T
Entranced where rugged hills on hills to heaven are piled,

VIIL.
'

. Nor giv’st thou only life to all things fair, k
And wondrous, and sublime#4hy call can bring .
Tuto the trackless depths of liquic sir .
From lonely dell, dark cave, and murmuring spring,
Sp’ ‘its that fly aloft on wanton wing—

Amid the storm career upon the blast—
Glide o’er the earth, or s rt on grassy ring ;
Or thou canst hid thy sons behold, aghast,
The forms of thosc who dwelt on earth in ages past.
B
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is INVOCATION Or SPIRITS.

X,

Thus Jie who loves with thee at eve to stray
Through Wood and wold, when not a jarring sound
Breaks the sweet stillness ot the closing day,
Feels as if walking,on enchayted ground,
And, ‘rrapt in awful musing, sces around
Spints of pe#ce or forms of terror risc;
e sees them dancing on each verdant mound,
He sces them troopieg from the silent skies,

And still the rugged scene grows witder in his eyes.

X.
Ye gentle spirits! ye sweet fays ! with whom
As through your own ddinains I lonely roved
Amid the holy twilight's pensive gloem,
With playful fancies pleased, I oft have loved
To hold mysterisus converse—far removed
From the world’s ceaseless strife, in some fair scene
By lavish nature decked as best behoved
Your dwelling, where some glad stream gushed be-
hd tween
Two hills sublime, or 'mid some ring of fairy green; .
XL
Leave, lovely spirits ! those wild haunts awhile,
Where most it syits ygz—most ye love to dwell ;
And deigh, even here, upon my dreams to smile. .
Let your known voiceseon my spirit swell,
Soft as the music of some village bell
Amid yopr own delightful valleys pealing,
Come ! to my soul tales of patt ages tell,
"I'he secrets of your.chosen homes revialing,
And tune my soill afresh to childhood’s raptyred feeling.
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. Or may ye not the strong enchantment brea':,
That binds ye to some hill, or stream,-or glen?
Your charmed circle may ye not forsake,
To dwell awhile among the abedes of men ?
Then come, thou pensive nymph, come, Hemory,
then—
For with me thou hast trod each haunted place, :
And treasured its delights—.ome, pour again
Their influence on my soul ; revive each trace
W hicl. Time and busy thoughts have laboured to deface.
XIIT.
Or on Imagination’s joyous wing
. Fly forth, my soul, o’er mountain, strath, and dell.
There all thou seest shall sweet remembrance bring
Of by-_one days: for 'mid these scenes full well
Have P'urity and Freedom loved to dwell,
Zven when cxiled from all the world beside.
There many a !ay upon thine ear shall swell, E
From distance borne along the swelling tide
Of Time. To these thou well may’st list with honéae
pride.

¢

X1v.

+ For sweetly strung was Scotia’s harp of old,

.And as, in thrilling notes ofmelting strains,
To mighty chiefs and lovely maics it told
-Of d~eds that consecrate their native plnins,
O of Love's rapturous bliss and tender pains,
High beat the heart, or dropped the unbidden teat.
And still each glen the vuice of song retains—
Still to the Highland heart these lays are dear—

Still loves it of the deeds of other Jimes to hear.
B2
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Xv.

Thus,sjoyfully, my soul, shalt thou be borng,

Following Traditior's mellowed voice, away

To view the varying aspect of the morn,

When, shone the sua of glory's earliest ray

Upon'thy.coyntry : *mid the twilight grey

Of dim obscurity, see streaks of light

Portend the brightness of the coming day,

When burst that sun% full splendgurs on the sight—
Though clouded oft awhile, yet beautiftil and bright {

ghte

XVI.

A people, then and thert, may’st thou behold,
Indomitable as the rugged soil .
O’er which they loved to rdbam—proud, free, and bold,
As théir own meuntains, They alone could foil
The arms of Rome, and rob them of their spoil ;
Pierce the huge serpent that had twined around
'The vanquished nations—bidding it uncoil,

+ And draw that head back, gored witlr many a wound,

In whose gemmed lustre they no fascination found.

XVIL,

Free roaming 'mid their own wild hills and skies,
Dear and familiar ever to their sight;
Amid these sceries sublime, whére, to their eyes, *
Fa every woody glen and misty height, .
Nature pat forth her most stupendous might
"To awe yet charm the doul, ayd to adorn
‘These favoured regions ; they did take delight
To own themgelves her children, and to scorn

All tha¢yppeared-of ‘Art and dull Rcufietﬁm born.*
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XVIJL

. And marve] not that to their simple heart
Uncultured Nature doubly was endeared ;
And that the boastful blazonry of Art
Thus hateful to their zealous soul a’ppeared,
And he who bore them as a foe was feared,
Since proudly it was borne upon the shield
Of those who dark Invasion’s standard reared -
Against them—since to Art'= approach to yield,
Seemed base as ’tv.ere to quit same long contested field.

XIX.

Nor strange that Nature's voice to them was sweet—

That her their mother they so loved to call:

Accordant with her voice their bosoms bei.;

And the rude crag, the torrent’s roaring fall:

The hurrying clouds, the tempest’s fierceness—al}

Spoke in a tone the sweetest to their soul.

And what might minds of gentler cast appal,

With pleasing and congenial influence stole
On minds that joyed in all that seemed to spurn contr,gl

v

XX,

Yet dear and sacred ever in their sight
" * The ties that Nature's hand had bound appeared;
And him, the warrior chief who to the height
Of power and dignity by Ler was reared,
hey loved, obeyed, and cheerfully revered.
He was the father of his t:ibe, and strong )
The bonds by which to #ll he was endeared. i
Their judge and leader—their defence from wrong-—
His deeds filled every mind~-his praises every songy .
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XXI,

To Nature’s voice with reverential awe .
They listened; and, from every sight and gound,
Imagination taught' their souls to draw
Deep meanings ; and, when 3]l was still around,
If aufht disturbed the solemn, hush profound,
The heart that could all mortal terrors brave
Would flutter; and in these their fancy found—
Accordant with the sp that feeling gave—
Revealings trom above, of voices from e grave.

L3

XXIL
While thus upon my soul the thoughts arise!
That call to mind the deéds of other days,
What sgene does Fancy picture to mine eyes? .
'Tis “gvoody Morven,” where full oft the lays
Of ancient bards arose, to tell the praise ¢
Of conquering chiets, or chiefs who nobly fell.
My soul by Lora’s murmuring watey. strays,
Whose woodland music oft did Ossian swell,
And by the cairns that mark where slumbering heroes
dwell.
XXITI,

And see! as slow departs the sunimer day,

The clouds around in martial order close, -

Forwing themselves in dread and dark array, -

Ljke the ad»ance and ckarge of meeting foes ;

#And now, as each in the red radiance glows *

Of the dgparting sun, they seem as dyed

In blood that from a thougand® bosoms flows g

And there some ancient bard might have descried
The ghosts of warriorgslain,still fired with martial pride,
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XX1V,
Amid the storm, upon their cloudy cars,
Still rash.they through the heavens, as o.ice they
rushed,

Urged by revenge and wrath, to earthly wars.
And now see yonder host by victory flushed!
And see their foes beneath their onset crusned,
Pursued by fiery darts of forked light!
Victorious Fingal stops the rout, and hushed
Is now the tumult and the uoise of fight:

And slow the toe retires, though still in timid flight.

«

XXV, .
See the triumphant Lost amid the skies, |
With joyful shouts, around their leader throng!
And, hark ! I hear a gentle voice arise,
Borne by the soft and dying gale along.
Meth:aks it is the voice of Ossiar’s song, .
Who sweeps his harp amid the * feast of shells.”
Now soft it rises, and now, boldly strong,
As if in triumph and in joy, it swells;

And still on Fingal's might and Oscar’s praise it dwells.

XXV

But now no longer glows the fading west ;

The clouds amid the 'darkness disappear ;

The wearied hosts of heaven have sunk to rest,

To-morrow they exchange the brand and spear,

And battle’s wild delights, for sylvan cheer;

And, mounted on the clouds, their flying steeds,

I'hro.gh heaven’s wide fields pursue the shadowy

deer,

Sporting a. once they did on earthly meads ;

Forstill in heaven they love their former joys and deeds,
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XXVIL

*Twas thus, when Scotia lay benaath the shade

of ighorance—ere pure religion’s light,

From blest Iona sRining, yet displayed

The purity of that celestial height,

‘Whefe holy spirits dwell in glory bright,

Imaginationgictured ‘to the eye,

In viewless air or in the things of sight,

" Spirits into whose stgle love bade men pry,—
‘Which something in themselves deelared could never
die. ® . ®
XXVIIL

‘What is that something ? ’tis the voice of heaven,

Which the immortal spirit hears within;

Which, says, these powe'r's, these feelings were not

¢ given,

In this abode of misery and sin

To live alone; that here we but begin

An endless being; that there is a gjate

Where suffering worth a recompense shall win;
* Where heaven’s just wrath the oppressor shall await,
Though dimly can blind man foresee his.future fate.

XXIX.

And, when the soul its earthly house forsakes, - ,
In minds untaught of heaven the thought will rise
That still of mortal passions it partakes,
And still is bound to edrth by human ties ;
And, leaving oft its mansion in the skies,
Will seek some spot ofearth that once waa'dear;
Or, 'neath the shade of midnight, to jhe eyes
Of loye and wakeful pilgrims will appear,

To watn them when seme hour of glosm .in drawing near.

- EER R
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XXX,
Nor when arose~-these regions to illume—
The Sun of Righteousness, did even his ray
Dispel at once these phantoms of the gloom;
Or chase dark superstition’s clouds away ;
Yet did it raise them higher, and display,
In the bright tints which even on thew) it cast,
A cheering earnest of that glorious day
Which, when these clouds ®om Scotia’s sky had
ssed,
Shed it= benignant beams o’er all the land at last,

XXXI.

No more o’er Scotia’s rugg :d hills and isles

Religion’s light is from Iona shed;

And moulder now her old and hoary piles

O'er the low graves, where lie the pjighty dend,

And holy men, who wont these scenes to tread;

Yet is it sweet to*'walk where they have trod ;

Sweet is it, eveu in fancy, to be led

Q’er scenes that have been Sanctity’s abode,—
From whence o’er all the land such priceless blessings

flowed.

o

XXXII.

And, oh! if fancy such deep joy can give,

Shrined in the heart such scencs may well remain, -

‘When we have gazed on them. Then lef me live

Those hours of holy musing o’er again,

‘W1 :n, borne rejoicing o'er the Western main, *

Far on the deep thé sacred isle 1 viewed—

When rose upon my sigh: its ancient fane—

‘When on its ballowed shore entranced I gtood,
And with its spirit fl¢ my inmost soul imbued.



26 ARRIVAL OF COLUMBA.

vy
B XXXII,

It was on such a morn as that whereon
A Jight of influence purer far than aught

¢ Yon glonous sury can boast, arose and shone—
Even that blest morn which o’er these waters brought,
Frgm Erin’s kindred shore, a frail bark, franght
With a devoted band of hetalds, led ~
By one whbm God by His own Word had taught,
And by His Spirit fired with zeal to spread

The tidings of great jiy through I-I.ime for man who bled.

XAXIV,

Calm rose that morning o'cr these western Isles,
Shedding on all arouyd a tranquil ray.

Old Ocean brightened into peaceful smiles,

As wlled the darkness,from his face away; °
Ang glnd he hailed that blest, auspluous day.
More joyful then, incthinks, than c’er bfore,
Through Staffa’s pillared aisles his matin lay— .-
Wont ever there its orisons to pesir—

. Would swell in solemn strains, his Maker to adore.

XXXV.

. For o’cr the Western wave, that hallowed morn,
A bright and glorious star, of ray divine,
Like that whicly led to where the Christ was beri#,
Arose—with cheering brams ordained to shine,
And be to thewe -ude isles a sacred sign,

* Pointing to wherc, with gifts of purer worth
Than vrought the l\gagi from the easters mine,
They ight repair to Hlmdwhose wondrous birth

Great gl blorv bronygke to héaven, and spakc good-will to
earth.
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XXXVI.

Wide v'er these rugged realms its hallowed ray
Was poured diffusive ; nor on these alone :
O’er Southern rcglons, stretching far away,
With blessed power its heavenly lustre shone;
And they who sat in darkness joyed to own
The healing influence of its tranquil light:
And where a Saviour’s name was not unknown,
Even there it shone with beaws more purely bright
Than *mid the obscaring clouds till then had reached
their sight.
AXXVIL
In peaceful union here the brethren dwelt,
Studious of God’s own Word—a holy band,
Eager to spread the heavenly peacc they felt
In their own tranquil breasts o’er all the land ;
To bid the sacred tree of life Cxpand
"'cr nations perishing around, and give
Its blessed fruits abundant to their hand,
That, eating of these fruits, their souls might live,
And from its shadowing Ieaves a healing balm receive.

XXXVIII.

Ah! not in monkish solitude retired
Dwelt they, remote from men, in selfish ease ;
But, with deep ardour and devotion fired,
They spread abroad the glorious truth which frees
Fror strong delusions, deadening, while they please,
"The hear. led captive in the fetters wrought
By Superstition’s hang, and formed to seize
The prostrate powers of feeling and of thought,
In the seductive snares of sense and passion caught,
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XXXIX, -
Sugh glorious aim o'er all their féelings.shed
+ A hallowing power, which purified from earth, -
And sense, and self; and with strong impulse led
The champions qf the cross undaunted forth
‘Totdeadly warfare with thes monstrous birth
Of the fell’powers of darkness, that had reigned
With gloomiest sway o’er all the subject North.
Nor less resolved tigg struggle they maintained
*Gainst that usurping power whiclf held the South
enchained.* o’
XL, ¢
They called none master upon earth, nor bowed
The knee to the great harlot who sits throned *
On the seven hills, and blasphemous words and proud
Gives forth,  One Lord and Lawgiver they owned—
One intercesfor—Him who bled, and groaned,
And died to save them— Him, the great High Priert,
Who bore their griefs, and for their sins atoned.
By Him fram bonds of guilty fear released,
They bore not on their brow the image of the beast.
XLIL
And when the pensive pil»grim wanders here, 3
And gazes on these ruins, frail and low,
While softly falls upon his musing ear
The solemn sound of ocean’s ceaseless flow :
. Then holy feeling in kis soul will glow,
More ;ure and sacred—more sublime and de¢p—
Than ¢’er deluded vetary may know
*Neath proud cathedral dorfies, where music’s sweep
And perfumed incense-clouds his sated senses steep.

t “ThePope. «
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XLIL

Yes! many a mighty fane hath since beenrear~d,
‘And many a stately structure yet may rise,
Yet more than all that spot shall be reverced
‘Where old Iona’s ruins meet the eyes;
Where, wingled with the dust of ages, lies
The mortal frawe of him whose blessed feet
First brought the glonious message from the skies
T'o Scotia’s sons, and made th'~ Isle the seat
Where pure religi_n dwelt, and learning found retreat.

And, oh ! with calmly musing eyes to trace
Each holy relic, each memonal hoar,
That still adorns the venerable place,
And brings to mind all that it was of yore !
To stand :pon the consecrated shore,*
1 Oft trod by those who the glad tidings brought
‘1'o these once darkened regions; to adore,
Amid these sacred piles, in silent thought,
Him by whose Spirit led this lonely isle they sought!

Oh! then what sweet and gratetul thoughts arise !

Yet how subdued the swelling thought of pride,

Standing where low the chief—the monarch lies!

How small a space suffices to divide

Heveditary foes—laid side by side,~~

Thei. deeds forgot—almost their names unknown—

All recora of their lives to fan.e denied,

Save the rude sculpture of :he hoary stone, .
By ruthless storms defaced, and by wild weeds o’er-

grown. !



30 STAFFA. ,

XLV,

With slow, reluctant step I leave thy shore,
¢ O blest Iona! ang, while o’er the main
The vessel bears me, I sit gazing o’er
The dashing waves, still eager to retain
The distant prospect of thy crumbling fane,
Till but a #im speck on the deep appears:
But thou art hidden from my sight in vain ;
Oft shall my musin§ soul, in after years,
Dwell wherg thy ancient pile its hbaly ruin rears.

XLVL *

But Staffa rises o’er the heaving tide, ¢

And thither now my eager eyes are cast.

With sable cormorants,its pillared side . €

Is peopled; and, high-soaring on the blast,

The curlews shriek around.—And now, &t last,

We reach the cave whose hundred columns makeg®

A gorgeous temple, solemm, higls and vast;

Where ocean’s choirs the eternal song awake,
Calling our souls a part in that deep strain to take.

XLVIL

Yet here do many gaze with careless eyos—

Creatures of sensucus heart and carthly mould, ¢

Who see unmos ed the wondrous structure rise,

, Iear through ihese gisles the ocean-anthem rolled

* And all the glories of this fane behold,

With souals unmoved—untouched by holy feefng—-

Absorbzd in speculauons dey and cold—

While in their cars these solemn sounds are pealing,
Angd the m.te rocks the while the Almighty’s power

revealing. ,
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. XLVIIL

*
But, oh! to stand alone in such a place,
Or with a few congenial hearts tc swell
The ocean’s song !—what timc can e’er efface
The feclings raised, as by a magic spell,
At stich a time—for evérmore to dwell
Deep in the breast! Would that our hearts might be
As temples, by God’s hand prepared as well
To tune to sounds of holiest h:.rmony
Each wave that enters there from Life’s tumultuous
¢ sea!
XLIX.
But here we may not linger, ©r the shades®
Of eve are gathering yound us; and, once more,
¢ We bound across the billow  Dimly fades °
The ocean scene; but morning shall yestore
To view full many a wild and wondrous shore ;
While from Loch Sunart’s banks my way I hold,
The rugged hills Jf Moidart to explore,
And tread that grove where, to his chiefs, of old, 5
The young adventurous Prince his daring purpose told.



THE HIGHLANDS.-

CANTO SECOND.

I

THE morn rose wraptin clouds; the murky sky
Delyged the earth ; and, for to-day, T deemed, e
No gmile from nature’s‘face would cheer mine eye
But soon froma heaven a ray of promise bcamed,
And the glad hills looked out, and brightly gleumedt,
And forth I fared rejoicing, for l[,ound
That down the mountains now the torrents streamed
With livelier mirth and more exulting bound,

And a new beauty seemed diffused o’er all around. °

And then I thought how oit it thus hath been— ,
When clouds of woe and sadness hovering o'er,
Obscured an¢ darkened all this mortul scene,

e That even those evils we could most deplore
Have been but found some new delight to pclr
Around our path, and bid those streams of bliss,
Whose currcut ran so langtidly befpre,

Abound with rapture; and I learypd from this,

With more submiseive heart the chastendng rod to kiss.
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111

Aud, even as these descending rains, methought,

Bid the rixde mountains, late so bare and dry,

Tour down such bright cascales as might bave

bronght

Crowds from atar to gaze with wondering eye,

Owning that not man’s proudest works can vie

Withaught the Almighty’s hand hath made—even so

When pours the quickening influence fiom on high

From hearts ov~e hard, and stern, and dry, will flow
Such pure and living streams as nature ne’.r may show.

v,

And now the slowly rising clouds disclose!
A glorious scene. The sun, with struggling pride,
Bursts forth, and in his berms the watcr glows.
The distant islands scattered far and ,wide,
The rugged mountains rising by my side,
Irees fresh and fiagrant from the recent rain,
The long low heave of the returning tide,
And all the glory of the boundless main,
Invite me forth to muse—nor is their call in vain.

V.

There, lulled in sweet repose, yet not to sleep,

But to a soft and pensive stiliness, lies

The tranquil bosomn of the silent deep,

Reflecting now, the glory of the skies,

Now;zlothed by, fleeting clouds in darker dyes.

Thus when the calm, unruffled breast surveys

Man’s mortal and immor tal destinies,

Now with triumphant joy the soul can gaze,
Deep melancholy now the musing spirit sways.
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VI,

'l'he sun is in his strength! and still the ofean

Li%s hushed and waveless; and the air, whose sound

Alone we hear waen in its wild commotion

Sweeps o’er the tremblmg earth, now, gently bound

Inithat pervadifig calm wljich spreads around,

And by the sun’s “clear heat” informed, though
filled

With no polluting yapours from the ground,

Stands visible, while thus so sweewy stilled,!

Quivering, as if with joy its conscious being ghridled.

vin,
And even as, calmly'musing here I see,
Strangely revealed unto the eye of sense, . €
Thit element whose viewless energy
Types forth the strong yet unseen influence
Of that pervading Spirit which doth dispense
Its healing balm unto 2 world thgt else
Were one dire mass of moral pestilenca—
Where fevers, raging through each throbbing pulse,

‘Would madden every brain, and every frame convulse ;

*
vI1IL

So, o’er the pensive souf, in some calin hour
Of holy contemplation, oft is poured

The unseen S irit's influence with such power,
« And such denp feehngs in his breast are stirred,
As lone he muses o’er the blessed Word, ¢
That his rapt spirit is constrained to cry,

“ Lord, by the hearingeof the ear k've heard
Of Thee and of Thy works ; but gow mine eye

Doth sce Thee e ; wherefore low m-dust abased 1 lie,”
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.
The birning glory of the day is o’er;
The glory of its parting, too, is past;
And, as I stand upon the silent shore,
The glory of the night advances last;
Nor, lovely night, doth the sweet power thou Last
O’er musing hearts to either rival yiel?, .
For thought expands more lofty and more vast
When earth is almost by thy veil concealed,
While what réma’ns to view is by such light revealed.

And when the moon, like a pale pensive maid,
Glides through yon star-flowered fields with gentle
pace— .
Now dimmed by shadow'ng clouds, now full dis-
played—
« How sweet to gaze upon her placld face,
And in her varving features seek to trace
The varied thoughts that in her spirit seem
To dwell! Now sadness will to joy give place,
Chased from her heart by some delightful dream,
Which soothingly appears upon her soul to beam ;

XL
And all her face is brightened with a glow
Of gladness.—But, again, some thought recalls
The consciousness of all he- secret woe ;
De p melancholy o’er her spirit falls,
And gloom sits on her brow. At intervals,
Thus, as with sympatnising heart we gaze
- With still renewed delight that never palls,
“O’cr her wild face some new exnression plays,
Which seems t tell the thoughts our own rapt sul
conveys. c2
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XII.
The rolling clouds that veiled the morqmg sky,
.Ahd wrapt in awful gloom the hills below ;
* The beams of glhry bursting from ou high,
And glistering o’er the torrent’s silvery flow;
Tle genial warmth of day, the gorgeous glow
Of sunsetgvaried by the glimmering sheen
Of the pale moon, whose rays have power to throw
The mantle of enchpntment o’er the scene;
With these my converse hath to-dayealternate been ;

XIIL. o
And I have drunk their spirit, till it seems
As if my very soul were so pervaded,
And interfused, and mingled with the beams-
Oof &le bright heaven, that, even had darkness shaded
This region Aow, it yet could scarce havd faded
From my mind’s inward consciousness, but still «
To my rapt spirit, though by sens unaided,
Each dark and distant isle, each rugged hill,
Had stood conspicuous forth, obedient to my will.

XIv,

But now so mild and shatlowy is the scene—

So softly harmonised is all below

With that most spiritual light and rost serene

Wherewith yun lovely orb her path doth strew—

“ That ..carce my wondering soul appears to kn'w

‘Whether in truth the solid earth 1 tread,

And hear with outward genge the ocean's flow,

And view the giittering sea before me spread,”
Or whether but in grenms my soul,be bither led.



NIGHT PASSAGE TO SKYE. 37

Xv,

If ’tis a dréam, oh! let me not too soon 2
Awake, to find the sweet illusion “ade !
For, be it truth or fancy, the bright moon,
Whose magic beams have all this scene arrayed
With soul-entrancing beauty, hath dlsplnyed
Moored by the shore, the substance it may be-—
Or, if I dream, the semblance or the shade—
Of a good boat, prepared, methiuks, for me,

While‘ gently breathes the gale to waft me o’~r the sea.

And meet it is, at such a pensive hour,

;Amid such circumstance of mystic glory,

To seek that wondrous isle, where nature’s powcr

Hath wrou_ht in every cliff and promontory,

And hill of iron peak, and lonely corrie,

With hand now sportive, now sublimely bold ;-

And where each glen and cavern hath its story

That tells how mortals warred, or how, of old,
Spirits unseen with men dark converse wont to hold.

XViI,

But now again the morning sun discloses
The scene that dimly glimmered through the veil
Of night, Before us the calm sea reposes,
And o'er its placid breast full many a gail
Glides softly. Rising in their strength, we hail
The rugged hills that gir? the-coast beyond 3
While, round us, the fair woods of Armidale
Constrain our steps to linger, with a fond

And sweet delay awhile; but we must break that boid
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XVIIL.

For scenes yet lie before us that have power

To rule the spirit with a sterner sway,

Where the dark Coolins in wild glory tower,

Y~t, ere we take o’er moss and moor our way,

Pause we a little moment %o survey

The Jovel® prospect that here greets our eyes,

Gazing from thy green heights Isle Oransay,

Where calm the gl?stcnmg sea before us lies ; j
Then on to_where the hills in glodmier pride arise.

xIx.*

And now again upo. the smiling deep!

Swift plies the brawny Gael each glancing oar,

Anud chants his Highland ditty, wikile we sweep

Round the hold cliffs that guard the crrggy shore.

Hushed is the sleeping ocean’s wonted roar ;

But the deep caves and shattered rocks attest

The power wherewith, full oft, his billows pour.

And now the solemn Scavaig’s lonely breast
Receives us, and amid the circling hills we rest.

XX,
.
Hush! for we hear the voice of nature speak,
And feel that .ow she must be heard alone.
FHow harshly sounds man’s voice—how poor and weak
White she sends forth from her majestic thron.
Of cverlasting hills that voice whose tone,
Thrilling o¢ Vistening hearts with holy awe,
Bids our rapt spirits the dread prusence own
Of Him ¢ who setteth fast the h:lls,”” and draw
In speechless reverence near, as if His foym we saw !
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XXI.

Yet, *mid such sceaes of dread while mute we s'and
'Tis not alone in soul-subduing fear
That we shall feel and own the mighty hand
Of God upon us, for, though dark and drear
The cliffs that compass us around appear,
Even these can speak of heaven’s prot :cting grace;
And still more sweetly sounds the promise here,
That “The munition of rocks shall be the place

Of his defence” who seeks Jehovah’s glorious face.

XXIIX.

"I'were well to linger here, 21d silently

To muse, till night's descending shades should throw
A deep and solemn gloom across the sky,

Congenial with the gloom that rests.below,

And mark the mountains as they scem to grow

To wilder grandeur and more awful height :

But, ere the sun be hidden, I must go

To view that wild retreat where ancient night

In yon dark cavern dwells—and startle her with light.

XXIII.

.
Lo! where the ocean pours with sullen dash *
Through the long echoing vault his restless wave,
We bid the glare of many torches flash
Cer the bright arches of the glittering cave,
Piliar, and frieze, and plinth, and architrave,
Of purest marble formed, which all appear
In order due, from vestibule to nave ;
As if the-sea-nymphs had been taught to rear
A palace for themsulves, of gorgecus structure here.
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XX,

1f gp it be, *twere reason to believe .

That ’tis their wail, upon the breezes borne,

The passing seamin seems te hear at eve

Henge issuing forgh ; for cause have they to mourn

Thesglories of their dwelling reft and torn

By rude andiruthless hands ; but I would lay

A heavier charge ’gainst those who thus have shorn

These chambers of their splendour ; I would say
Ye sin against a power of no fictitidud sway.

xxv. ¢

Great are thy works, OrLord, and manifold ;

Sought out they are, with calm, inquiring eye,

By them to whom ’tis plpasure to behold

The wonders of thy power, that treasured Jic

In unsunned depths. But hence! all ye who pry

And peep through nature’s secrets, like a child

That breaks his toy, all idly searclu'ng why

And whence the mimic sound whereat he smiled.
‘Hence! for whate'ér ye touch is by your hands defiled !

XXV1.

But now from these dark spirit-haunts restored 3 @
To homes where kindly-hearted mortals dwell,
I list, while, at his hospitable board,
$rrangeales of these wiid scenes my host will tell t—
Of what oue night the love-lorn swain befel,*+ -
Who; home retarning, pale and breathless, told
How fiends, in shape like ﬁogs, did rownd him yell,
While on his frame, all numbed by breezes cold,

A female form, most dike his love’s, 4aid nfthigss hold,
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. XXvII,

Or how the mariner, on Ronin’s® coast,
His moored boat watshing by the moon’s pale light,
Lest by the dashing waves it should be tossed
On the dark rocks, saw with prophetic sight
A coffin o’er it stretched—and swooned with fright.
Nor did his drear and boding vision fai.
Of its accomplishment. The blustering night
We thus beguile with many a wondrous tale,
And with the morning sun new scenes of grandeur hail.

MXVIIL

Now fare thee well, loved island; I depart®

For scenes of richer verdure it may be,

But rever shall I find the simple heart

Aund generous bosom purer than with thee.

Sternly thy hills arise and ruggedly, *

But warmly glows full many a gentle breast

Amid thy gloo.n::st scenes ;—then take from me

A fond adieu: may heaven's best blessing rest
On thee, till thou beconi'st an ¢ island of the blest.”

AXIX.

Now, struggling 'mid the floods that, strong and
deep,’

Rush ’tween th’ opporing shores, my bark hath won:
Thy verdant shores, Glenelg: aid now I keep
M: onward course, till, glistening in the sun,
Whose parting beams have clothed the mountains dun
In robes of purple, thy sweet face I hail,
Smiling and ca'm, Loch Duich, and upon
Thy peaceful b: nks 1 rest me, in a vale

Of tranquil loveliness,—the wood-bestrewn Kintail.

* Rum,
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: XXX.
And morning finds me on the hills again,$ *
Off*pausing to survey the scene below;
Till now my upwacd steps that spot attain
Where Glomach’s glittering waters gently flow,
Like one that laughs at feats of coming woe,
While on destruction’s brink he dreaming lies,
Till, all at dnce, down, down the abyss they go,
Lost in its dismal deeths, from whence our eyes,
Awe-struck, behold the smoke of fhgir great torment
rise,
XXXIL
Away! and let me wander where the hills ?
_Gird wild Loch Torridon, till now I stand
Beside that cliff-encompassed lake, which flls®
Beyénd all other in this teeming land,
The.musing soul with feelings of the grand
And sternly glorious, not unmingled oft—
And most when eve doth o%er the gcene expand
Her dewy wings, and rests serene aloft—
« With thoughts more sweetly calm, feelings more mild
and soft.
XXXIL

Far let me wander down thy craggy shore,
‘With rocks and trees bestrewn, dark Loch Maree,*
Till that green isl: 1 view, whence, gazing o’er}
Thy placid flood, long looked the prince to see,
« If yet ' expected signal told that she,
His own loved princess, his betrothed bride
Drew near, Lis own for evermore to be;
Then, when the black ﬂhgiﬁe afar descried,
In heedless spprt displayed, sank shuddering down ard
died. . * * ‘

-~
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s KXXIIL,
In rugged grandeur by the placid lake,
Rise the bold mountain-cliffs, sublimely rude.
A pleasing contrast, each with each, they make;
And, when in such harmonious union viewed,
Each with more powerful charms appears imbued.
Even thus it is, methinks, with ming)ing hearts;
Though different far in nature and in mood,
A blessed influence each to each imparts,
Which suftens a.d subdues, yet weakens not, nor
thwarts. .
XXXIV.
How strange the vgried thoughts that haunt thesoul,
Fantastic now, now solemn and profound,
As long I'gaze upon the clouds that roll
Up the deep glen, and gi.d yon mountain round,
Which seems like a young world; new born and
wound
. In swaddling “ands, and by its mother Earth
Nursed in her downy bosom, while a sound,

Now like an infant’s wailing voice comes forth .
From its dark breast,—and now it seems the voice of
mirth.
XXXV.

+ Such wayward fancies in my mind will rise, 12
As in my onward course I pause a while
*Mid deeper thoughts, and turn my musing eyes
Back on the loaming hills that, pile on pile,
Mount to the welkin ; and I thus beguile
With random thoughts my solitary way,
Else all un~heered savc by the pensive smile,
O'er the lorg line of lakes that seems to play,
Soft gleaming in .he light of the departing day.
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XXXVI.

But these are passcd, and now the cheerful morn 13

Leaés my glad footsteps through ‘a livelier scene,

‘Where birchen groves the teeming banks adorn,

‘With silver stem and small Jeaves fresh and green.

Here-foammg falls dash briglit with glistening sheen ;

Ther® sweet Loch Echiltie efichants my sight,

Smiling witlf face so lovely and serene,

*Mid hills so glorious, and ’neath skies so bright,
The very trees around séem thrilling, with delight.

XXXVIL e
And onward still through a fair zlen, that scems '
Like a great peaceful Paradise, . go.
Round me, far stretching woooda and rocLs, and
streams; «
Beside me, the deep Conin’s tranquil flow.
But, fore than all, it glads my soul to know
That, 'mid those scenes through which my steps are
wending,
The trees. of righteousness abundant grow; .
And oft from this calm vale is heard ascending
The praise of thousand hearts with Nature’s anthem
blending.
XXXVIIL,
Here let me sit upon this heathy mound,
And commune with the glorious company
Of giant mountain¢ rising all around,
And seerr mg each to Faticy’s musing eye .
With conscious life imbued, Some, shooting high
Their bare aud rocky surimitg, seem to seek,
As if by one wild hcave, to‘reach the shy,
Showing their rugged bosoms dark'and bleak, .
Like stern Ambition’sehreast, that cdums all soﬂncss
weak. . .
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XXXIX.

Not so, with restless effort, rude and wild,
Spurning the hills below in lorcly pride,
Majestic Wyvis soars ; serene and mild
As graud he rises; on'his grassy side
The flocks find pasture, and the waters glide .
Calm down his verdant slopes; nor doth he raise
One proud peak to the sky, but vast and wide
Swells his broad bosom ; yet in vain the blaze

Of summer on the snows that crown his rummit plays.

- XL,
And now, awhile, begide this placid lake
Calm let me rest, f hcnng clouds forbld
My eager steps the upward path to take '

To where the mountain heights in mist are hid.

Yet let the joy suffice me, here, amid

The whispering woods to rove that clothe the shore

Of the still lake whose waters, dark and red,8. -

From earth’s rent bosom gushed, they say of yore,
What time the offended sprite her breast in anger tore.

XLL
Tracing the shady pathway, now I climb
With pensive steps the wild and woody héight
Where burst at once the lovely and sublime,
E:ch in its own perfection, on my sight.
Theie tower the distant mountains in their might ;
Here smiles the lake most peacefully below.
Yet vainly these conspiring charms invite
My steps tolirgef'here, for I must go
To that still lovelier scene where Beauly joys to flow.
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XLIL

With calm, majestic sweep the river winds 15

Around a lofty isle with verdure crowned ;

But soon a bolder course its current finds,

And thunders on with hoarse impetuous sound.

Stipendous clifls its mazy windings bound ;

Fantastic mocks amid its waters rise;

Luxuriant trees bedeck the enchanted ground,

Where fixed we stand, in mute and still surprise,
Chained to the magic spot with neVet-sated eyes.

XL,
From the cliff’s verge how fearful to look down
Upon the silent floods, w dark and deep,
Beneath the rocks that rot them sternly frown,
Lilge tower and battlerient and donjon keep
Of some strong castle of old days, they &iecp,
Silent as waters in a moat might be;
Then turn to look where o’cr theecotks they leap
Roaring, as if the flood-gates of a sea
Were opened, and its waves rushed down with furious
glee!
XLIV.
Stil! let me wander where thy waters glide,'¢
Sweet Beauly, till their heaving breast they spread
Wide ’neath the sky. Nor let me turn aside
To mingle with the living, ere [ tread
Culloden’s silent moor, and with the dead
Hold awful converse, in the burial-place
Of thousaud gallant hearis, whose blood was shed
In vain, blind, faithful struggle-for—a race
Who were thtir coputry’s curse, perﬁdious, proud and
base ! . ’
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XLV,

Oh! what a scene wherein, in saddest thought,
To muse—not o’er the wasting ~courge of war—
But o’er the direr ruin sin hath wrought
In that whose overthrow is sadde* far
Than slaughtered thousands,—ruined emypires are!
How hath the arch-deceiver—not in vain—
Striven with deep malice to pervert and mar
Man’s noblest, warmest feelings, and to train

His blind, infatuate dupes to prop his tyrant reign!

XLVI.

By various wiles the subtle tempter works
In various bosoms :—Qere to open strife
« He nrges brethren on;—there darkly Iurks 17,
The midnight murderer with his treacherous knife,
Plotting .gainst his guest’s—his monarch’s life,
In Cawdor’s gloomy towers, whose chambers now
My steps are p.:cing : and the unnatural wife,11
From woman changed tq fiend, with scowling brow
Rebukes his fears, and calls tomind his desperate vow.
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CANTO THIRD.

18

Frox these stern regions let me turn to hail !

A joyful scene. Now take me to thy breast,

O fair Loch Ness, and bear me down the va\e

Thst in thy presence sgems for ever blessed,—

Its gladuess still in rajmnt smiles confegsed ;

And let me gaze and listen like a child—

A child of Nature, and still pleaged the best

When her known voice I hear, oribrenthing mild,
Or, as from some deep dell it sounds, sublimely wild.

1,

There soars the huge Mealfourvonie, and here

Glen Urquhart’s far retiring woods recall ?

The time when, wandering there, my pensive ear

Delighted listcned to the stirring brawl

Of Co'ltie’s ronnng waters, where they fall,

© Rushing adown the steep in pride and glory;

And when [ fiest beheld the crumbling wall

Of the old tower, whose raln, frail and hoary,
Looks down v:ith ghastly smile from thls bold promon-

tory: o
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111,

But past these frowping crags we swiftly glide »
O’er the calm bosom of the swelling lake ;
And soon, debarking from its gléhming tide, 3
Our upward way through this green dell we taka,
With eager expectation all awake, ’
Till downward winding o’er the rocky s¢eep,
We stand where Foyers’ thundering waters shake
The circling cliffs with their terrific leap ;
Ere goaded to wilderage, through the rent chasm they
e Sweep. ‘
o 1V,
Look up to where the stream gescendeth sheer
*Mid rocks that close around and tower o’erhead !
<Iiven guch that cloudy pillar might appear .
Which forth from Egypt God's own people led,
‘When, in am hour of triumph—and of dread,
The astonished sea revealed its rocky caves,
And op’ed a pathevhere they dry-shod might tread,
‘While round them, like these &liffs, arose the waves,
To them a strong defence—a tomb to Pharaol's slaves.

V.

Or gaze from the wild heights whence headlong
streams

The living torrént in a foaming tide.

Here, mid the o’ergazing trees, methinks it seems

Like_some strong spirit whose tlelight and pride

Is stillp 'mid scenes of turmoil, to deride

The thoughts of danger,_-glorying in whate’er

Gives scope to the wild mood that scorns to glide

Through the calmypaths where there is nought to dare,

And rushes on te meetwhat timid souls would scare.
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€. VL

And, as we stand upon its giddy verge,

A kindred impulse by our soul is caught,

Which seems, # by strong sympathy, to urge

To a more rapid flow the stream of thought;

And all the feelings of the breast are brought

To swell the whirling torrent, by whose force

A dcepeﬂing channel through the soul is wrought

For each succeeding wave, whate’er its source,
Be it of joy or grief, love, hatred, or remorse.

¢ VvIL Lt
But mark, where in the placid lake below 4
The agitated strearp is seeking rest,
How calmly, yet how deep, its waters flow!
Saich is the calm wherewith the anxious breast o
Which troublous thbughts have stirred will oft be
blessed— ¢
A calm not like the apathetic sleep
Of souls where thought is an uwelcome guest—
But that sweet calfh, that peace serene and deep
In which the God of peace the trusting soul will keep.
vIIL
Even such a peace was thine, and so serene,
Daughter of Foyers, when on yon green height,
Thy favourite haunt, thou sat’st, while all this scene
Of lake and hil! and grove, now gleaming bright,
Now darkly soiemn, charmed thy pensive sight,
And ulled thee with such holy thought and_,féeling,
That in that spct, where thus in purest light
Thy God had oft his gltty been revealing,
Thou bad’st them lay their bones, when death was o'er
thee stealing. . .



GLENMORRISTON —GLENGARRY.—BENNEVIS, 5F

IX. .
Dear spot, to all thy loveliness farcwell ;
Now other ‘scenes attract my musing eye.
Let me not pass thy lone and boWery dell,
Thy cliffs and gushing streams in silence by,
Most calm retreat, most beautiful Ault-Sigh ;5 »
The very spirit of repose seems sleeping,
Folded in thy dark breast ; and, towering high,
Proud hills, with red rocks from their bosoms peeping
Through their green, mantles, o’er thy peace their
« watch are keeping. .

. X
Yet do thy banks, now smiling so serene,
Recall that age of wild, remdtseless feud
When, in hot haste, rushed one to this fair scene
®* With hands in ruthless slaughter deep imbrued,
And by thg blood-avenger close pursued.
With desperate bound across the chasm he sprung ;
Then, turning frgm its trunk, the frail branch hewed,
Where, following reckless, his pursuer clung,
And plunged him in the abyss, which with his death-
shriek rung.

XF.

Thy glades, Glenmorriston, recall the days ¢

When I rejoiced their gretn depth to explore ;—

To thread thry mazy forests, and to gaze

Where pours thy rivers down with furious rear.

Here frowned the giant rock—gthere growled the boar, ,

An® e affrighted stream with one wild leap

Rushed down between; théh huirying sought the
shore * e,

Of the calm lake, whose bosom, dark and deep,

Received its tyoubled tide, and hushed its waves to

sleep. D2 *
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xII.

Dark lowering clouds begloom the glorious scene ¥
Where the deep Garry’s sounding flood is poured,
As if, though still luxuriant, fresh and green,
The glen, with fond remembrance, yet deplored
The absent footsteps of its ancient lord.
Yet didst thou smile, sweet vale, though pensively,
On that remembered day when I adored,
With all thy simple people, Him whose eye

$till watches o'er thy chief 'neath yon far foreign sky.

X1

Now where the monarch® mountain proudly
towers & '

The glorious Nevis—round him darkly close

The brooding tempests; and the ceaseless showers

Descend ; and still more deep the river grows.

Which in its strength awhile still freshly flows,

Far rushing through thy briny flood, Lochie;

Like one who, strong in faith, unsullied goes

Through a polluted world. This gloom, we feel,
Adds grandeur to the scene which it doth half conceal.

X1v.

Grieve not when tempests rave and darkly roll

Th’ en:battled clouds along the mountain’s side

These towering hills are like the dauntless soul

Of Caledonia, and when tempests chide

And winds assail them, then in strength and Lride

They risc, and seem . 1ore glorious than before,

See! down ea~hrugged <t~ep with foaming tide

Rush the retreating waters: so of yore .
Fled the assailing foe from Ecotia’s rock-bound shore.
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Unchanging as the grandeur of thg soul
Is thy sublimity, most wondrous land,
Beyond the reach of season’s wide gontrol :
Nor then alone appear’st thou fair and grand
When spring hath decked thee with her sagic hand
In robes of richest green, or when thy vales
By summer’s soft and genial breeze is fanned,
Or when the voic? ¢f autumn’s pensive gales
Sadly %hrough sombre glade and dark-brown forest
wails.

XVI,

I love to see thee in the time of storms,
‘When winter o’er thee her roagh mantle throws:"
¢ Then moregnajestic rise the giant forms
Of thy hold hills, bestrewed with drifted snows,
Like an unbending soul in midst of woes,
Grander than when the sun of gladness shone,—
Like an undaunted hero ‘'mid the foes
That press around him as he stands alone,
And seems as if his might had with his danger grown.

xvir)

Even such as now, by tempesta darkeped o'er ?

And wrapt in gloomy mists, the scene appeared

Wheaw late Theld my way along thy shore,

0 wild Lochiel, and heeded nge nor feared

The storms that o’er thy t;qﬁ-zd breast careered,

As that lone spot 1 passed, t0 which, *tis said,

From where of old the kingly towers were reared,

A mournful trdin the’royal dead conveyed,
Thence borne to re® beneath Iona’# sacred shade.
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XVIIL.

Ouaward I roved till on Lochsliiel’s bleak banks

I saw where firs* upon the breeze was thrown ?

The Prince’s standard, *mid his gathering ranks ;—

Where first, foredoomed,the brave Lochiel led on

The stalwart bands of faithful Cameron.

And onwérd still, o’er mount and moor, I sped, 1*

Till on that rugged coast I wandered lone,

Which Highland hearts deem hallowed by the tread
Of that Joved Prince for whom their fathers’ blood was

shed.
XIX.

The sun was pourir.,g o’er the western wave

The pensive hues of evening, as I stood

Upon a shore whose 2very cliff and cave

Is rife with recollections that give food-

To the deep feelings of that musing mood

Which such an hour induces ; for the swell

And dash of breaking billows from a flood

Tinged with that fading light, accorded well
With the dark tale of woe these rocks and cliffs can tell :

XX.

For he, the Prince to Highland bosoms dear,

Who, flushed with hope, upon that rugged shore

Had but su late begun his wild career

Of desperate warfare,—that short struggle o’er,

His hopes all quenched on dark Culloden’s -hoor—

A homeless outcast,'vandered there again.

Yet, while for him I -%otirned, I could adore

That power which freed our country from the rhain
Still hugged by those who theye tha.t Prince’s faith

retain,
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. XXI.

For still deth darkhess o'er the region brood,
And superstition hold her gloomy reign;
And still the virgin stands, as erst she stood,
The queen and leader of a ghostly, train
Of interceding saints, who yet remain
The demigods of that deluded race; o
And all the lying wonders, falsc and vain,
That the dark places of the earth deface
Therg, in this land of*light, to Scotia’s shame have place.

* XXII

But now my wandering thoughts I must recall (')
To the dark scene around me, for I go

* To tread that vale the most sublime of all
That Scotia’s bosom shows,—the dread Glencoe,
Where, frowning dismal o’er the pass below
Towers each black cliff, one huge, unshapcn block,
Crowned everm®re with wreaths of purest snow,
As if some mountagn range of boundless rock

Had here been rent in twain by some great earthquake's

shock:
XXHL

O’er the wild-hillz the sl:ades of eve are falling,
And thick and boding clouds begin to brood,
Those deeds of darkness to my mind recalling
Wahich dyed with crimson Cona’s roaring flood,
And made this rugged valeg “ field of blood,”’—
A scene of twofold hoxroi' Nor doth aught
That speaks of gladness dr of peace intrude
To charm away one melancholy thought

By fancy conjured p, or by dark ihemory brought.
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XXIV.

Amid the desert scenes stern winter’s voice

Was heard, and qft his pipe was sounded shrill,

And with wild glee here seemed he to rejoice

Again to visit egch familiar hill,

Wiiose gloomy brow, whereon to look might chill

The heartscemed so congenial to his own;

And lere he roamed and rioted at will ;

And from these cliffs, where he had reared his throne,
Looked on the desolate realm, befoie fis feet laid prone,

XXV.'

Such was the scene when to this rugged glen
A warrior band in friendly seeming came ;
Ang, though in them Glencoe’s devoted men
Beheld the foes of all who hore their nampe,
Yet simple faith allowed the stranger’s claim
To hospitable cheer and welcome kind,—
Undreaming that a Highland hand could shame
The ancicnt faith—the sacred dies that bind
The guest to him beside whose hearth he hath reclined.

XXVI.

Insidious as the scrpent creeps and lics

Close to the bird it destines for its prey,

And by the fascination of its eyes

Charms all it: spell-baund victim’s fears away, ,
And, like the serpent_in man’s darkest day, ¥
Most subtle and most W1 of fiendish guile,
The treacherous band mdintained a fair display
Of courtevus kindness and conversed awhile

In bland and friend'y tone, with hypocritic smile,
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XXVIL

Within the opened door of every cot ’
The brimming cup of peace anq joy went round ;
Long cherished feuds awhile were all forgot,
The memory of past strife in mirgh was drowned.
And 'mid the revellers could there one be found
By the foul spirits of darkness so possgssed,—
So sunk in dastard baseness,—who could wound
With treacherous hand one unsuspicious breast
Where generous faith had laid all watchful fears to
rest ? ¢
* XXVIIL

Would that the blush of shame from history’s page

Could blot the horrors of that night of woes!

Dark are her tales of war's tumultuous rage, »

And the hot strife of fierce encountering foes ;

But nought like this her annals cap disclose :

Methinks thesegocks still echo with the dread

And piercing cry that in deep midnight rose,

As when, among @@ homes o’er Egypt spread,
There was not one but there the first-born child lay

dead.

"

XXIX.

Nor fell the warriors of the tribe alone

Beneath the ruthless murderer's reeking knife,

Nor rose alone the agonizing groan

Igom the rent breast of mother, sister, wife, .

Wiftn sunk their guardianggn the short vain strife ;

In earnest supplication Iz:(ile they knelt

Pleading with tears for fMisband’s, brother’s life,

Themselves the base assassin’s vengeance felt,
Whose heart hor youth nor age nor innocence could melt,
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XXX, .

Through scenes of softer power ‘the morning leads'?
Here, spreading gladness v’cr the vales around,
The placid Orchay flows through loveliest meads:
There stands the,giant Cruachan, snow-crowned,
Frém whose dark, boding breast a wailing sound
Tells when ¢he brooding storm prepares to break.
And, stetched before me. hushed in peace profound,
Gleaming in sunshine, lies fair Evy's* lake,

Whose shores full many a thought of other days awake.

XXXI. s
Thus, gazing on the grey dismantled tower 13
Of Caglchairn, its crumbling piles recall
The tale that tells how, in a festive hour, .
When all was merry in‘the castle hall,
And rang with sounds of revelry the wall®
Where late a wéping widow mourned the blight
Of all her heart held dearest, in tif fall,
By Moslem hand, amid the diggiimt fight
- Of her loved absent lord—the go®® and gallant knight.

XXXII.

There came a wanderer to,the castle gate;
A weary man with travel worn was he.
The menials saw him at the threshold wait;
Mute gazing on that scene of festal glee,
« And guestionzd him of what his wish might be.s

“ Dyink for my thirstygnd for my hunger food™’
And food and drink t%aye right heartily,
But still the brimming clp untasted stood ;

A mendicant, I, ween, he scemed right strange of moed.

** Loch Arve,
. . 44,
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XXXI11.
Nor will hie drink ‘but at the lady’s hands; ‘
And she, in mirthful humour, tgpping light
From forth the festive hall, before him stands,
In bridal garments gay all proudly dight; .
And, when he hears her gentle voice invite,
He takes the goblet up, and drains it gry.
But in the emptied cup what meets her sight
When to her hand he gives it back ? and why
Tumns pale her bldoming cheek when n hath caught
her eye?

XXXIV.:

Ah! well she knows the ring she gave her lord

WhHen for far distant lands he took his way;

Bus years have passed sitkce he by Paynim sword,

As rumour said, had fallen in bloody fray,

And she has sworn to give her hand to-day

To him who, fhourning, brought the tidings home,

—Caitiff! thy li?'s-blood for that lie shall pay,

For, warned by dreams, amid the halls of Rome,
Of thy dark wiles, behcld, 8ir Colin’s self hath come!

XXXV,

The IsLE or Druips and the Lovery IsLe,
And, lovelierstill, the tower-crowned IsLe or HEATH,
Whose fruits to cull, and win his Mego’s smile,
®[Qe dauntless lover dared the threatening death,
Till the huge guardian seppent did enwreath
Its coils around hing,—4£1l invite delay,
While from this height®upon the lake beneath
I gaze ;—bat I must hasten on my way
By Aray’s‘winding banks, muclr nusing as 1 stray.
-
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XXXVI,

Hrl to thee, Inverary ! hail, once more '8

Again I stand amig the glorious scene

That spreads, Lochfyne, around thy lovely shore ;—

Again I gaze upon thy face serene,

Anc plunge amid the woods, so dark and green,

Whose vetegan trees have stood like guards around

The aged castle, now no longer seen,

And still survive to deck th’ enchansed ground
‘Where nature’s varied charms profusely strewn abound.

XXXVIL
Since last beside this glorious loch I stood,
Since last 1 wandered 'neath the pensive shade ,
And through the winding depths of this dark wood,
O’er many a strange, wild path my steps hav- strayed,
And many a lovely scene have I surveyed ;
Yet never have I found my wanderirg feet
By such a strong, constraining spell delayed,
Nor felt thy voice, oh Nature, fa; 80 sweet

As'mid the charms of this thine own beloved retreat.

XXXVIIL.

Oh! well in such a scene might fancy deem

Dryads and wood -nymphs spent the cheerful day,

Or fairies sport :d in the moon’s pale beam,

And gleeful spirits *mid the twilight grey L

Came forth along the rimr’s bank to play ;

But, more than all these jo&nua sprites, I love

As here at evening's pensive hour I stray,

Genius of holy, thought, to bid thee rove
Cowpanion of my way through the dark winding grove,
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XXXIX.

Yes, lovely spirit, lead my wandering teet
Through every sweet sequestered haunt of thine;
And guide my steps to every favourite seat
Where oft thou lov’st to watch the day’s decline,
Or gaze on the bright stars that softly shine
Where, 'mong the leafy trees, they find a way
Through which to pour their influence benign,—
So purely beaming that their every ray

Seems from thy heavenly home some message to convey.

XL,

Slow breaks the day and still,—but hark! the rush

Of many waters in the woody dell !

How sweet amid the morning’s tranquil hush

The notes of their eternal music swell

Like voice of hermit in his lonely cell

Raising at day’s first blush his matin-song:

Or like the hymn of wanderers forced to dwell

“In dens and caves of th’ earth,” yet waxing strong
Through faith to cing loud praise, 'mid suffering, shame

and wrong.

Sudden peers forth amidethe opening trees
The foaming fall which gleams more purely white
Amid the gloom. ’Tis thus that he who sees
This vain world’s headlong course ere yet the light
OfGod’s prophetic Truth hath taught his sight
To look beyond this short J:"’s weal or woe,
Marks but th’ impetucus .tream thusflashing bright
Nor heeds the deep and dark abyss below,

To which its waters rush with such tumultuous flow.
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XLIL

Now, even’1s 'mid the rich domains of Thought!6
Young roving Fancy, when at will she strays,
By sweet associatjon oft is bruught
To some fair scene, bright with celestial rays,
And with the mellowed light of bygone days;
84, half unconscious whither, as I glide
Through tkis deep winding wood's enchanted maze
A glorious scene at last is opened wide,
*! Vale of the Silent Stream,” 1hail thy lake’s calm tide.

‘ XLIIL

In such a sweet and peacefu: spot as this,
How many a dear ang¢ fondly cherished dream
Of tranquil joy and unmolested bliss
Swells on the musing soul ! nor can we deem
That these are but a bf-ight and transient’.gleam,
Bursting from 'mid the thick clouds that obscure
From mortal sight the world of bliss supreme.
Fond Fancy bids us hope that augl’lt so pure,
So bright with rays of heaven, must like that heaven
endure.
XLIV.

But, ah! the sky is changed !—the dropping rain
Dimples the darkening lake, whose face so fair
And bright «nd placid all the day had lain.
Low, dis.ant murmurs vibrate through the air,

« Bidding us for the coming storm prepare.
Thus, when in pleas, g dreams securely blest,
How oft will clouds of :arrow and of care
Cast their dark, boding‘shadow o’er the breast,

Bidding us rige and go—ior this is not our rest.
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XLV.

And must I leave this lovely vale, an. gaze
No more 6n this fair scene that seems to glow,
Bright with the memories of bygone days
As with the lavish gifts of Nature ?—No,
These shall be with me still where'er I go.
Dim fades upon my sight yon lordly pile;
Mine ear no longer lists yon torrent’s Jow ;
But sweetly still upon my dreams shall smile
The glorious s~enes and deeds linked with thy name,

. Argyll.

XLVL.

The morning sun pours down his cheerful light, 17
O fair Strachur, upon thy ancient wood,
Where I have joyed to stray, and on yon height
Where, gazing in deep thought, erewhile I sfood :
But these, too, fade; and o’er the gleaming flood
Swift are we borne, 'mid scenes o’er which the soul
Long in deligh.ed trapce would seek to brood ;
And now where rugged cliff and heathy knoll

Gird the wild shores of Bute, the winding waters rolb «

XLVII.

On Clutha’s banks, where oft I’ve loved to stray, 19
Where oft my soul is wafted in my dreams,
Again I stand. O’er Kelburne’s turrets grey,
*Mid woods embowered bright glow the evening beams.
Tue sighing gales,~—the voice of gentle streams,
Now purling soft, now foa*.ing in their fall,—
The setting sun, whose nellowed radiance gleams
On Fairlie Castle’s old and ruined wall,

The memory of days of other years recal)
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XLVIIT.

In the mild:light the small waves geiitly roll, -
Keflecting heaven in all its changmg dyes:

A glorious imagef the unfetter’d soul

Of Caledonia, the caln water lies,

Hdlding free, pure communion with the skies.
Yet, like that soul when swept impetuous o’er
By storms »f wrath, once did these waves arise
To crush in their strong grasp, with furious roar,

The hosts of Scotia’s foes, and dash tkem on the shore.

XLIX.

And see! stupendous swelling to the skies,

Arran lifts up each wild, gigantic height;

And, though all bleak and bare they seem to rise,

‘Wkle distance makes them bolder to the sight,

Yet with a gentle voice do they invite

The soul that knows what fair and verdant vales

Rest 'mid these hills, and what a yare delight

Is felt, while wandering o’er these peaceful dales,
Illumined by the light of History’s brightest tales:

L.

For there, no more afflicted and exiled,—

A fugitive o’er land and sea no more,—

Roaming no (onger lone 'mid mountains wild,—

The Bruce, with shouts received upon the shore,

Saw all the faithful clans around him pour;

And, when from thenyg the mystic beacon’s llght

To glorious »trife and tod had called him o’er,

Pursued his course, trlulhphunt, bold and bright,
Till Scotland gpined again her glory and her right..., .
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CANTO FOURTH.

1.

ONCE more n]mong the mountains let me trace

The varied beauties of each green retreat.

Let Fancy lead me on from place to place,

For many a lovely valley my I greet,!

Where 1 mnay rove in musings calm and sweet.

These proud peaks rise no more in distant view.

The blooming h :ather is beneath my feet;

Loch Katrine lies before me, still and blue,
Guarded by heath-clad hills whose king is Benvenue.

II,

Come, ye whose mourning hearts by grief are torn,

Amid these scenes, with Faith, your teacher, rove ;

List the glad songs that, at the rise of morn,

Burst, as yours yet shall burst, amid the grove;

Seé ¢ mblems in the hills that tower above

And geem the peaceful lake’s repose to guard,

Of the unchanging strengil of heavenly love,

And of that power which from your souls can ward
Each fierce, disturbing blast—blow it howe’er so hard.

E
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' 111 .

Yes, let your eyes, in pensive grie: dejected,

Gaze on the bosom of this placid lake,

Where heaven’s othereal glories are reflected.

Let your afflicted soul its impress take;

Ahd, guarded by that rock which nought can shake,

Unmoved let wrathful tempests o’er you sweep.

Let no rude gusts of fretful anger break

Your soul’s repose ; and,—be your grief as deep

As that calm lake,—oh! still your hearts as tranquil

keep.

1v.

Thus, freed from passion’s wild and lawless sway,

Even in the depths Uf your unfathomed woe,

Cheered by Religion’s pure and peaceful ray,

Much of the joy of Heaven you here may know :—

Thus, in their holy calm, your hearts may glow

In that most pure and purifying light ;

And, 'mid the bleak, dark scenes.of earth below,

May draw their comfort from 'that sacred height
Which c¢lse the inward storm had hidden from your sight. _

A\

With fair Loch Katrine_two most beauteous lakes

Arc linked by winding Teith’s rejoicing stream ;

And each such kindred loveliness partakes

That oft, methinks, hereafter shall they beam

In sweet, harmoniou$ union on my dream ; o

Like three fair sistéts who, though, each apart,

Lovely and pure, yet purer, lovelier seem,—

Not from the vain embellishments of art— .
But from the'flow of soul that links them, heart to heart.
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1

- vi.

To these mild smiling lakes a thousand rills
With joyful purlings wind their destined way,
For, 'mid the bristling woods ana rugged hills,
So calm and pure and beautiful are they,
To them each mount his tribute loves to pay ;
Even as rough Valour and uncultured Might
To Beauty’s gentle, yet resistless sway,
And to fair modest Purity, delight

To pay an homage Zelt to be their sacred right.

[ ]
VIL

And, as amid this sinful world the heart

Of Faith sends forth its silent prayers and sighs
That Heaven its richest blessing would impart .
To all around, from these pure lakes arise

Soft, genia: exhalations to the skies,

That thence in plenteous shower may come again
The dew that to wne drooping flower supplies
New life,—the early and the latter rain,

67

That ckeer the barren mount, and fertilize the plain.

VIII.

Less sweet my musings as ‘0’er moss and moor?
I take my drear and solitary way ;
But yet not long these gloomy thoughts endure,
For soon I see the fair Loch Ard display
Her plicid bosom, 'mid a rich array
Of skirting woods, and isles that calmly rest
« On the bright waters, gleam:ng in the ray
Of the descending sun; while in the West
The dark Benlomond rears far off his snowy crest.
E 2
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! IX.

* And now I rove upon thy peaceful shore,3
Monteith's swegt lake. The moon is in the sky
Shedding her mild and hallowed radiance o’er

- Thy placid waters ;—giving to the cye
'The beautcous isles that in thy bosom lie,

Like sowe fuir beings from a world of care

And sin dissevered by their purity ;

While soft waves, wafted by the').)almy air,
From thel‘n on all around a blessing seem to be’at.

X.

Chief and mostlotely of these verdant isles—

That well might scem the Islands of the Blest,—

Radiant with soft ygt melancholy siiles,—

1mage of holy peace—the * Isle of Rgst”

Reclines upou the lake’s pure, tranquil breast

A sacred place in bygone ages ¢eemed—

For men deemed holy there, of old, possessed

Their calm abode.—Nor marvel if it seemed
Thatround that peaceful isle a heavenly lustre beamed !

XI.
And here it. was ihe h'npless Mary dwelt,
In the sweet hour of life’s unchequered morn,
Ere yet the pangs of blighted hope she felt,—
Ere yet her breast‘by kindred hands was toyn.
And here she planted for herself a thorn,*
To spread its branches ;mid her circling bower,—
Sad rmblem of that‘chaplet to be worn .
By her fair brow for many a futere hour—
The bright but thorny crown of digniy and power.
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XIIL
The grey remains of cloister and of cell 4
Are dimly seen by the soft, dubicas light
Of the pale moon, whose rays are fitted well
To call to mind that long and dreary night
Which hid the Sun of Righteousness from sight
Of men :—when His pure truth from earth was driven;
And adoration, by eternal right
His only, by blird man to her was given
Whom, Tgnorance and Craft proclaimed ths Queen of
Heaven.
XIIT.
But rose that Sun at lnst, nor, from above,
Shone His pure beams o’er Scotia’s hills in valn,
For now domestic unity and love
Dwell in e~ch pastoral glen and fertile plain,
That once full oft were strewed with brethren slain.
Pure flow the str ams that once were wont to roll
Their turbid floods, ensanguined, to the main;
And flows as pure the current of the soul,
Whose fierce and lawless pride once joyed to spurn
control,

XIVe

But, though its waters, o’er a rugged course,

With loud, tumultuous roar no longer sweep,

Yet unabated is its latent force :

And,- -rolling now more slow and broad and deep,

From height to depth no longer forced to leap,

As in the days of old,—ulthsugh it seem

Along its path more sluggishly to creep,

Then o’er wild rocks it rushed, a mountain stream,
But now it bids its banks with peaceful plenty teem.
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Time was when every plain and glen and hill .
Was the abode of anarchy,~when Night,
.That now reposes here so calm and still,

#ull oft was startled by the beal-fire’s light,—

That blazed alarm abroad from height to height,~—
Or by thé cot or castle wrapt in flame:

For then these regions knew no law but might,

Nor aught these fierce and resglefs minds could tame

Till polity-close linked with pure religion camed

XVI
Far other sounds than wails of savage grief,—
Than the tumultuous din of feudal frays,
Or coronach loud raised for fallen chief,
And sweeter far than bard’s triumphart lays,
Were heard amid these glens in bygone days.
Full oft these mountain echoes have been stirred
By the rejoicing song of humble praise.
Full oft the sound of the peace-speaking Word
And the calm voice of prayer these solitudes have heard.

XVII,
Our fathers, *mid these wilds content to roam,
‘With conscience unrestrained, here fled exiled
From their domestic hearth, their peaceful home;
¢ Killed all day long,”” afflicted and reviled,
Here, amid rocks on rocks tumultuous pile i
They suught a refuge from the hands of men
Whose hearts more cold—whose passions were more
wild
Than the rude tempest and the roclq den,—
Nor left them even secure to roam o’er hill and glen.
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. XVIII, .
Together met where the wild cliffs arize
Bleak, barren, and precipitous zround,—
Giving alone to view the glowing skies,
And their own cold, dark breasts ; in these they tr .nd
Emblems of man’s frail power,which thusmight bound
Their wanderings upon exrth—but ne'c. remove
Their souls from sight of heaven,—which if it frowned,
Or if it smiled,*;till looked on them in love,—
I\'or diide from them the light that cheered them from
above,
. XIX,
Oh! well the Sgottish heart uelights to trace
The footsteps of the holy and the brave
Of other times, and holy seqms the place '
That they have trod ; each glen, each rocky cave,
Which e’er of old a lonely refuge gave
To Scotia’s son- when foes around them pressed
Who thirsted for their life’s blood,—or the grave
Marked by somerude, grey stone, where now theyrest
Is dear to that warm heart, and with a sighis blessed.
XX,
And to the mind where hallowed feelings reign,
Dearest of all those solitudes are felt,
Where, persecuted, mocked and scorned in vain,
By men whose hearts no sympathies could melt,
O1f the green god the adoring throng have knelt,
Enduring glad the cross of pain and shame; *©
Or those abodes where holy men ¢ once dwelt
Who kindled first and spread the Gdspel’s flame,
Ere its pure light was dimmed by clouds from Rome
that came,
* The Culdees.
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XXI.
Yes, consecrate, O Scotia, is thy sod,
Not by a superstition gross and blind ;
Nor do we vainly deem that the Great God,
To*Freedom has thy mountain homes assigned ;
Not Freedom which but breaks the chains that bind
The body,<but that Freedom which awoke
Thee to cast off those fetters of the mind
Which still enthral the nations in gheir yoke,

And bids thy sons-still scorn the chains their fathers

broke.
X1,
To thee most bountetus hath beenNature’s hand;
And manifold the glories that abound @

Theoughout thy regions, thou most glorious land.*

Profuse the beauties slle hath strewn araund,

Making thee seem as all enchanted ground ;

Yet, sure, the spots where thou segm’st loveliest far

Are where the Beauty of Holiness is found;

Where shines upon thee the bright Morning Star,
And where sin least intrudes, thy loveliness to mar.

XXITI.

And in this glorious temple Nature rears
Thus wondrous fair beneath these northern skies,
What object dearest, loveliest appears
To Faith and Hope, gnd most attracts their eyes?
Thg Village Kirk, the altar whence arise €
Praises and prayers,—incense God loves to claim
Yar more than any costly sacrifice ;—
Where are oblations kindled at the flame

Of that brigh? Iruth which pure from his.own presence

came.
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XXIV.
Ye lovely sanctities that clothe the hearth!
‘Where are ye purer, holier kept than here ?
Where does a milder light of social mirth
And warm affection shinz from eyes more clear,
Than those whose beams the Highland fireside cheer?
‘With purer influence where does faith i~part
Those joys that flow from godly love and fear
Than ’neath the-e humble roofs, where, void of art,

The veice of prayer and praise comes thrilling from the
heart ?
XXV.

Speed then no more the fiery cross that sped
Erewhile to call to arms the warrior clan ;
But speed the cross whereon the Saviour bled, *
Pouring Lis life’s blood for rebellious man.
Swift as o’er moss and mcor the henchman ran,
Charged with th. signal of his chief’s command,
Speed the glad tidings of the wondrous plan
Of free salvation wide o’er all the land,

And speed the glorious cause that nothing shall with-

stand!
XXY¥I.

Send forth, O Lord, thy light and truth, O speed
The heavenly message on its hlessed way,
And bring the joyful time when none shall need
To his benighted brother’s soul to say
“ Know thou the Lord ?*” but when the quickening ray
Of thy pure truth on every soul shall shine,
No more by clouds obscured ; and the full day
On every syot shall pour its light divine ;

Nor e'er again the Sun of Righteousness decline.
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XXVIL .

*By faithful and devoted priestd attended,
In every valley hid thine altars rise,
‘Where, kindled from the fire from heaven descended,
*pure and acceptable sacrifice
nall burn, and fragrant incense seek the skies :
While, frop the scenes around, each work of thine
Some holy feelings, some pure thought supplies,—
Offerings more meet to lay upon ghy shrine
Than treasures of the East, or goltl from Chili’s pine.

XXVII,
Thine, O my God, apd by thy goodness given
To lead the earth-bound spirit up to thee,
These glorious scenes, where all that’s bright in
heaven, ’ .
In thine own image bright and fair, we See
As in a mivror.  Boundless, pure and free,
The whispering wind, that where it listeth blows
With sweet refreshmg power, is felt to be
An image of that Spirit which bestows
Health on the soul diseased, peace ‘on the man of woes

XEIX, .
And when thy bright and bounteous sun appears,
And sheds from heaven’s serene and cloudless height
Those beams wherewith glad nature’s heart he cheers,
Glorious he se :ms as the great source of light$
But lovelier far appears he in my sight
As the meet emblem of that better Sun,
Whose beams mspel the shades of ancient nighr,—
Revive the-spiiit of the contritg ont,

And bring immortal joy to all He shmes upon,
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XXX.

The deptli of watets and the strength of hills
Are thine, and thine the forest’~ winding glades.
Each dark and hidden place thy pr fills;
Each height, each vast 2xpanse thy power perva’es :
Softly yet deeply felt, 'mid evening's shades,—
Conspicuous shining in the morning’s beams,—
Or when in pensive grey the twilight fades,
Or when a floc 1 of living glory streams

O'er all the purplea sky, and wide o’er ocean gleams.

XXXIL.
When, 'mid the dreamy calr of pensive eve,
They saw each magic hue around them melt,
‘Well might the musing sons of Grecce conceivg,
As 'mid some consecrated grove they knelt
By some old altar, that there surely dwelt
A spirit in each hill, and stream and tree:

But all the life, the love, the peace they felt
Around them poured, our eyes unscaled may see
More pure stream descend, O living God, from thee.

XXXIIL.

And not alone where Nature hath displayed
Her bright enchantments to our wondering eyes,—
Where, in the majesty of might arrayed,
In dark sublimity her hills arise,
Aa- floods of glory pour along the skies,—
Not in such scenes her power is felt alone ;
Her lowliest look, swet soothing thought supplies
And when she speaks in meekest gentlest tone,
The still, small voice of Heaven our musing hearts may
own,
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XXXIIIL ,

He who would know what feelings animate
The soul 'mid these wild regions,—who would know
The emotions in the heart these hills create—
He’mid these scenes sublime himself must go ;
For deep and silent oft these raptures flow,
And he who feels them deepest knows the best
How vain the fruitless effort is to throw
Into expression, from the heaving preast,

That which far deeper lies than aughein words expressed.

XXXIV. -
Gazing, from some majestic height, afar,
‘Where hills on hills in endless prospect rise,
Tumultuous oft and wild these feelings are
As the sublime array tuat meets the eyes,
And boundless as that scene of hills and skies
Yet silent as their deep and solemn hush ;
Save that, when prompted by some glad surprise,
From the heart’s fulness to the lips they rush,
As, swollen by rains from heaven, thou hears’t the tor-
rent’s gush.

XXXV,

Dull and insensate were the grovelling soul
That 'mid these mountain scenes cculd stand, nor feel
Emancipation from the dark control
« Of earthly car¢s and lew desires, that steal
The ioys of li‘e, and war against the weal
Of the immortal spirit ;—to whose sight
These hills, these clouds, these torrents, nought reveal
Of their Creater's glory,—of that might
Which seems to sit enthroned on every cloud-capt height.
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XXXVI.
Not to defend our liberty alone
Bade He these awe-inspiring mountains rise ;
But, mingling with the clouds, He bade them own
Subjection unto nought beneath the skies,
And all the rage of winds and storms despise,
That we in their aspiring heights might see
An image, ever present to our eyes
Of what the Liberty we claim should be,—
Of what their } reedom is whom God’s own Son makes
' free.
XXXVIL
Yes! like these mountains should our spirits love
To mingle with the skies, and leave behind
This low, dark scene. In things that are above
Our freed affections their d=light should find. *
So shou'd each raving storm, each fitful wind,
Sweep harmless by, and spend its rage in vain.
Thus while th. bonds of long endearment bind
The heart to earth, yet never should the chain
Of sense or grovelling thought our heavenward flight
restrain,
XXXVIIL.
Thrice happy they whose peaceful lot is cast
Amid these tranquil scenes,—far, far away
From all the tumult and the strife that blast
The teeming heart's fresh feelings ;—happy they
Vho, ne’er allured by the ueceitful ray
Of glittering pleasures and unreal joys,

Which lead the crowd from virtue’s path astray,
Dwell far from the rude world’s distracting noise,
The strife of wongues, and all that the soul's peace

destroys.
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XXXIX.
Yes, it is sweet to leave the restless hum
And ferment of the city far behind, -«
And with unburdened spirit here to come,
And dwell with Nature's children ; and to find
at still there are whose ungorrupted mind
Abides unfettered by th’ enthralling chain
Whose gilded links the slaves of Mammon bind
Fast to the oar, while every nerve they strain
Toiling to reach a goal which they cza never gain.
XL,
Wonder not, then, that Highland hearts should burn
With that serene and quencliless flame of love
To their own mountaln homes, which makes them turn
So fondly back to them where'er they rove,—
Which makes the high-peaked hill, the whispering
grove, .
And all they sce, and every sound they hear
In distant lands that has a power to move
Remembrance of these homes to them so dear,—
Which makes the pibroch’s soand so pleasing in their
ear.
' XLI
And oh! how doubly strengthened are the ties
That bind these absent hearts to youth's abode,
When amid lands of levity arise
The thoughts of that dear land where first they trode,
And, early l«d upon the heavenward road,
Sweet counsel with their brethren lov'd to ta™e,
Aud sought in company the house of God.
Oh! sweet to them the faintest sounds that wake
The thoughts of those loved scenes ‘twas anguish to
forsike, , . .
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XLII.

In the soft sighing of the northern gale’
The pensive wanderer deems some strain is heard
From Scotia’s harp.—With man, tender tale
Of bygone times, and well -remembered word
Of whispering love his spirit thus is stirred ;
And, while imagination warmer glows,
Till'round him seems a stream of music poured,
As irrepressible the rapture grows,
Thus from his inm st soul the joyful feeling flows!

Ye breezes softly .welling
In music on mine ear,
Why bear ye to my dwelling
These notes none else can hear ? .

Come ye, your glad flight winging,
1ere like a faithful dove,

To me some message bringing—
Some words of truth and love,—

Some offering which, while sweeping
O’er Scotia’s happy plains,
Was trusted to your keeping,—
' Which still your wing retains.

Bay, heard ye there the blessing
Wafted for me abave,

In words but half expressing
The hear.’s deep cherished love ?



» 80 SONG OF THE

Or come ye hither, knowing
That in this heavmg breast

A Scottish heart is glowing,—
The heart ye love the best?

Say, were ye told, yé breezes,

In heaven from 'whence ye came,
That{ sacred still to Jesus,

Here burns one heaven-li‘t,ﬂame ?

3

And is yolir mission gracious
To this poor heart of mine,
Fresh incense ‘pure and precious]
To place upon its shrine,—

That incense of devotion
Upon my heart to heap,
‘Which sacred from pollution
Blest Scotia’s children keep ?

Come, then, and, softly blowing,
These heavenly «gifts impart,

Sweet, holy thoughts bestowing
Uposn my lonely heart.

As Israel’s captive daughters,
That once so syceily sung,

By Babel’s mournful waters,
THeir harps on willows huhg.,
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So I, compelled to wander
Far from my happy home,

On it more fondly ponder
As longer here 1 roam.

And as, in pensive scedness,
I muse on days gone Ly

I hang the barp of gladness
Beside me with a sigh.

Save when, in expectation
Of mecting yet again,
The bright anticipation
Still wakes a joyful strain.

Even now the voice of grzeting
Is swelling on my heart!

For such a joyful meeting,
Oh, who would grudge to part!

XLIIL,

ITow softly, Scotia, falls the Sabbath’s calm
. Ocr thy hushed valleys, and thy listening hills!
And oh! how purifying is the balm
Of that deep peace which then the bosom fills!
T ul that pensive lists thy purling rills
Al ocal woodlands, errs it waen it deems
That tfen their voice with holier rapture thrills,
While of the present God all nature seems
Conscious, and her bright face with peaceful gladness
beams ?
. 3
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4 XLIV

. How sweet to him that has been doomed to roam
Long ’mid the dwellings of an impious race,
At last returning to his Highland home,
Descends that holy calm! He seeks to trace,

n vain, perhaps, in every aged face

Features familiar to his eyes when young;
For all Lis friends are gone, and in their place,
These old, unchanging hills and dales among,

By other manners marked, anothe™ race has sprung.

XLV.

The kirk itself, still sacred in his eyes,

Is now a ruin, vewerably grey,

And in its place he sces another rise,

His own paternal cot is swept away,

And, like his fathers, mingled with the clay.

On all he knew and loved is change impressed ;

And what though Art and Enterprise display

‘Their power and pride where’er his eyes may rest?
Their pomp and vain parade but wound his aged breast.

XLVI.

Perhaps he finds, for wonderful have been
The workings of Improvement's mighty scheme
In later years, the dear though rugged scene,
That wout so lovely in his eyes to seem,
When trod in joyous youth, and oft would
Upon his fancies, when from that far land
His soul was wafted homewards in a dream,
Most sirangely altered dy the busy hand
Of Ar:. whom Nature’s strength and charms in vain
tithstand, .,
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XLVIL

Beside his native stream, perhaps, he sees

Some mansien in fantastic pomp arrayed,

Or some huge structure rise, and the few trees,

Alone remaining of the boundless shade

Of the dark woods where oft, of old, he strayed,

He deems,—for they have donned brown Autumn’s

dyes,—

Mourn their fallen brothers, clad in leaves decayed.

He seeks their shde to hide from his vexed eyes
The outrages of Art, and thus his thoughts arise.

XLVIIL

“ Ye gentle gales that through tl.e branches sigh,
Why grieve ye so, ye wandering breezes ? say;
Is it because, when Summer cheered the sky,
Ye wont amid the verdant trees to play
‘With the fresh leaves throughout the livelong day ;
And now, returning to this spot, ye find
Your loved companions rudely torn away
Or withered by some cold and blasting wind
O then, though sad your dirge, 'tis soothing to my mind.

XLIX.

. “Sweet to the pensive ear thou mournful blast.
Sweet is thy wailing to the soul that grieves
For joys of bygone days for ever past!
An# thou fondly stirr’st the withered leaves,
The Séo! that lists thy plaintive voice, and weaves
The while some soft and melancholy lay,
Or mourns departed friencs, 2Imost believes
Ye come, with sympathising voice, to say;
‘Yours is the common lot, all things of earth decay!’”
r2



84 THE SCOTTISH SABBATH.

! L.
. Thus sad he muses o'er the altered face
Of Nature, robbed of half her loveliness;
Mourning the lgss of her own simple grace.
And sad, too, are the feelings that impress
‘His soul amid the bustling liveliness
Of his once quiet village, which now teems
‘With active sons of commerce; and even less
Amid his native hills at home he seems
Than when in distant lands they r¢se amid his dreams

* LI. 0

But when the Sabbath’s Imoly silence falls

Upon the vale; aud when the church-bell peals
The summons, joyfully obeyed, that calls
+Unto the House of Prayer; oh! then he feels
He is indeed at hoine pand gladness steals

O’'er all his heart again. No impious' mirth

At eve disturbs the sacred calm that heals

His sinking spirit’s sickness from the dearth

Of joys he thought to find around his natal hearth.

LIL

Guard, then, oh Scotia! guard with faithtul h;:art,

And zcal that cannot purn too strong and bright,

This boon of heaven, which makes thee what thou art,

A land of peace and liberty and light.

For wherein lies thy strength but in the mi

Of that blest Truth which maketh free ingde?

0. watch lest Mammon's noxious breath should bllght

This sacred tree—this plant of heavenly seed
‘Whose bo#ighs shall shelter yield, whose fruit thy soul

shall feed,
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L

AcaiN among tne Highlands! and again !
Upon my sight these wondrou. scenes arise,—
The same tnat prompted first my joyful strain,—
The same that first enchained my musing eyes,
And wound around my soul those magic tics
Which never can be broken while the blood
Warms through my conscigus frame. Before melies
The same calin lake o’er whose clear flood
In blissful hours gone by my spirit leved to brood

1I.

The hills around me soar as grand as ever,
Thegrickling rills, in their pure bosom nursed,
As scétly flow, till lost in yon bright river
Which windswas tranquilly, through vales that burst
Upon my sight as gloriovs as when first
They tranced my boyish heart. And, more than all,
In ¢his do I rejoice that, sweet as erst
The influence of such scenes was wont to fall,

I feel that influence now as if t ne’er could pall.
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* 1L

Ah! would that it might be for ever thus!

My own bright land, would that the blasts of time
“Harmless might swcep alike o’er thee and us;—
“And, as they make thy hills still more sublime,

And add new grandeur to thy glorious clime,—

Bidding thy verdant woods more proudly wave,

Would that our hearts, still fregh as in their prime,

The wild and wasting sto#ms of life might brave!

Would that the first warm glow of youth we, tob, might
save! .

. v,

It may not be ;—yet, grateful still to Him

. Who bade these scenes arise so lovely here,
Let us rejoice thae, though dull age may dim
Our sight to those bright visions that’appear
So fair to youth’s fond fancy, and may sear
Our early feelings, yet, bcyontf the tomb,
*'Mid scenes more glorious far than e’er may cneer
The heart of mortal—gcenes of fadeless bloom,

Our drooping souls shall yet their eagle wings replume.

V.

. .

And even as from yon gnarled and stunted trunk
Sprouts many a tender shoot of lively green,
So, in the soul that in its youth had drunk
The inspiraiion of each lovely scene !
T..rough which to rove its sweetes®# joy had becn,—
Oft, even in wrinklgd age, will spring anew
The fecling pure, therelish fresh and keen,
Of all those scenes wherein its hildhood grew,

And where the first deep draughts of quickening thrupht

it drew. v
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VI.

There sounds a voice among these hills, whose tones

Wake in the soul an echo—ne’er to die.

There sits a Spirit on these Alpine thrones

That girds himself with might and majesty.

Yea, 'tis the very voice of the Most High

That thunders 'mid these mountains ; ar.1 is heard

O’cr the lone lakes that still and silent lie,

‘Where serried rocks tlte wild shores sternly gird,
And r>'er by human vuice the slumbering air 1s stirved

viL

0, it is joy to boyhood's bounding heart
To roam unfettered far o’er hill and dale,—
To breast the steep, or down its face to dart,
And, on t™e precipice’s verge, to quail
With pleasing dread,—far down the rugged vale
Gazing to wherc the river foans beneath;
And, roving free, tis pleasure to inhale
Ilealth in the untainted air of every breath,
And reckless on to plunge amid the fragrant heath.

VIIIL

But there is far a loftier joy than this,
That yields a still more rapturous delight,
1t-is the calm, the almost heavenly bliss,
Gaz'ng afar from some majesiic height
Where burst all Nature’s glorics on the sight,
To feel the soul on Contemplation’s wings
Soar, like the eagle in its heavenward flight,
Till almost it Leholds the King of kings,

And listens té the song the choir seraphic sings.
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IX. '

Thus have I felt when, "mid these scenes of peace,
Far from the budy hum of man’s abode,
- Rejoicing from the world to feel release,
Some giant hill's commanding height I trod :
For then my soul, freed from the cumbrous load
Of vexing thoughts and earth-born passions, soared
On wings of sacred rapture up tg God;
And, like the lark, in joyful songs adored
With Nature all around, Creation’s glorious Loid.

X.
And, as itself is left awhile behind
The ills that are the lot of all below,
Hidden, awhile, axd banished from my mind
Were all those wide o’erwhelming floots of woe
That o’er man's life from Sin’s deep fountain flow.
The stern realities of woe and vice
Vanished before my soul's delighful glow,
As at the touch of Spring the Winter’s ice;

And in my dreams all Earth appeared a Paradise.

XI.

Nor there intruded aught upon my sight

To bid these sweet and fond illusions fade—

To bring my soul down from its joyous flight;

F r, far and wide, in all my eyes surveyed,

In sky and Lill, in strcam and plain and glade,

Was nought but harmony and beauty found ;

And I exclrimed, “0 God, if thou hast made

For mun such scenes—with such pure beauty crowned,
What shall those regions be where endless joys abound ?°
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XIIL.

For ever, lovely Lake, could I, untired,
Gaze on thy tranquil features, .shile my mind,
With thoughts accordant with the scene inspired,
In all thy sweet and eloquent looks might find
Expression ever changing—for the wind,
Even as a ministering spirit given
For souls to Nature’s teaching thus resigned,
Varies the aspect of the o’ershadowing heaven,
By clouds now parting wide, now in thick masses driven.
XIIL.
Now sweetly dost thou smile, while in the rays
Of the bright opening heaven thy bosom glows ;
And o’er thy face a gleam of gladness plays,
Not like the mirth the vacant spirit knows,
But likc that placid cheerfulness which flows
From a pure heart, that thinks and fears no ill.—
But darker no# the sky above thee grows,
A pensive shade comes o’er thee, calm and still,
As of a patient heart resigned to heaven's high will,
X1V,
But on thy banks I may no longer dwell. 2
Northward I turn where frowns the dark Ben Mhore,
And rest me by Saint Fillan’s holy well,
And that still lake,* from whose fair bosom pour
The rolling floods + that dash with furious roar
O ¢ shelving rocks, till now more calmly sweeps
The deepening stream, and leads me t6 the shore -
Of bright Loch Tay, "vhere glorious Fingal sleeps, $
And where the blackening pine o’er many a warrior
weeps.

* Loch Dochart. 1 The River Dochart 1 At Killin,
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XV.

The gentle lake expands its tranquil breast, 3
And heaven and earth in its fair bosom find

* Their hues and forms reflected.—Surely blest
Tke soul, to all its outward lot resigned,
By nothing ruffled, yet to nothing blind,
Which, like these placid waters, can impart
To scenes and forms thus imaged ja the mind
Its own mild lustre, and by this sweet art

Feels that all things are pure unto the pure in heart.

XVI,

And pure in heart, if ever heart was pure

In this dark scene, so full of sin and woe,

Was she who, from a,world that sought to lure

Her young affections in their first warm-glow,

And heaped upon her all it could bestow.

Upon its idols, to these shades witadrew,

And here first knew the peace.and joy that flow
From the Lamb’s sprinkled flood, and oft anew,

Here felt her soul reviv'd by heaven’s refreshing dew.

XVIL

Oh long of those proud days these bills may boast,
When regal splendour threw its dazzling sheen
O’er lawn and lake; and when the gathering host
Of Highland hwalry here hailed their queey ¥
But sweeter ‘tis to think in this calm scene
Of her whose heart from this world’s pomp and pride,
The crown that fadeth not had power to wean,
And here still rules, with heart, to fiers allied,

One who can dare to stem the age’s downward tldc.
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XVIII.

By these green banks through wood and tangled brake,

What bliss to rove one long b1 ght summer’s day,

Where through the glistening leaves bright gleams

the Lake,

And soar the azure mountains far away ;—

Up this deep glen o’er winding paths to stray,

Where leaps the torrent ® to the abyss below ;—

To glide with thy_calm waters, glorious Tay,

Where, as from forth their parent Lake they flow,
On them the arching boughs their green reflection throw!

XIX.
O’er all thy banks such lovely verdure blooras—
So rich in its luxuriance, that it seems
As if the heavenly radianc~, that illumes
Thy placid face with bright and joyous beams,
Shed upon a'l around th’ enlivening gleams
Of a pure, peaceful gladness, which bestows
Such healthful freshness as the living streams,
Gladd’'ning the Heavenly City, give to those

Whose souls receive the light o’er their calm wave that

glows.
XX,
Well do I love thiy music ;—yet, awhile, 4
From where thy rolling waters gently glide,
*Mid fields that still return their cheerful smile,
Lc yon green dell now let me turn aside,
Where foaming torrents ¢ the dark cliffs divide,
While trees gaze tre.abling on their wild career
Spirit of Burns! My wandering footsteps guide,
And chant thy lays cf love upon mine ear,
Harmonious with the strain that Nature raiseth here.
* Falls of Acharn. + Falls of Moness, Abexfeldy.
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XXI. .
For still, ye twining birks, of constant love
Ye seem to speak,<n descant wildly sweet,
_W!)ere, from each other severed, yet above
From either side your mingling branches mect,
While, in the dark cold depths beneath your feet,
The angry river, where it rolls unseen,
Strives, like some artful foe, with foul deccit,
Still more to deepen the great gulph between;
But, blest with mutual trust, ye still can smile serene.
XXIL .
Full long, delighted, might I linger here,
And calmly muse, on mossy banks reclining,
While falls this lulling sound upon mine ear
From yon bright strzam in the stray sun-beams
shining,
‘Where thus the gentle trees are round it twining.
But yet with thee, sweet Tay, can P pursue
My onward path again, without repining,
For lovely are the scenes thou lead’st me throuyzh, *
Till burst thy circling hills, Dunkeld, upon my view.
XXIIL
And oh! to stand *mid such a sgene as this,
‘Where, in one glorious theatre combined,—
As if uniting |l the streams of bliss
» To paour them on the heart and fill the mind
With holiest thoughts and images,—we find
All that can charm the soul by sound or sight,
The voice of kirds, the ﬁngrnnt-breathing wind,
The sun that pours o'er all his joyfus light,
The deep iuxuriant woods that clothe each towering
height, e
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XXIV.
The river frem the wood’s dark bosom swelling,
So deeply tinged with the surrounding green
Its full flood there from Eart}’s deep womb scems
welling,
And fitly harmonising with a scene
So husbed in blissful peace, and so serene,
The old Cathedral’s venerable pile,
Which leads our thoughts o’er years that intervene
Since the bles.’d heralds from Iona’s Isle
Bade the pure light of truth o’er these bright regions
smile,—
XXV,
Oh! this is joy —and yet to these farewell ! 0
But no farewell to grove and towering hill,
Dark cliff, and deep ravine, and woody dell,
Deep rolling stream, bright lake and whitening rill ;
All these, in wild and varied grandeur, still
Compass my path around and glad mine eye,
Sending through all my frame a joyous thrill
For passing few the scenes be that may vie,
Dark Tummil, with thy shores which now I wander by.
XXVI. :
Here, thundering o'er the rocks witle furious leap,
Thy foaming torrent rushes down amain ;
Then, "neath yon arching cliffs, serene and deep.
Thy wateis seek repose—as if they fain
Weyld rest in that retreat.  But thence, again,
Too soon recalled, down pours thy tortured wave.
So sought the persecured tribe in vain
A refuge from their foes in yon dark cave—
Wild vengeance dragged them forth, and made these
flodds their grave.
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XXVIL

But now, where, mingling his dark flood with thine,?

Th* impetuous Garry’s brawling waters sweep,

*’Mid shadowing weods of oak and feathery pine

Let me return to stray ;—and let me keep

My onward path where drooping birches weep

O’er his wild current, murmuring far below.

Where trees innumerous crown the verdant steep.

While, all around, the rugged mountains throw
Theirshadows, and o’er all,high tow ers dark Ben-y-Gloe.

XXVIIT,

Far different did the rugged scene appear

When, marshalled o’er these hills in stern array,

Of old the warring bands encountered here,

And fell the “ Bold Dundee’” amid the fray,

Victorious .—explatmg, as they say,

By this so glorious death, the deeds that stained

His past career.—Ah! not thus w.shed away

Could be the gore upon those hands engrained
‘Whereby the noblest blood of Scotia’s sons was drained.

.

XXI1X.

Dark o’er the hills the billowy vapour rolls,®

Obscuring every proud, aspiring height.

Thus oft it is, methinks, with towering souls.

'Th’ impcsing grandeur of whose vaunted might

I., but of earth, and from whose earth-bound ~ight

[ liid that vegion far beyond, which beams

With everlasting and unfacing light.

That region where they dwell,—to them which scems
Averyheaverr—but proves a place of cIbuds and dreaws.
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XXX.

But to the lowly spirit is revealed

That loftiex height, which, though by darkemng wces

And earth -sprung cares it be at timec concealed,

Yet with its own eternal lustre glows,

And while to him such light is left as shows

The path of present duty, 'twill suffice

For peace and comfort, while he feels and knows

That soon all clouds must part, and purer skies,
Bright with unfa'ing light, will cheer his raptured eyes.

XXXI.

Amid the shifting clouds peep dimly out

Grey rock, and whitening stre: m, and mountain peak;

And the hoarse torrent’s roar is like the shout

Of those who, wandering mid the mountains, seek

Their devious path, and to each other speak

In these loud signals, lest th’ impervious cloud

Should part them from their guide ;—or like the shriek

Of some great mountain bird ;—and now more loud
Swells the wild din,and seems like shoutings of the crowd.

XXXII.

Yet while with musing eye around I gaze,

Methinks I find fair tokens, dimly seen

Beneath the veil cf this obscuring haze,

Of what the beauty of this glen had been

’Neath brighter skies,—the deep, luxuriant green

Oft.he dark woods,—the river's placid sweep,—

The tufted shrubs that half reveal, half screen

The towering rocks,—he vistas dark and deep
Where o'er the murmuring stream the birch and willow

weep.



96 | FALLS OF THEtBRUAR,

.  XXXIIL

Yes, through such glorious regions while we stray,
Though clouds or twilight shades obscure the scene,
Still, from the fadjng light of parting day,
Or some faint glimpse, obscurely caught between

* The veiling clouds, the squl whose joy hath been
A'mid such scenes to stray till it hath grown
Familiar with the bright and the serene,
The glorious and the grand, may feel and own

A kindred grandeur here, howe'er olfscurely shown.

0 XXXIV. .
And it is even thus that he whose mind,
‘With love and fervent charity imbued,
Hath ever sought in all around to find,
And figd alone, the beauteous and the good,
Even where the mis¢ of error still may brood,
Or ignorance or prejudice deface,
Still in such souls, with patient candour viewed,
From some faint glimpse, some transient gleam, may
trace
Fair charms by Nature given, or lovelier gifts of grace.

XXXV,

But now the raging of the storm is o’er:

Reigns o'er the hills a univergal hush ;

And all is crim, save the wild torrent’s roar,

Whose darl,, swollen waters more impetuous rush

Adown their rugged course, and sweep and cush

The straggl’ng shrubs upon their sides that grow;

Like Grief’s first unrestreined and blinded gush,

‘When just recovered from the stunning blow,
Enough to see and feel the vastnessof its woe.
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XXXVI.

And now the hovering clouds have rolled away,
Like the vain terrors of illusive dreams ;
The sun again sheds down a peaceful ray:
Bright 'neath the opening sky the river gleams;
Glistens with joy fair Nature's face, and seems
More lovely than before: even the bare rock,
Glittering-and glad reflects these joyous beams ;
As if it sought the tempest’s wrath to mock,
Smiling, to show how vain and impotent the shock.

AXXVIL

So when aside the clouds of carkness roll,
And beams of heavenly love and mercy pour
Upon the afflicted yet believing soul,—
Adversity’s rude shock it carf no more,
As those to whom no hope is left, deplore.
Checred by thoce sweet, reviving rays, it feels
A pgladness that it never knew before ;
More than the joy of grief upon it steals—
It is that joy which ITeaven to humble Faith reveals.

XXXVIIL

Yet, when the floods of é’rief themselves are dried,
Nor heard in gentlest murmurs to complain,
And seem within the bosom to have died,—
Even then, deep furrows in the heart remain,
Which, spite of time, their ancient place maintain;
And, in the bour of gloom, when other woes
Descend upon the heart—ob then again
In the same tract a kindred sorrow flovs,

Waking sad thoughts which deep within the soul rcpose.
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XXXIX.
While thus T muse where the wild Bruar rolls, ¢
Gazing across the northward moors, the thought
Of dark Loch Gary with its verdant knolls,
3 Of her who there her fairy lover sought,
Where by his magic aid Ler task she wrought,—
Of drear Loch Ericht’s awful solitude,
And loneix Laggan, to my soul is brought :
And I remember how, entranced, I stuod
Where Rothiemurchus spreads his wide and bristling
wood.
XL,
Without an end prolonged inust be the strain 1°
Would tell of all tht: bliss my bosom owes
To these wiid scenes, and still would there remain
A nameless feeling that no utterance knows.
But now, since soon*my pilgrimage must close,
To loved Strathairdle let me take my way,
And from my lonely wanderings find repose
In commune with kind hearts; or, musing, stray
Where proud, o’erhanging woods Kindrogan's cliffs
array.
XLI.
Or, on this rock lone resting, let me swell
Tle dashing stream’s' wild music, and the song
Of woodland choristers, amid the * Dell*
Of Birds;” and while upon my spirit throng
The thought: of other days, let me prolong
'I'bese peaceful meditations till the shades q -
Of evening gather round me, for more strong
The iufluence grows thatthis sweet scene pervades
As from the.sof;, blue sky day's garish radiance fadcs.

* In Gaelic “ Dirnanean,” the name of the*seat of Pawrick
Small, Lsq
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XLIL
Yes, by this rushing torrent let me sit,
Whose brawling din chimes avtly with my strain,
‘Which now must be of battles ; for, as flit
The visions through my mind, I sce again
This wild glen ravaged by the roving Dane ;—
I see him flee before the dauntless Gael,
And mark the spot where the proud cnief was slain:
The giant Aii lle, with his rustling mail,
Lies here—and many an cll of grave attests the tale,
T
XLITI.
Wandering, oh Scotia, thy v ild scenes among,
Listing the torrents that impetuous rol
Adown thy hills their roaring streams along, ,
Dread feelings oft have swelled upon my soul,
As thoughts of those past times upon me stole,
When the fierce storms of discord round thee roared,
By lawless passions urged to spurn control ;
From every hill when feud’s red torrents poured,
Swelled as they rolled along by many a Highland horde.

XLIV.

Resistless down the valé the wild stream rushed,

And every gentle flower of peace that grew

Upon jts banks was by its fury crushed ;

And ah ! these lovely flowe=s were then but few,

Anu slow, when thus destroyed, to spring anew,

To them so uncongenial was the time—

So rude the blasts of vioience that blew.

Beauty was almost banished from the clime,
And left the scenes of life most ruggedly sublime.

¢ 2
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XLV.
And such, oli Scotia! was the wintry age
When thou wast sunk in Superstition’s gloom,
The scene of stormy wars and feudal rage,
*Tiil the dark clouds that oft o’erhung thy doom
Woere scattered by those rays which now illume
Thy plains ;—till rays of heaveuly truth were shed
Unclouded *0’er thee—calling forth the bloom
And balmy air of spring—to cheery and spicad
Thy vales with loveliest flowers which there had long
lain dead.
XLVL*
With these I gladly ‘would adorn my song ;—
Long of thy peaceful virtues might I sing;
Bat ah! already have I sung too long,
And I must cease .—though ever, as 1 ﬂmg
My hand upon some sweetly sounding string
To which my heart responding sends a thrill .
Through all my frame,—fromn joy's exhaustless spring
Another strain—another rapture still
Flows forth, till song and joy my breast—my beimng fill.
XLVIL

Yet must T cease :—a thousand thoughts o’erflowing

The fountains of my soul I must restrain ;

A thousant feelings in my bosom glowintr

Must burn and plead for utterance in vain$

This harp in silence now must rest again,

And speak no more of Scotia’s joy or woe,

Nor sing ler praise ; yet “2t me not complain

While in my breast these lively feelings glow,—
While through my soul, unheard, these streums of

niusic How. .
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NOTES

ro

THE HIGHLANDS.

*4* The figures refer to the corresponding figures in the text.

. CANTO L .

! TuE natire of poetry, and the design of the preceding
poem having precluded the introduction of many of those
details and observations which might be interesting to readers
in general, and especially to those who, either in person or in
imagination, may wish to traverse the scenes of which the
Author has endeavoured to give ruther his own impressions
than a minute description, it is proposed to supplement, as
concisely as possible, the musings which he has attempted to
express in verse, by the mattexs of fact which are more proper
to prose. We shall suprose, therefore, the reader to have the
poem in his hand, while we conduct him step by step along
the path which it more vaguely indicates.

On the ancient history of Cal la—the ch ter and
customs of its warlike and primitive 1nhabitants—the origin
of their superstitions, the circumstances which cherished tha*
proud spirit of independence which neither the arts nor the
arms of the world’s conq could subdue, we t here
enlarge, interesting though the subject be. Such as may wish
to follow out these topics, may find them discussed by many &
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learnea pen, and by none more pleasingly than that of Mrs.

Grant of Laggan. But our present object is simply to point
out the localities which, rom their own inherent peculiarities,

or the associations connected with them, are most fitted to
alrest the attention as we pass through that land which is
‘ the-haant and the main region of our song.” Nevertheless
we are'nntu.rnlly drawn to make our first excursion in the
direction of these regions which are most closely linked with
the memories of those *“days of other ygars’ when in the
grey cloud of the even‘ug that flitted along the mountain side,
the imagiuation of the lone watcher, or the bereaved moyrner,
was wont to behold the spirits of the departed ;—when the

warrior, as he rested after a day of strife, with the trophies of
his victory strewn aroundhim, listened to the song of the aged
bard, or indulged the fancy which shaped the rack thatcarcered
acragss the storm-swept heavens or thecloud that sent forth
its fiery flash and wrathful sound into the forms d¥ battling

gods and the rattling cars of aérial combatants.' From those
cloudy heights of sp ion and shadowy r i to
which the wings of the muse had borne s, and whence awhile
we looked down through the misty veil of antiquity on the
scenes of our future wanderings, we, in the poem, light down
among the hills and rustling woods of Morven, and wander
among the haunts of the dauntless Fingalians, and drink in
the rpirit of old romance at the birthplace of Ossian among
the dark r of Gl &, ere we 1 h forth from the
sounding shore t, seek that green %slagd of the deep fromr
which a better »j rit was diffused over these rugged regions,
and whence a lisht shoueforth which bhanished the airy terrors
of ancient supcrstition. But our readers inrhaps vg'fuld pro-
test against a sinilar method of flight into the heart of the
Highlands in this prore acgonspaniment, as contrary to tne
promise we have just made of merking out on the surface of
this terraqeous globe the path along whtich they may fcllow
1is 1n our dreamy wanderings. Let none, thell, lag behind for
lack of power to ride with us on the ¢louds;—they, too, may
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overtake us by the aid of wapour in another shape,—that
namely, in which 1t is tamed and subdued by man, and yoked
to the car with which he ploughs the decp. To speak in lan-
guage free of all misty obscurity, anu come fairly and once for
all to the earth, you will find at the Broomielaw of the busy
city of Glasgow, a steamer vhich will convey you down the
Clyde and through the Kyles of Bute, and thence, if you
choose, up Loch Fyne to Inverary, from which you may pro-
ceed by Port Sonachan across Loch Awe, and past the
base of the majestic Ben Cruachan to Dunstaffnage, whose
ncient castle was once the seat of Scottish royalty, and where
you dre in the midst of the scenes which the bard of Cona haa
peopled with the shades of ancient warriors and love-stiickes
maids. Reaching the western sher~, you see Dunolly Castle
surmounting the beetling crags that gird the coast, and at Obar
you halt for a while till the vessel is ready to bear us together te
Iona. You may, however, reach this point in a more direct
and expedit. »us way by leaving the steamer at Loch Gilphead,
ou the shdre of Loch Fyne, and procecding by the Crinan
canal to Loch Crinr, and past the point of Cragnish, around
which the scenery presents an imposing appearance of rug
ged grandeur. If, while you have been thus winding vowe
‘way to Oban, we, having outstripped you in our aédrial flight,
have been wandering and musing among the wilds of Morven,
and the haunted caves and crags of Glencoe, you need not
envy us our lone and visionagy rambles in that direction, for
we promise to conduct you back again ere long to these drcad
scenes, and to tell you a tale about them of darker terror than
any of Ossian’s.
2 Meanwhile wi' embark at Oban amid the grey obscarity of
the silent dawn which comports well with the thoughts of
those carly times about which wur minds are occupied while,
we sweep round the dark coast of Mull, till we come in sight
Of the sacred jsland of Tona, over which the Sun of Righte-
ousness first rose on the horizon of our land, scattering the
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Heathen darkness that brooded over it. It was in the year
665 that Columba, with his companions, having left the coast
of Ireland in & boat composed chiefly of wicker-work, found
themselves early one morning witlin view of the * Island of
the Waves.” Having landed there, they aestablished a reli-
gious institution, which, though it has been designated a
monastery, was, in many respects, very unlike the monastic
institutions of the Popedom, to which the Culdees owned no
allegiance, anu which they strenuously opposed on those
points which ave most prominent in tie Popish system—
namely, auricular confession, penance, and authoritative ab-
solution, transuhstantiation, the worship of saints, ard par-
ticularly of the Virgin Mary, depgndance on human merits,
and works of supererogation, praying for the dead, and even,
as has been shown by Dr! Jamieson and others, on the subject
of Episcopacy,~their Abbot not; being of a different order
from the rest, but merely “ primus inter pnres’— a kind of
perpetual moderator of their preshytery. Not oply was Scot.
land indebted to them for the knowledge of Christianity, but
many parts of England, where a more doubtfullight had been
shed by other teachers from the south, ‘hailed'\vith gladness
the arrival of instructors from Iona, who ¢ expounded unto
them the way of God more perfectly.”’

8 The ruins at present visille gn the island are not those
of the buildings erected by Columba, but of edifices raised at
different periods during suhseﬁuent, .thuugh still carly ages.
The oldest of these is probably the chapel dedicated to St..
Oran, the asscciate of Columba, and which was attached to
A cravent of the order of St. Augustine. A tomb. is still
pointed ont asthat of St. Oran, and several kings of¥stotland,
Ireland, and Norway, with one of France, are said to repose in
the encloswre culled Reilip Gurdn. Northward of this chapel
are the remains of a causeway leading to the cathedral, and
called the Main Street, which is joined by one named the
Royaul Street, and by Martyr Street which leads to the bay of the
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same name, where the bodies ofkings and nobles were landed
for interment. On the west side of the latter street stands
McLean's cross, one of thréee hundred votive crosses which
were demolished by the order of the Syaod of Argyll, in 1580,

4 Our meditations among these relics of antiquity are inter.
rupted by the intimation that the vessel is ready to sail ; and,
embarking again, we are borne westward towarc Staffa, whose
dark bulk seems to . Tow as we advance, but gives promise of
nothing very remarkable till we draw near and observe the
extrao~dinary structure of the whole of its eastern side, which
presents a magnificent range of basaltic columns, interspersed
with deep, retiring caves, of which the most noted and most
wonderful is the Musical or Fingal's Cave. Approaching, by
a boat, the splendid entrancg of this natural cathedral, we
land beneath a Gothic arch, sixty-six feet in height, upon the
broken columns which afford a passage into the deep and lofty
interior, where on either hand the col 1 range of hexagonal
and p gonal pillars stretches far into the gloom of the
mysterious penetralo. The watery floor, if the weather is
calm, seems to be of pure green crystal, reflecting the dark
Bhafts of the vast colonnade; and the fretted ceiling which is
stretched above is formed, like the columns, of angular blocks,
the interstices of which are filled with a beautiful calcareous
stalagmite. If the sea should be agitated, the solemn sound

" of the waves as they roll into’ the echoing recesses of the
cave, prod a most imposi effect, which will not be
marred if chimed in with by the human voice in an appropriate‘
chant, to which the long-drawn aisle will impart a peculiar
depth an. solemnity of tone. Besides Fingal’s Cave, there are
three others. First, the Clamshell Cave, on one side of which
the columns present a peculinr appearance, being carved like
the ribs of a ship; whilc on the other side, the projecting ends
of a horizontal range form a surface resembling a honey-comb,
Second, the Boat Cave, between which and the Musical Cave
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the basaltic rocks rise to thegreatest elevation ; the summit
being about one hundred and twelve feét above high water
mark. The size of this cave is mot great, and the columns
around its entrance #re more worthy of attention than the
interior, which presents only the smooth rock. Third,
Mc Kinnon’s or the Cormorant’s Cave, which recedes to the
extent of 224 feet, but of which the sides are also smooth. In
addition to these caves, aremarkable islet, called Bouchaile, or
the Herdsman, is deserving of attention. It is composed of
small symmetrical columns, somewhat?ncliued inward so as
to present a conical appearance.

~

. 5 Leaving Staffa, we land at Tobermory on the coast of
Mull ; and after passing the night there, we proceed up Loch
Sunart the romantic scenc gf Professor Wilson’s beautifu
porm “ Unimore.” Stcering among verdant islands, with the
hilis of Ardnamurchan on one side, and those of Morven on
the other, we proceed to Strontian, at the head of the Loch,
—a place i ing to the chcmist on t of the re-
markable spar which bears its name. l‘rom this point, a road
may be found to Coran Ferry, from which the traveller may
proceed to Glencoe, or may take the steamer up the Cal diog
canal. But for the present we prefer the road which
from Salin, on the banks of Loch Supart, to Kinloch M
This place 1s interesting on account of the associations:
conpect it with the landing of Gharles Edward; and the
thoroughly Iighland character of the scenery aronnd
accords well with the events which it recalls. Hither,the
Pi.nce repaired after landing at Borradale, a little further north
on the coast; and anarrow avenue, still called tfe Prince’s
Walk, is pointed out as the place where he held council with
the friendly chiefs who join®d him here. From Kinloch
Moidart, he went, on the 8th of August, 1745, by water to
Glenalladale,’ on the side of Loch Shiel, and next morning
proceeded to Glenfinnan at the head of tfe Loch. In speak-
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ing of that and other piaces we shall have occasion to trace
hrs subsequent fortunes.

CANTO IL

1 The coast of Mowndart is wild, rugged, and irregular 1n the
highest degree; yet are there many spots of verdant beauty
to be found among the dells and inlets that run us among the
hills; and the gladdening influence of a brigh®summer’s day,
succeeding to a threatcning morning, banishes all gloom, and
disposes us to cheerful reflection, as we slowly wander along
the indented shore, or wind our way among the intersecting
glens, catching atintervals a view of the sea with its scatterzd
islands. In t“e poem, expression is given to some of these
musings; and allusion is made to a phemomenon, which,
though of constant occurrence in tropical climates, is only to
be observed in ours on a day of unusual heat, but which
may be seen exemplified by the tremulous and uundulating ap-
pearance of the air which surrounds any heated body. It
would *“ undoubtedly ** be more correct to speak of the undu-
lating app of the objects seen through the atmosphere
thus affected as a refracting megium; but the impression on
the mind of the spectator is, that the air itself has become
visible, and ‘‘ to muse on Nature with a poet's eye,” does not
mean to regard it with the optics of a philosopher.

[l

2 Proceeding Sorthward from Kinloch Moidart, and cross-
ing Loch Aylort, we pass onward by Borradale to Arisaig. It
18 evening when we arrive here ; but wishing to reach Skye
without dclay, we are glad to find a boat ready to convey us
thither, across the moonlit sea. This mode of conveyance,
however, will probably be thought by most travellers rather a
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primitive one in these days of steam navigation, and for the
accommodation of such persons, a steam-boat touches on cer-
tain days of the week at Arisaig, by which tifey may reach any
part of the coastof S! ye from Armidale to Broadford Having
reached the former point, where the elegant modern mansion
of'Lord Macdonald stand jdst woods of oak and birch, we
preceed onward, passing the ivied ruins of the castle of
Knock, and keeping the coast road for three miles further, till
we reach Isk Oransay, Here we strike across a moorland
country, and at the distance of nine milé€s arrive at Broadford.
Thence we proceed through Strath, and, passing the marble
quarries, reach Kilbride. Having laanched forth o Loch
Slapin, we sail round the iron-bound coast, in one of whose
many caves Charles Ed(wnrd once found refuge.

3 Doubling the headland at Aird, we find Loch Scavaig
stretched before us; and as we advance further into the bay,
we become morc and more impressed with®he stern and
awful grand of the stupend tains which shoot
their abrupt and iron-like cliffs far intc the sky, and cast down
a dim twilight over the scattered rocks and the heaving waves,
whose restless moan adds to the gloom and loneliness of the
scene. As we advance farther into the depths of thia wonder-
ful region, and clamber over the rough, shelving rocks, we
find & cascade dashing over a broad ledge, and pouring its
waters into the sea. Pressiig yet further on, the still, dark
lake of Coruisk, studded with four {reen islands, and girt with
a belt of stunted sward, presents itself. All around, the bare
black cliffs arse, shooting almost perpendicularly into the
heavens, and barring all egress, save on the side om which
we have app)oached.

. o
4 Retracing bur steps, we may cither take the lxm again to«
Strathaird’s cave, which we p d in ing to 8 ig, or

Wwe may cross over the hills, and thus reach 'lt more speedily.
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Having furnished ourselves with a good collection of candles,
we approach, with some difficulty, the rugged and wave-worn
entrance of this wonderful grotto. Passing through a deep
cleft in the lofty rocks, through which the waves often dasbh
with great violence, we succeed in reaching the inner chambur,
which must be entered by a steep ascent, over what seems e
huge block of white marble, from the summit of which wa
look upon the wonders of the cave. These have been much
defaced by the wantomness of tourists, who have not scrupled
to break down the carved work of this natural temple; but
there reqmins much of the more massy portions of the archi-
tecture, displaying the most striking resemblance to Gothic
arches, pillars, and mouldings, of pure white marble. At the
further extremity is a well of beautifi. clear water, beyond
which the spar forms an elegant arch in which the wonders

of the cave terminate. .

& Emerging again to the upper regions, we take the liberty
of introducing our readers to our hospitable friends, whose
abode is on the coast in.mediately above the cave. The night
is setting in, and the storm is beginning to rage around, a
fitting accompaniment to those tales of glamoury to which we
are privileged to listen. Nowhere have tire superstitions of
the Highlands found a more congenial soil than in Skye; noy
have they, even yet, been entirely rooted out. The spirits that
have fled from the more open and® more frequented vales and
straths of the main-land, have found a refuge among its rocky
fast: and flit ionally across its lonely heaths; and
tay “Seer of Skye” has cast a shred of his mantle on many
an eged su¢ alder, giving a mysterious power of supernatural
discernment, when ‘' coming events cast their shadows he.
fore ” In the text, a brief allusion is made to two out of the
many marvellous narratives which may be picked up of an
eveniog around the crackling ingle. The first relaves toa shep-
herd, who, it is sald, came home one night with his clothcs all




110 NOTES TO THE'HIGHLANDS,

torn, in the encounter, as he verily believed, with some of the
infernal powers, who had first breathed around him a cold
blast, then attacked him from behind in the form of a grey-
hound, which suddeyly changed into that of a woman bear-
ing a strange resemblance to {‘ the lass he lo’ed the best.” A
k'ey to this event might, perhaps, be found in the jcalousy of
acompetitor for the favour of the said maiden, whom this shep-
herd was wonpt to visit without his master’s leave in the cve-
nings. Perlmps the rival had taken this way of frightening him
out of his visits, which he effectually agcomplished. Thisand
other stories, however, had given such an evil fame to the
neighbourhood, that the master has sometinies foupd it diffi-
cult to get servants to engage with him, and many of those
who are with him scruple to venture cut at night alone. The
second story referred“to is related thus. A fishing boat was
moored on the coast of Rum during the night, and the men
egreed to wateh it by turns, in case it should be dashed on the
rocks. One cf them, on rcturning to a house on the shore,
after taking his turn, fainted ; and when his fime came again,
positively refused to go. Next morning, when they wére
goiug to set sail for Tobermory, he a® peremptorily refused+to
embark with them, * ulthough he should have all Tobermory to
himself for going,” or though they should put him in gaol for
not fulfilling his engagement. Accordingly they told him they
‘would hire another man at his expense to do his work, which
they did. When pressed to say what made him 0 detefmined,
he said that he had seen & coffin placed across the barrels in
the boat. The men performed théir voyage to Tobermory and
back in safcty; but on their return they found that an old
woman of thel® acquaintance had died, and, not having yet
heard the reason of their companion’s refusal toss'with them,
they prepared her coffin on the top of these barrels.

6 Bidding favewell to his fiiends at the cave, the minstrel
also takcd leave of Skye. He would not do so, however with-
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out recommending those whose time pe.rmits of it, to visit
Glen Sligihan, which, in wild grandeur, rivals Glencoe, and
which may be reached by a somewhat rugged road leading
from Camusunery, a farm in the ncig: bourhood of Scavaig
from which to the further extremity of the glen the distance is;
about eight miles. The ancient castle of Dunvegan in the
north west of the island is also an object of attraction; and,
fAcar the most: northerly point, an extraordinary hill named
Quiraing, is well worthy of attention. The hiu rises to the
height of a thousand .:et, and on the north-east presents a pre-
cipitous basaltic front. At the summit there is a deep hollow,
the bottom of which is a level oblong grecn platform. All
around the rocks rise in detached columns, between which a
view is obtained of the surrounding country. The whole ap-
pearance indicates it to be the crater of an extinct volcario.
Many parts of Skye have also been rendered interesting by
their association with the romantic adventures of Charles
Edward. Having fled from Culloden, he embarked at Bor-
radale, where he had first landed, and escaped to the Island o.
Benbecula, from wh he pr ded to the Long Island.
After remaining there for some weeks, he was joined by Flora
Mc Donald, who had been induced to undertake the bold en-
terprise of conducting him through the toils of his pursuers te.
a place of safety. With her he embarked, disguised as her
Irish f le attendant ; and, landing at Trotternish, in Skye,
he was conducted to Kingsbn{gh, near Snizort, by Mr,
"Mc Donald, the proprietor of that cstate. He there assumed a
Highland dress, and proceeced to Portree, from which he was
Conducted by Captain Mc Leod, and two sons of Mc Leod, of
Raasay, first to the Island of Raasay, =ud afterwards to Scor.
riebreck in Trotternish. Thence with Captain Mc Leod he
went to Strath, from which, under the conduct of the old Laird
of Mc Kinnon, and Mc Kinnoa, of Ellighuil, he escaped
through the midst of watchful encmics to the head of Loch
‘Hourn in the opposite main-land. He then proceeded to Glen
Morriston, and s]ient three weeks ina cave among the moun-
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..
tains between that glen and Strathglass, guarded by seven free-
booters, who refased to take advantage of the high price set
on his head. ,Leaving this retreat, helay concealed for awhile
among the mountains'around Loch Arkaig and Loch Lochy.
« Hg then joined Lochiel and éhn-y at Lochaber, and remained
with them for about three wecks in a cave, aptly denominated
thé cage, high up in a precipice of the rocky Benalder, in the
lonely vicinity of Loch Ericht. Here he received intelligence
that two Frefich vessels were waiting to receive him at Loch
uva Nuagh; and proceeding once morcfo Borradale, he em-
barked i safety for France, after taking a sorrowful farewell
of his country and his friends. c
7 Having given there notices to those who may be inclined
to linger a little longer in Skye, for the sake of its natural
wonders, or its historic associations, we retrace our steps
dgain to Broadford, and procced thence eastward by the road
which winds through the hills to Kyle Rhea. Here we find a
ferry across to Glenelg, in the neighbourhood of which the
most intcresting objects are three Dapish towers or dunes—
among the most eatire in the Highlands—which are siggated
about three miles and a half from Bernera, in a beautiful vale
called Glen Beg. Having visited these, we proceed by the
road which leads eastward over Maam Ratachan, and at the
distance of cleven miles aud a half, we reach Shielhouse on
the banks of the beautiful Loch Duich. .
8 About eight miles from Shielhouse is the fall of Glomach,
the highest in the nghlands. The path which leads toit runs
up among the bills from the Bridge of Linassie, which crosses
the water of Crowe at the head. ot Little Loch ffuich. From
mauy points among the hills through which we are led, a view
may be obtained of the abrupt and serrated mountains of the
surrounaing country with the lochs that run in among them.
At length we reach the water of the Glomagh at a puint above
the 1all. Here we find the stream plunging over the black
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cliffs, into a ravine whose depth from the top of the surround-
ing rocks is not loss than seven eor eight hundred fest. The
height of the fall itself is three hundred and fifty feet. ‘Ihe
whole extent, however, connot he seon from above ; but from
a projecting rock at some distance down the ravine. and to
which a descent may be eifected, » more complete view may
be obtained.

9 From Shicthousc a road procecds toward the eaat, of
which the thifferenc branches lead to Glengarry, to Fort
Alagustus, and to Glenmoiiston. Wishing, however, to pene-
trate Jarther into the wild scenery which hies towards the nortly,
we proceed to Dornie, near which stands LBandonnan Castle,
an ancient fortress built by Alexarder 11. Crossing a ferry
here, we advance northward to another at Lochcarron, -and
thus arrive at Jeantown. Holding on our course among the
stupendous hills of Applecross, we rcach Shieldaig or® the
banks of Loch Torridon, around which the scenery is cha-
ractensed by the most awful and rugged grandeur. Thence
we tahe a boat to Torridon House at the head ot the luch, o

our way thither on foot by a rough and winding path.
Me we find a road which leads e Kinloch Ewe at the head
of Loch Marce. T

10 This lake yielas to noncn Seotiand 12 respect of stern and
gloomy magmficence.  Along 1f> northern side a range of belu
and rocky mountans riscs abruptly trom the water’s edge. The
southern bank presents a more varied appearance, the hills
receding further back, and leaving a space which is occupied
with cvery vanety of woody knoll, brown heath, and copse-
covered eminence. The lake 1s wbout cightcen miles long,
and from onc to two broad. Ity surtace is diversified by a

ber of b iful islands, o» which the most remarkable
i» that which is called Eilan Maree; itsname, as well as that
of the lake, bejng, it is said, derived from St. Maree, A Culdee
from Iona, or Appleeross, who fixed his residence here,
n
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11 In this island there is a well whose waters were long sup-
posed to be a soveréign specific for insanity. Here, also, is &
burial-place, which is said to contain the bonds of a king of
Norway, and a daughte! of a king of Ireland. The tradition

ning them is alluded to intthe poem, but may be more
fully related here. They were engaged to be marricd, and the
cerexhony was to be performed by the holy man who resided
on this island, where it was fixed that they should mert. The
Prince of NorwWay arrived first at the island ; and impatient of
his bride’s delay, he sent messengers to Poblewe, where he had
heard that a ship had arrived, with instructions to make in-
quiries, and tg intimate the result by displaying a white flag as
they returned up. the lake, if their tidings were good, and a
black one if the contrary.should be the case. Finding, when
they reached Poolewe, that the Princess had arrived, they
proceerded to conduct her to the island, but in sailing with her
up tae lake, they, by way of putting their master’s love to the
test, hoisted the black flag at their mast-head. Qn secing this-
the prince, it is said, either dicd of gricf, or put a period to his
existence. Thc princess on her arrival‘ learning what had
happened, also sunk beneath the shock, and died. Two ? -
stones still mark the place where they were buried side by side.

12 Having explored the beautics of Loch Maree, either by
sailing down its calm waters, or traversing the rugged path
that winds along its rocky shgrc. we leave Kinloch Ewe by a |
road which runs south-east among the hills ; and at Auchna-
sheen join the more public road which leads from Loch Carron
to Dingwall. Our way i3 now for some time through a pas-
toral country, where theie is little to excite attentjon, save
the dark heights of Scairvuillin, and the neighbotring hills,
and the chuin of lakclets wluch are connected by the river
Braan.

13 Loch Lm’chnrt. though divestcd of the poble forest that
once clothed its shores, has still an interesting appearance,
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and is not destitnte of wood. Winding round its banks, which
are often scrcened hy fine copse-coverep cliffs, we are brought,
after passing through a moory tract, to a smiling vale, en-
livencd by the waters of Loch Garve; and soon after, if we
keep the high road, we reach the falls of the Rogie, which
have been compared to those of Tivoli, and which, being
situated among the birch-clad dells which are overlookeu by
the road, are casily reached by a footpath that has been formed
for thepurpose. From the neighbourhood of Gurve, however,
the pedestrian may .nake his way through a woody pass to
Loch Echiltie, a lake of exceeding beauty, which he should not
omit viciting. Having reached its banks he may, if so in-
clined, make an excursion by the road which he will there
find leading westward, and which will conduct him to the falls
of the Conon; and returning the same way, he may either
retrace his steps to the road which he had left at Garve, cr
may proceed by that which leads direct from Loch Echiltie to
Contin; from which in this case he will require to return a
little westward, in order to sec the Falls of the Rogie.

om Contin, (Laless we wish to visit Strathpeffer, n

case we turn off to the left), we proceed tlong the
banks of the Conon, which flows through a richly-wooded
vale, and turning aside awhile from the high road, we wander
by the wooded banks of the beautiful Loch Ousie, a small lake
to which tradition attaches an origin somecwhat similar to
«that which it ascribes to Loch Awe. Some heedless wight, it
is said, having gone to «.aw water at an enchanted well in
the neighbourhood, had neglected, after doing so, to replace
the stone on its mouth; and the genivs of the spring, attach-
g, it wo.."l seem, a mystical importance to the performance
of this ceremony, did from his dark abode, at the witching’
hour of might, eructate a delrge of water, which, settling
down in the hollow of the vale, formed the lake of which we
speak. From many points in the ncighbourhood of this loch,
and especially from the top of that ridge which must be crossed

H 2
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in passing directly over to Strathpeffer, the most magnificent
views may be obtained of Ben Wyvis, which rears its huge
bulk within a few mijes to the north, and of the dark and
rugged hills in the west, which contrast fincly with the still
“ak> on which we look back. On an cminence in tlus ridge
(thc"Druimchat, or Cat’s back)y there isa vitrified furt named
Knockfarrcl, which has excited much mtcrest among anti.

quarics. .

' Passing Conon Bridge, and gazing fip the river on whose
banks, idst a splendid phitheatre of cliffs and woods,
stands the encient Castle Brahan, we pass onward through
the Muir of Ord, around which many ancient stone circles,
cairns, and monument,l pillars are to be found; and soon
after, entering Inverness-shire, we rcach Beauly, or Beau-
lieu,—s0 named, it issaid, by Qucen Mary, and well deserving
tht name. Here there are the ruins of a priory, whose grey
walls, still pretty entire, are scen among the trees on the bank
of the river. Two miles farther on we are led into a scene which
is not surpassed in beauty by any in the llighlands. On onc
hand the pagnificent woods of Beaufort spread their wi d
dense luxuiiance; while, nearer, the river Beauly poul¥ its
dark waters down from a glen in which rocks, woods, and
hills, are mingled together in the wildest, yct most graceful
and harmonious profusion : and winding for awhile, still and
deep, between rocks, which Jn shape and structure scem like,
the huge towers and walls of some gigauuc castle, they dash
over a d ledge, roaring and toaming, and then continue
their peaceful way through a fair and fertde vale, till they
expand into the Frith of Beauly., Wandering up the course of
th's winding river for about three miles, we find acevery turn
some peculiar and exquisi bination of rock, wood, and
water, and though the road runs all the way near its banks
'we are not s:uisﬁed till we have dived through every clump or
screen of trees that intercepts our view of the stream’s wild
cuurse, and gazed from every projecting cliff upon the whirl-
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ing cddics of the {mpctuous river, as it rushes around the
lofty rocks thaf rise in the midst of its rugged channel.
Having advanced along the banks c§ the river to where it
pours its waters around the, verdant isle of Aigas, beyond
which the road leading through Strathglass presents for sdmd
time comparatively little that is interesting, except the stetely
towers of Erchless Castle five miles onward, we retrace our
steps from the Dhruim to Kilmorack, and tdence proceed
along the road whidh conducts us by the banks of Loch Beauly
to Inverness.

o Without waiting to describe the town of Inverness or its
immediate ncighbourhood, we proceed onwfrd to the mourn-
fully interesting moor of Culloden, th® scene of the desperate
and bloody battle which extinguished the sanguine hopes of
Charles Edward, About six miles from Inverness we regch
<he spot where the graves, or rather pits, in which the slain,
vy hundreds,®were interred, are marked by patches of rank
11ass annd the surrounding wastes of bleak and dreary heath,
It was a little to the ®est of this that the troops of the Prince
\vﬂdrawn up, in a line across the moor verging towards the

grounds of Culloden House. In sych a situation—so mani.
testly disadvantageous for a Highland army, did the fatigued
and wasted forces of the unfortunate Charles Edward en-
counter the disciplincd troops of the Duke of Cumberland ; and
-after an almost incredible display of fierce and savage bravery,
exerted in the cruse of ohe whose family so longgat like an
incubus upon the throne of the kingdom, they left the ficld
strewn with the bodies of 1200 glain on each side, to
which th®puke of Cumberland afterwards added a hecatomb
of the prisoners, sacrificed in cold blood upon the altar of re-
morscless vengeance, The Prigcg as soon as hope seemed
to have abandoned him, mado off toward Stratherrick and
spent the night at Gortuleg. About a mile south cast of the
ficld of Culloden®is & very remarkable series of stone circle
and cairns.  They cover a large extentof ground on the south
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bank of the river Nairn ; and near the westen d of the plain on
which they stand is an oblong square, belicved to be the re-
mains of an ancient Christian church, which, probably, had
Jegn purposely erected in the midst of these heathen struc-
tures. The mostsingular of these pagan relics are three great
cairhs, each fifteen feet high, in the interioriof one ot which,
when it was lately opened, two earthen urns were found, con-
taining calcin&d bones. .

17 Leaving these antiquities, we procced onward to Cawdor
Castle, whioch is still inhabited, and presents an appeafance of
great antiquity jn a high state of preservation. Its situation
is striking and picturqsque, and the associations connected
with it inves t it with a dark and romantic interest. Till
lately, the bed and chamber were shown in which, it is said,
King Duncan was murdered by his ralative, Macbeth ; but
some years ago they were destroyed by fire. §till, however,
the gloomy towers recall the scenc repr 1 by Shakspeare,
and make our blood cardle as we seem 1% hear the remorseless
queen exclaim,

¢ Ihave given suck, and know
How tender 'tis to love the babe that milks me;
¥ would, while it was smiling in my face,
Have plucked my nipple from his boneless gums,
And dashed his braina but, had 1 so sworn as you
Have doue to this,” .
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CANTO III.

1 Leaving Inverness by the Caledonian canal, and pa.sslng
the ship-shaped t of T hurich {the Hill of the
fairies) we enter §jge Leautiful little Lake of Dochfour ; and,
passing betwcen its woody banks, we soon reach Loch Ness.
Had we for the first time to pass through the great glen of
Scotland, it is probable that we should prefer $oing by land,
and keeping the northern bank of Loch Ness, which is beauti-
fully wooded, and in traversing which the winding road
affords a fine varicty of view. At present, however, we choose
to go by water, satisfled with the recollections of forpner
rambles which are called up by the various objects which pre-
sent themselves on the indented shore as we sail along,

2 Passing on the®south the woods of Aldourie, the birth.
pl&e of Sir James Mackintosh, and on the north, the bare
rocks of Craigderg, our attention isarrested on the latter side
of the lake by the ruined walls of Castle Urquhart, which
stand on a rocky peninsula near the mouth of the glen of the
samec name. Two or three miles up this glen are the fine falls
of Dhivach, formed by the abrubt descent of the Coiltie, over
a lofty ledge of rock, Surrounded by richly-wooded banks.
From this point the northern margin of the lake continues to
present a beautiful variety of rock amd wood, in the midst off
which, ffawe go by land, we are somctimes surprised by fine
cataracts, one of the highest of which is that called Aultguis,
alittlc west of Ruisky, frome which there is a ferry over to
Toyers.

" We land af the point where the river Foyers flows calmly
into the lakc—sceming to have forgotten all the turmoil of its
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wild career among the ro.>ks above—and wlnd up among the
‘woody banks of the dell through which it ponrs In a short
time we find a path whizh conducts us to different points"of
observation from which the falls may be viewed. Having
Gasconded as far as possible into the deep ravine through which
the waters rush at the lower fall, aud where they are seen
pouring in one unbroken mass of foam through a gap in the
cliffs above, th%t cluse round on all sides, we retrace our steps
to the heights from which the waters fiow, Here we proceed
up the rugged course of the river, where it rolls impetuously
among rocks and birch-crowned stecps, and at the distance of
abont half-a-inile we reach the upper fali. This is notSo high
as the other, but compensates by the wild heauty of the sur~
rounding sccnery for its deficiency in height, Looking down
from beneath the bridge which spans the rolling flood, we seo
the waters dashing tumultuously over the dark rocks below»
while from the same point we bchold their hendlon-' course
among the shattered chifs ahovc

4 Seeking the beach again, we re-ei.bark where the river
mngles calmly with the smooth waters of the lake, and, as we
sail along we mark on a green eminence of the shorc which
'we have left, a simple pyramidal monument, erccted on the
spot where the gaughter of Mr. Fraser, of Foycrs, requested
that her ashes might be laad—that having been her favourite
resort during the later year® of her life: and here also rest
the remains of her father and mother

5 As we crst our cyes apon the opposite shore, we are struck
v.ith the beauty of the wildly luxuriant glen thrs.gh which
the burn of Aultsigh pours its pure waters, dashing between
the birch clad eminences, 1. over the shelving rocks, till it
reaches tne calm bosom of the lnke. This lovely glen 1s asso-
ciated with ene of tho darkest of thosc tales of blood which
have been handed down from the ages of fewdal anarchy. A
party of the Mc Donclls, of Glengarryy having cntered the
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country of their hereditary rivals, the Mc Kenzies, to avenge
an attack which had becn made upon them in a former in-
road, found a ber of their opp § bled for worship
at Gillie Christ (Christ’s Chuych ) near Beauly. Their leader
commanded the church to be set on fire, and ranged the band
of the Mc Donells round it to prevent the escape of his vice
tims, who thus, by fire and sword, were indiscriminately mas-
sacred; whilst a piper marched round the chprch playing a
picce of wild exheﬁporc music, which has since continued to
be the pibroch of the Glengarry family, The Mc Donells
having fled in two separate directions, were pursued by parties”
of the Mc Kenzics, and some of them, as they rested at a
public-house near Inverness, were overtaken, and met with a
death similar to that which they hfd just inflicted. Others,
with their leader Alan Mc Raonuill, fled to the northern banks
of Loch Ness, but thc Mc Kenzies, tracking their footstgps,
reached them as they lay repesing among the hills mear
Aultsigh, to which Alan immecdiately fled, and, being closely
pursucd Ly one of the Mc Kenzies, he leaped over a wide and
deep chasm throu;ﬁn which the burn pours. His pursuer,
attempting to follow, but failing to reach the top of the op-
posite bank, grasped the branch of a tree, by which he hung
suspended over the ravine. Alan observing this, turned back
and lopped off the branch with his dirk, exclaiming : * 1 have
left rnuch behind me with you to.day ; take that also.’””

6 A little further on on the same sidc of the lake, is the
opening of Glen Moriston—a vale of exquisite beauty, luxu-
riantlysglorned with woods of biréh And pine, Amidst which
the river of the samé name pours its silver flood, divided at
some distance up the glen b‘y a rock, on cither side of which
it de is 0 a fine Ic, ahd, upiting again, hurries on.
ward to a lofty precipice over which it falls into a deep pool
guaided on vae side by Craig Kinian—the Giant rock, and on
the other by Stione-pa-Muich Lhic promontory of tho Boar,
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from between which the river rushes onward impetuously to
the lake.

r

7 Having reached the cxtremi‘y of Loch Ness, at which
utands Fort Augustus, we soon after enter Loch Oich, on the
banks of which stands lnvcrg'l.rry Castle, surrounded with
magnificent woods which stretch far into Glengarry, —the
distant view being bounded by the mountains of the wide
and fair domain which was long the propésty of the chicf of
the McDonells, but has now passed from that family, whose
representative was abruad on both occasions when the -author
visited this region

L
8 The banks of Loch Lochy do not present much thatis
interesting : but the fine Loch of Aikaig, which lies not many
miles from its northern side, is well worthy of being visited.
The river Lochy, swecping past theinteresting ruins of Inver-
lochy Castle, rushes with such impetuosity into the salt waters

of Lochiel, when llen by the taia torrents after rain,
that it preserves its fresk for a idcrable time. The

most prominent feature of the scenery around Fort William
is the majestic Ben Nevis, the ascent of which is arduous, and
cven, without a guide, dangerous, but well repays the fatiguc
by the magnificence of the view which its heights afford.

9

o Along the north shore of Locheil = road leads westward
by which the scenery in that direction may be exploréd. Cor-
pach, (the field cf dead b_‘odies,) from which this road sf
off, was 80 named from its having been the placetiv h
the b xdics of kings and nobles were anciently brought to be
embarked for Jona; and at Inverlochy Castle the ancient
kings of Scotland are said to have had their residence. About
twelve miles from this poiut is Glenfinvan, at the head ot
Loch 8hiel, wherc Prince Charles on his arrivalfrom Gienalla-
dale, was met by young Locheil with a partyof seven or cight
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hundred of his clan. Here his standard was unfurled by
the Marquis of Tallibardiné, and the manifesto and com-
mission of reg'ency were read. Shqrtly afterwards he was
‘oined by Me¢ Donald, of Keppoch, with three hundred men;
and in the evening some gchtlemen of the name of Mclzody
arrived and proffered their services to the Prince. A monu-
ment, surmounted by a statue of the Chevalier, still marks the
pot. :
v

1o By pursuing this line of road, we would be led to the
westefn coast and the district of Moidart; interesting, as
being the scene of Charles Edward’s arrival, of s wanderings
after defeat, and of his dcparture from Scotland; and the
nhabitants of which, still, to a grest extent, as if from some
affection for his memory, cling to the superstitions of the

Roman Catholic faith.,
-

W Qur cowrse, however, for the present, lies toward Glencoe ;
and accordingly, procecding from Fort William down the
banks of Loch Linnge, and along the side of Loch Leven, we
cross the ferry to Ballahulish ; and, after advancing four mi.es
further along Loch Leven, we entcr the terrific pass through
which flows the “roaring Cona *’ of Ossian, and in the midst
of whose dark and dismal precincts the unsuspecting sons of
the soil were massacred, during a winter night, by a party of
troops sent for the purpose by fhe Master of Stair, and com-
manded by Captain Cgmpbell, of Glenlyon, M-‘Ian, thelr
chief, had made himself obnoxious to S:air, by opposing the
project which he had formned for organising the Ilighland clans
into a fegpe for the support of Kind William’s government;
and, probably from this cause, the M‘Donalds of Glencoe were
specially excluded from the indembity which was offered to
those who, like M‘Ian, had delfycd to make their submission
to government, or had been prevented trom doing so within the
requiréd time, Accordingly the order for fheir extirpation
was put in forcc with the utmost barbarity, Captain Camp.



!
12% NOTES TO THE'HIGIILANDS.

bell, whose niege was mayried to one of M‘Ian’s sons, was,
with his party, hospitably entertained by the inhabitants of
the glen, whom, after having thus lived with them for a fort-
night, they proceeded, amid the gloom of a winter night, to
-magsacre in cold blood.

12 Leaving Gl , we pass through a try which pre-
sents a wild and dreary aspect for some time, till we reach the
beautiful vale of Glenorchy; soon after vhich, we arrive at
Dalmally, at the head of Loch Awe, a maghificent Iake, closed
in with bold and lofty hills, of which Ben Cruachan in the
north is alwpys most conspicuous. The sides of th! Loch
are richly adorned with wood; and numerous green islands
rise amid its calm waters, particularly towards the eastern
extremity,

13 One of the most conspicuous of these isles is that on
which stand the fine rains of Kilchurn, or Cavlchairn Castle,
which was built in 1440 by Sir Colin Campbell, a black knight
of Rhodes, the f der of the Breadalt family Of him a
romantic legend is told, which is briefly related in the poem,

14 On a small island, now nearly connected, by alluvial de-
posit, with the main.land, the Druids are said to have had a
place of residence; hence it is named Innistrynich, or the
Island of Drids; and, in opposition probably to this, when
a place of Christian worship was first erected at Dalmally, it
was called Clachan Dysart (Clach-an ~les-aird) or the Temple
of the Mosat ‘High God. On the long, heathy island called
1 hail, or *the B : 1 Island, the ruins of a Cistercian
convent are still seen. Innisfraoch, or the Heathers ule, pre.
sents the rains of an ancient eastle of the McNaughtans, It
18 the scene of a tradition thus related in an old Celtic poem :
s#The fair Mego longed for the delicious fruit of the islc,
guapded by s dreadful serpent. Fraoch, who had long loved
the paiden, goes to gather the fruit. By thevustling of the
lcavés,the scrpent was awakened from hisslecp. Itattacked
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the hero, who perished tn the conflict. The monster also wus
destroyed. Mcgo did not long rurvive the-dcath of herlover,”
From Dalmally we proceed along the banks of Loch Awe to
Cladich, where the road ascends the n for about mile, and
then descends into Glen Aray

13 When we approach within four miles of Inverary, this
glen, with the river that winds through it, assumes ax appear«
ance of extreme *nuty and luxuriance; aml when Loch
Fyne bursts upon our view—its calmwaters contrasting delight-
fully with the far-stretching hills and bristling woods that
spread interminably around—we fecl as if nothing were
wanting to complete our earthly paradise. Awhile we wander
smong the more open grounds thnt. surround the castle of
Inverary, and admire the magnificent trces that, singly cr
in groups and rows, spread their strong boughs and ample
verdure wherever we turn. We then ascend the wooded
steeps of Duniquaich, from the top of which we obtain a fine
view of the éurrmmding domain, which in its sercne magni-
ficence, accords well with the associations which history con.
nects with the nafic of its noble proprictor.  Having
here scen the sun sct over the far hills, we are satiated for
awhile with the gorgeous prospect ; but next morning, anti-
cipating the dawn, we thread our way along the woody banks
of the Aray, where the grey lightis still more obscured by
the shadowing trees. The roar of Carlonan Linn soon falls
upon our car; and erc long the foaming cascade is seen
dashing over the dark cfiffs among the weeping boughs that
oang around. Tracing the river further up its wild course,
we rcach another Linn, about two c» three miles beyond the
first, and®ere long we catch the sound of Lenach Gluthin,
where, from a rustic bridge over a dark chasm in the rocks,
we see the Aray rushing headiong into the deep abyss below.

ls Returniog, again along the banks of te stream, we
finder eastward through the woods till we find ourselves in
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the sequestered dell of Glen ra,—the Vale of the Silent
Stream, and rest awhile beside th{> dark, still waters of Loch
Dubh. Thence we find our way back to Inverary, and after
satiating ourselves witf gazing on the surrounding scenerys
‘wz prepare to take our departurc towards the Clyde, which
may be done either by proceedjng across the hills by the lone
Glencoc to Loch Long, or by crossing in another direction to
Loch Goilhead—or by going to Tarbet on the banks of Loch
Lomond,—as from all these points a steany-boat will be found
ready to convey us towards Glasgow. A'less frequented, but
very pleasing route, is that by the banks of Loch Eck to
Dunoon on the Clyde. »

17 But for the presenteve prefer taking the steam-boat which
carries us down Loch Fyne and through the Kyles of Bute,
a voyage in the whole course of which our eye is gladdencd:
ald our mind kept awake by pleasing excitement, while the
broken and winding shores discover, as we sweep along, some
new object of interest; or while the bold, daik clffs of the
distant mountains are secn towering gyer the green heights
that skirt the loch, or swelling abruptly from the bosom of
the deep—as when Anan bursts in all its rugged majesty on
our view.

! Having reached Rothsay and explored the beautics of its
sitnation, and the antiquities®f its ruined palace,—the scene *
of the deathof Robert II[,—we miglt probably find an oppor-
tunity of visiting Arran, to which steamers sail from Glasgow,
and where, besites the jnteresting assuciations which connect
its shures with the brightening prospects of Rohertgie Bruce,
weshould find » peculiar charm in the wild solitudes of the
heathy and rocky dells that yiryl among the abrupt and craggy
hills amid which Ben Ghoil, the Mountain of the Winds, rises
pre-eminent. Jf, however, as was the case * iththe author, we
have already w:sited that romantic island, we may be con-
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tented with the splendid vigw of its blue hills which is ob-
tained from the Ayrshire coas§ whither we cross from Rothsay 5
and where, wandering along the womiy heights that rise around
Kclhurne Castle, we think, a3 we ge?e over the waters now
resting so calmly before us, of the battle which once raged
slong these shores, and of the glemental strife which, in 1263,
destroyed the invading fieet of the Danes. Casting our eyes
downward along the gleaming flood where it rolls between
Arran and the Cnrq‘ck shore, we arc reminded of ¢‘the re-
markable occurrence,’” by which, as Sir Walter Scott says,
*“Bruce was induced to enter Scotland, under the false idea -
that a sjgnal fire was lighted upon the shof® neariis maternal
castle of Turnberry—the disappointment that he met with,
and the train of success that arose gut of that very disap-
pointment.” *

The splendid scenery of the Clyde is too well known, and
too patent to the view even of the casual passenger, to require
any particular description. But, noting mercly the magniti-
cent cffect of the different mountain ranges that converge at
the opening of Loch Long, we would invite all who have an
eye and a soul for thc%erenely beautiful and the sternly grand
to turn aside with us and contemplate nature in both these
aspects, while they stand npon the wooded shores of Roseneath
and gaze upward over the calm waters of the Gareloch,
toward the dark hills of Arroquhar,

L
* See Barbour’s Bruce, book iv. vol. i, .
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CANTO IV.

' 1 The scenes through which ‘we arc now for awhile led to
wander are those which have been so graphically described by
8ir Walter Scott, in works which are in the hands of almost
every one, that it would be presumptuons, as it is altogether
needless, to introduce our feeble lamp o guide the steps or
direct the eyes of the tourist where the blaze of that mighty
genius shines in ’ strength, and ireadiates every green recess,
and glums on-every “ purple peak and flinty spire.” It werem
work of aupererogahon even to point out the road—trodden
us it ishy the feet of a 'h pilgri louded as it is with
the dust of bered vehicl d worn by as many hoofs
@8 when ¢ clattered an hundred steeds along * led by the bold
Fitz James —which leads to the euchanted precincts of the
wildly beautifal scene aptly¥denominated the Trosachs, or
the Bristied Region. We shall therefore content ourselves
with merely indicating the situation o those locali.ies which
are most interesting from their own character, or from the
associutions which the wand of the great magiciau has con-
‘nected with them.

Leaving Callander, it may be well to turn’ aside to visit the
romantic pass of Leney, beforc we proceed onward to Coilant-
ogle Ford, at the lowe: extremity of Loch Venachar, where
Roderick Dhu was vanquished by Fitz-James. Thence we
advaoce aleng the banks of the lake, passing Lanrick Mead,
the mustexing place of Clan Alpin, where the road dive: Bes
ﬁom the shore._ A little furtber on, on a rising ¢ Jbund towara
? the Jeft, arn—-Dumgkm's huts,

* " '“That peap, like Mo s.grown rocks half-seen,
" Half-hidden in the copse so0 green.”

meen Lochs Venachar and Achray,, the Brig of Turk
mel the stream, which flows from Glenfinlas:end herc
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joins the Teith; and abou} a mile and & half further on, on
the vide of Loch Achray, sjands the Inn of ‘Ardchincrochean.
Advancing froln this point, we enteg'the Bristled Region of -
which we are 1n quest. On one side towers Benvenue, on *
the other Ben A'an, while the intermediate distance is

pied by rocks, knolls, trees} copse-clad heights, and grcy
crags, heaped together, and scattered, and intermingied in the .
wildest confugion, yet in the most dchightful harmony. The
Defile of Beal-atNDuine, through which we pass, is the place
where Fitz-James’s “ gullant grey * fell exhausted in the chase,
aud gave bim ieisure to survey the wondgous scene into which
he hid been brought. Wandering onwazd, *we perceive a
narrow inlet shooting in among the bioken rocks and scat-
tered trees, and warning us of our .Jpproach to Loch Katrine,
which is soon geen streiching far between the dark hills that
rise abrupt and bold towards the left, and the more vnried.lnd
indented margin on the right. Here we view the verdant
¢ Isle”—the retreat of the falr Helen,—and there in the rug-
ged bosom of Benvenue, where it rises sheer from the lake, a
deep gash marks the wild and lonely Cuir-nan-Uriskin, the
Den of the Ghost, to which Douglas removed his danghter
from the enchanted precinets of the lovely island. Higher wp
the hill, among tho craggy ravines of Benvenue, winds the
pass, which, from its having often yielded a way by whieh
the reivers of old days drove their cattic, received the nameof
Bealachnambo. )

+ Should the course of the ‘traveller lie towards Loch Lp-
woad, he will sail to the further end of Loch Katrine, a
thience grugged road will lead him to’Inversnaid, on the
o the former loch, from which & steajger wit convey hin#ko
Balloch at its southern extremity. tor the present, howwu
we prefer to bend our steps t3wdrd Logh Ard, which we resch
by striking off from Loch Arklet near the western end of Loch
Katrine, and passing the secluded Loch Chon Both Upp ¥
und Bower Loch Ard are best viewed from their eantern ex
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tremity, where the distant heights of Beqlomond, bounding
the view westward, contrast finefy with the still waters of the
glassy lake and its grec# islands and woody shores.

\. & Passing the junction of the’Douchray and the Forth—or
Avondhu, at the Clachan of Aberfoil, and traversing the Pass
which brings to our remembrance the famed Rob Roy, we
soon find ourselves on the peaceful banks of the Lake of
Monteith, and ‘zaze for a while on its placig flood and its inter-
esting islands, in one of which is the ancient castle of the
Earls of Monteith, while the other contanis the burial-gronnd
of the Grahams and the ruins of the Priory of Inchmshome,
where Mary Queen of Scots found an asylum in her early
days, after the battle of ®inkie, and where a box-wood bower
with a hawthorn tree in the centre is still pointed out as haviog
been planted by her.

4 Having now reached the verge of the Iighlands, we rest
for a space by the banks of this still lake, and give scope to
the thoughts which are suggested by ;Pe sight of its ruined
priory, whose grey walls are scen gleaming in the moon-
shine. We think of thosc days when the darkness of super=
stition broodcd over the land, and onr thoughts are led onward
to the struggle and the contest, the suffering and the toil
through which the chikiren of the light had to pass before the
canse which they were called to support gained its destined
tnumph, and the purifying influence of the truth was allowed,
unobstrueted, to exercise its peaceful eway. The hills, among
which our forofathers sought a refuge from the persecutions
adverted to ia the text, do not, it is true, for the most part,
lie withun that region which is distinctively denoﬁnated tho
Highlaods ; hut atthe Lake of Monteith, occupying, asit does,
an intermediate pluce, both a¥ to locality and character, be-
tween the northern and southern districts of Scotland, thoughts
paturally occdr which are suggested rather by y};ar is common
to both these regions than by that which is peculiar to the
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immediate subject of thefpoem.* The following extracts,
however, from Hétheringtc h:. History of the Church of Scot.
land, are givert as showing that the yorth, where in our days
80 much zeal and intelligent picty are to be foand, was not,
quite undistinguished of old, either by zealous adherencs

the truth, or by the asylum *which it afforded to thoso who
suffered for conscience sake. .

“Evenin the Highlands the Covenant was welcomea with
amazing cordialith Clans that rarely met but in hostile strife,
and if they did meet never parted without exchanging blows,
met like brothers, subscribed the bond of national union, and
partet in peace and love. Nowhere was thisrunwonted but
lovely sight more signally displayed than at Inverness. There
the fierce feuds of agcs melted andwdisappeared beneath the
warming and renewing power of Divine influence which so
strongly and brightly shone around the Covenant, as the
snows melt from their native mountains when tho suminer
sun is high in the smiling heavens.””

“The year 1663 began with great hardships to both the
ejected ministers ang the deprived people of Scotland. Tbe
ministers were compelled to leave their houses, the scenes of
their ministry, the people whom they had been accustomed to
justruct with such anxious and successful care in the know-
ledge of the way of salvation,—all that thcy held dear on
earth, and much that had been to them both the earnest and
the foretaste of heaven,—and tohasten away to other districts
chiefly those north of th.e Tay, in the depth of a stern, incle-
ment Scottish winter, because they would not bring upon their
souls the guilt of perjury.”
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CANTO V.

1 Returning again to the Highlands, we leave the shores of
the Clyde whea: the proud rocks, surmoupeced by Dumbarton
Castle—the ancient Balclutha, frown sternly over the calm
waters; and winding along the banks of the Leven, where
Smollet * tuged his rural pipe to love,” we find oursejycs, at
the extremity of this beautiful vale, on the shores of Loch Lo-
mond, the Queen of thg_ Scottish lakes. Magnificent, truly,
is the view which this vast sheet of water, with its surround-
ing hills and embosomed isles, presents to our eye as we gaze
over its silvery tide, from the heights above Tullichcwan
Castle, or from any of the neighbouring eminences; and
strong is the attraction by which we are drawn to commit
ourselves to its peaceful breast, or to wander along its wooded
side. We make choice of the road wkich winds along the
western margin of the lake ; and, leaving on our left Dunfin,
the hill of Fingal, which rises above the woods of Arden, we
rcach the gorge of Glenfruin, guarded by the ancient Castle
of Bannahcra, Lovely as the scene is which here surrounds
us, a gloom seeras to rest upon the ¢ Vale of Sorrow’” when
we remember the bloody strif from which it derived its name.
In 1602 the Mac Gregors encounteret. in Glenfruin the hostile
bands of the Colquhonn, of whom 200 fcll beneath thej
vengeful cleymores. The widows of the slaughtered Colqoig
huuns appeared at Stirling before James VI., ea?a bearing
on a pike the bloody shirt of her husband, and thus obtained
the proscription of Clan Alp'n in consequence of which it was
felony to bear the very name of Mac Gregor. Our thoughts,
however, are*soon diverted from these dark tales of other
days when we gaze on the calm waters of the smiling lake,
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with its peaceful irlands, offwhich the chicf is Inch Murrin,
and among whose twining %ees the roc-deer frisk, or couch
unmolested. Awhile we wander among the still and verdant
retreats of Rossdoe ere we resume our onward path, whigh
soon leads us to the woods and sounding strcams of Inveru-
gas. Hcre, it ourinclination leads us to undertake the ascent
of Benlomond, we may procure a boat which will convey us
to R d @y the opposite shore. Buta&f the splendid
prospect which is to be obtained at a height of 3,262 fect should
not be a sufficicnt inducement to undergo the toils of the
ascent we may pursue our way to Tarbet, recgnciling our-
selves perhaps to the neglect of the great mountain by climb-
ing the humbler eminence of the hill,of Strone, from which
we gaze over a prospect sunilar to that which presents itself
at about a third part of the height of Benlomond. Either from
Tarbet, or from thc hase of the mountain on the copposite
shore we may proceed,—by watcr in the onc case, and by land
in the other,—to the Fort of Inversnaid, wherc the hrave
Wolfe ®rved when a subaltern ; and thence we may visit Rob
Roy’s cave on the nofth-cast shore of the lake. Kcre we are
in the midst of Rob’s peculiar domain, and all the associations
connected with his name risc to our recollection ;—but not
these alone, for in this cave Robert the Bruce concealed hime
sclf the night after he hiad lost tho Lattle of Strathfillan

2 Returning to Tarbctawe find a road which leads us north-
ward through Glenfalloch and Strathfillan ; and, reaching
Crianlarich, though our route lics toward Killin, we arc in-
duced to teyn aside for a little while from the road that leads
thither that we may visit the celcbrated pool of St. Fillan,
which lies two miles toward thc.ncgth, on the road conducting
to Tyndrum. To this pool lunatics were wont to be brought
from all quarters to be immersed, and here Robert Bruce,
conceiving thatehis cause had deen aided by the arm of St.
Fullan, which he bore with him to Bannockburn, established
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a priory which was consecrated tof hat saint. Near Tyndrum
lies the plain of Dalrigh, where Nruce was dcfeated by Mac
Dougal, of Lorn, in 1366. Retracing our steps to Crianlarich,

'»‘,.':e.thence proceed eastward, pagsing Loch Dochart, at the
foot of Ben More, in which lake there is a floating island,
formed by the twining roots and stems of water plants., Pur-
suing our course along the river Dochart, we reach Killin at
the head of Loch Tay. Here is a small islgnd formed by the
river and planted with furs, and on which an arched gateway
points out the ancient tomb of the Mac Nabs. Killin is said to
derive its namg from being the burial place of Fingal, an1 here
his supposed grave is still pointed out,

3 The heights of Stroneclachane near the village, command
a delightful view, on one hand, of the vale watered by the
rodring Dochart and the soft flowing Lochy, and on the other,
of the calm expanse of Loch Tay, beautifully contrasting with
the bristling steeps of Finlarig, and the distant pcaks‘f the
majestic Lawers. Fixed as the waters ¢f this lake appear in
imperturbable stillness, they have at times been subject to ex -
{raordinary agitations. In September, 1784, when the weather
was calm, the water in the bay near Kenmore receded about
five yards, and after alternately ebbing and flowing to that
cxtent for a quarter of an hour, rushed on a sudden from cast
to west, forming by the meetipg currents a great wave across
the bay of the height of five fect, ag1 lcaving the shore dry
to the extent cf 100 yards below the usual limits of the lake.
This wave lowed westward, gradually diminishing, and when
. it “isappeared, the water returned beyond its origigsl margin
in the bay, and continued to ebb and flow for about two hours.
Mcanwhile the river on thg qorth of the village ran back,
leaving its channel dry. Similar agitations occurred on five
succeeding days, and again at subsequent periods,
In proceeding towards Kenmore, we chooscithe road which
winds among the fine woods on the southern shore of the
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lake, and before reaching§raymouth, we turn aside to view
the falls of Acharn, and th§ hermitage which affords a grate-
ful rest in the midst of the ‘Jild dell fhrough which the waters
rush.

We have not space in those notes ta enlarge upon the gic /"
quisite beauties of the sceﬁw of Taymouth—to describe the
magnificence of the wide extended lawn with its majestic trees,
in the midst of which stands the noble castle~in all respects
worthy of the scdwe which surrounds it—andabuilt, it is said,
in the style of the ancient Castle of Inverlochy, the residence
in old times of Scotland’s kings, or to speak of all the delight
which may be felt in gazing from the hoights of Drummoud
Hill, or wandering amid the green retreats of the Berceau
walk. This, however, we cannot but remark, that the loveli-
ness of Nature is here heightened by associations of a very
different kind from those which connect the recollections of
bloody feuds and unnatural strife with many a fair Highland
scene. It were little, indecd, that royalty has herc made its
temporary abode, and that royal magnificence for a time im-
partm’l to these scenes a lustre soon to pass away, did we not
know that from the same loyal and truly patriotic heart which
devised so splendid a reception for its sovereign, there flows
forth over these wide domains a permanent stream of be-
mignant and beneficent feeling—guided in its ‘practical mani-
festation by an intelligence and a stedfast purpose, which is
not to be turned aside by the example of worldly politicians,
or the false prejudices which rule in too many aristocratic
breasts, but which fol) ows rather in the footsteps of the worthics
of other days, And notonly Is it from living worth that these
scenes derive a moral charm, but from the memory of
those cﬂys when the loveliness with which Nature here is
clothed was wont to miuister sweet thoughts to the musing
spint of the llent Lady Gl hy, who regarded Tay-
mouth with peculiar affection, notonly on account of its own
beaaties, but from its being the birthplace of her spiritual life,
and her favourite retreat from a vain and distracting world.
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4 Rcluctantly leaving Taymout], we proceed through the
vale watered by the Tay, and soof: arrive at Aberfeldy, near
which the Falls of Moncsd attract #1d detain our steps, at once

,eny‘the associations with which t!ne harp of Burns has con.
mcted them, and hy the wild beau; of the rocky dell through
which they pour their dashifig waters, ovcrhung by the * Birks
of Aberfeldy.",

s Pursuing our course along the south bank of the Tay, and
passing Grandtully, and Glanalbert, the scene of Mrs. Bun
ton's ¢ Self-Control,” where a fine waterfall 18 to be seen,
we reach the beautifol bridge across the Tay which conducts
us into Dunkeld, and which itself affords one of the hest points
from which the scenery S this dehghtful spot can be viewed ;
the river—the wood-clad hills—the ivy-robed cathedral, with
all he unnumbered and nameless clements that make up the
exquisite scene, blending together in harmonious and peace-
ful beauty. The coup d*wil, however, which is here obtained
only excites the desire to penctrale among the green and
shady retreats that spread 5o invitingly afouud, and to climb
the steeps that overhang the enchanted region, and close it in
onall sides. Accordingly we thread our way among the trecs
that adorn the noble domain of the Duke of Athol ; and, wind
ing up the banks of the Braan, we are conducted to Ossian’s
Hall, where Art and Nature have combined their enchant-
ments in what has appeared td*some an incongruous umon—
whilst others rejoice to find, even in fach a wild retreat, the
traces of huma". ingenuity, and gaze, well pleased, on the
evanishing for'n of the presiding bard, and on the vision of
multiplied, and inverted, and deflected cataracts wifth is ‘pre-
sented by the nirrored walls and roof, reflecting the watery
war without. Further up the Braan is Ossian’s Cave, beyond
which the streum, rushing from beneath e natural bridge of
rock,~called tire Rumbling Brig, and dashing over a rugged
precipies, forms a very striking scene _ch‘king now the
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higher grounds, we gaze frop the cliffs of Craig Kinean and
Craig-y-Barns, and the King":}Seat ; and having thus surveyed
the fair domains around, we ci)-scend in to the green banks
of the Tay, and investigate thdantiquitits of the ancient abbey,
which brings to our rémembrance the still more ancient insti-
tution of the Culdees, out "wmch it grew, and which wuds '
here erected by the Pictish ng (.unstnnum. in 729, when
Dunkeld was the capital of Caled

6 Leaving Dunkceld, we proceed northward, b‘y a road over-
ehadowed and compassed ahout with luxuriant trees; and
passing the small lakhe of Ordie, we reach the confluence of
the Tay and Tummil, at Logerait. Further on 1s Pitlochric,
beyond which the Tummil rcceives the waters of the Garry.
We are now near the entrance of tde famed pass of Killi-
crankie ; but hefore penctrating its shady depths, we turnaside
by a path leading from a gate near the bridge over the Garry,
to the Falls of the Tummil, one of the scenes which attractéd
the special admiration of our gracious Queen, during her
residence this year (1814) at Blair Athnl, and well worthy the
attention of royalty. #The massy breadth of foam which dashes
over the worn and shelving rocks, with the wild mountain
scenery around, form a very striking picture. On the north-
west of the fall, on the face of a frowning rock, is a cave
where, 1t is said, a party of the proscrihed Mac Gregors took
refuge, but were surprised by their pursuers. Part of them
having been slanghtered, the 1ast touk shelter in a tree which
overhung the fall, and which their enewmies cut down, plung-
ing them into the boiling flood.

7 We Mpw retrace our steps to the hridge, and enter the
pass of Killiccrankie,—ascenc, once, of such unmingled gloom
and terror that a party of Ilc.sﬂan troops, in 1745, refused to
pass through it, decming that they had come to the utmost
verge of tne world.  Now, however, its mpcat is much
suttencd asd beautified by the luauriant trees whuch clothe its
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rugged steeps; and the peace ch now rests amid its still
solitudes seems deepened when jve remember how the storm
of battle once raged algng th banks and rocks, and when
we mark the spot, where at the moment of victory, the proud
\«ml of the bloody Dundee fled tm‘m its shattered tenement,
*and * went to its place.”. It wst-at the north end of the pass
that, in 1689, the battle was here fought between the High-
land army commanded by Dundee, and the troops of King
William, undqr General Mackay, ’

8 Having traversed the pass, we reach Blair Athpl. the
scenery of whaich has long becn 8o famous as to bring from
afar the lovers of nature to gaze on its wild glorics, but the
attractive power of whith has this year won a trophy brighter
than it could boast before, in that it has drawn the august
presence of royalty within the circle of these majestic hills,
nnd that the fair queen of Scotland has shed the light of her
dclighted smiles on the loveli of the scene. Here the
prince of modern pocts found the fittest abode in which the
humble hero of his immortal poem might, in his carly days,
imbibe from the breast of Nature the purifying love of the
beautiful and the good,—for ‘ among the hills of Athol washe
born ;*’ and hither the young Queen of our Isle has led the
youthful scion of her royal house, to drink in the healthful
spirit of articss joy with the pure brecze of the hills, and to
gambol along the heathery slepes with ¢ the mountain nymph
—sweet Liberty.” In fancy we see $he infant pedlar and the
infant princess tripping together on a juvenile * Excursion,”
while the Queeu on her shelly, and the Laureate on his Pega-
sus, scamper in company over hill and dale unotracted by
the roling waters that cross their path,—

“ Tramp, tll'a.np. tremw along the land,
And splash, splash, splash across the stream.”

Undoubtedl)" such a vision is much more aceordant with the
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simple grandeur of the sceyery around than the pomp and

parade of royal splendour wcald be ; and we feel no constraint

or incongruity of situaticn, /lnleth lmnga of majesty ina

#plaid,” escorted by the */sole kmg rocky Cumberland,”,

seems to glide along with 3. ‘we wander through the wnh.!_sr
of Glen Tilt, or gaze upol.}Xhe falls of the Fender, or feast”
our soul with the mingled delights of the surrounding scene,

while the fresh brceze blows about us as we stand on some

commanding cmi}:nce. Nor are our musingg distracted by

the presence of rusticating royalty, while we listen to the

tumultuous roar of Bruar’s ryshing waters as they tumble

over ti%e birch.shaded rocks. .

It may be here remarked that this is not the first instance
of royal pastimes among the glens of Athol; for tradition
relates that Queen Mary also visited these scenes, and that,
surrounded by her courticrs in the chase, she fcll from her
stced into one of thcse mountain streams. While she was
carried by the rapid flood, Leslie, a scion of the noble house
of Rothes, dashed into the torrent, and laid hold upon the
drowning qucen, while she exclaimed, ¢ Grip fast,” which .
has since been the motto of the family of Rothes,

9 Tiere, however, we must take leave of her Majesty and
of Blair Athol, for we havea visit to pay to sundry old fricnds
in the north before we bring our wanderings to an end. First,
the cheerful shade of good old Mrs. Grant, of Laggan, invites
us to make an excursion among the * mountains ** which gave
birth to her delightful Pletters ;” and while we stray by the
green banks of Loch Garry, she points out to us some curions
little hillqgks or fomhans, in which the fairies were supposed
to dwell, and concerning which she repeats to us an old ballad,
of which the following is the substance, * A little girl had
been innocently loved by a fairy swho dwelt in & tomhan ncar
her mother’s habitation. She had three brothers, who were
the favourites of ber mother. Sheherself was treated harshly,
and tasked beyond her strength.  Her employment was to go
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evetymomlngudcntsem‘)qmnﬂtyo!tnﬂfmmdry
heathy ground for immediate , and this with some un-
couth and primitive in"trument” As she passed the hillock
which contained herlover, Be re; ularly put out his hand with
T.yery sharp knife of such poﬁugu it quickly and readily
cut through all impediments. returned cheerfully and *
early with herload of turf; and'as she passed by the hillock
she struck on it twice, and the fairy stretcted out his hand
through the s.rface and received the khife. The mother,
however, told the brothers, that her daughter must certainly
have had some aid to perform the allotted task. They watched
her, saw her receive the enchanted knife, and forced it from
her. They returned, struck the hillock, as she was wont to
do, and when the fairycput out his hand they cut it off with
his own knife. He drew in the bleeding arm in despair, and
supposing this cruélty was the result of treachery on the part
of his beloved, never saw her mtore.” With such * Super-
stitions of the Highlanders,” Mrs. Grant entertains us while
she ducts us g the wild ts that spread around
her old abode amidst the hills of Laggan ; and amongst other
associations connccted with the district, we are reminded that
in a cave at the southern extrcmity of Loch Ericht, Charles
Edward found refuge shortly hefore his cscape from Scotland.
Having conducted us through the wild vale wateiced by the
Spey, pausing with us to admire the beauty of Loch Insl,
and poigtiqg out, a8 we pass ajong, the old den of the Wolf of
Badenoch, Mrs. Grant . hands us oycr, at Belville, to the
charge of its proprietor Mr. McPherson, the translator,—
or as some would have it, but as both he and Mrs. Grant in-
dignantly, and we believe truthfully, deny,—the gnthor of
Ossian’s Poems. We grect the shade of this worthy gentle-
man not with the les, interest as knowing that the deséending
stream of his poetical blood® hiis not lost itsclf in th¥ obzy
sands, but t’at.”h‘ winding, deep though silent, around a
w voner Al tower, -and reflecting on Ity caim bosom
starse on which the: ¥rateher there loves to gaze, it has
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boanded away, gushing anl purling in mellifiuous mausic,
among rocks and ruins haunted by braunce of the * days
of other years.” With Mr. fMc Pherjon we wander awhile
among the rich woods of K jorara, yielding ourselves to the
thoughts and associationa™high, in his presence, are natorall:,

- awakened by the serene aspy=t of Loch Alvie, with its over-
hanging hill, and which are heightened and diversified, as we
wander onward tpwards the head of Strathspey, by the glori-
ous cxpanse of incerminable and thick-masse? woeds which
sprcad over the teeming vale of Rothiemurchus, terminated
only by the dark steeps of the blue Cairngorm.

L
10 But we must now retrace our steps to Blaif Athol, from
whence we find our way over the hills to Strathairdle, and
there cast anchor after the pleasing toil'of our lJong wanderings.
Here the bard finds a kindly welcome at the abodec of his chief,
where he pours his last lay, after chirping for a while in the
“Dell of Birds,"” and casting a retrospective glance along the
vale of time, as he sits upon the grave of Airdle, A Danish
prince who was slain while leading an incursion into this
strath, from which hi? followers were driven by the inhabitants.
If the gigantic dimensions of this grave—twenty feet being
its original length—should prompt a sigh, sympathetic wm\'
the lamentation of our great Chalmers, over the present age
of “Little measures and little men,” we have at least this con-
solation, that in him who uttered that plaint, and 1n his wonby;i.
s, we have ible d tration, that, ifnot in the
Acpartment of physicale power, or of political sagacity, g’
least in that of moral worth and spiritual vigour, and intels
lectual attainment, we have yet among us men whose stride
it as bold Mand whdse arm is as muscular as that of the giants
that were in the Jand in those bygone dnys to which he looks
back with a fond. rengL
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ADVERTISEMPNT.

"In the narrative parts of the following poem, the incid:nts and
descriptions are to be regarded rather as generally characteristic
of the times they are mtmduced to illustrate than as founded on
any particular historical account—cxcept in thos€ cases in which
the names of the sufferers are given, either in the text orin the
notes.

In some instances the groundwork of the narrative is in part
taken from history or tradition, while the particulars are ima-
ginary. Thus the unchecked though secret progress of the
Reformation after the martyrdom of Hgmilton, is illustrated by
some incidguts which might be supposed to be such as led to the
conversion of Alexander Kcnnedy, who suffered at the age.of
eighteen, and of whose life, previous to his martyrdom, listle is
known, except what relates to his intimacy with Jerome Russel
a grey friar, who was apprchended along with him on the charge
of heresy, and whose example and encouragement tended much
to uphold him in the prospdet of l}mt fiery death to whach they
were led together,
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FREEDOM ! how deep the feelings and h.w strong,

That fill the Minstrel’s breast and prompt his dong,

When listening crowds attend his joyful lays,

Thattell thy triumphs or proclaim thy praise!

How thrills the heart, responsive tg the strains .

That speak of tyrants fallen and broken chains ;—

Of those who, in the fields of patriot strife,

Upon thy shrine have offered up their life— '

The rich libation of their blood have poured,

And in their death-song still thy power adored !

And, in Lis breast who strays in musing mood,

When silence reigns with peaceful solitu

Amid the scenes where most thou lov’st well,

What lofty thoughts—what grateful feelings swell !
®There, as with pensive step he roams along,

In praise of Thee how bursts his joyful song!

How sweet it harmonizes with the sound

Of chainless winds and wand’ring brooks around-—

Symphonious swelling with the song of praise

The cageless birds amid the forest raise !

And, o'e’ the earth if far he stretch his way,

Or free o’er Ocean’s pathless desert stray,

How lovely from afar appe~rs the shore

Which thy fond spirit seems to hover o’er!

What grace and dignity thy charms can give

The bleakest scene where thog hast deigned to live !
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And, when Imagination’s eye surveys
The varied scene tha. Hxstox?v's page displays;
Or when she leads the mind’j excursive flight,
<And gives all Earth’s domlr, ons to its sight,
On what high favour’d regiorfcan it rest,
By Freedom made more lovely or more blest ;
Or where in that wide survey can it fipp,
Amid the varied haunts of human kind,
A spot where dwells fair Freedom more secure,
And where her priceless gifts are kept more pur>—
Guarded by hands more bold, by hearts more trile,
By souls that tyrant-force can less subdue—
Than that immortal‘fand where Wallace rose,
‘Where Bruce’s band beat back their countless foes ?
Ves, Scotia! dear to all thy children hold
The claim to be by Right alone controlled,—
With Freedom o’er thy hills and plains to roam,
Or taste with ker the sacred joys of home,~—
Besides thaunviolated hearth to rest,
W here noThtruding footstep dares molest.

But what, O Freedom! is the gift divine
Thou bearest with those earthly boons of thine ¢
What is that gift, the gneatest and the best—
Ay! dearer to the soul than all.the rest—

That gift for which thy worthy sons forego,

With willing heart, all else thou canst bestow ?
01 ’tis the power unchecked by human sw..y,
Their God to serve—their Conscience to obey !—
Invited guests, with God himself to meet,

And, at the table he has spread, to eat ;—

Right on to follow, in the appointed way

The cloudy pillar indieates by day ; * -
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Or, if thou walk by Persecution’s night,

To follow still the fiery column’s light;—

To drink, in copious dragights, the streams that flow
From Heaven to cheer t\is barren earth below,—
Not in polluted cups or p8i d bowls,

By Priests doled out to cheat their thirsty souls.

But freely as ¢ gushes from the fount

In Zion’s beauteous hill—God's holy meunt,

While this remains, though bleak and rough their path,
Though swept full oft by storms of human wrath,
Yet safe they walk with their Almighty GQuide,

And know no fear while He is at their side.
L ]

The Bard whose breast is touched with heavenly fire,
‘Who consecrates to Freedom'’s cause his lyre, .
‘Who, musing o’er the bliss her gifts impart,

Feels grateful raptures kindle at his heart,—
He, when the joy is given him to survey
The triumph andthe spread of Freedom’s sway,—
His sacrifice of praise first gladly given
To Him who rules the hosts of Earth and Heaven—
To freedom's champions when he turns his eyes,
And gives each hero his appropriate prize,
'Mid that bright throng, whgm deems th’ impartial bard
Worthy the highest graise—the first award ?
Whose is the cause—whose are the deeds that seem
Most worthy to be made his muse’s theme ?
Oh'! 'tieghe Patriot of the better land,
Who dared the aggressor of its rights withstand,
Who counted not his life assacrifice *
Too great for that dear Jand beyond the skies !
‘Who well defended, as full well be knew,
What to the free men of that land was due;

K 2
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Resisting to the death the power that strove
To rob them of their)heritage above |

For ever sacred, then, and $ure-enshrined
“Within the fane of every S‘frttish mind,
Remain the cherish’d memory of those
Who dared a Bigot's tyrant power oppos~ ;—
Who stood updaunted, and unflinchingsrell,
Guarding the breach of Freedom’s citadel,
‘When they to whom the high award of Heaven,
The trust of Scotia’s liberties had given,

Her sacred laws—her dearest rights despised,
And robbed her of the treasure most she prized.

And oh! my country! favour'd Scotia! Thou
So blest by Truth and Peace and Freedom now,
How shall thy debt be told to those who first
For thee the gates of Superstition burst !

And, when amid its dark, unhallowed cells,
Awhile Imagination musing dwells,

And peers with wondering and bewildered gaze,
Through the perplexing paths of ¢ Mystery’s’’  maze,—
That mighty labyrinth whose sepulchral gloom

No pure, untainted beams of Truth illume,—
Where shines, direct froth Heaven, no guiding ray,
To lead to regions of Eternal dzy,

How glows our love to Him who bade His light
Picrce through the darkness of that tenfold night,
And, beaming pure on the bewildered hear?,
Its.quickening, gladder.lix:g influen® impart, -

* ““And upon her forchead was a name written, Mystery,
Babylon the Great, the Mother of Harlots.”"—+Rev. xvii. 5.
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And there the wish—the energy gwake,
The bonds of Satan’s slagery to break,—
The dead’ning fear of huNan power dispise,
Cheergd by the hopes of 2#h immortal prize !

Yet when tixe struggle to be free was past,
The iron chain®. of Error burst at last,
’Scaped from that place of darkness and Jespmr,
Deprived no more the common light and air,
By hrunting demons still were they pursued
O’er peopled plain and mountain solitude.
With death and torture arm’d, thrpughout the earth
The * triple Tyrant" ® sent his minions forth;
And regal power, perverted from its course,
Swelled Persecution’s tide to wilder force.
But vainly did that, whelming deluge pour,
Vainly from Earth the springing flowers it tore,
Its streams but femsilized the land the more.
*Twas by that flood’s wild waves that first were borne
The plants of grace from southern regions torn,
On Scotia’s barren strand to strike their root,
And free and high beneath her skies to shoot;
To flourish there, luxuriant, fresh and green,
And beautify her stern and rigged scene.t

[ ]

* The Pope,

+ ¢ Anot'er, and more p 1 t” of the introduction
of Christianity into Scotland *is, that during the persecution
raised by Domitian, the twelfth m“l last of the Ceesars, about
A.D. 96, some of the disciples of the Abpostle John fled into our
Island, and propagated there the religion of Jesus” . . .
* That persecutign,” under Dioclesian, *became so hot in 1ho
south of Britain, as to drive many, both preachers and professors,
into Scotland, where they wen kindly received, and had the
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And when these trees of righteousness decayed,

Chilled by dark Superstiﬁon"; blighting shade,

That flood it was from other Jinds that bore

The uncorrupted seeds of trvth once more,—

Washed to her shore the precious plants again,

To spread fresh verdure on her blasted pin *

And, rooted there with firmer hold at 1¢at,

Though wildly raged the storm and roared the blast,

Still, as more rude the angry tempest blew,

More deep.they struck their roots—more high they
grew;

Nor could the force of the relentless gale

To bend their heaven-aspiring boughs prevail.

Shaken by Persecution’s raving blast,

The more abundantly their seeds they cast,

And these, that else had fallen but at their side,

By that tempestuous blast were scattered wide,

And, thickly strewn upon the furrowed ground,

Sprang up, and spread luxuriance all around.

But not by seeds of truth profusely sown,
‘Was that abundant harvest reared alone:
Watered by many a Martyr’s blood it grew,
And by the Spirit’s heaven-descended dew.
And not in vaiu thy children, §eotia, viewed
Their martyred brethren, calm yet unsubdued,
Unflinching yield to torture and to death,
Pouring in songs of joy thcir latest breath.

Isle of Man, the;l' in pos. esvion of the Scots, given them for
their residence, and a sufficient maintenance assigned them.” —
Scors WorTHIRS, Introductory Thapler.

* During the persecutions in England under Queen Mary,
many persons were induced to seek an asyldm in the adjacent

kingdom of Scotland,
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For gazing on that scene they well might feel
Aroused within their souls a kindred zeal,

And long to have that hgpe within their breast,
‘Which thus could death %a]l its stings divest;
And well, too, in their he}{t a scorn might rise,
For those who there looked on with gloating eyes,
In whose pré-d hearts th’ anticipation swelled,
That thus the ¥ide of Truth should be regelled.

So heaved the breast, so flashed the indignant eye
Of those who stood, no calm spectators, by,
When he * whose hcaven-taught voice had’raised again
The long unheard, almost forgotten strain
Of peace and joy that called mankind to trust
And live by faith,—by faith be counted just,—
He whose pure heart, with love to souls full fraught,e
Anew the tidings of great joy had brought,
As back from southern realms the torch he bare
Lit from the fire (fod’s hand had kindled there,
Soon as he shed its beams on Scotia’s night,
Was crushed by those who feared and shunned the light.

Ah! not unmoved they saw the gentle youth

Who fearless bore the standard of the truth,
Noble by all that’s great in human birth,
But nobler by a birtlz-right not of earth,
Enticed in vain by many a glittering lure,
And choosing with God’s people to endure
Afflictiors, bonds, the prison, and the stake,

Rather than sin's alluring joys partake.

* Patrick Hamilton, who wams®of royﬁ descent, and wko,
having visited Germany, was there instructed in the doctrines
of the Reformation, which, on his return, he fearlessly dissem.
inated fun Scotland.
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No, n«t ullmoved they marked his peaceful mien,

Unsweﬂ by torture, anl in death serene.
Calm *mid the flames his joyfigl voice arose;

t breathed no imprecation # his foes ;

t called no fire from Heaver, no vengeful rod,
“ To smite the foés of Zion, and of God ;
‘But joined on Earth the strains that nsg’fn Heaven,
To martyred saints by inspiration given,
“ How long, O Lord, shall darkness veil the land,
How long shall mortals dare thy dread right hand ?
O Thou, who gav'st thy life that T might live, °
¢ Into thy hands my trusting soul I give.”

L d

Yes, many a heart that long had sought to gain
Peace from Rome’s pompous rites, but soucrht in vain,
Ile_\olc'd as one who, outcast, poor, desplsed
Has found some hidden treasure, to be prized
Above all price, when they beheld the power
Of Faith to cownfort in the darkest Wur;

And deep their secret longings were, to know

More of the source from whence such peace could flow.
Nor from that fount, despite the jealous guard

That closed it round, could they be quite debarred.

In lonely places, where it secret flowed,

L& . v
They drank, and went rejoicing on their road.
L 4

Not in the wind, whose mighty, rushing sweep
Reﬂl%thc stroug hills, and whirls the darkening deep;
Not in the earthquake, whose convulsive shdck
Bids the wild flopds roll back, the mountain’s rock;
Not girt with clouds and flotce, devouring flame ;

Not thus wato our lund Jehovah cawme.
By wakeful hearts, lone listening there, was heard
The s4ill, small voice of the peace-speaking Word.
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Enter with ine yon silent chamber’sdoor, ~ .
There shall we see what balm thag voice can pour
On the torn heart where elge were nought but gloom,
And f@rful looking for of —oming doom.

See yon poor sinner, on hi‘dying bed,

And mark the peace upon his bosom shed

By that pure 1. Tht, new bursting from the skies,
That *mid the darkness cheers his straining eyes.
That heart, erewhile, tossed on a shoreless flood,
Had cried, “ O, who will show us any good ?”’
But now the Lord has lifted up the light ,

Of His own countenance to glad his sight;

And now, at last, the gentle dove,ethat brings
The olive branch of peace, there folds her wings.

*Twas but awhile ago that that pale brow,
And those dim eyes, which smile so calmly now,
‘Were shadowed o’er with clouds of anxious care,
Or lit by lurid flashes of despair.
The shades of death were brooding o’er his heart ;
And there was that which would not let him part
In peace, but robbed his sinking soul of rest:
And a cold hand seemed lying on his breast.
For Conscience wields a sway of awful power
Amid the silence of that lonely hour
When man draws nigh to that mysterious place
Where he must meet his Maker face to face.
The woitl could not accuse him, but he felt
That He who in his secrecy had dwelt,
And compassed all his goipgs, and dooked in
On every lurking place of hidden sin,
Had that against him which might sink him low
In the dark®depths of everlasting woe.
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Dimness and anguish o’er his spirit came,
Cold, restless tremors shook his dying frame,
And from his lips wés wrung the bitter cry,
¢ How shall my soul find qu;et ere I die? "

¢ To him a gentle youth d°Jl minister,—

His only son—the image fair. of her_

Who was the solace of his earlier years(

But fled before him from this vale of tears.
“Father,” the boy rephed,’* the Church hath power
To give thee peace and pardon at this hour;

Be but thy rins to the good priest confessed,

And so shall tomfort come upon thy breast :

He will anoint thee while thy soul shall take

1Its flight from Earth, and on thy brow shall make
The blessed sign, and yet for many a day

To the kind Virgin and the Saints will pray

That soon thy soul, made pure from earthly stains,
May rise to dwell where holy Jesus reigns.”

“'Tis true, my son ; may Heaven fotgive the thought
That wronged its mercy. Seek, then, Him who taught
How such as I in peace may yet depart;

And let him come and cleanse this sinful heart.”

Forth hied the youth, and, eagerly intent
To find the priest, with hastening steps he went,
But o'er the old man’s breast a dismal train
Of doubts and dark fogebodings rose again.
The haunting memory of uncancelled guilt |
Rose on his soul, too strong for comfors Juilt
On uman works; and Conscience would demand,
«Can mortal, then, betwebn the spirit stand
And its all-seeing Judge? Can prayers avail
When at His bar the sinful soul shall quail ? *
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Meanwhile the boy a fruitless search had made
For the’old priest, till Evening’s dusky shade
Was thickening round; asd then the home he sought
Of one he dearly loyed, a.d who, he thought,
Might yield fit counsel to his anxious mind, .
And guide hi; steps to where he yet might find
Some holy mai., whose prayers and rites gaight roll
The weight of sin from off his father’s so’.

A little band he found assembled there,
To hear the Heavenly message, and in prayet
To join their hearts, and in adoring praise:
For “ the Lord’s Word was preciqus in those days ;"
And they whose hearts were touehed by heavenly grace
At dead of night would seek some sccret place,
‘Where he, that priceless treasure who.posscssed, .
Would read its sacred pages to the rest;
And their hearts burned within then! as they heard
Each blessed premise of God’s faithful Word.
For there the Lord himself would with them meet,
¢ Opening ta them the Scriptures ;”” and most sweet
Unto their thirsty souls those waters were,—
Those living waters which He gave them there.
Thus they who loved the Lord would often seek
Some place where to each ‘other they might speak ;
And of these hiddeh ones the Omniscient took
Account, and wrote their naffs within His book.

SuchWas the little band whom here the youth
Found, listening to the oracles of Truth.
And be upon whose lips eity hung to hear
The precious Word, was one who had been dear
To him fram childhood—one who had, like him,
Caught eagerly the light which, faint and dim,
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Streamed through the darkness that was brooding round
And, ere the one true source of light he found,

Had vowed himself to Heaven, and gone to dwell

A rigid votary in monastic c2ll.

"But there the truth had besmed upon his soul,

And he had yielded to its high control, -

And his stgpg energies he now employed

To “preach ¢he faith which once he had destroyed.”

The youth, unwitting of the change so wrough.
On this his old companion, him besought
His dying father's restless couch to seek,
And words of comfort to his soul to speak. '
And cheerfully he went, and with him took
His guide and counsellor—the heavenly book.
And, seeking gtace to aid him, thence he read
Of Him who on the cross for sinners bled.
He read of how upon that cross He sried
With a loud voice, “’Tis finished!” ere He died.
He held not up before that dying eye
The outward symbol of that work whereby
The Holy One and Just for sins atoned,
And crushed the Serpent—while He bled and groaned ;
But to the sight of Faith &id he display
The Lamb of God, who died to tdke away
The sin of alost worldgy He strove to raise
The mourner’s downcast eye, and bade him gaze,—
Feeling the plague that on his spirit preyed—
On Him whose vyice, in love and mercy, said,
“Look, all ye ends of th& Barth, look up to me,
And be ye saved.” Thus hesought to free
From darkening doubts and fears that anxious heart,
And hope and peace of conscience to impart.
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Nor were his efforts vain ; the power of Heaven
‘Wrought in that spirit, and its chains were riven;
And now, behold, he walks at libétty,

Praise on his lips and rapture in his eye |

And his glad soul just hovi'rs on the wmg

A few brief moments, ere ®rise to sing

The praises of the Lamb, with that bright band
‘Who round the throne in robes of glory stand.

]

Happy who, seeking thus his Father’s home,
Is gently “ taken from the ills to come.”
But not less happy he whose youthful breast,
By the strong influence of that scene impressed,
And yielding to the Truth’s subdufing power,
Walks in the light from this decisive hour;
And yet awhile remains behind to share
The afflictions of God's people, and to bear
Unflinching witness, 'mid a perverse race,
For him whose plcnteous and long-suffering grace
Hath called him dut of darkness. His shall be
A portion with that glorious company
Who, having meekly borne great sufferings here,
In blood-washed robes before the throne appear.

*Twere sad,—and yet 'twere sweetly sad—to dwell
On the dark annals of those® days ;—to tell
Of him * who, as the%ilent field he trod,
And held high converse of the things of God
With oneghe loved, t fell prostrate when he heard
That dread denunciation of the Word,
“ Him who denies me before men, will I
Before my Father and the shints deny;”

* David §traiton. * The Laird of Lauriston,
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And, raising up his awe-struck eyes to heaven,
Confessed his guilt, and prayed to be forgiven ;
And cried, “ 0 Lord, most justly might’st thou take
Thy grace from me, yet for thy mercy’s sake

> Uphold me by thy power, dgmt fear or shame
May ne’er beguile me to deny thy Name; "
Nor vainly sought that grace, that to th” end,
Faithful and bold, the truth he might defend ;
But in yon éourts,® by Heaven’s supporting aid,
Before the Priests in lordly pride arrayed,
Witnessed a good confession, and then halled
The king of terrors, nor before him quailed ;
But yielded up his breath, in joyful trust
Tlut, even as earth to earth and dust to dust,
So would his spirit go to Him who gave—
To Him who cleansed it— Him who died to save.

And, turning from that scene once more *twould raise
Thoughts wherein sadness mixed with grateful praise
Unto the Comforter, on her to look }

Who from her breast her wailing infant took,

And gave it to His care who said, ¢ To me

Your orphan children leave, and I will be

Their shield and stay;"" then joyful sought her grave
In the dark bosom of thé whelming wave,

Cheered by the hope wherewitlf she comforted

Her loved one, when to death, he, too, was led ;

“ Dearest,” she said, “ together we have passed

Full many 1 joyful day, but this our last

. = L]

* Holyrood, where Btnito: was tried and condemned.

+ Robert Lamb and his wife suffered martyrdom on the same
day, the former being hanged, and the latter Arowned.
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Most joyful of them all to me appears ;
For.now our God shall wipe away wur tears ;
And we shall seek yon gloxious land of light
And joy unfailing; therefore, no good night
Will I now bid thee; ere tlgs day be o’er
We'll meet to dwell in bliss for evermore.”

But turn we now to where, aroused to wrath
By these bold rebels who had crossed her %path,
That cursed one whomn Inspiration paints
In scevlet clothed, and drunk with blood of. saints,
Collects her force for one great effort more
Her failing, tottering empire to reggore,
And while her rage assails Jehovah’s throne,
Brings down His wrathful vengeance on her 8wn.

High in a windowed niche of yonder tower,
Amid the associates of his guilt and power,
Behold, in sacerdotal pomp arrayed,

And stretched in chishion’d ease, proud Beaton laid,*
«Yet not in careless mood, at random bent,

Wander his haughty eyes; but, fixed intent,

They gaze below, where sume unwonted cause,

From far and near a wondering circle draws.

Well in the working features,of his face

The inward gratulatiop you may trace,

And ask, what scene so worthy to excite-

In that hig.h priest of God such-deep delight !

* «The fore-tower” of the castle of St. Andrews, * which
was immediately opposite the ﬁre.. ¥as huni® with tapestry, and
rich cushions were laid in the windows for the ease of. the
Cardinal and his prelates, while they beheld the spectacle” of
Wishait's Martyrdom.—See Scors WoORTR1ES.
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Say, hast thou e’er with wandering Yancy strayed
Amid some Indian forest’s ancient shade,
And looked astonished where the lurid blaze
Of burning faggots drew thy wondering gaze;
And, as thou stood'st in sjjent horror there,
Marked the wild forms that gleamed amid the glare,—
The worshippers of vengeance gatheredround,
And 'mid the fire, the unshrinking victim bound ?
Perhaps thine awe-struck soul has trembled then,
And asked, are these indeed my fellow-men ?
So strangg it seemed, that even the lawless swa,
Of tyrant passions, from life’s earliest day,
Could in the soul guch frantic zeal create,
Though urged by deep, hereditary hate.
And as thy wondering eyes were turned to him
Whom the fierce fire consumed, limb after limb,
In fancy thou hast traced the wild career
‘Which, in that soul, had drowned the vofce of fear;
The train of hardships which, sin.e childhood’s hour
Had fostered there that proud, unbending power;
The course of perils past, of pains endured,
By which to suffering he had bgen enured.,
But here, behold a man of peace, a man
Whose youthful years in gentle tenor ran;
The sweets of calm and*studious ease had known,
And ’'neath gach gentle influerice had grown.
See him led out unflinching,—bold, yet meck;
Unbowed in spirit, though in body weak ;4
Lookiug on torture with a calmer eye,
And with sererer joy prepared to die,
Than that proud savage, who, from boyhood’s years,
Had aim’d to crush his feelings and his fears.
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And what the power within that can sustain

His spirit in the time of death aiid pain?
Is it the haughty daring of his soul

“That scorns to yield itself to man’s control,
To own itself o’ercome, usmanned, or weak,
And yield hig foes the triumph that they seek ?
No, not of earth the glorious hope is born
That gives Ais soul the power of man to scorn.
From heaven the comfort and the strength descend -
That gainist the darts of fear his breast defend.
Already do his eyes by faith behold .
The glories of his Father’s house unfold.
Of all the toils, the dangers, and fhe woes,
Of life’s long road he sees the blessed close.
His weary pilgrimage is o’er at length, .
Oh! this it is that gives his spirit strength !
For as a trayeller o’er a rugged way,
Benighted, storm-beat, yet not led astray,
‘When now at length his loniged-for home is nigh,
And its sweet lattice-light attracts his eye,
Feels that soft ray, "mid storm and gloom that peers,
Rouse all his strength and banish all his fears,
And treads with firmer, bolder step the path,
Careless of darkness, and thg tempest’s wrath ;
Even so, the martyr of the blessed faith,
Constant through life, and undismayed in death,
When by the storms of time his soul is driven,
To shelterfn its peaceful home in heaven,
And when, *mid thickening storm and furious blast,
That glorious home appears jo view af last,
Then to revive his soul with brightest hope,
He sees the gates of heaven already ope,—
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Those gates which Jesus opens to receive

The blessed train who in his name believe ;

When robes of brightness shall to them be given,
Who through affliction’s path were brought to heaven.

Such were the hopes of §lory that sustained
The hosts whose blood for Zion’s King vas drained.
Well might they glory !—ay ! and thank the hand
That lighted or that bore the fiery brand,
‘Whose flame consumed their cottages of clay,
And sent their spirits free and glad away ;— |
That bade them leave their earthly house of dust,
To dwell within the mansions of the just.

And while themselves, from fleshly bonds relieved,
The glorious crown of martyrdom received,
Their country, too, from lethargy awoke,
The cords of tyrant saperstition broke,
And cast them in the martyr’s fire, to gall
No more its spirit with debasing tlitall.

But yet, oh! Scotia, on thy sons, once more,
Did persecution all her vials pour:
Again for them her chalice did she fill
‘With draughts still deeper and more bitter still.
And they who their allegiance dared to own
To the Eternal King of heaven alone,
Walked in the path their Master trod before,
And after Him the cross of suffering bore.:—-
Gladly they bore it, and with cheerful mind
Into the Almighty’s hand their lot resigned :—
Gladly—for well they kifew His watchful eye
Looked down in love and mercy from on high ;
That he who dwelt in human form below,
And fathomed all the depths of human woe —



THE BCOTTISH MARTYRS. 163

He who came down from heaven their sins to bear,
Could still in all their earthly safferings share.
Reviled, afflicted, tortured, robbed and banned,
Denied the aid of every mortal hand,

The more to heaven they,Jooked—the cloger clung
To the uufa.ding joys from heaven that sprung.

Oh! tyrant Bigots, impotent as blind,
What! thought ye thus to bow th' immdrtal mind ?
And deemed ye that when earthly hopes decay,
‘When time's illusive pleasures fleet away,
‘When human strongholds crumble in the ‘dust,—
That with them totters the believer’s trust ?
No! 'mid the rending of all eartily ties,
His soul but struggles more to reach the skies;
And stronger still become the bonds of love
That bind his spirit to its home above.
'Tis when the founts of earthly joy are dried,
When in the breast the voice of mirth has died,~—
*Tis then, to fill tne vast and aching void—
The place of joys decayed—of hopes destroyed—
Most copious flow the streams of bliss that rise
Beside the Eternal’s throne amid the skies.

The heart grows sick as the dark page we trace,?
Black with the deeds of Stulrt’s perjured race,
Again too fondly truseed and restored
In evil hour, full long to be deplored.

The genergus breast with indignation burns,

And from the scene the soul with loathing turns,

When through the floodgates thus unkecked we see

The turbid waters rush tum®ftuously

O’er all the land ;—here whelming with wide sweep

Old Scotia’s tgwers of strength ;—there, dark and Jdeep
L2
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Sapping the walls whose weak foundation stands,
By Folly built, on thg unstable sands.

‘Woe to thee, Scotia, now ! thy faithless sons
Mave drunk of that Lethean stream that runs
Boft flowing from the dark,&olluted spring
Of that lewd court which hails a treacherqus king ;
And, drinking there, have learned to cast away
The purer fetlings of their earlier day.

Ah! these are they, whose hearts, still hard within,
And seared.by the deceitfulness of sin,
Stand like the rock, which, barren still and cold,
Shows on its rugged surface a thin mould
Of scant, deceitful soil, wherein a while
The Word’s good seed sprang up, and, 'neath the smile
Of favouring skies—amid the balmy air
OfF the soft Spring, rejoiced and flourished fair ;
But when the sun arose with burning heat,
And when his torrid beams began ¢+ beat
On these fair-seeming plants, with scorching ray,
They drooped and withered,—for no root had they.
And now, beneath the hot and brazen sky,
Like seared and rotting branches, lo! they lie,
Cumbering the ground. Such to the eye of Faith
They seem ; and she, in Pity more than wrath,
Weeps o’er their fall, who, cold"and dark, and dead,
¢To every good work reprobate,” are led
Captive by that foul spirit who, awhile,
Driven from their bosoms, had with fiendish guile
Departed—but‘ere lon‘r to come again
In sevenfold strength, thiit he at last might reign
And revel with unchecked and proud control
Among the garnished chambers of the soul.
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No marvel that such hearts can ill endure
The hated sight of one too good and pure
To breathe with them the same polluted air,—
The same unhallowed revelry to share.
No marvel if, when recreant lips like these
Give the bladk mandate forth to bind and seize
The noblest, purest patriot of the land ;*
And, when we see him now before them stand
And plead his sacred cause, like him of old,+
Witlvall the power of truth,—serene yet bgld,
Soon from these lips we hear the cry burst forth—
“ Away with such a fellow from the earth—
He is not fit to live!"” Ah! yes, too true
The words that stung, conviction from thee drew,
Sainted Argyll, when he on whosé young head
The kingly crown by thy pure hands was laid,
Sent thee to sit upon a brighter throne,
And wear ‘“ a crogn far better than his own ;”
Too true thy words, that “ men must now prepare
The extremes of suffering or of sin to share.”

Nor long till other victims, at the shrine
Of Moloch slain, approve these words of thine.
Thither we see the gentle Guthrie brought,—
He of the breast withefaith and fervour fraught ;
With heart all meekness, and with soul all zeal,
Still strong to suffer, though still soft to feel.
See where, serene, he stands, prepared to diel
Hark from his lips the glad, triumphagt cry—
“ Oh! not though crowned c tnitred I might live;
For all that pomp, this scaffold would I give!

* The Marquis of Argyll. See Note (2).
t Payl. See Acts xxii. 22.
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The Covenants! Yet, my country, shalt thou see
The day when these shall thy reviving be.”

The sinking sun o’er Scotia’s mountains cast
Those mellowed beams—its Igveliest and its last—
By whose mild influence in the pensive breast,
Distracting cares are sweetly lulled to rest,—

From whose brjght hues a heavenly tint is caught
By the deep stream of gently flowing thought;

And even the bitter flovds of Earth-born woe

Will lose theiy gloom while in that light they flow: '
It was at such an hour—so sweetly still,

When poured that sofwlight o’er the distant hill,

A gentle youth, to whom that pensive hour,

Was dear and welceme for its soothing power,

Had wandered forth and sought a neighbouring field,
Where to its peaceful sway his heart nmight yield—
‘W here undistracted, his o’erburdened mind

A fitting scene for soleinn thought might find.

For boding clouds were brooding o’er the land,
‘Which deep and anxious cares might well demand,
And he beheld with calm but serious eye,

A time of trial and of gloom drew nigh.

While he yet mused, his father's step drew near—
The godly man, to all around him dear;
The watchful pastor 'neath whose constant care
A peaceful flock rejoiced and pastured there.‘

No sloth'ul shepherd—no base hireling he,
Prepared before tie comirg wolf to flee,
And leave his flock o’er pathless wilds to stray,
To the destroyer’s fangs a helpless prey.
His only care was to be faithful here, -
That when the great “ Chief Shepberd *_should appear,
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He might receive from Him, on that great day,
“ A glorious crowny that fadeth not away.”

There wastunwonted sadness in his face,
Which filial love could scargely fail to trace;
And when the voice of his ﬁind greeting fell
On the youth’s pensive ear, itseemed to tell,
Even in the mild affection of its tone, R
Of feelings deep and mournful than his own.
¢ Father,” he said, * thy soul is sad to-night,
If I ¢am read thy thoughtful looks aright. ,
Shines not the light of Faith and Hope divine
Upon thy soul, as it is wont to shine?

Or does some dark, foreboding fear impart
That shade of sorrow to thy anxious heart ?

“ My son,” the pastor said, “it is not now
The fear of unknown woes that clouds my brow :
The storm that brgoded o’er our heads has burst ;—
God grant that now, at last, we know the worst !
The sifting hour has come, when we must choose
Which of the two we shall contsent to lose—
The home around whose hearth our dear ones raff}
Or the clear conscience and the tranquil breast.
These hands we oft have lifted up in prayer
Unto the King of kings, must sign and swear
Allegiance to another—we must fall
Prostrate, ’tis said, what time we hear the call
Of ¢ snckbgt, psaltery, dulcimer, and flute;"’
And we must do our worship at the foot
Of this great golden image—eswe must own
A vaunting mortal on an earthly throne
Our Church’s King and Head; else fast the hour
Approaches, when, by the rude hand of power
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Cast forth as felons, we must learn to bear,
Resigned, the loss of 'all things, and to share
His lot who, when on Earth he deigned to tread,
Was poor, and had not where to lay his héad.
And shall we stand in doubg? or shall we shrink
From that deep cup our Father bids us drjnk?
Ah! no; our onward path is clear, my son;

*T is God commands us, and His will be done!

O blessed Saviour—thou whose life below
Was one long scene of trouble and of woe,— *'
Captain of our Salvation, who wast made
Perfect by those grea: sufferings on thee laid,—
Thou who for us didst bow thy holy head
On the accursed tree,~Thou who wast led
A willing victim to the altar,—Thou
Who, far above all heavens exalted now,
Rulest o’er all things for thy Church, supreme
In might and wisdom ; if to thee it stem
For thine own glory and the eternal good
Of those whom thou hast bought with thine own blood,
To cald thy people in this land of ours
To mortal combat with the leagued powers
Of Earth and Hell—to testlfy for thee
Amid the fires, O grant that we may see
And feel that thou art with us, tffat whate’er
Thy will may be, we may have strength to bear
The heating of the furnace—to hold fast, «
Unmoved, our high profession to the last.
‘Work in cur heares that f;mh serene and pure,
Which nerved, of old, thy martyrs to endure °
A]) fierce and fiery deaths, and spurn away
Deliyerance that would lure them to betray
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Thy high and 'holy cause. Stand by us, Lord,
And comfort us according to thy word.”

So prayed the venerable man, his eyes
Turned with deep, earnest fheaning to the skies,
And bright'ntng, as he spake, with light that flowed
From the calm joy that in his bosom glowed.
Then, turning to the youth, who, listening there,
Had breathed a deep amen to all his prayer,
% My son,” he said, “ methinks, even now, I feel
That not in vain to Heaven our hearts appeal ;—
I feel how true and faithful is the word,
That they who wait in fajth upon t{e Lord
Shall mount on eagle’s wings, with strength renewgd,
And, with immortal energy imbued, .
Shall run and not be weary—shall hold on
Their course, rejoicing, till the goal is won.
My heart is fixed and fearless, for my trust
Is in the mighty, God, who from the dust
Can raise the afflicted. His abundant gggce
Shall be sufficient for us, while we trace
His hand in all things. He with inward strength
Shall strengthen us. Oh! yes, whate’er the length —
Whate’er the darkness of the cloudy day,
He shall sustain us til it pass away.

“Yet wile we know that He will ne’er forsake
The heart that trusteth in Him, but will make
All things to work together for the waal
Of those who love Him, stil®our hearts may feel
Unblamed by Him who all our frailty knows,
The pangs of-grief—tle weight of mortal woes.
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He bids us not in stern and Stoic pride

The afflictions of this present time abide ;

But He would have our spirits feel and know

How bitterly the streams of Marah flow,

That with more humble joy'our hearts may own
That Branch's healing power which He hgth thrown
Into the waters, and, deep drinking there,

Gain strengtlt, the toils of the long way to bear.

“ ] feel that, if the Father's will be so,
Into the wilderness I now ceuld go,
Confiding in His kitd and constant care,
And-trusting that His voice would cheer me there.
But; oh! ’tis bitter to the soul to think
That those we love of the same cup must drink ; —
That those dear ones whose tender hearts have known
The sweets of home and its calm bliss alone,

Must face the blasts which o’er our dountry blow—
And who may tell to what that storm may grow ?
Yet let us hufnbly trust that He who feeds

The ravens when they cry,—who gently leads

The nursing ewes, and in bis bosom bears

The young and tender lambs, and who prepares
Convenient food for all, whate'er may be

Their want or weakness—let us trust that He

‘Will be our Shepherd—then we shall not fear
‘What man can do to us, while He is near. ¢

“For thee, my"son, I Erow thou art prepared
For whatsoe’er awaits thee ;—thou hast shared
My cares and toils, and I have loved to trace
In thyJoung heart the strengthening power of grace.



THE SCOTTISH M@JRTYRS, 171

Together we have passed the peaceful days
When calm, sweet sunshine lightened all our ways ;
And yet awhile together we shall tread

The rugged path with transient gloom o’erspread.
We have been helpers of eac® other’s joy ;

Grief shall bu*bind us closer still, my boy;

Or, if our path on Earth should lie apart

Yet, bound together in one mind, one heare,

We still shall be united—still shall know

The sveets of fellowship; our thoughts shall flow
In the same peaceful course, and we shall nfeet
In spirit still before the Mercy seat,

0 God! shall this insensate heart of mine
Against thy chastening dealings e’er repine, .
‘When thou hast made my cup run o’er with bliss,
And crowned thy wond’rous goodness all in this—
That thou hast heard my strong and constant prayer,
And taken to thine own Alinighty care
Those tender ones whose souls are dearer far
To me than life and all its comforts are !

“ Now lettest thou thy servant part in peace;
Gladly I wait the hour of my selease,
Rejoicing in the hope ghy Son hath given,
That, in the bright abodes prepared in Heaven
For those who love thee, we shall meet again,
And evermore, with Christ, together reign.”

Such were the mingled feeljngs that possessed
Full many a faithful pastor’s anxious breast,—
Such the deep resignatign to the will
Of Him who ghards His people from all ill,~
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Such the undaunted Yoldness to maintain

The cause of Him whose right it is to reign—
Which nerved the suffering followers of the Lamb,
+And kept their spirits fearless, still, and calm ;
When the Hark conclave* gave the mandate forth
That drove that flock as wanderers o’er tite Earth.

And ’neath the ethereal vault of Nature's fane
They worshipped the Creator, not in vain.
Not vainly there 'twas given them to behold
The wonders of His power and skill unrolled.
To them in every brgeze the Almighty spoke,
And all they saw or heard deep feelings woke.

¢ The lonely wanderer, as he raised his eye

In awful musing to the midnight sky,

And watched the stars which there harmonious roll,
Obedient to his Father’s high contrql,

Could he repine against the narrow sway

T'o man accorded in his little day?

No, well he knew that, though with dubious gleam

Upon his sight the plans of Heaven might beam,~
Dim, because distant far, and far too high

For man to trace with Reason’s straining eye,—

.

* The Council issued a proclamation, on the 4th of October, 1662,
banishing from their manses and parishes all thgse Ministers
who had be. n admitted since 1649, when patronage was abol-
ished, umnless they obtained a presenfation from the lawful
patron, and collatioh from tba Bishop of the Diocese, before the
1st of November. Nearly four hundred Ministers chose to be
ejected, rather than comply with these conditions. These were
much encouraged, and, as far as possible, adhered to, by their

people.
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Yet, as these orbs their maz‘s pursue,
To their Creator’s purpose ever true,
So do those wondrdus ways of God, which man
All vainly strives with erring eye to scan,
Still tend, though oft mysterious, to fulfil
His gracious covenant—H 8 most holy will ¢
To tell the ghory of the Almighty One—
The praise of Him who speaks and it is done ; ~
The endless weal to work and to defend »
Of those who love and serve Him to the end,

In yon drear solitude, where erst was heard
Nought but the shrill note of the njountain bird,
Slow breathed, a strain of holy fervour thrills,
And dies away on the surrounding hills,

Which seem to list attentive to a tone

Deep, solemn, and sublime, as is their own :
For, by the tyrant suffered now no more

In fanes by man erected to adore,

In wilds like these alone the flock may meet,
To join in worship and in commune sweet.

"T'was earliest morn, when in this vale they met ;
The place was fixed when last the sun had set:
And ere again above the hills he rose,

They left their secret’places of repose.

Joyful, b’er moor and hill they took their way,
Ere yet heJshot direct one gladdening ray:
Yet did a soft and pensive light pervade

The silent air commingling wigh the shade:
For he a placid radiance sent before,

And Nature’s face a tranquil aspect wore.

1

-

{
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A holy beauty, genzd serene,— .

A chastened gladnes, spread o’er all the scene.

The clouds that sweet and peaceful influence felt ;
Their stern and gloomy bosoms seemed to melt ;

.~ They lost their wrathful aspect, dark and wild ;

A tranquH joy spread o’erthem, and they smiled.

The worshippers that scene rejoicing viewed ;

To Fancy’s eye it seemed a sign for good ;

For thus, th:y thought, the wrathful clouds that spread,
Hanging with threatening aspect o’er their head,
Might well be robbed of all their saddening glogm,
Lit by the hope of glories yet to come :

And that prophenc light whose beams revealed

To Faith the eternal world, from sense concealed,

This passing scene of suffering well might cheer,
Gladdening with rays of hope their wanderings here.

But now the joyous sun has mounted high,
And sheds his genial influence front the sky :
And as we look on that adoring throng,

And list the accents of their sacred song.

‘Well may we deem that every bosom glows

In llght that from a Sun far brighter flows.

In various tones that holy strain is sung;

And variously these hearts hath Nature strung :
Yet, sweetly tuned by influence Uivine, .

In loveliest harmony they all combine.
-

Old men, with furrowed brows and silvery hair, .
The reverend fathers of’ thie flock, are there :
Pure-hearted men, who from their youth had known
'Fhe Scriptures,—and had made them all their own ; —
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Had hid the law of God witiPeheir heare,
That from His ways they never might depart.
And thus into theswilderness they bore
Within themselves a never-failing store—
A copious feast, whereon even there to feed,
To cheer and strengthen insthe hour of need ;=
A well of lining water, whence they found
Refreshment, and could give to all around.

. »

® And creatures innocent and young and fair,
Wit!. artless minds and cheerful hearts, arg there ;
Blest beings, early taught to raise their eyes
In love aud meek devotion to the skies ;—
To see the glory of their God displayed
In the bright hosts wide o’er the heavens arrayed ;—
To bow, in simple, trusting faith, the knee
To Him whom mortal eye might never see,
But whom they worshipped with a filial awe
As the great, secrgt source of all they saw.
Yes, here is many a young and buoyant breast
With holy feeling and deep thought impressed ;
And in such simple babes the Lord ordains
The strength to be shown forth wherewith He reigns ;—
Even by their mouths to silence and confound
The foes and powers of darBness gathering round.
L ]

And, in the midst of that adoring band,
Behold thivenerable pastor stand.
By the mild accents from his lips that flow,
And by his calmly beaming eye, we know
That he is one whose listening heart hath heard,
And glad obeys the charge of his great Lord.



176 " THE SCOTTISH MARTYRS,

“ O comfort ye my péﬂe, comfort them ;
Speak comfortably tp Jerusalem,”
Full well he knows the glorious theme that best
Can bring repose unto the weary breast.

. And ere the consecrated bread he breaks
That brings the Saviour’swlzath to mind, or takes
The cup that figures forth the precious bkood,
That on the hallowed mount for sinners flowed,
He pours hi¢ burning soul in one rapt strain
Of praise unto the Lamb that once was slain ;
And speaks of all the unutterable love
Of Him whio left His glorious throne above,
To take our nature and our sins to bear,
That we, with Him) eternal bliss might share.

« And in the shelter of this peaceful glen,
Far from the world and from the haunts of men,
Shall they not worship undistracted here ?
Shall not their breasts be void of earthly fear ?
Shall aught intrude their holy joys Yo mar,
Or with their sacred harmony to jar ?
Shall aught unhallowed enter to deface
The placid beauty of this holy place 2

Yes, there are hearts, unknowing how to melt,
Who ne'er the beauty of holiness have felt, 0
Who could rejoice with fierce ald fiendish joy
These peaceful tents of Israel to destroy;

With sacrilegious fury in to rush, LA
And these assembled worshippers to crush,—=
To dash their ditars brelp{en to the ground,

And strew the sacred things defiled around.
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The foes of Zion have unsheathed the sword
Against the. faithful followers ofithe Lord ;
Like the wild whirlwind is their dread career,,
And Desclation spreads where they appear.
Yet fear not, little flock ! though tempests lower,
Fear not the passing storms of human power ;
Though mutky vapours from the earth arise,
And strive to hide the pure and placid skies,
Drive from your breasts the darkening clouds of fear!
‘Though all is dark without, let all within be clear! *
Say®shall not He who curbs the raging main,
The power and passions of your foes restrain ?
@es, the dark floods of Persecutict’s tide
Awhile may swell and roar in threatening pride,
But, from the voice of Him who rules the sea, .
Already has gone forth the fixed decree, *
¢ Come thou thus far, but here resign thy power;
Fixed are thy bounds, and fixed thy ebbipg hour.””"
The time shall cohie, when, at His dread command,
Driven back and motionless these wavés shall stand,
Fixed as the waters of that mighty flood
Which eist around his chosen people stood
When o’er their face the prophet stretched his rod,
And bade them sever in the,name of God ;—
Fixed as the sea of hijlls that round you rise,
That shade the Earth, and seem to pierce the skies;~
Fixed by that hand, whose power unseen sustains
These rockthat hang, dark frowning o’er the plains,

‘Where fades the wintry eveping, gTe'y and chill,
And gleams the last faint sunbeam on the hill,* -

N
.

,
* The Pent.ands.
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What band comes trooping, wayworn, faint, and slow
Here fain to rest thent *mid the drifted snow ?

Mark we their wan and wearied looKs aright,

Or do the twilight shades degeive our sight ?

Ah! no, not yet those features are forgot

That beameéd so peaceful o yon hallowed spot

Where late we saw the faithtul, gathering‘round,
And meekly listening to the joyful sound.

*Tis true they wear a different aspect here—
-A look of stern resolve—yet not of fear ;—
The look of ‘men to firm resistance driven,

To guard the sacred rights they hold from Heaven.
Yet may we read in every feature there ®
The same calm trust in Heaven’s protecting care ;—
'The same pure conscience where offence is none

By God imputed, or to mankind done ;

For, not in anarch vengeance, proud and wild,

To arms have they appealed—these men reviled ;
Not for some fancied wrong do they defy

The powers ordained of Him who reigns on high;
No—Ilet the groaning of a land oppressed,

The sacred justice of their cause attest.

And ye who brand it with rebellion’s name,
Blush—if your souls are not too seared for shame.

If in your breast a freeman’s heart you bear—
Blush, while the fruits of Fieedom’s tree you share,
BJush, if your minds are not too warped tQ own

By such rcbellion that fair tree was sown.

Vain for them‘éelves-«gv, more than vain, 'tis true,
The desperate struggle of that dauntless few.
For see! the foc huth come, with whelming force,
And soon the hulls lies strewn with many a corse ;
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And many a captive, borne in triumph back,

Cast to the dungeon,—tortured"on the rack,—

Like meanest felon to the scaffold borne,—

Unflinching bears a weight of woe and scorn.

Yet for their country deew it not in vain ‘

That these, bright martyrs for the truth are slain.

See where yon weeping crowd are gathered round,

Intent to catch the sad, yet precious sqund *

Of that dear voice, which must be heard no more

‘When this short hour of suffering shall be o’er,—

T voice of him* whose brief and bright career

Is closed—in gloom ?—ah! no, in glory, here.
#Torture hath failed that gentle sbul to bow,

And over death he comes to triumph now.

Yea, list the accents from his lips that flow— ,

Words of unfaltering joy in midst of woe :

“Weep not,” he says, *weep not, dear friends, for me,

Joyful can I ascend this gall ws tree,

Even as if every step I upward clomb

But bore me nearer to my Father’s home.

This is my comfort,—what the Scripture saith

Of him who, poor in life, was blest in death,—

That angels, then, all mortal sufferings o'er,

His ransomed soul to Abrgham’s bosom bore.

And, even as now g solemn scene appears,

Here, death’s dread ensigns—there, a crowd in tears ;

Even so js solemn preparation made,—

Angels uinseen around me are arrayed,

Waiting to bear my trusting soul to rest

For evermore in my Redeqtier's breast.

Farewell, all ye whose sweet and constant smile

Has cheered my covyse on Earth.—farewell awaile:

* Hugh M‘Kail.
M 2
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Farewell, ye lovely scenes, to my fond eye
Endeared by many a strong and holy tie:
Farewell, thou sun, whose rays to me have scemed
Like a full flood of gladness as they beamed

Now welcome God and Fatber: welcome thou,
Who, suffering once, in glory reignest nows:
Welcome thou blessed Spirit of all grace :
Welcome the ¢rlory of Jehovah’s face:

Welcome eternal life through Jesus given :

And welcome death, tome the gate of heaven.”

And now let all your blood-hounds loose, ye men
Of Belial, let them gcour each plain and glen,
And drag from out the caves wherein they lie
The hunted wanderers ;—go, and feast your eye
Upon their torments ;—let the fields be strewn
With blood of guiltless men, and let the groan
Of maids and mothers, as your steps draw near
To their retreat, make music in your, ear.
Go, dastard Graham, collect thy scattered host,
All burning to retrieve the glory lost
On yon bleak moor,* whence now confused they fly
Before that band, once shghted in thine eye:
Go, let the waters of yon stream run redt
With gore from weltering®heaps around them spread.
And, when that butcher-work messt have an end,
In yon drear churchyard let the rest be penned
Like sheep reserved for slaughter, to awaiy
1A heavier yet,—a more appalling fate.

* Drumclog, ¢

+ At Bothvell Bridge.

1 Multitudes were banished, and many perished by shipwreck
in the way, while the rest were doomed to languish in slavery,
exposed to hardships which soon brought numbers to the
grave
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Yet shall that people, scatteredsthus and peeled,

But still untaught to tyrant power to yield,

Yet shall they flourish, 'neath the smile of Heaven,
Howe’er by ruthless tempests tossed and riven ;— »
Yet shall they but the mor® increase, and shoot
‘Their branches forth from an undying root,

Even as the teil tree, or the sturdy oak,*

Which still survives the devastating strcke

Of wintry storms, and, though it cast its lcaves,
Erelong its faded glory all retrieves,

But yet awhile must the rude blast assail
That tree, and its torn leaves must strew the vale.
Dark clouds must o’er the country brood awhile,
Though still the bow of promise there shall smile. *

It is the peaceful hour when gently fall
Those mellowed beams that softly seem to call
The holy soul to r)our 1ts trusting prayer
To ILim who bids us cast on Heaven our care.
And now, while from the tints of dewy eve
A shadowy grandeur all the hills receive,—
While to Imaginations musing eye
Earth seemns to mingle witls the meeting sky,
And to the awe-strugk gaze of guilty fear
A thousand dark and ghastly shapes appear,—
With sweep and soothing influence the thought
To the believer's grateful heart is brought
Of Him, wgho oft was wont, at close of day,

To seek a mountain solitudcs®o pray ;—
Of Ilim whose spotless soul such anguish bore,
'T'he smile of lleaven fo sinners to restore,

* [saiah vi. 13
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That, as beneath the midnight’s chilly shade,
In lonely agony He knelt and prayed :
Upon His holy brow great drops of blood,
rung by his soul’s sore trayail, trembling stood.

In many an humble cot is rising now

The voice of praise, the deep and fervent vow;
And many a hoary head 'neath ghese calmn skies

A sanctuary seeks which man denies.

Thus yon wild spot, with furze and broom o’ergrowh,
The voice of prayer and praise full oft hath known.
And there is one whdse sweetest hours are pass’d®
’Mid the rude shelter there around him cast.

Ewen now, safe guarded in that loved retreat,

His soul rejoices with his God to meet.
_ The evening shades are gathering fast around,
But still he will not quit the hallowed ground,

For there from heaven he feels an infiuence flow
That bids the fire within more brightly glow.
*Yet while he prays for heaven’s protecting power
To shield his dear ones in the evil hour,

O’er his calm spirit comes a thoyght of her
Whose gentle heart strange, boding fears will stir,
If still he linger. Therefore dot}) he pour

But one deep strain of fervent feeling more ;

Then from the ground he rises; but still bears
With hing, the unction that pe;'fumed his plgayers-—
The uncticn of the Holy One, the blood .

Of sprinkling wflereby, farged in heart, he stood
Before the throne, and, sweetly reconciled,

Cried, Abba, Father, like a pardoned child.

* The foundation of the followiug narrative is to be found in
Simpson’s Traditions of the Covenanters, Second Series, p. 280,
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e -
With this deep feeling in his breast he moves

Toward the sheltéring home of her he loves.

Deep is the peace that o’er his bosom flows,

And calmly thus he muses as he goes,

“ The Lord’s my Shepherd surely I shall want

For no good thing Omnipotence can grant :

He leads me by the waters still and pure,

And in green pastureg‘ids me rest secute ;

Yea, though I walk tfough Death’s sepulchral vale,
Joyful the King of Terrors will I hail ; |

For there shalt thou be with me, O my God,

Cheer with thy staff, and guide nje with thy rod.

And what though thorns obstruct, and gloom o’erspread
The rugged path by which my soul is led ;
Yet safely shalt thou bring me to that shore
‘Where storm and darkness shall be known no more;
And there with Christ shall I for ever be, .
Reaping the bliss His blood hath bought for me.”

Soothed by such blissful thought, his steps draw near
To his dear home, by absence made more dear.
Softly he enters, and more softly yet
He treads the floor, when his glad eyes have met
His well beloved, where, tapt in prayer, she kneels:
And, while he marks her earnest mien, he feels
That to her soul some token hath been given,
Brighter shan wont, of a protecting Heaven.
But, gladly conscious now that ke stood by- -
For whom her thanks were goured, sshe lifts her eye,
Beaming with joy to Heavén ; and, rising, flings
Her arms around his neck, and fondly clings
To his loved bosom,*while her feelings thus
Break forth in voice balf choked and tremulous :—
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! s
¢ Praise to our graciout God, whose guardian care
Hath freed thee, dearest, from the fowler's snare.
Scarce hadst thou gone, when we could hear the tread
Qur hearts too well have learned to know and dread.
A moment more, and 'twas fhe horrid sound
Of armed invaders ranging all around.
They sought, and when they found thee not, they left
The house like’ wolves that, of gleir prey bereft,
Skulk howling through the for As they went
In hideous oaghs they gave their anger vent, ‘
And vowed a double vengeance whensod’er
Thou should’st be talen in a surer snare.
Yet not the less was I constrained to pour
My soul in praise to Him, who thus, once more,
Hid thee beneath the shadow of His wings:
And I took up the strain of him who sings,
¢ Though war rise up against me, though an host
Encump against me with triumphant Boast,
I shall not fear, for in the evil day
Th’ Almighty God himself shall be my stay
He His pavilion shall my refuge make,
And set me on a rock no power shall sh.ke. »”

“ Even 80,” he answered; 1 already fel
When on the silent field alone I kdelt;
Yes, praise be to our God, so calm and sweet, ¢
To-night my converse was in my retreat,
With our Great Shepherd, that I felt indeed
He ne’er would lewve me {n the hour of need.
Oh! how that spot hath beén to me endeared
By hours of holy joy! It hath appeared
At times to me the very gate of heaven,
When to my musing soul it hath been given

S . &
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Almost to see Jehovah face to face ;

And I have cried, * How dreadful is this place!
Surely the Lord is here :’ and such deep awe
Hath come upon me as he felt who saw

The Lord upon His throne of glory, ¢high -
And lifted uf’ and was constrained to cry,
¢Woe's me, I am undone, for I have seen

The Lord of hosts; a of lips unclea,
Dwelling *'mong men lean lips, I've gazed
On Deity unveited’ But, God be praised,

He left no shade of gloom upon my soul ; *

His Spirit touched my lips as with,a coal

From off the altar, and 1 heard Him say,

Lo! this hath touched thy lips, and purged away
All thine iniquity. Heaven grant me now,

And evermore, the strength to keep the vow

I uttered then,—constrained by God’s great love,—
That whensoe’er agvoice, as from above,

Should speak to me, as to the Prophet, thus,

¢ Whom shall I send, and who will go for us?’

I should reply, ¢ Whate'er the work may be,
Whate’er its perils, here am I, send me.’ "

And not in vain from HeaVen that aid he sought,
His soul was strengtif®tned by a faith which wrought,
By love—deep love to Him for man who bled;
And love t&®all for whom His blood was shed;

And though no more he now may dare to leave

His secret refuge 'mid the shades of @ve,

The sweets of calm, domestic bliss to taste,—

That sweet refreshment in Life’s dreary waste,—

Yet homeward oft his fensive steps will steal,

That with the meeting saints he there may kneel,
L e
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And pour with them the deep and trusting prayer,
And feed the flock with food that may prepare
Their faint and failing spirits to endure
The raging of the foe,—that, keeping pure

heir garments from the worid, they may be found
Still faithful *mid the snares that spread a-ound.

Nor shrinks he, where his Master calls, to go,
Despite the threat’nings of atchful foe.
Still with his Lord is he pr d to say—
“ I work my.Father's work while it is day,
Even now the night, when none can work, is near,
And then before the*Judge I must appear.”

In yonder humble cot he kneeleth now
Beside that aged saint, whose pallid brow
The dews of Death are moistening, and whose eye
Looks through the gloom that shrouds his evening sky
To the bright dawning of that endlecs day,
Lit by His smile whose hand shall wipe away
The tears from every eye. Attuned so well
Are those two hearts in unison to swell,
The same deep strain of trusting prayer, that while
The pastor pours his own heart forth, the smile
Of holy joy, the beams of‘hope and faith
That light those eyes, half dimmed by shades of death
Tell that that heart which, ere an hour be flown,
Shall reap the joys 'mid earthly sufferings«.own,—
That heart even now almost attuned to bear
A part in Heaven’s high anthems, and to share
The bliss of angels, feel the peaceful tone
That marks that prayer, hirmonious with his own,
Even as if he who breathed it dzeply felt
That he, too, on the rugged border dwelt @
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Of the Dark Valley, through whose depths of gloom
He soon must pass,-and looked upon the tomb

As a calm resting-place, where he would leave

His weak and worn-out frame till it retrieve

More than its honours lost, and rise again .

In glory—farsbeyond the reach of pain.

But hark! a harsh sound breaks upon their ear,
Which speaks too surelygghe rude spoiler hear.
‘¢ Fagher, the hour is co€—Thy will be done,
I've kept the faith, and now my course is, run;
Henceforth for me—for all who love the Lord,
There is laid up a crown,”—that jeyful word
Scarce have these pale lips uttered, when a band
Of armed men rush in and round them stand.
They see the Pastor kneeling—'tis enough
To mark their prey, and ruthless hands and rough
Are on him,—he is bound—and while the last
Deep fervent blesfing on his head hath passed
From the old man’s lips, ere tremblingly they yield
Their latest sigh, and in cold death are sealed,
He, like some felon, outlawed and decreed
To death, or taken in some desperate deed,
And from his secret haunt hy Justice torn,
Away by that remorsgless band is borne.
And whither? to the Judgment-hall ? ah! no,
It needs ng} even the form—the outward show
Of justice, ere the sentence pass on one
Who dares to bow, before another throne .
Than Casar's. Why should ¢hey be*moved to spare
A traitor—taken in the act of prayer ?

Thegnoon shines sweetly down, with aranquil beam,
On tWgglad waters of yon rushing stream,
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That pours its peaceful current with still sound
Where, steeped in moonshine, wave the woods around.
It is a scene that well might charm away

All dark and evil thoughts from those who stray
Mid its calm beauties. Svrely while the eye

Of Heaven seems looking down thus lovin;ly
Upon this dark, rebellious world, and while

The face of Nature wears this placid smile,

And all is peace around—ah rely now

Man cannot look with dark and scowling brow
Upon his brother! Surely 't were a scene
Where pardoning words might fitly pass between
Foes sweetly reconcited ! To these calm skies
Meetly might sinful man lift up his eyes,

And with meek, contrite spirit seek from Heaven
Grace to forgive as he had been forgiven!

And is it but in Fancy’s pensive ear

That such a prayer even now is rising here ?

Is that soft sound that comes upon the breeze
But the cold night-wind’s whisper ’mid the trees ?
No, 'mid the shady forest, clear and calm,

Rises from many a voice the plaintive psalm.

But, all at once, these stains have ceased to flow,
And now there is a hurrying to imd fro
Of trembling maids, who, as if bid to fly
From coming foes, still turn their anxious . ye
Backward, in fear and deep solicitude,
To where the clarg of arms amid the-wood
Tells that their faithful guardians, hand to hand,
Though in unequal contest, still withstand
Th' assailing foe, that they the while may seek
A place of safety. So, with dauntless beak, @)
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Will the bold bird defend his peaceful nest,
And to the spoiler yield his bleedmg breast,
Intent alone the foe’s pursuit,to stay

Till high in air his mate hath soared away.

] .
That struggle o'er, the persecuting band

Move on till now by this deep stream they stand.

But who is he, who, bleeding, faint and gorn,

Seems by these ruthlegs hands half dragged, half

. borne ?

By his mild eye and silvery hair I know *

The aged pastor who, 2 while ago,

In earnest prayer was kneeling by“the bed

Of him whose soul from this dark scene hath fled.

Now, as he stands beside the river’s brink,

He thinks, and sweet it is to him to think,

Of Jordan’s waters, and the glorious shore

That lies beyond, and of the Priests who bore

Amid its severed waves the blessed Ark,

And made its tide, that rolled so deep and dark,

No longer dreadful to the God-led host,

Whose face was set to reach the further coast.

And with trinmphant joy, unmixed with fear,

He feels that now the solemn hour is near,

When, having led thyough this dark wilderness

The flock of God, and cheered with hopes of bliss

Cheir drooging hearts, himself mustlead them through

The swelling Jordan, holdmg up to view

The ark, whose presence in the daikest hour

Can rob even Death of his aﬁmllmg power.

But on the river’s byink they pause not long,
And, gpough the stream is rushing deep and strong,
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Through its dark tide they hold their struggling way,
For fears, of conscience born, forbid delay.

“ But why so long this cumb’rous burden bear ?
‘What tongue shall question, or what heart shall care,
" How, where, or whereforg he be doomed to die?
There—plunge him in the stream, and lgt him lie.”
So speaks the leader of the band.—'Tis done,

And o’er the martyr’s head the waters run.

The heedless soldiers hasten on their way ;

And still the moon shines down with tranquil ray,
Like some %right witness stationed in the sky,

To mark the spot where faithful martyrs lie:

For precious in th§ sight, O Saviour God,

Is thy saints’ death, and hallowed is the sod,

Nor hallowed less the wave—the rushing stream,
Where rests the body thou shalt yet redeem

From its corruption, Surely they are blest

Who, dying in the Lord, thus calmly rest

From all their labours, while their works of love

Do follow them, and find reward above.

Again the solemn shades of eve descend,
And Scotia’s children hail them as a friend ;
Congenial with the pensjve gloom that rests
Upon their sad, yet not despairing breasts.
These shades seem gathering o’er the quiet skies,
At once to shelter and to sympathise;

To shroud them from the view of watchful foes,
And gently to coridole with Scotia’s woes.
Now to the meeting-plice they take their way
With spirits calm as the departing day,—
More deeply feeling, at this tranquil hour,
Their Heavenly Father's all-pervading power.
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While not a jarring sound the silence breaks,
His voice of kindness more distiuttly speaks,
And seems to say, “ Oh let not doubt or fear
Disturb your souls, my sons, for I am here.”

Amid the clouds that darkly rush athwart
The sky, andnow commingle, now dispart,
The moon, at intervals, shoots wildly forth,
A paly ray upon the sorrowing earth.  »
To those, who, musing, catch her tranquil beams,
Likg the faint lamp of Scotia’s hope she seems,—
Now hid by dark and threatening clouds ftom sight,
Now shining forth with pure and heavenly light.

* And hark ! the thrilling notes of sacred song
From yon sequestered dell are borne along.

The rocks, the streamlets, dimly seen around,

And nature all seems gladdened by the sound.
The moon that, in meek lovelines arrayed,

Had hid her charths beneath a darkening shade,
When, for a moment lost in glad surprise,

She hears that joyful voice from Earth arise,
Withdraws awhile the silver-fringed veil

That hung before her face, so mildly pale,

And casts upon the throng adoring there

A look of anxious love and tender care.

O fatal glance, «though, as it kindly beamed,

To them like heaven’s approving smile it seemed 1
O fatal glafce of love, betraying those

It smiled on to their ever watchful foes;

For wolves, athirst for blood, and prowling round,
Had rushed, attracted by that rising sound.
Awhile with fruitless gaze, from yonder rock,
Amid the gloom their’eyes had sought the flock,
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But when, at last, the moon’s unclouded ray,
Bright beaming from above, disclosed their prey,
Down from the heights, with eager haste they leap,
And slow and silent on their victims creep,

« And steal unseen, till, with a sudden spring,
And savage shouts that bid the echoes ring,
To their devoted prey with horrid fangs they cling.

Minions of Tyranny! in this, the hour

Of your unbridled and relentless power,
Ply all your ingenuity accurst—
Let threat’nings and let tortures do their worst,
Then feel how impetent they are, to begd
The souls.whose hopes on heaven alone depend.
Tax all the Elements tp furnish forth

. 'Your horrid work——fire, water, air, and earth!
Search the deep bowels of the Earth to find
Iron to slay—to torture and to bind !
Or cast your hunted victims forth, 6> bear
The tempest’s wrath—the midnight’s chilling air!
Bind them amid the surge where every wave
Heaves higher up their cold and dismal grave!
Or let the flame, fierce mounting from below,
Consume their flesh with torture keen and slow !
Your fiendish skill—your 'black invention strain,
To multiply the modes and gradtbs of pain !—
Still, through a glorious power to you unknown,
Shall yet the more your impotence be shovku.

In all th’ ipsignia of his pride arrayed
Let the dread King of Terrors be displayed :—
Around him let a grim and ghastly troop
Of mingling Tortures form a hotrid group;
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Yet are they dll assembled there jn vain
'Gainst that unarmed, but still undaunted train.
Onward, with calm, unfaltering step they move,
Made more than conquerors through a Saviour's love.
With no vain confidence thair hearts are bold, '
For they are clad in armour proved of old :
The Shield of Faith is theirs, which, oft assailea,
In time of trial never yet hath falled \
The helmet of Salvation crowns their head,
And Righteousness defends their breasts from dread.

*T is winter on the hills, and, all around,
The snow lies deep un the untroddén ground;
The sheep are gathered from each mountain path,
Leaving the upland pastures to the wrath
Of the wild tempest. Rarely now is heard
The cheerful carol of the mountain bird,
That from its lowly nest was wont to rise,
And, soaring, pour its wild notes 'mid the skies.
If breaks one sound upon the wanderer’s ear,
It is but such as makes the waste more drear ;
The lonely plover's shrill and plaintive wail,
The mournful sighing of the Wintry gale.
O’er the bleak scene as wide,we cast our eye,
No human dwelling may we here desery,
Save you rude shellmg on the mountain’s brow,

*The Shepherd's summer lodge—deserted now—
Its rent walls opening to each wind that blows,
And half immersed beneath the drifted snows.
But—ah ! what means this trazk of human feet
That thither leads? Can such a wild retreat
Give shelter to some lorn and friendless one,
Who, 'mid these desert’regious, seeks to shun
- §
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The converse of Lis kind 2—or, wandering lone
Over the trackless hifls, *mid scenes unknown,
Has some poor outcast here a refugeé found,

While storms and wildering darkness closed around ?
¢ Let us draw near, nor pass u:heeding by,
Regardless of the strong ahd holy tie

That binds in blessed union all who bear!

The liuman frame, and hunian sorrows share,—

A tie where?ith we fcel more closely bound
When dreary wastes like these spread wide around.

1
We reach the hut, nor stand we long before

The firmly closed, {ut rude and shattered door.

1t seems as if our words of kindly tone

Touched, like a charm, the heart, which, sad and lor:
‘Broods o'er its own deep thoughts in that retreat
So rude and wild; and—hark ! his willing feet
Answer our gentle summons, and with voice
That seems in grateful gladness to xgjoice

To own the holy brotherhood we, claim,

He bids us welcome in the hallowed name

Of our great Master. 'Mid the twilight gloom
Of that rude hut’s one cold and cheerless room,
We scan, with curious eye, the form and mien
Of that recluse ; and, though but dimly seen,

His gentle aspect—the calm smile that beams
O’er lus pale features,—the soft light that gleams
From his _lear, pensive eyes, all seem togell

Of deep, pure thoughts that i his spirit dwell.
Nor long has bgen our converse, till we find

That here is one, of deep and serious mind,

Who, by the Spirit taught from earliest years,
And shone upon by that pure jight which cheers
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Though all around be dark, has learned to give
Himself to God’s high service, and to live

Not to himself, but unto him who died

And rose again—the scorned, the crucified.

Yes, it is one who counts all things but loss

For Christ, and who has taken up his cross,

And followtd Him without the camp, and borne;
Unmurmuring, his reproach, counting the scorn
Endured for Christ as riches to be prized

Far above Egypt's wealth—'t is the despised,
Tle suftering, gentle Renwick ;—he whcse voice
Full oft hath made the wilderness rejoice,

And nerved the faithful few to beur unmoved
The oppressor’s fury, for His sake who loved
And died for them, that they, from sin set free,
Might live and reign with Him eternally

And yet awhile must that devoted band
Against the ruthless foe maintain their stand;
And he with whom ge hold communion now
Unto the death his h8ly head must bow,

Ere from his throne yon perjured king be cast,
And God's afflicted Church find rest at last.

But well have albtheir suﬂ'enngs been repaid,
By Him for whom their banner they displayed ;
And now mav Scotiay with exulting eye,

Behold that glnnous banner floating high,
Waving its folds above our Zion’s towers,
Which still shall stand, despite all mortal powers.

Nor hath their bright examgple been forgot ;
Fresh is their memory still in every cot ;
Their spirit and their ipfluence linger still
On every peaceful vale and guardian hill.

N 2

195
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He who perchance unwitting hath been led

Amid the scenes wherd they have lived or bled,
‘Will start and pause if he should hear their name,
‘While grateful feelings thrill through all his frame.
Some peasant there with honest pride will tell
That here the Martyrs of tfe Covenant fell ;

With eager step and brightly beaming eye’

Will lead him to the spot where low they lie,

And bid him Toark the old memorial stone,

Kept sacred long from touch and moss-o’ergrown.
And there, as if awakened by a spell, ’
Flows forth the stream of Memory’s copious well,
Recalling deeds of korror done of old,—

Dark tales his father’s sire perchance had told,
Tales that with high resolve had fired his breast,
As in the appointed race he onward pressed.

Even as on this green height I roam along
And pour their praises in a simple sgng,

Where lie “ Dun Edin’s tower town” below

And Ocean’s distant waves in sunset glow,

How many a scene attracts my musing gaze

That brings to memory long departed days,—

Jhat wakes remembrance of that bjood-stained time

When fealty to Jehovah was a crime. |
[

Drear is yon craggy isle* where not a sound
Now stirs the air save sea-birds shriekinggound,—
Their harsh notes mingling with the dashing wave,
‘When Ocean's troubled waters fret and rave ;

Yet there, full oft, was'heard ia bygone days,
The thrilling voice of glad, triumphant praise;

# The Bas,
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Oft from his dark and’noisome aungeon there
The patient martyr poured his heart in prayer.
-

Once did these sunny bgnks that stretch below® °
In the fierre light of blazing faggots glow.
And while Imagination wings her flight
Beyond these waves, beyond each northward height,
To where Oppression reared her iron throne,+
A{:d saw, well pleased, her victims round her strown,
Methinks I see 2 mightier blaze arise ¢
Brightening and blackening the astonished skies.
The light of martyr fires, once Kindled there
By Beaton’s hand, seems joined in one wild glare ;
And, as I gaze, methinks I can behold
T'heir smoke to heaven in one vast column rolled.

But wandering on, from thence 1 turn mine eyes
To where yon castle’s aged turrets rise.}
Ye towers that at the call of Freedom rose
To awe and tv repel her children’s foes!
Ye guardian towers! and must I mourn that you
Have ministered to dark Oppression too?
Did you at her command gour gates unfold,
And in your giant grasp her victims hold ?
And thou, eternal and majestic rock
Girt with proud strength to stem Invasion’s shock,
When on thy bosom the accursed stake
Was set, didst thou not from thy slefp awake ?

L]
* Greenside, where David Stralton and others were burned at
the stake.
t At St. Andrews. R .
t Many martyrs were confined in the Castle of Edinburgh,
ani some were burned on the Castle Hill,
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Didst thou not shake from thine indignant breast
‘With one wild heave oppressor and oppressed ?
No, but a holier duty still was thine: “
Thou gav'st the martyr-priests a sacred shrine;
An altar, seen afar by thousand eyes .
‘Whereon they made their lives a sacrifice.

And as I gaze, deep musing, further still *
To where the mist half hides the distant hill,*
Sad recollecticn rises up again,

And scenes of bloodier hue demand my strain ;
For when Oppressioff's iron rod awoke

In Scotia’s sons resistance to the yoke,

These hills beheld the despot’s power prevail.
These rocks re-echoed falling Freedom’s wail
Spilt by the infuriate Tyrant’s reeking sword,
Before their feet the martyr’s blood was poured
And still by vain resistance roused th€ more

A fiercer aspect dark Oppression wore

And still more deep the sod of every glen

Was dyed by blood of martyred heroes then.
But still to Scotia’s faithful sons was given

A livelier zeal, a firmer trust in heaven.

A deep resolve unflinching*to remain,—
Oppression’s shock undaunted to sustain,—
Fearless for all their sacred rights contend,
And those brst gifts to future times to send';
To teach their sons that Freedom to revere,
For which their fathers paid a price so dedr.

Nor hath the spirit fled that nerved each hand,
And fired each heart in that devated band

* The Pentlands. -
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Again the trumpet-call to arms is heard,
And all the camp trom end to end is stirred :
Again each warrior girds him for the fight;
Again a thousand swords are gleaning bright :
Again a banner floats upon the air; :
Still are these sacred words emblazoned there,
CHRisT's CROwN AND CovExanT. Ho! all ye whe
prize .
The rights your fathers died for, wake, arise!
In $ne firm phalanx, onc united band,
Undaunted and unflinghing, take your stand;
Calm, yet unmoved, constant angl yndismayed,
What powers sve’er against you be arrayed.

High is the rank to thee, O Scotia, given,
And rich the tokens of a favouring Heaven;
Blest art thou in the light that pours around ;
Blest in the heariig of the joyful sound;
Blest in the stream that never-failing runs,
And gives its living waters to thy sons;
Blest in the manly hearts that guard thy shore :
Blest in those scenes, sublimely stern, that pour
Their deep, inspiring influence through the breast;
Yea, God bath blessed thees and thou shalt be blessed.
But marked thou artsamong all lands hy this,
Thy lofty calling, thy peculiar bliss,
That to thykcharge, my country, hath been given
The royal banner of the King of Heaven;
And thou hast still displayed it, widg unfurled,
Before the face of an opposing world.
In weal and woe, 'mid triumph and 'mid scorn,
The blessed ensign sti]l thy sons have borne,
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Proclaiming loud degpite of morml ’pnde,
That Christ is ng, and theré is nene-beside.

« Bear on that banner still, and let it float
O’er thine own isle, and f& ’mid realms remote,
Secure that still shall stand the high degrte
That to this King all flesh shall bow the knee,
And every tos.gue shall be constrained to own

4 That He is Lord o’er all, and He alone.
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NOTES

TO

THE SCOTTISH MARTYRS.

Note 1, p. 163.

“With the restoration of the King,’ says Bishop Burnet, “a
spirit of extravagant joy spread over the nation that brought
on with it the throwing off the very profession of virtue and
yiety; all cnded in entertai ts and drunk whith
overrun the kingdoms to such a degree that it very much cor-
rupted all their morals.”” For an account of the influence of
this event as it affected the Church—the desertion of the cause
of the covenant by many who had formerly supported it—and
the overturning, by the authority of the *“drinking parlia«
ment,” of all that had beem done during the second Reforma-
tion, see Hetherington’s History, chap. vii.

Nore 2, .p 164.

“ Argyll defended hipnself with great eloquence and force of
reason, so as nearly to baffle the malice of his enemies,
although his death had been determined even before his trial
commenced. . 'l'hc sentence was passed, adjudging him to
be gullty of hi , and cond ing him tobe beheaded
and his head to he affixed in the same place where that of the
Marquis of Montrose had been. He received the sentence
kneeling; and then rising, said, ‘I had the honour to set the
crown upon the King’s head, and now he hastens me to a
better crown than his dwn *

“To some Iinisters who were with him in the prison he
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said, that shortly they yould envy him who was got before
them, adding emphatically, ‘Mind that I tell it you; my skill
fails me if you who are ministers will not either suffer much,
or sin much ; for though you go along with these men in part,
if you do not do it ln all things, you are but where you were
and must suffer; and if you gtfnot at all with them, you shall
but suffer ;’—words worthy to be held in Jasting remembrance,
for the deep wisdom which they contain.

* The next vi[:_tim 'was James Guthrie, who may, with stnct
propriety, be termed the first Scottish martyr for Christ's
crown and covenant, inasmuch as'the very essence of the
accusation brought i him d in his declining to
subject Christ’s kingly and sole dominion over his Church to
the arrogated supremgcy of any earthly court or monarch.
In this, indeed, he but followed the example of Knox, and
Melville, and Bruce, and Black, and Welsh, and Caldeiwood,
—in short, of all the great and prous men of both the First and
Second Reformations of the Church of Scotland ; but he wal
the first who died for that great and sacred truth for which
others had suffered bonds, affliction, and banishment. He
died ; but the cause for which he suffered ¢nartyrdom cannot
die. It is living now, and once more putting forth those
sacred energies before which all human opposition must ulti-
mately be consumed like stubble in the flames. It is, indeed,
the chief of those great principles which form the essential
characteristics of the Church of Scotland, inclosed imperish-
ably within its very heart, disappearing in times of defection
or of lethargy, but reviving and putting forth its undiminished
might ever when the re.awakening cefl of God quickens 1its
vital and ecternal powers.”—HETHKRINGTON'S HISTORY OF
THE CHURCH 0! SCOTLAND.
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ARGUMENT.

A 1rono time has elapsed, and many changes have taken
place in the world, since the Muse was driven from Greece.
But though, during that period, the darkness Of slavery and
ignorance has brooded over that land, it has always been
fondly remembered by her, while she wandered among more
favoured nations ;—and lately, as she strayed upon the shores °
of Britain, she heard a voice from Greecg, sometimes triumph-
ant, sometimes mournful, but always entreating her return.
The smouldering fires burst forth on the altar of Liberty—
whose favour, however, was only to be regained by great,
sacrjfices. Bozzaris slain in a night-attack on the Turkish
camp. All who regard the smle of Liberty are called upon by
Heaven to hasten to the aid of Greece—which is thus restored
to freedom. Hopegg expressed for her regeneration—these
mingled with fears Mournful change from her ancient con-
dition—sad feelings awakened even while reflecting on her
liberation, We are led to think of those who bled in the
earlier part of the struggle for freedom. In fancy we see the
poet Riga wandering on the plains of Thessaly, after his re-
turn from foreign countries. He recalls to mind the visions
of the past and present state ®f Greece, which haunted his
mind during his travelse His thoughts of her primitive state
—her advancing civilization—Cecrops—Cadmus—Homer—the
Seven Wise Men of Greece—her military glory—Miltiades—
Marathon—Thermopyl - — Clouds come
over her from Macedonia and from Rome—Demosthenes,
Aratus, Philopeemen, strive to ughold hew, but in vain ,—she
is subdued by the Romans—and in after ages by the Turks.
Desolating effects of Turkish despotism. Turring from the
past to the future, bright visions arc raised in the mind of
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Riga by Hope. On his return home he is deeply affected by
the degradation of his country, but not deprived of hope for
her. In other lands relics of past times are looked on with
pride—in Greece they only reproach the present race. By
sach thoughts as these Riga is led to devote himself to the
attempt to rouse Greece to a struggle for freedom, but he is
cut off in the midst of his e.ideavours. After this the hopes
of Greece are dark and dubious. The Heteeri . described alle-
gorically. The progress of the for freed G

n jer extremity, calls upon the sons of Liberty to come to
her assistancv—not in vain—England. France, and Russia,
uuite in her cause—and her freedom is proclaimed amid the
thunders of Navanno.




THE LIBERATION OF GREECE

FROMOTHE .

TURKISH YOKE.

AcEs have rolled, and wide the glorious sun
Of Truth and Liberty its light hath shed,—
Sages and bards the wreaths of fame have won,
« Heroes have fought, and patriots nobly bled,—
Change round the earth its conquering march hath led,
And States have fallen, and lands have burst to light,
Since from thy®groves, fair Greece, the Muses fled ;
When, driven from Pindus’ and Parnassus’ height,
They winged to other climes their slow, reluctant flight.

II.

And long, for hapless Greece, since that dark hour,
In vain the light ¢f Truth and Freedom shone;
For o’er her plains did blackest Slavery lower,
And dullgOblivion claimed them for its own,
And, while ker sons in chains were doomed to groan—
But inly groan, nor dare assert their right—
The Muse, to other lands rfore favoured flown,
Found many a lofty mind whereon to light,

And sang on many a plain, and soared to many a height.



208 THE LIBERATION

ulL

Still as she strayed and shed her smiles around,
And purest souls with raptd¥ing influence blessed,
No lovelier spot on earth she ever found,—
No mind in which she was a happier guest,—
Than when thy sons, fair’é}reece, her reign confess’d ;
Nor aught could make her willingly forget
The land she loved the earliest and the best,
Or bid her ueart less bitterly regret
The hour—the gloomy hour, when Grecian glory set.
v 7
And while an exile from her Greece she roved,
And at her smile some smiled, while many scoff’d,—
Still was it Memory’s voice that most she loved,
And still, when Eygming’s shades fell sweetly soft,
She’d bear her rapiired votary's soul aloft,
And bid him through the mist of ages gaze,
And on his listening ear she chanted oft
The songs—the tales of her young, happy days,
And in triumphant strains sang many a hero's praise.

V.

But late, as, wandering on Britannia’s shore,
She poured upon the air a wild*tuned lay,
Warblidz symphonious to the Ocean’s roar,.
With her from whom she never loved to stray—
Fair Liberty, who led from Greece the way,
Where she awhle stayed lovingly behind
To catch the sun of Glory’s latest ray,
There came a voice upon the fitful wind—

A voice from Hellas’ sons, of joy and woe combined.
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VL
Now, pealing loud aemoss the gladdened water,
In joyful strains the changeful voice was borne.
Now, mingling with the shricks and groans of

slaughter, < .

It seemec. the blight of glorious hopes to mourn.—
But still, fair Muse, it called thee to return,
And prayers and incense rose to Libesty,
Where broken long had lain the sacred nrn,—
The heart, whose aspirations to be free,

The sweetest incense are to Freedom andto thee.

VIl “
There, stirred once more, and fanned by winds from
heaven, .

o Your sacred fires again were seen to glow.

Th’ incumbent heap of dross &#d ashes riven,

The heat—the bursting flame began to show

The spark tha®unextinguished lurked below.

In vain did despot Fury o’er that flame

Bid the black streams of Persecution flow,—

Strean® which must still become, and then became
But fuel to the fire they blindly seek to tame.

VI,

Nor vainly, Freedem, did that flame arise
From thy old, mouldering altars once again.
Nor could®t thou view the suffering—hear the cries
Of thy long loved, thy long lost sons in vain ;
But many a victim at thine jltars slain—
And many a prayer, and blood in torrents poured,
And years of toil and woe alone might guin
Thy smile who long hadst ceased to be adored,
Ere all thy priceless gifte could be to Greece restored.
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: IX.

And there was many a costly sacrifice,

And noblest life's blood at thy shrine was shed.

No nobler, brighter soul e’er sought the skies,

Than when brave Bozzalis to combat led

His chosen band, and, self-devoted, b'ed.

And though there were, who rashly—basely sought,*

To rob the treasures to thine altar paid,

And though there were who dross for treasure brought,
Yea, though there were who seemed to hold thy smiles

at nought,—

x.
Yet didst thou look with pity on the race
Thou once hadst loved so well.—Yet couldst thousee
(Howe’er the dross of slavery might deface
The mind that shone so purely when ’t was free)
In each true Greék a quenchless love of thee.
And when from out the depths to Heaven they cried,
Thou spak’st—not thou—that Got who bade thee be
'The guardian of mankind, when He bad tried
The Greeks in hottest fires, and humbled low their
pride, ~
XL
To all who knew—who loved thee, then He spake,
And pointed to the Turk, and bade them go,
And to its base the Moslem's+glory shake,
And vid the bloated reptile shrink, and kpow:
That not in vain th* Almighty's altars'glow,~
And not in vain the blood had cried to Heaven,
That biget Fyranny,had made to flow,
And not in vain thesHeavenly faith was given,
That lit His sacred fires, when thou from Greece wast
eAriven. .
" Referring to the Greek Joan, whigh was much mismanaged,
and, as is generally believed, put in part to private purposes.
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. XII.
He spake—'twas done—and thou, fair Greece,
. cam’st forth, - .
And shalt thou be again what once thou wast—
The eye—the boast—the glory of the earth?
Thy long, long night of dull oblivion past,
Shall not thy sun as brightly rise at lag
As once it shone on thee 7—Or, if some cloud
A dark’ning shadow o'er thy morning cast,
Shall not thy mid-day splendour be as proud ?
Shall not thy praise o’er earth ugnig be sung as loud ?

XIIT.
Yes, Hellas !—yet upon thy sacred hill,
Amid thy groves, and o’er thy lovely plain,
*The Muses' notes of joy again shall thrill!
And other lands shall hear them—not in vain ;
There hearts and harps shall answering thrill again,
And Hope's to thee the sweetest notes shall seem,
But Memory's shall be the loudest strain ;
Nor evon on ardent Fancy’s wildest dream,
Shines forth thy rising sun as once it wont to beam.
XIV,
Even now, as notes of triumph from thy shore
Bid Hope across he? harp her fingers fling
And wake g cheerful strain for thee once more,
Ere yet these joyful notes have ceased to ring,
‘I'heeMuse returns with Memory to sing,
And bids the hasty hand of Mope r&frain
To tear away the mournful weeds that cling
About her harp, aud let them still remain
To blend some deep, sad notes with her trinmphaut
strain.
o2
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XvV.

For while she sees her long-lost Greece arise,

Shake offher chains, and stand among the free,—

‘While her,—as some recovered friend—she eyes,

On each loved feature gazing earnestly,

Even now, I ween, it saddens her to see

That once bright mind, fair form, and dauntless brow

Still clouded—still debased.—O | can it be

That 't was that mind—that arm, so powerless now,
That once hade all admire—that bade the Persian Low !

R 4/ 4

Thine ancient glories, 'tis not mine to sing,
(Though, as o’er these I glance, methinks I see
The Muse already trim her eager wing,) .
‘What once thou wast—or what thou yet may’st be—
I ask not.—'T is enough that thou ar¢ free.
Yes, thou art free '—and, at thak magic word,
Where is the heart that thrills not joyfully ?
And yet, in pensive mood when it is heard,

Not joyful all—though sweet—the feelings that are

stirred.
«XVIL

For, as we view thy sun’s reviving rays,
And feel its cheering influence o’er us glow,
Still other feelings, as we longer gazey
Rise, o’cr our heart a mournful gloom to throw.
Our thoughta reverf to the long night of woé,
Whose darkness froo the land scarce yet hath fled ;
And deeper still these sadd’ning feelings grow,
As more we muse ;—from joy we turn to shed

A grateful tear for those who, ‘unrequited, bled.
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. - XVIIIL
And, on these recollections whilst I dwell,
My mind will paint it scenes of fancied woes,
And thoughts, and words, and feelings on me swell,
Such as, perchance, might, be the thoughts of those o
Who dwelt in Greece ere yet her sun arose.—
Even now before me do her plains arise ;
One wanders there—'tis one the Muse well knows,~~
'Tis Rigal® Absent long 'neath othe€r skies,
HE wanders forth to muse, unseen by mortal eyes.
XIX. -
*T is night, the hour—the pensive hour that woos
The soul to meditate on times gene by,—
On friends we see no more; when, as we muse
On long departed joys,—we know not why—
« Such pleasure mingles with our frequent sigh
As day brings not.—Come, let us list unseen,
As, un the plains of his loved Thessaly,
The patriot baml pours to the listening e’en
His thought of what his Greece—is not, but once had been,

XX,

. “ Welcome, ye hallowed shades—ye darkened skies!

I come to meditate, as o’er the tomb

Of one for ever hidden from mine eyes,

And, while I muse, may 81l my thoughts assume

A cast congenial ® your pensive gloom ;

And while, fair Greece, thy hapless child, I mourn

My motHer dead and my own orphan doom,

Yet, gazing o’er these plains—thy funeral urn—
0, may I feel, even now, thy gpirit ig me burn!

* A poct whose songs and other productions contributed
greatly to rouse the Greeks to a struggle for freedom. He spent
a considerable time in ippproving his mind and acquiring know-
ledge in foreign countries
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XXI.

“TIn other climes—Iess lovely and less loved— .
Where, in my youth, a pilgrim to the shrine
Of thy once favouring Muses, late I roved,
. At midnight worshipping the lovely Nine,—
Even yet in every Poet’s dreams divine,—
While there with melancholy steps I strayed,
Far, far from all that spake of thee or thine,
‘Why loved ¥ so the midnight’s gloomy shade,
And almost loathed the day, with all its vain parade "3
XX1L,

¢ Whence, as at eve I roamed abroad to catch
The sun’s last glow, in dying beauty bright,~—~
. Whence, as I fondly lingered still to watch
, The slow approach of the descending night,—
Whence came those visions that, before my sight,
Seemed on the slowly shifting clouds to roll ?—
Andwhence, too.came that strange~~thatwild delight,
That tumult in the feelings of my soul,—
As Night's dark cloud-borne car seemed hastening to
its goal ? ' .

XXIIT.

“'T was that the darkness that enwraps thy doom
A constant shadow o’er my minft had thrown,
And, in my heart, with Miduight’s mougnful gloom
A strange c ngeniality had grown.
Aud when the day to other climes had flown,
And slowly sani: the world around to rest,
She seemed to smile 01f me, as, all alone,
1 hailed her car approaching from the West,

And silent beckoned e to be awbile her guest.
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XXIV.

* % And half unconscious did m;' soul obey
The grateful summons, and, upon her car,
Was wafted swiftly to the skies away,
Beyond tlre bounds of ewery earthly bar,
And borr.e to regions unexplored afar,—
And visions saw unseen by mortal eye;
And sounds I heard—such as they hear who are
Of Heaven.—The past before me flitfed by,
And flashed across my mind the bright Futurity.

o
XXV,

“ And there was Music *mongsf the starry choirs,
And still, as various worked each magic spell,
The spheres accordant tuned their heavenly lyrcs,
And bade the varied incantation swell.

And, as the charm allowed mine eyes to dwell
On sights of glory, or on scenes of woe,

Upon my ravished ears alternate fell

Now the loud peal—the joyous thrilling flow,
Now notes of dismal sound, and dolorously slow.

XXVI.

“Come, Memory! (for thine the spell that first,
When Night had® borne my soul to yonder skies,
Raised the bright visions on my mind that burst,)
Be with me now, and to my longing eyes
O bid again these glorious scenes arise !
And O, prophetic Hope ! again display,
To my rapt soul, thine avaful mysterics ;
And thou, O Spirit of Truth! to thee I pray

Flash o’er each rising scene thy pure uncolouring ray.



216 THE LIBERATION '

N XXVIIL.

“Ye tuneful spheres, that still harinonious roll
Along the sky,—your music yet I hear;
Not as it then entranced my spell-bound soul
Flowing in mystic numb?2rs, full and clear,—
But still while Fancy, dwelling in mine tar,
Turns into music every gentler sound,
As now I gaze to Heaven, it doth appear
As if I heard the soft strains rise rround,
As then they gently breathed o'er ai} the enchant:d

ground ;

XXVHI, -

“When, swelling faintly, calmly sweet, at first,

As from a lyre touched by some fairy hand,

As louder, bolder, on my ear they burst, i

T saw a bright yet earthly scene expand.

It was, methought, to me no stranger land,—

Yet scarce it seemed like any e’er L knew,—

So rude, so wild, appeared the roving band,

That with their flocks and herds there idly grew,—

But ah | what hills—what plains so fair! what skies
s0 blue!

XX]X.

“Yes! it could only be—lt was jin truth—
The land whose ties I ne’er could wish to break;
Land of my hopes—my fears! Land of x*y youth!
Scene of my every dream—aceleep,—awake,—
Or in that state which doth of both partake,
In which our dfeams e sweetest and most wild.
*Twas Greece ! my mother ! she, for whose dear sake,
T could have roved for ever, self-exiled.

And now she seemed herself a young and healthy child.
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XXX,
“ But wild, a8 yet, her youthful mind had grown,
And such its fruits had been as Nature breeds
Spontaneous. Frem its soil had sprung alone
Brambles and wild flowers and luxuriant weeds,

@ And all t} at from the uncultured ground proceeds,
Till, from the glowing regions of the South,*
‘Where first were scattered Learning’s Precious seeds)
Bold Cecrops « 8 ae—the fosterer of her youth,

Ard Cadmus 4 #o her the glorious feunt of truth,
XXXIL L4
¢ In vision now her first-born song passed on.
Heroes were there, but chief 1 mérked a hoar
Old minstrel}—ay theglorious heaven-taught one!
And, as he swept his harp beside the shore,
® The waves made concert to it with their roar;
And the spheres hushed. their lyres,—though they
had be .
His teachers, and had often used to pour
Their music to him, till, no longer scen,
They sagg not, but would list his harp, well pleased, T
ween. .
: XXXIL
“ A Constellation bursts ppon mine eyes!
The Pleiades, in flellas’ sky that burn,—
The glorious seven !—the greatly—early wise!
But fromsthose peaceful sages must I turn
To view the battle-field,—rejoice and mourn
While hearing now the shout of victory,—
Now sighing o’er the herodi laurdlled urn ;-
Now, by one hand see Freddom prostrate lie,—~
Raised by one hand again, reviving Liberty.
* Cecrops and Cadmu8 both came from Egypt. . + Homer.
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. XXXIIL

“ And, gazing still, delighted Fascy sees .

The dark, innumerable, slavish horde

Of Persia, baffled by Miltiades.

Now, Grgece, thy breast with glorious wounds isgored,

In bleak Thermopylz by barbarous swo d.’ e

And now again J see the Persian host, :

Like a wildt roaring mountain billow, poured

Upon the ¢ wooden walls’ that gmard thy coast,
And view its foaming force back in den<ion toss'd. ,

XXXIV.

% Various the scénes I saw,—and glorious all ;—
For many a hero passed, and many a sage,
Whose names are talismans that can recall
The deeds that shine in many a storied page,
‘Whose names have been—shall be, in every age,
The watchwords of the free,—~words that excite
In every breast a sympathetic rage'—
Imp every Muse’s wing to bolder flight,

And nerve the heart—the arm that combats for its right.

XXXV,

“ And then I heard the heavenly music swell
To strains still more sublime.—Its lofty tone
Appeared in conscious triumph to foretell
The approach of some exalted, heaven-tqught one,—
That should outshine all that before had gone,—
And Socrates burst forth, and with him brought
That pure, seréne, ethereal light that shone
Around him from the &eep recess of thought,—

That light, 'midst which he met even death,—~unawed

by aught. «
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XXXV

# But, Greege, tay sun of glor;t now had passed

Its bright meridian, and full many a cloud,
Sweeping thy once clear skies, now o'er it cast

A dark and gloomily portentous shroud, ,

By various blasts conveyed, I saw them crowd

The sky.—'T was thy own discords brought them first;
‘From Macedonia then the storm grew loud ;—
Then Rome bage all her thunders o’e’thee burst,

Ardcloudsarovnd thee closed—ah ! ne’er to be dispers’d.

XXXVII.
“ Yet, while these storms thy lovely skies defaced,
Thy sun at times its brightness would resume,
And o’er thee still its cheering radiance cast;
® As when, the gathering darkness to illume,
Demosthenes arose ; or, o'er thy doom
When darker gill the clouds of Fate had met,
Aratus, Philopeemen, cheered the gloom ;
Showed that thy sun, though darkened, had not set,
And, though full oft obscured, was on the Horizon yet.

XXXVIIL
¢ And, 'mid the darkness of thy dim twilight,
The Muses linger®d, in their Greece to sing,

As birds that, carolling their fond good-night
To all around, still hover on the wing,
While the once glorious day is vagishing ;
Though now more melanchaly seems their tone
To him who, to their sweet totes listening,
Upon the sun that late so brightly shone

Gazes, while slow it gjnks, till they with it are gone.
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XXXIX. :
¢ But Time, with desolating step, swept on,
And with it came the Turk,—and I beheld
Another scene,—thy glories, Greece, were gone |—
Gone—save the scatterel monuments of Eld.—
For Freedom's tree had withered, and was felled.
Throughout thy land no cheerful note was heard ;
Amid thy groves the voice of song was quelled !
Nought save the moanings of Minerva's bird,®

The cold and noxious air of thy dark midnight stirred.

. XL.
It was the awful silence of the grave,
Unbroken—save by mourner’s wail and tread ;—

It was the silence of the skuiking slave,

More dreadful than the silence of the dead,—
For 't was the offspring of soul- dead’ning dread.
It was the silence of a desert heath,

Where all around is desolation spread ;—
Where hath been harvest for the rexper Death,

Who thence bath gone to hold his Harvest-home

beneath,

XLI.
¢ Still, as these visions passed before mine eyes,
And as intent I gazed, in them to see
Thy glory, Greece, and then thy shame arise,
How burned the hopes that thou might’st yet be free !
For could 1 deem them vain? and could it be
That for thy sons no name lhath now a spell
1o rouse to arms for Freedom and for thee,—
That in their séuls these fires no longer dwell
That bade their father® breasts with patriot ardour
. swell ?
* The Owl.
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XLIL o

“Thus, evén while musing o’er the mystic train
Of varied visions, which, at the control

Of Memory. rose to people Night's domain,
With bright-eyed Hope'my longing, anxious sou’
Held converse, and her smiles the blackness stole
From the dark visions raised by Memory’s spell.
And, as I saw the clouds o’er Hellagroll,

Some voice arffid the silence seemed to tell

Fhat next cn future scenes my raptured eyes might
dwell. -
XLIIIL

“Then Hope advanced, and, o’er th’ enchanted land,
With mystic signs proclaimed her joyous sway ;
And as she, smiling, waved her magic wand,
Melted the darkness from the land away:
And soft and faint at first the gladdening ray
Stole throug® the gloom that o'er it wont to brood.
Red flushed the skies, as nearer drew the day,
Till Freedom’s rising sun poured forth a flood

Of glory o’er the scene—tinged with the hue of blood

XLIV.
“With glorious gneaning seemed the vision fraught,
As wildly bright it burstupon my view;
And, a®intent the sphere-born strains I caught,
More wild, more changeful, and more glad they grew ;
But, when the coming day still nearer drew,
The fair enchantress gav8 the filial stroke;
And, as the skies assumed a heavenly blue,
The music died away—the spell was broke,

Yor hope gave way to joy—and from my trance I woke,
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XLV,
« And such, fair Greece, when far from thee I roved,
The visions that entranced my joyful sight ; '
And hence it was that still so much 1 loved
To hold communion witl the mystic night ;
Aund hence the mingled feelings—the denght,
The softened sadness, that she brought to me;
For still, as fled the day’s gay, dazzling light,
My soul would turn again to think of thec,
As of some one I loved—but might no lcager see.

XLVI.

“ I thougbt of thee as 't were of something holy,
And something cursed seemed to me thy foes.
And 't was a sweet and awful melancholy
That stole upon me, as the thoughts arose
Of thy past glories and thy present woes ;
And that soft sympathy for thee I folt
‘Which o’er the faults of absent loved ones throws
An hallowed veil ; and then it bade me mele

In pity—not in hate, if upon thine I dwelt.

XLVII.

“ But when returning, Greece, to thee again,
I mingled with the deep-degraded race
That skulk m bondage on thy lovely plaii.,
How sicken’d then my heart in all to trace
The progress of corruption and disgrace,—
Too deeply marfed, thdugh man alone appears,
These scenes—else stili how glorious !—to deface,
With craven heart, unroused by hopes—by fears—
Or by the stirring voice that speaks from bygone years.
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XLVIII.

L]
¢ These ‘meuntdin caves—these glens that shelter
now

The robber flying from a despot’s view,

Have heard thy sons bresthe out the glorious vow, ®

That to tReir country and to freedom true,

Unsheathed should-be the swords they dauntless drew,

Save in a tyrant’s heart, till Freedom’s reign

Should be ackrgwledged and confirm&d anew,

JAnd blood should wash from thy indignant plain
The foot-prints of thy foes—Oppressionts loathed stain.

i XL1X,
“ And is it now indeed the sleep of death
That chains thy giant mind—thy mighty hand ?
No! still dost thowinhale the vital breath,
And, come but Libérty, and wave her wand
In mystic circles o’er thy slumbering land,
Instant thy ldhg, inglorious trance shall cease;
And, thronging at her call, the sister band
Of Graces, bringing all the arts of Peace,
Shail come to hail again, and beautify their Greece !

L.
“Too long, alas! insens.ate hast thou lain,
And heavy have thy slunibers been and decp ;
But shalpthe Muse still call on thee in vain?
Ab, no! this harp Hope cheers me still to sweep,—
Nor only to bid Pity o'er thee weep,—
But in a strain high-swellmg, cletr and loud.
To bid thee rise from thy .ong,death-like sleep,
To hfe—to action,—to cast off thy shroud,
And bid the Tyrant quail, to whom thy spirit bowed | .
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LI

# Greece! 1 have gazed, and I huve Joved to gaze,
(For thy lost spirit dwelt with me the while,)
On mouldering relics of long-vanished days—
' The tower—the palace—-and the vaulted aisle,
That long have ceased alike tc frown ard emiley
Pleased have, I looked, even deeply while I sighed,
In distant lands, on many a hoary pile
That time knd war and change hzye beautified,
And hallowed while they stole the trappings of, its
pride. )
LIL
¢ And as I heard their freeborn sons relate,
That in a bygone—ne’er forgotten age,
These towers, ere yet they felt the stroke of Fate,
Withstood the oppreasor’s, and the invader’s rage ;» -
That in these aisles dwelt many a saint and sage;
Nor vainly, now, the deeds that kept them free
Each race succeeding reads in histbry’s page ;—
Then have I sighed, and thought, fair Greece, of thee ;
Thought of what once thou wast—what thou no more
mayst be.
Lir.
“ Doth not each pile whose mouldering ruins tell
That here thy sons of ofd the foe withstood,—
That here some field was won, 'some hero fell,—
Some army drenched the ground with hostile blood,
Or checked the torrent of Oppression’s Hood,~
Doth not each monument of glory speak
Their shame who now, in dastard silence, brood
O’er woes,—o’er veng:ance that they dare not wreck
And inly curse the chain they never strive to break ?

, . * . -, [ ] *

-
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LIv.

Cease we to list¢hese p]nintivz strains, nor ask
What fate, ere long, laid low the Patriot’s head
Who thus lamented :—nor be ours the task
To say what blood by Tyganny was shed,+—
What darkness o’er the land Despair had spread.
Turn we, at length, to view a brightgr scene,
To see the plain, where all seemed black and dead,
Burst forth agaip, in renovated green,®

And Freedom’s tree give fruits such as its first had been.

LV. .
When through the land, from every guardian hil
Sprung from the founts that nevér dried could be
Swelled by Heaven’s dew, full many a secret rill
Flowed clear—yet strong—rejoicing silently
« To swell the mighty Nile, that to the sca

Of Freedom—deep and pure, vet secret—flowe:
And by its side grew many a stately trce;
And every ray ¢hat burst the darkening cloud,

By it alone returned, with lively lustre glowed.

LVL

But all*around in desolation lay,
And the heart sickened at the joyless sight;  [ray
Naught save these strcams seemed gladdened by the
That broke the darkness of the surly night.
But the lone stars fhat still shot down their light
Upon the desert’s wide spread, cheerless dearth,
Amid the gloomy, universal blight,
Sought these fair rills that lonely gilt the earth,

With them rejoicing still—but with athastened mirth.

* The following three stanzas refer to the Heteeria, a society
whose object was the regeneration of Greece, and which was for
some time secret.
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¢ LVIL

And onward, silent, and unseen at first,
® The waters flowed throughout the blighted ground;
+ Till, swelling high and gathering strength, they burst,

Like the Egyptian rivei every bound,

Refreshing all the thirsty land around,

And pouring”their red current dark and deep;

‘While, rouged in terror by the rushing sound

Of that great deluge in its might§ sweep,
In wrath the despot rose, as from a troubled sleep, -

U LVIIL

Then host met host, and in each bosom there
Passions more strong than mortal seemed to reign.
Revenge and scorn and hatred and despair -
Raved through eachmaddened breast—afrantic train.
Inall the crowds that thronged the blood-strewn plain,
Christian and 'Turk—oppressor ankl oppressed—
Tyrant and slave—in all, alike, in vain
You seek one generous—one relenting breast:

By wild and headlong rage is every heart possessed.

IX.

The indignant Greek, by every thought impelled,

By every passion—wrath and pnde and fear,—

‘While on his soul the recollection swelled

Of all that to his patriot heart was dear,

When rushed the din of battle on his ear,

Well might he then hxult with fierce delight ;

And as he onward pfessed in wild career,

Well might the turmoil of that desperate fight
To yet more phrensied zeal his Gery_breast excite.
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LX. ®
L]

And when’the sounds of strife had died away,
And night sank down upen the crimson plain,
Could that dead calm, which spread around, allay ®
The tumult of his heart and fevered brain ?
No! even the songs of triumph then were vain
To banish from his thoughts the ills that preyed
Upon his country’s breast ;—her herves slain—
Her sons ensldved—her glory prostrate laid.

And was no arm stretched forth, that suffering land to

L3

aid?
LXI. .

Didst thou sleep, Britain, in thy awful might,—
Thou delegate of 1leaven, upraised by God ? .
Couldst thou in vain hear Greece asgert her right,
Groaning beneath the blood-stained, iron rod
Of a proud tyrant, whose despotic nod,
(As when thedblack Siroc o’er some fair soil
Breathes desolation and despair abroad,)
Could of their dearest rights her sons despoil,

And bid‘the sickened heart of Liberty recoil ?

LXIL .

Say was there not a voic® within thy breast

That bade thee rise and stretch thy hand to save,—
A voice that bade thy heart disdain to rest
Unmoved®hilst Greece remained astruggling slave ?
Called not each long-lost hero, from his grave?
Seemed noteach bard to breaghe thrgughout his strain,
¢ Come, sons of Liberty, o’e land and wave,
Champions of Freedom! shall we call in vain?

Shall not your voice—your arm bid Greece be Greece

againl”
P 2
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¢ LXNL ,
No, Britons! not in vain ye heard the cry,—
It was the cry of long enduring woe;
Faith, Mercy, Justice, pade ye loud reply
We will, we come to pay the debt we owe *
To her who first bade Science dwell below,
We come, by Gratitude and Pity warmed,
To strike for God—for Greece,—for all—the blow ;
We come, by wounded Freedom’s cries, alarmed ;
We come, with zeal and wrath, and might and thunter
armed !
' LX1V.
Nor came from Britain’s sons alone the voice
That bade the tyrant fall—the slave be free—
The abodes of misery again rejoice !
For, when arose the Empress of the Sea,
Rose all around the sons of Liberty,
And, in their cannons’ hoarse, united roar,
The world, rejoicing, heard the glad decree
That, echoed loud from Navarino’s shore, ,,
Bade Greece shake off her chains, and be a slave no
more ! /

N
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Avutumn had tinged the forests, and the sun

Was shedding from the West his tranquil rays,

When through a peaceful vale I strayed with one

Who there, with simple heart, had passed his days ;—
* One who from infancy had loved to gaze

On Nature’s face, and had by her been taught

The deep, pure lessons her sweet voice conveys

To those who fove her. Thus, by kindred thought
And feeling, in our hearts confiding trust was wrought.

.

I

Onward we strayed, till on our vicw arose =

The modest village Chur'ch : aud soon we found

Our wandering st®ps allured to where repose,

In the swget stillness of the hallowed ground,

They whose calm lives had in the vales around

Been passed; and, while the simple words we traced

That told who rested ’neatly each’ grassy mound,

Among the stones by Time}s rude hand defaced,
Mine eye was fixed on one which there had late baen

placed.
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1L

It told that there reposed what e’er covld die

Of four who all the immortal crown had won,

Though led to their inheritance on high

By various paths :—a mtther, and a son,

And the sweet si; ter of his heart, and one

Dearer—if der.re/: still to him could be.

I questioned my companion how begun

And ended how their pilgrimage, ( nd he

Made answer, while his breast heaved deep and pei:-
sively.

~

1v.

Well did I know them all, he said, and dear
They were to me; ah! rarely may be found
' Spirits of purer mould than those who here
Have left their mortal coil. To all around
Lovely and pleasant were their lives; but bound
Unto my heart was he whose cheristed name
Is graved on that sad stone, by ties which wound
Still closer, as more near the derk hour came,
That left me nought of him but his cold lifeless frame.

v.

In truth, together thougl; our boyhood grew,

And to no ear would he more trustingly

Confide his thoughts than mine, I neven knew

His nature then aright ; there seemed to me

About him somewhat of a mystery,— .

A blending of st.ange cpposites of mind ;

Nor, as | since have mirked it, could I see

The plan whereby a gracious Heaven designed
That chaos vast and dark in harmony tg bind, -
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Yea, to himself a mystery he seemed,—

A thing by every wind tossed to and fro;

And hence it was that, though his spirit teemed
With ever-varying thought, he shunned tb throw

Its dark Yecesses open, a~d ¢ Jl'ow

To others—what himself ill unde.sfbod—

The hidden source of rapture and of yoe

‘Which ruled hi# being ; and he loved to brood
~Over his omn deep thoughts in cherished solitude.

VI

And it was not till many a varied year

With hallowing inflrence o’er his head had rolled,

That, as he felt his last hour drawing near,

And as we called to mind the days of old,

With deep and humble gratitude he told

How he, a wagward, wandering sheep, had been

By the Great Shepherd gathered to the fold.

Then, as we strayed o’er each familiar scene,

He todd what storms had tossed that soul, now so
serene.

VIII.

And, as he opened all his heart to me,

While all he gazed upon recalled some thought

Or feeling of his youth, he bade me see

How strange a work may in the soul be wrought

Where reigns imagination, all untaught

To yield to stérner powers ® and Where she sways

A mind unconscious whenca those spells are brought

That bind it :—yet what bliss she oft conveys =
And healing to the heart she rules not but obeys.
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X.

Gentle trom earlier years, he never loved

The scenes of boisterous mirth and discord rude,

But oft he fled from these, and lonely roved

Far fromthe hum _of the ‘gay multitude,

Through deep, sefiuestered dell or mazy wood;

Or down the bn¥s of some meandering stream

His devious way at evening he pursued,

And yielded all his soul to some sweet dream,
While pleasing fancies thick within his sou' would teenz.

X.

And yet he had a love of human kind,
A deep desire of human sympathies;
And wheresoe’er he found a kindred mind,
He felt it bound to Bis by viewless ties;
But few were these, alas! and from his eyes
Oft dovmed to pass, unknown to histembrace;
As lovely visions in our dreams will rise,
And vanish, leaving no abiding trace,
Save feelings deep and pure which nothing cah efface.

XI.

And, even thus early, in his spirit dwelt
Strange wild imaginings,—yet igh and pure;
And deep and strong emotions, rarely fe{
By boyhood's careless heart ; and, though obscure
And vague his visions rose, yet could they lure
His fancy on an:! on through many a maze,
Well pleased if treasuges such as might endure
Should rise at last upon its eager gaze,
Bu feeling that the search its own sweet toil o’erpays.
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XII. 4

L]
And, conscieus to himself that he could find
In gay companions, full of life and mirth,
Small sympathy in those strange moods of mind,
Even had he words whereWith tobody forth
His waywﬁrd feelings, or to trace their birth,
He hid them in his breast, like se.d® which, cast
Into the bosom of the fostering earth,q
Evolve themselves in secret, but at last
Spting forth, prepared tobear the sunbeam and the blast.

XIIL
And often would he quit the noi;y throng
And wander forth alone, in musing mood,
Pouring his soul the while in pensive song. -
Yet, as he strayed through trackless glen or wood,
At times an awful sense of solitude
Sank on his soul, and he would take his seat
Upon some mossy bank, and sadly brood
O’er thoughts and feeling which, though now so
sweet, )
Prepared him ill, he knew, the storms of life to meet.

XI¥.
But hours there were when on his spirit fell
'Mid these lone scenes a goothing influence ;
And what®r how it was he could not tell,
Nor, while he felt its magic, knew he whence
It8 power, but all things thep—even things of sense,
With feelings like his own appeared to glow,
And then he almost felt he could dispense
With human sympathies—so cold and slow,
While Nature thus purtook in all his joy and woe.
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Fixed he would stand, and mute, whilc not a sound
Broke the deep hush ; the flood-gates of his soul
Opened as of themselves ;—from all around
A tide of vast emotions seemed to roll.
Concentrating th spirit of the whole
Within his sw.ll ag bosom : calm and deep
Over his thirsting heart the waters stole,
But oft o’er every barrier would t! ey leap,

And one wide whelming flood o'er all his soul won:d

sweep.

XVI.

And Nature ever varied to his view;
For, as his fitful fancies inly wrought,
Giving his mind a sad or lively hue,
Her lovely face a like expression caught,
And stood a mirror to her cast of thought.
Still, as more strong his own emotiuns rose,
‘With feeling more intense his breast seemed fraught ;
And the sweet sanction sympathy bestows
Now nursed his nascent joys, now fed his cherished
Woes.
XVII,

If he was glad, the flowers that n’er the mead
Sported with nodding heads,—the purling stream,—
The waves that gently flow and soft rec.de,
As if in frolic with the dancing beam,—
The lake that smilingly appeared to gleam
Rejoicing in the mild 4nd mellowed light,—
All with a voice of kikdliest tone would geem
His wandering footsteps fondly to invite,

And as the sun sunk down they scftly said, Good night !
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XVIIIL. o

But if sonfe saddening thought within his soul
Had bowed his yielding heart beneath its sway,
All Nature, too, was chagged by its control ;
A deeper.udness tinged the evening ray,
The munmmng streams bewaile { the fading day ;
The wind, in mournful tone, app#ared to sigh;
The lake in meland holy silence lay ; o

A pensive glooh seemed to his musing eye

To brood o’ex all the earth and spread throughout the
sky.
XIX.

+And, on this wondrous mirror while he gazed,
Pleased, with a childlike pleasure, to behold
* An image of his own deep feelings raised
In every star and every cloud’that rolled
Athwart the sky ; and while the mountains old
Spoke of the®unchanging God’s protecting power ;
Like gentle hearts, from stormy blasts and cold
Shielded by Him, he deemed each lowly flower
Which at that mountain’s base bloomed forth its little
hour.
xx.
Yet, while in Nature's volume thus he found
That which deep feelings in his soul could wake—
While tothis listening heart the scenes around
Of the Creator’s glory sweetly spake ;
as! their soft voice lured him to forsake
at halier Book which he deenfed writ alone
‘For souls of mould too earshly to partake
That finer sense through which the heavenly tone
Of Nature's voice is heard and her deep mysteries known.
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XXI.

¢ Here,” he exclaimed, “ and here alane, we find

A fitting temple, arched by yon bright skies,
‘Wherein to worship the Eternal Mind

With pure and acceptalsie sacrifice ;

Here, on the wings of love, our souls ause,
Communion g the God of Heaven to hold ;
Here, by his own hand written, to our eyes

Doth Nature’s book his characteryanfold ;

It let us read, no more by creeds and forms controllec.”

XXIIL.

Yet there upon his mind would oft intrude

Dark doubts by which his inmost soul was riven ;*
And reasoning he would ask, “ If God be good,—
As good He surely is whose love hath given

This lovely Earth, o’erhung by yon fair heaven,

For man’s abode,—oh | wherefore then this chain
Of linked sin and woe, which men have striven

By every art to break—but striven in vain;
Showing the sin more black, and feeling more the pain ¢

XX,

“1f He is just—as just he needs must be

‘Who ruleth over all, supremely blest

‘Without man’s aid,—then wherefore do-we see

The wicked triumph and the good oppressed,

The hardened sinner in his heart at rest,

While still the jlist go‘mourning ;—or if all

Alike bear sin within ¢heir rebel breast,—

If boundless guilt for boundless vengeance calf,
Why then so long forbears Destrustion’s bolt to fall 2
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XXIV.

* While thys he used, all Nature seemed o’ercast
With gloom. The sun’s glad rays appeared to mock
The darkness of the soul. The moaning blast,—
The lowering cloud—the tempest-riven rock,— °
'The voiee of thunder,—the con® ulsive shock
Of elements,—with these he felt.atyone,

But gentler voices could not now unlock
The cell of thigshut heart, which sodght to shun
Such tones, with which it felt no more in unison.

XXV.

Then on some jutting rock, amkl the rush

Of rolling waters, where the whitening spray

Dashed wild around him, while the crimson blush |
o Of eve was fading into pensive gray,

He loved to sit and muse the hours away.

It seemed as if in the stream’s brawling sound

Amid the cal#aness of the closing day,

Something accordant with those thoughts he found
Which stirred his restless soul while stillness reigned

* around.
XXVIL

One lovely eve of a bright summer’s day, *

When peace and soft repose were brooding o’er

The fading scenc®he chanced alone to stray

T'o a swest spot to which he ne’er before

Had wandercd. Thither from the neighbouring shore

?\e- dashing waves sent a deep, lulling sound,

nd Heaven, and Eaith, wnd Ses, an aspect wore

Of tranquil beauty and of calm profound,

Which deepened *mid the shade of the dark woods
around.
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XXVII.

There as he wandered, o’er his thoughtful breast
That strangely pleasing melancholy rose
‘Which the soul would not, if it could, resist,
But to its power will yierd, though scarce it knows -
‘Whence that o’ermastering fascination flows;
And through ths mind strange fancies then will steal
Tinged with the pensive hue which Sadness throws
O’er all that we behold, or hear, od feel ;

Nor care we from its sway to Reason to appeal.

XXVIIL.

Along the winding path he slowly strayed ;
And still his musing eyes were turned aside,
While the far gleaming ocean he surveyed,
Where slow the sus was sinking in his pride,
Pouring his glory o’er the illumined tide;
And, on that magic scenc as tranceg, he gazed,
Bright images of beauty all allied
By mystic ties, within his soul were raised,
And spell-bound long he stood, at his own work-amazed.

XXIX,

Thus while he wandered' o’er the mazy track,

Drinking the beams that bathec the hills and skies

In floods of light, sudden he started bagk,

As if before him his astonished eyes

Had seen some dreamlike apparition rise.

With noiseless gtép the path he quick retraced ;*

But soon, recovered from his sweet surprise,

He turned, repenting of his timerous haste,
Towhere the shadowing trees their branches interlaced:
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* And hidden there he stood, and gazed intent

On that fair form that on his sight had beamed

8o like a spirit. Her soft eyes were bent .

Upon the, setting sun, whose radiance sebmed

As if info her very soul it streamed,

Feeding her spirit as with angels Yood ,

Her tranced eyes with such pure rapture gleamed ;

And hence he 8hunned, with foot profane and rude,
On the deep bliss of that bright being to intrude.

XXXL

And still, as longer on that form he dwelt,
He lingered, bound by spells yet stronger there ;
And still more deeply in his soul he felt *
How hard his still unsated eyes to tear
From gazing where she stood—so heavenly fair,—
So like thosegmages of loveliness
He oft had dreamed of, but could never dare
To hope that Earth a being might possess,
Who with such charms as these his waking eye might
bless.
XXXIL
Her hair like light clouds floated on the wmd
In her pale browgleep thought appeared to he ;
Her form and features all were full of mind;
A pure sdul seemed to dwell in her bright eye
Of deep, soft blue, like Evening s pensive sky,
When one sweet star from i its calm depth shines forth;
-And holy feelings, thoughts serefle and high,
Seemed to have almost sevéred her from earth,
Aud made her like a thing of more than mortal birth.
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+ XXXI11.

Slowly began the sun to disappear, "

And a soft, tranquil gloom o’erspread the sky;
+ And, as she still gazed on, a starting tear

Came, like a dew-{lrop, o’r her musing eye:
Perhaps the whelming thoughts of days gone by
Had rushed upfon her soul ; for at that hour

(The heart so,yields itself to Memory)

The sinking sun—a withering leaf «r flower

With thoughts of faded joys will all the sovl o’erpower.

XXX1v.

Now softly set the beaming, stars that shone
From her clear eyes with pure and placid ray ;
" And now he felt a sweeter light was gone
Than ever flowed frém the bright source of day.
She lightly dashed the glistening tear away,
And cast her pensive eyes upon the ground ;
Then, as if starting at her long delay,
Light as a fawn along the mead may bound,
Tracing the shady path, with graceful steps she wound.

XXXV,

Twere long to tell how oft that vision rose
Upeon his dreamy spirit, while i vain, ,,
With longing heart ghat never knew repose,
Ve sought to gaze on that bright form again:
'Twere long to teil how many a plaintive strain
’Mid these lone yrilds from his sad lips woula fall;
'To Nature only would he then complain ;—
In after times to me he told it all,
And still such words as these my memory can recall.
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¢ She beamed a moment orr my sight—
A mogpent worth an age to me—
It was a vision pure and bright
As ever Fancy’s eye might see.
L ]
\J
¢ She Vanished—and my spirit felt
As if a glorious light were gorfe ;
It seemed as darkness round me dwelt,
When on :me she no longer shone.

¢ Long years have passed; and yet.my dreams
‘With that sweet vision stillsare fraught ;
Still shine upon my heart the beams
Of that bright eye which then I caught.

“ And vainly have my longifig eyes

Sought her 'mong forms of mortal birth j—
Sure 't was Some inmate of the skies
- 'Who but a moment dwelt on earth!”

XXXVI.

Atlast—oh rapturoushoyr! they met; and Heaven,
Methinks, for this high end ordained it so,
That to hildoatin.g heart might thus be given
Tts utmoswwish, and he at length might know
All that a kindred spirit can bestow,
That, when that reed on which he leant should break,
His spirit might be weaned®from«ll below,
And cling with grateful trust, which nought couid
shake,
To Him who said, “ ] ne’er will leave you nor forsake.”
d Q2
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T

« XXXVIL )

Oh! I have marked how down his pale cheek rolled

A tear of humble penitence, no less
« Than grief for the departed, while he told

‘What visions of endurirlg blessedness

He cherished in the idolatrous excess

Of his heart'$ passionate love—unmixed with fear

Of coming woe. Such love he would express

In rapturous song ; and she, well pleased, would hear,
‘While such soft strains as these he warbled in her ear:—

“My thoughts; my dreams are all of thee ;
Though absent still thou seemest near ;
Thine image everywhere I see;
Thv voice in every breeze I hear.
L]

“When softly o’er the evening sky

The stars come twinkling, onetby one,
The star of Eve arrests.mine eye,

As if it lit the heavens alone.

% So like its tranquil lustre seems
‘I'he light of that sqft eye of thine ;—
That star of hope whose cheering beams
Upon my soul so sweetly shine. -
[}
“When o’er the placid lake I gaze,
That lies unruffled by the wind,
To me an int.ge it'displays
Of thy serene ard pensive mind.

¢ The streams that wander glad and free,
And make sweet music as they flow,
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Remind'me qf thine hours®f glee,—
Thy playful arts to banish woe.

“ Thy soul seems imaged in the hills
That stand unshakef by thg blast - -

And h®nce the hope my bosom fills
Thou wilt be constant to the Jast.

 Whage'er ig heaven or earth I sce
That’s pure or lovely, calm or bright,

Reminds me ever, love, of thee,
And brings thine image to my sight.”

XXXVILI.

Nor was his doating fondness unreturned : .
¢ She he so loved ne’er gave himp to deplore
Love cold or false. Like his her bosom yearned
For some congeniul breast wherein to pour
The deep, watm feelings in her heart she bore.—
But why delay the sad event to tell ?
Scarce was she his when Death, relentless, tore
That illo] from his breast ; and when it fell,
He felt his whole proud heart against the stro&e rebel.

XXXIX.
And thenkhe ligltt of Heaven was all shut out.
From his%magined Deity he drew
No comfort and no peace; and hence his doubt
To impious hate and dark rejection grew.
The inward strife his tottefing stfength o’erthrew.
He pined away; and grief &nd wild despair
Had turned his brain—but that, at last, he flew
To his sweet sistex’s tender breast, and there
Poured forth the woes he could no more in secret bear,
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XL.

She, like a fair plant, 'neath the fostering care

Of a loved mother in her youth had grown;

Nor scorching suns nor Vinter’s chilling air

Her tender mind's incipient growth had &nown.
Secure beneath the shelter round her thrown

By that o’ershadowing tree, the budding flowers

Of her expanding soul had sweetly blown,

Ere yet kis infant mind’s half conscious fowers
Had opencd to this world—its sunshine and its showers.

XLI

But even while yet in her young mind the first
Fair blossoms in their loveliness were blowing,—
In fresh and blooming beauty as they burst
From the green bud, a cheering promise showing
Of more luxuriant beauty,—and were throwing
Sweet odours on the air as sweet asgnight be,
Even then was death’s insidious poison flowing
Into the sap of that fair parent tree,

Her offspring’s lovelier growth by Heaven deni:d to see.

XLII.

But ;et a tender recollection dwelt
With her of one who o’er her slhmbers hung,
Like a protecting spirit;—one who knllt
Beside her couch, and prayed for her, alid sung
Sweet songs to lull her, or to mould her young
And tender mind to pure and holy feeling ;
Silvery and soft'the tohes were of her tongue,
Her every look a hea®enly mind revealing,
Which purest shone when, rapt in prayer, beside her
kneeling. .



A TALE. 247

XLI1IL o

* And these blest lessons of her early youth,
Deep in her pensive bosom still abiding,
Had ruled her spirit with the power of Truth;
And o’er the councils of*her soyl presiding,
Had sat like faithful monitors, whose chiding
Rebuked her wanderings when she® went astray ;
And whose calin voice, her gentle footsteps guiding,
Had led her vgth the just in that bright way

#Vhich ‘“shineth more and more unto the perfect day."

XLIv.

Meet breast ywas hers whereon, when faint and fajling,
The wounded soul might lean to find repose.
No empty words of comfort unavailing
Breathed her soft lips to heaPa brother’s woes :
She knew that not as this vain world bestows
11e gives, wino left his own the rich bequest
Of peace, and from whose lips the assurance Hows,
“ Céme unto me, and T will give you rest,
Ye of e weary heart, and heavy laden breast.”

&LV,

To all hig tale vaith patient ear she listened,—
A wearyxnle of wandering and of woe;
And in lier eye a starting tear-drop glistened,
‘Which Hope and joyful Faith forbade to flow ;
For well she knew, and slge rejoiced to know,
That, watered by sweet influence from the skies,
The plants of grace with frmest root will grow
In contrite spirits, nor will God despise

The broken heart-s-to Him a pleasing sacrifice.
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« XLVL.

Therefore she sought not with such soothing balm
As Earth affords, his bleeding heart to heal;
With no weak solace did she strive to calm ~
The fears and griefs he cofild no more conceal :
She bade him not with cold indifference sfeel
His breast agaicst the darts which anguish shod.
She knew that he"did well to own and feel
The power of ‘the Almighty’s chastening rod,
¢ Humbling himself beneath the mighty hand of God.””

XLVIIL.

But, stricken as he was, and inly bleeding

With wounds too deep for human skill or care,

She pointed to the Cross; and, thither leading,

She bade him fix his, eye intently there

On Him who all our sins and sorrows bare

In his own body on the accursed treg,

And there was lifted up, that whosoe’er

Should look to Him in faith might straightway be,
By that confiding look, from death and sin set free.

XLVIIL

And, gazing on the Cross, ghe bade him mark

In what harmonious union there displayed

Truth met with Mercy, and whate’er wa\dark

And awful in pure Deity, arrayed %

In the dread robes of judgment, here was made

To yield strong consolation to the-heart

That there has fled for r fuge, and is staid

On Him whose will norleath nor hell shall thwart-—
Whose covenant still shall stand although the hill de-

part.
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- XLIX,
0 .

' Good is the L'ord, dear brother,” thus he spoke,—
“ You own Him good, but yet you question why
His creatures still are bowed beneath the yoke
Of sin or suffering.—Liftsyour downcast eye, .
And se>%hat He hath done thdt they wholie
Sunk in that cruel bondage might rgceive
A glorious freedom. He who dwelt on high
Hath here pouypd forth His life’s blood to achieve

Fictory o’er Death for all who on His name believe.

L.

¢ Just is our God,—you would believe him Just—
¢ But wherefore then forbears His vengeful hand
To strike his rebel creatures to tifte dust, .
Since all have dared His holy,will withstand ? ’'—
Behold the worst that Justice can demand
Poured on thg guiltless head, of Him who bore
His people’s sins away into a land
Of deep forgetfulness—to rise no more

In judgwent against those who now these sins deplore.

LL -
 Wherefore no condemnation now remaing,—
No blighfing curse, for them :—but if they bear—
And notainmoved—a weight of woes and pains,
In these they see a Father's tender care,
Who, though the chastening rod He will not spare,
Afflicts them but in faithfulnesg and love,
That they His perfect holigess may share,
And grow in meetness for their home above,
As onward to that home with patient steps they move.’
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LIIL

Thus, not in vain—for not unblessed—she strove
To calm his troubled spirit ; thus she sought
To woo him to the Saviour, and remove
Each guilty fear #nd datk, distrustful thought.
And, while his wandering footsteps thus she brought
To the one source of comfort and of joy,
The feelings, too, wherewith his breast was fraught—
The fancies he had cherished fror.»a boy,

All to the same high end she taught him to employ.

LIIL.

And, as they roved together, oft she took
The volume he had rcad—but ne’er aright,—
¢ Even Nature’s lovely and familiar book ;
And, casting on it Revelation’s light,
She showed how weak is man’s unaided sight—
How impotent all Nature’s boasted f owers,
To scan the secret of that withering blight -
‘Which Sin hath cast o’er all this world of outs,
Or chase away the gloom which round us dark'y lowers,

< Liv

Yet would she show that when aright we read
The book of Nature, by the heavenly aic:
Of God’s own Word and Spirit, it may 1¢éad
Our thoughts—not up to Him alone who made
That wondrous frame, and hath therein displayed
His might and wi.dom“~but to Him who came
In human likeness, an# for us obeyed
The Law, and satisfied its utmost claim,
That from its curse we might find reiuge in His name.
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Lv. B
© ¢ 'Twas w_ell,"'she said, * dear brother, that thine eye
Should roam through the bright realns of boundless
space ;
And in the glories of tha midnight sky,
And in this lovely Earth, shoulll seek to trace
The attributes of Him whose unvejled face
Man cannot see and live: but not alone
Of power and gkill, but of redeeming grace
» Doth Nature g};eak, when to our soul ’tis shown
Wherefore she seems ‘in pain to travail and to groan.’

LVL

“Yes, when the Christian stands and looks around

Upon this fair creation, for his sake

Cursed of its Maker, then each mournful sound

And %cene of desalation can gwake

Deep musings; for it seems as if they spake

With sympaghetic voice; and in the throes

Of Nauture’s breast, she seems but to partake

Oursufferings here—our pains, and toils, and woes—
Our longings for the time when this dark scene shall

° close.
LVIL

“The sweeping blasts that o’er the desertshowl,—

The winds that through the leafless forest sigh,—

The driffing clohds that in the tempest scow],

And hicee the brightness of the glowing sky,—

The barren wilderness, all bare and dry,—

The shriek of birds around their rifled nest,—

All dismal sounds—2'l sights that pain the eye,

Are but the groans of Nagure's heaving breast,—
The unseemly scars which still her unhealed wounds

attest,
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LVIII, !
“Yét 'mid her sufferings there is siill a song,—
¢ A song as in the night,’ * when they who keep
Some holy, high solemnity, prolong
*Their watch till morn; apd now they raise the deep
Sad plaint of mourhing—and anon they sveep
The harp with joyous hand, and tell aloud
That ¢ they wh L row in tears, in joy shall reap,’
And that thovgh darkness for a while enshroud
All heaven and earth, morn comes to bithish every cloud,
LIX.
“Yes, every cheerful sound—the voice of birds—
Of gentle streams snd winds, and every sight
That glads the eye of man—all these have words
That speak of hope to him who knows aright
Their meaning: for they tell that, though a blight
Still, for man’s sin, upon this Earth remaiy,
Yet it is not of Heaven abandoned quite,
But rests in hope t to be restored agaxn [shall reign.
When they who suffer now with Christ, thh Christ

¢ For say, why is it tl\at alhen. so much

Now mars the beauty wherewith Earth was crowned

In its first state, and speaks the blighting touch

Of that dread curse which came upon the ground

‘When man rebelled,—albeit that,all anr'.md,

Discordant elements for ever rage

‘Where once was nought but peace,—there yet is found

So much that may the admiring eye engage,
Though little but the wreck of a more glorious age ?

* «Ye shall have n stmg. as in the night when a holy
solemnity is kept,” &e.—Isaiau xxX. 29,

t ¢ The creature hath been made subjecc to vanity, not will-
ingly, but by reason of Him who subjec’ed the same in kope,’
&c —Rom. viii, 20.'
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LXIL. .
* % Why is it that this sin-polluted world

From its just doom so long a respite knows?
Why is it that it hath not yet been hurled
Back to the depths of dirknes§whence i rose?
Why talries still God's vengeance on His foes,
And spares a world that 'gainst hi» will rebels ?
Why is there aught but deaths and pangs and woes
Where Sin, tl“\ mother of Destruction, dwells,

#And sends her horrid brood forth from a thousand cells t

LXIL
¢ Why is it, but that He whose word called forth
The worlds from nothingness, and who bestowed
On our first parents this most lovely Earth,—
For innocence and peace a fit abode,
And bade therh live for Him®o whom they owed
That glorious gift, and use it to his praise,
Hath takeneon Himself the mighty load
Of guilt that had o’erwhelmed us, and so stays
God’s*vengeful hand, and bids His seed ‘ prolong their
. days’®
LXIIL
¢ Prolong their days !—and to what end ? eto whom
Shall they devote the fives so dearly bought
But untcrHim who chased away the gloom
Their nfpd rebellion on the world had brought?
And, as the glories wherewith Earth was fraught
In its first state proclaimed a Maker's love,
So by its tarnished splengours are we taught
To look to Him who sits enthroned above,
With blood-bought power tHe curse for ever toremove.

# ¢« He shall see his seed, He shall prolong their da," T'his
scems the right rendering of Isaiah liii. 10,
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LXIV.

“ And is not all that we on earth survey,—

Are not all lovely forms that glad our eye,
o(Each in-itself still hastening to decay,

Yet still renewed by influence from ou high)—
Ordained of heaven some lesson to supply ?

Or is it, think j e, but blind Nature’s power,—

By infidels adored—that from the sky

Sends down the summer dew—therernal shower,

To cheer the thirsty ficld and raise the drocping flower 1

o LXV.

“ Sec ye not, in that genial influence

Poured from on high, a type by leaven designed

*To figure forth unto the eye of sense -

The Spirit’s quickening power? ard when we find

In the soft breathings of the viewless wind,

And in its rushing sweep, an emblempmeet

Of his deep working, is it but the mind

Whose fruitful fancy frames such foud coneei.,
Deeming all Nature’s forms with meaning thusreplete ?

LXVI.

“ No, better is the creed that He who blessed

That fair creation which s hands had hade

T.ovely and pure as man’s untainted bieast,

And all his habitation then arrayed

With beauty, stainless, and not formed to fade,

In mercy for mans sake this Earth hath cursed,

That 'mid the tokens all around displayed

Of some dire change from what He formed it first,
Our siggly souls might for a better state be nursed,—

-
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LXVII.

 Kept everrin remembrance that on Earth
Is nought abiding—passing all away ;—
That now in every thing of Earthly birth .
The secdg are sown of sickness #nd decay’;—
That flesh, like grass, resolves itself to clay
And worse corruptions in man’s spirflt reign ;
Nor is there aught exempt from Death’s dark sway
Save where the §pirit breathes upon the slain,
ANid calls the whitening bones to a new life again.

LXVIIL

¢ Go forth, then, still, my brother, as of old,

Through Nature’s glorious Temple. Let the Word

Be thine interpreter, and 't will unfold

Deep mysteries shere; and while its light is poured

On all you see, 't will show that Temple stored

With emblemsg—typesof heavenly things, which speak

Of the rich grace and mercy of the Lord,

And point to where the soul, diseased and weak,
With sure and joyful hope for strength and peace may

seek.”
LXIX.
L]

*T was thus that oler the path he loved to tread
Her gentlg steps went with him. Thus ghe drew
His heart &y sympathy’s strong bonds, and spread
The scenes of Nature open to his view
Illumed by light so pure, and yet so new,
That in his humbled heart & deeger love
At once to God, to Man, to Nature grew;
And with more earnest spirit now he strove

To link with all belogv high thoughts of Heaven #bove,
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LXX.
And not alone o’er Nature’s realms was shed
The light thus newly dawning on his mind ;

. It chased away the gloom that once o’erspread
The ways of Proyjdence; and bade him find
Even in the woes whereat he late repinec
The tokens of,,a Heavenly Father's care.

And now, with spirit tranquil and resigned,

He mused nn scenes which late hg strove to tear
From Memory’s book, but found too d'«’aeply graven ther~,
LXX1.

Still to his loved aud lost one, and to all
That spake of her, his heart would fondly cling.
Dear were the strains, though sad, that could recall

» Her image. Oft he sat mute listening
To hear his sister s{rike the harp and sing
Some song that dear one loved in days gone by;
And ere she ceased to kiss the trembling string
With her light fingers, he, with pensive sigh,

Would thus himself prolong the same sweet melody.

Touch, gently, gently touch again

The harp o’er which thy fingers stray ;
An? bid that once familiar strain

Wake thoughts of many a bygone day.

For I have heard that tender iay
From lips 1 hung upon in love, &
The lips of her who fled away
To join the sainted choirs above.
And every timeé'I hehr that strain
Warbled as it ha'h been by thee,

I seem to hear her voice again.
Her verv form 1 seem to se=.
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My thyughts are wafted hack to years
Of varied hue with her I spent;
And joy is mingled with the tears
In which my musing soul has vent.

And then my spirit longs te fly
Away to her, and taste the joys
Which spirits know beyond th®sky,—
That bliss which griet no morg alloys.
* LXXIT.
Nor long did Heaven the wished-for time delay.
And sweet it was to mark him as he grew
In ripeness for his change. For, day by day,
His thoughts and feclings caught a heavenlier hue
As coming glories brightened on his view. .
Nor was his egnverse to oursouls unblessed ;
Oft, as to that long home he nearer drew
Where now these dear ones all together rest,
He breathed, in words like these, the feelings of his
Dbreast.

A heavenly voice is falling
Upon my silent heart;
T bear it softly calling
My spirit td depart.
, With t?)ttering footsteps wending
e Along a rugged path,
I feel I am descending
Into the vale of death.

Yet, its dark pr;cincfs treading,
Feeling its gloum so near,
I enter it undreading,
For,ewherefcre should I fear §
I
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That Shepherd is beside me !
To guard e and to cheer,

Who, wont through life to guide me,
Has brought e safely liere.

Then lct ufe still, as slowly
I tread this region dim,
Breath®® through my heart a holy,
A du-p and silent hymn.

Soon, soon shall it be qlvcu
This feehle vorce of mine,
‘With all th2 choir of Ilcaven,

To raise a song divine ;

In one full chorus pouring
The cverlasting strain ;
With gratefal joy adoring -
The lamb that once was slain.

And, even while yet T'm numbcred
With those who dwell below,

‘With mortal flesh encumbered
Amid a world of woe,

May not this heart be sweetly
Attuned by Go’s own hand

To join, and not unmeetly,
With that rejoicing band ;

Its deep tones bumbly blending
With that celestial song,

Whose stains of joy unending
In Heavenat shall proloag ?



MEWIE. .
A BALLAD.S®

¢ My Meeofie, in thy early days,
Tlou aye wast full of glee;

And in this warld o’ cares and waces
Thou wast a joy to me. o

“ And what is’t, lass, that ails ye now ?
There’s something grieves ye, sure,
That gicsye sic a thougktfu’ brow,
And maks ye sac demure.
.
¢“My ain dear Menie, tell to me,
‘What gars ye look sae wace ;
Eor oh! 1 canna bide to see
My lassie pining sae.”’

“ Ay, mither, blytBesome I ha’e been ;
But blyti®e I’ll be nae mair:

Forg’ the joys that I hae seen,
I now maun dree despair.

¢ Oh, weel I ken, my-mitlber dear,
Your heart can feel for me,—
Feel for the pangs o’ hope that sear,
And love.that canna dee.
R 2
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MENIE.

#1 need na’ tell ¢o you how hard
Frae ane’s fond love to part:

I need na’ tell how hope deferr’d
Brings sickness to the heart:

“ But, oh! ym: canna ken how cauld:
And witherin’ is the blight,

When the la.t hope that could uphauld
Has vénished frae the sighgl.

¢ And oh! what hope can now remain
For me, this side o’ death,

Since he who 'vowed to be my ain
Has broke his plighted faith ?

“ When to misfortune’s heavy hand
‘We were con'trained to yieid,

And left our bein, auld house and land
For this bit scanty beld. ‘

“ When Willie’s father looked wi’ scorn
On ane sae scant o’ gear,
And strove his heart frae me to turn
By artfu’ hint and sneer ;
.«

% When we that had togethen playel
In childhood’s happy days,

And aft at eve together strayed
O'’er blooming banks and braes,

.

# Were watch®l wi’ keen and jealous eye,
Lest we should shance to meet,—
Forbid, though ah, how fruitlessly !
Each other’s converse swest,—
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“ Still, stijl did happiness unite
Wi’ love’s eternal flame :

The more ’#was sought to quench their light
The stronger it became.

. .

¢ Bven When his father’s cruel pride
To part us had prevailed,—¢

When far across the wester., tide
With sgrrowing beart he saifed,—

¢ 8till, still, did hope support my soul,
And in our parting hour,

The force of grief I could &ontrol
By that delightful power.

¢ I felt that nought could quench the flame
Of love'wi’ which I 1dved;

And thought he aye maun bide the same,
"Tholtgh far frae me removed.

¢ But, though long, weary months flew by,

. Nae word frae Willie came;
Nor ¢’er frae human lips did I

Hear mention o’ his name,

.

“ And I began, aye, mair and mair,

4’ hope and joy to tyne;
And it’s nae wonder cauld despair

At last should gar me pine.

% Ana aft I've sat in"weamness,
Alone frae morn ti3 e'en

And naething seen but dreariness
Spread gler life’s future scene.
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¢ And yetat timzs a sudden gleam,.
O’ hope would cheer my heart ;

And gladness wi’ a fitfu’ beam,
Across my soul would dart.

¢ I thought that yet the time might come,
That shpuld our bliss restore,—
‘When Willic’s should be Menie’s home,
And we should patt no more ;
[}

¢ When on those griefs we should look back,
That once s~ sore distressed :

As travellers vn a rugged track
That brought them to their rest.

“ But oh! nae blink o’ joy shall shine
Upon my sortows mair; *

The portion that shall now be mine
Is anguish and despair.

“ Long did I strive against the thought
That it could ever be,

That my ain Willie could be brought
o prove sae fause to me :

¢ But oh! the hope I leant 9n now
Has proved a broken reed ;

For Willie has forgot his vow,
And he is fause indeed.”

“ Ay, Meniedear, 'wi’ earthly joys,
Sair, sair, it is w part,—

Sair when the hand of God destroys
An idol of the heart.
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 But mjnd, when joyg and hopes sae dear
TFrae our fond hearts are riven;

’Tis that they may be brought mair near,
And closer up to heaven.

%O thhen, dear M.euie, dinna let*
Sair grief afflict your mind ;
And if ye pever can forget, ®
O seek to be resigned.”

“ l;'orsaf(cn by the ane mair dear
Than a’ the warld beside;

Still mind there Aue that's ever near,
And mair in Him coffide.”

L] L * - *

Months more of dark and hopeless woe,
O’er Menie’s head have passed ;

Andgnow the withering flower may show,
How keen has been the blast.

“Now pale she sits, her soft blue eyes
Watching the sun’s last rays;
And thoughts within her soul arise
Of bygone, happy days. .
L]

Ske scesga stranger’s form brush past!

o She heurs a stranger’s fect !

With wild cmotions, high and fast,
Her breast begins to beat.

Whose step is at dhe cottage door?
Whose voice is thaPshe hears?
That voice she oft has heard Lefore,

*T'is music to her ears!
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MENIE.

*Tis he! her loved one! Oh! too dzep
For her weak trame to bear,

This food of bliss that conzes to sweep
Away her dark despair!

With face bright heaming with-delight”
He hastes to clasp the maid;

But, ah! how starts he at the sight
Which there he secs:displayqnlil

There pale and motionless she lies,
And seems as if ’t were death

That closed thote lovely lips and eyes,
And stopped her struggling breath.

Distraction in his face appears,
And tells the iward storm,
And in distress too deep far tears

e gazes on her form.

To raise her child to life again
Each art the mother tries ;

O’erjoyed he sees ’tis not in vain,
She opens wide her eyes.

At first in vacancy they swim,
As waking from a dream,

But now, intently fixed on him,
With calm delight they beam.

Grief from her swal hus fled away,
And hope and joy arise,

Re-kindled by the gladdening ray
Of love from Willie's eyes.
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It negds npt words to har to tell
That Willie’s heart is true;
She reads it in his face full well,
Bright beaming to her view.

‘Weh ecstasy her bosom glows,
Now locked in his embrace: #
" And blooms again the faded rose,
“That long had fied her face. ®

Her check, no more of ghastly white,
The purest colour dyes,

And heavenly loveliness aild light
Are beaming from her eyes.

¢ O dear, dear Willie,” thus she spoke,
¢ Fause“tongues have Wronged ye sair;
But, oh! the.weak heart that they broke,
Itsel’shas wronged ye mair.

““Fhey said that you, in yon far land .
JAcross the Western tide,
Had sought and won another’s hand,
And she was now your bride.
L]

¢ And I—Cetrustless heart, to think
Tgat it could e’er be true!
Began in dark despair®o sink
The mair I thought on you.”

“ Yes, black the heart and false the tonguc
That thus could speak,” he cried;

¢ Oh, foully have they done me wrong, *
And basely have they lied !
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MENIE.

" “Though tossed upon the world’s-wide sea,

This hcart still turned to home, -
Still, Menie, pointed it to thee
Wherever 1 might roam.

“ Ang now I thought my sorrows o'er,
And all my wanderings done,

And I have sought my native shore
To clasp my faitkfal one.”,

Thus they embraced in joy again;
But uh ! mysterious Heaven!

On Earth his Menie to detain
Too late this bliss was given.

He saw her hastening, day by day,
To her eternal rest,

Yet treading joyfully the way
By resignation blessed. '

And oft he sat at her bedside
With looks of utter woe,

And down his cheeks a whelming tide
Of burning tears would flow.

There once he sat as the b ight sun
Behind the mountain set; .

And bygone daﬂ.h‘e thought upon
With anguish and regret.

Upon that h&ppy time he thought,
When Menie’s face of murth

More light to his glad spiit brought
Than yon sun,brought tc carth.
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And jnow he saw her vapishing
For ever from his sight,

And what now to his soul could bring
Its wonted joy and light ?

.
He® gazed upon her faded t:heek,— )
Her cheek so pale and mild; -
His sad hearzt was too full to dpeak,
But thus she spa;ke and smiked.
» .
“ DAMr Willie, why sae sairly grieve,
And look sae wae on me?
‘What gars thee choking sighs to heave,
And tears start in your e’e?

“ Is’t that ye see this wastin’ form
Melt like the drilted snaw,—g

This heart, that braved the roughest storm,
Sinkein the calm awa’ ?

“.Is’t that ye see this frame, that bore
Fu’ mony a wintry blast,

Now, seared and blighted in the core,
Witherin’ awa’ at last ?

L]
¢ Is’t that a sair and throbbin’ storm
Gaes through your sinkin’ heart,
A something telbs ye that fu’ soon
We maun for ever part?

¢ And t‘hink ye, \Vmie,yllen I'tn gane,~—
Gane to my home gbove,

That ye’ll be left on earth alane,—
Robbed, o’ your only love.
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# O mind there’s Ane that’s lavit you
Wi’ love mair strong than mine,

For oh ! what love sae strong and true
As Jesus’ love divine ?

¢« Keep close to Him ; to Him gie up*
The keepin® of your heart,

And He will bless this bitter cup,
Qd héal your bosgm’s smart.

¢ Through Him alone may you susfain
The weight of crushing grief;

He only to affiiction’s pain
May bring a sure relief.

“ O weel I ken what you maun feel
Wherswe at 12st maun part ;

O weel I ken how ill to heal
That anguish o’ the heart. '

¢ When severed frae a dear loved one,
Though by a hand “'ivine,

O weel 1 ken the heart is prone
"Ro murmur and repine.

“ For what is’t but the bitter thought
That we for aye had parted,

That down to this my strength has brought,
And made me broken-hearted ?

“ And oh! whgt tongue can ever tell
How I hae luvit, thee!

Oh! I hae thought no’ heaven itsel’
Without thee bliss could bg.
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¢ But in the boundless grace of Heaven,.
Ev_en while I thus repmed,

A ray of hope by God was given
To cheer my darkened .mind.

“ And oh! how wondrous is that grace!
And oh! that hope how swget,
That soon in.one prepared place
We twa again sha;ll meet! !
0

“Yes! though I gang awhile before,
You too will follow soon,

And care and grief will a’be o'er
When we are met abune.

“ There’s somethmg tells me, Willie dear,—
I kenn# how it is,— o

There’s something says the tlme draws near
Whea we shall meet in bliss.

¢ It’s may be that your clear blue e’e,
And pale cheek gar me think,

That ’neath your sorrows you, like me,
At last fu’ soon maun sink. -

L]

“ But; Willig, yet I may be wrang ;
Iw God’s to tak or spare,

And®He on earth nfay keep ye lang,
To glorify Him there.

¢ But be it soon, or We it Jate,
* ’T will be when Hegkéns best;
It’s no the dart o’ chance or fate
That thep will pierce your breast.
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 Then rest ye still, content to be,

And bear what He may will ;
And if ye live, or if ye dee,
Gie Him the glory still.”

Thus ere her soul this earthly scene
For brizhter realms forsook,
Together pe asively serene, -
Sweet counsel oft they took.

To sanctify affliction’s smart,
As well as heal she strove ;

And all the balm she brought his heart
Was gathered from above.

And as from her dear lips it flowed
Peace o’er his spirit stole,

And sweetest comfort was bestowed
Upon his anguished soul.

She seemed a being from above
Who here awhile had dwelt,

And reverence mingled with the love
'r'hat then for her he felt.

But death would not be stayed, ana fast
He saw her strength decay:

And soon, ali ills and sorrows past,
From Earth she winged her way.

In mansions fa, beyond the skies
Her soul is wita her God ;

In yon kirkyard her body lies,
Beneath the grassy sod.
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And to that hallowed spot full oft,
Her*Willle comes at even,

And tHence his soul is borne aloft
To meet with hers in Heaven,

And every time that “ere e laftels;
" His Maker to adore,
His earthly house of clay he fetls
Dissolving more and more.

* L]
And patien.tly he waits the day
That sets his spirit free;
Unto the land of rest away,,
Even like a dove to flee.

And the glad thought upon him swells,
A piace shall then be hjs, .

Where his beloved Redeemer dwells,
And where his Menie is.



272

TO A MOUNTAIN STREAM

AMONG THE OCHILLS.
€

Pure flowing and rejoicing stream !
How oft, in childhoéd’s happy dream,
I’ve wished or fancied that like thee
The current of my life might be;
Through sceneg of beauty ever straying,
Each wayward impulse still obeying,
And oft in lovely spots delaying,
Till, sudden urged by such desire
As playful Fancy might inspire,
Away to other scenes it passed,
While each seemed lovelier than the last.

Fat up among the mountains wild

I’ve loved to wander, when a child,

To mark the region of thy Birth, .
‘Where, from the womb of Mother ilarth,
Instinct with life, I saw thee gushing,
And down amid the valleys rushing.

At first, a littlg tritkling rill,

I saw thee wandex at thy will,

Scarce heeding what thy path might b,
If ’t were but unconstrained and free.



TO A MOUNTAIN STREAM, 273

I saw theg in thy onward course
Frorfn all around thee gaining force.
I saw the Earth, I saw the Sky,

To thee new energy supply.
Imbued by these with coi%scious strength,
I saw thee burst away at length,

And, proudly spurning all control,
Adown the hills impetuous xoll‘.

Evert when stern Winter’s icy chain
Bound all the rivers of the plain,
I saw it strive, but strive in vain,
Thy restless wanderings to restrain.
And when the gentle voice of Spring
Was softly breathing o’er the Earth,
And filling every living fing
With new delight and lively mirth j—
‘When 1#any a glad and tuneful bird,
.Called forth by it on joyous wing,
Amid the o’erhanging woods was heard
Jts song of grateful praise to sing ;—
When from the clear and placid heaven
A stream of joy appeared to flow, *
By whose enlivenin} touch was given
New life to every thing below,—
At t'npes I saw thee gently wending,
‘Where birch and willow, o’er thee bending,
And flowers, their gentle heads depending,
Shed o’er thy pure gnd tranquil breast
Their hues, with heaven’sdlear azure blending,
And calm thy waters¥%eemed to rest,
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As if unwilling tp forsake ,
Their sweet companions smiling found,
Or loath the pleasing charm to break -
‘Whose magic there thy current bound.
Anon I saw thze burtt away,
As if thou might’st no more delay; «
I saw theg onward gaily dashing,
Thy glad wgves in the sunbeam flashing ;
1 saw thé cheerful smile they cast
On every lovely flower they pe ssed,
‘Which nodded back, as on they ruched,
Or bowed its gentle head, and blushed.
I heard the woods around thee ringing,
With thy glad laughter and thy singing;
And then my heart leapt up with glee,
In joyful sympathy with thee!
Like thee, I wished to me ’tvere given,
Beneath the smiling cope of heayen
To roam, restrained by no dull Hound,
With none but Nature’s children round,—
And these all free and glad and gay .
As 1 myself the livelong day,
And éver, as 1 roamed along,
To pour my cheerful soul in song,
Joining the strain of grateful mirth
That seemed to rise from zll the £arth.

But diffcrent now my hopes from :hese;
Sercner joys my spirit please;

Like some calm miver, broad and deep,
I would my &ream of life might sweep,
Even such a colirse would I pursue

As thine, majestic Avon Dhu,
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Whose distant waters? bright and blue,

Gleam o’er the scene which now Igview,

Cheering the vale thou windest through ;—

Bidding the smiljpg banks around

With plenty and with jo} abound;— .

A cheering influence round them pouring,

The scorched and drooping Hlowers restoring,

And keeping all the lovely scene

Through which they flow, so fresh and green.

How swéet methinks if thus 't were given
The current of my life to flow!

If thus, in the pure light of heaven,
My bosom, cahn as thine, might glow !

If comfort thus it might bestow

On many a wearied soul below,

When wqrn by care or gunk in woe !—

If, even while rapt in.heavenly dreams,
Absorbed in sweet and holy musing,

My solll, poured forth in tuncful streams,
Refreshing waters round diffusing,

A’ soothing solace might impart

To the disconsolate in heart ;

Or foster the young flowers of Earth,

And call their lovgly blossoms forth,

And, while the light of Heavenly Love

Poured dowh upon them from above,

Bidghem their earljest bloom expand

To greet that influence pure and bland !

Yet not in vain our ﬁlm’hts are borne
Back to our life’s delightful morn,
Recalling all those visions bright

“That rose before our infant sight,—

s 2
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The aspirations pure and warm «
That svont our simple hearts to charnt,—
The joys with which our spirit thrilled,
The feeling thatour bgsom filled,

By Nature's gentle voice instilled ;

And all the hopes we loved to cherish,

Though doomed perhaps, too soon to perish.

And not m vain our steps retraoe,
In riper years, each well-knowr place,
Each lovely haunt—caéh calm retreat,
Where fancy led our youthful feet,—
‘Where first we held communion sweet
With Nature, and her forms impressed
Upon our warm and yielding breast
Those images of Joveliness,

Which still, in many an after year,
Beam on our hearts with power tg bless,

And, even in hours of gloom, to cheer ;—
Where our young, tender spirits first,

n Nature’s kindly bosom nursed,

From her sweet inspiration drew,

Reclining in her gentle arms,
And that deep love anl reverence knew
For her, which ever deeper grew, |
And, though a while we bade adien

To her inspiring charms, o
Springs up within our soul anew,
Whene’er her face again we view.

.

Ah! yes, we fed% 'tis ne’er in vain
We tread these lotely scenes again !
For, even as yon “abounding river”

Which in the glimmering distance gleams,
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Rpuring its cheerful flood for ever,

Fed by a thousand hill-born strgams,-—
‘When Summer’s hot and sultry suns

Have robbed i§ of its wonted force,
And lessening, now, its current runs

Along its half-deserted course,~—
As then its strength is oft 1¥newed

By pure and copious whteys, sent
From fqrth thoseeregions, grandly rude,

Wherein its infancy was spent;
So, when the current of our soul

Has sunk beneath some parching drought,
And languidly begins to roll

The tide of feeling and of thought,
Our heart a grateful impulse feels

Amids the scenes wa early loved,
And o’er our soul new vigour steals,

When wandermg where our youth had roved.
The simple joys that then we knew,
The feelings all to nature true,
Fall on our breast like vernal dew

Upon a drooping flower;
The springs from whence our chilghood drew
The freshness obthe heart renew,
And all oyr souls again imbue

..VVith more than wonted power.
-
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[
COMFOSED DURING A'SOLITARY RAMBLE IN THE HIGHLANDS

IN solitude 'tis sweet to stray,

And muse o’er some familiar scene,—
Familiar in life’s early day,

When hopes and joys were fresh and green ;

Where every sight apd every sound
Awakes old feelings in the mind ;
And dear associations round .

Whate’er we gaze on are entwined :

Where every sighing breeze appears
To speak in a familiar tone,

And-every streamlet charms our ears
With Songs our infancy pad known.

And sweet it is when on our gaze

Those scenes—so oft imagined—burst,:
‘Wherein the happy infant days

Of those we deeply love were nursed.

Where we may feelas they have felt,
And every influente they have known
Upon our soul may softly melt,
And mould it to a kindred tone.
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L]

Their absent form we seem to see,
. Their voice makes music in the air,
Their joyous, artless infancy *
Even now scems giaily sporting thers,
L]

Bu;, wandering, lone, o’cr some fair scene,—
Mute gazing o’er some briglyt expanse,
Where those we love have ngver been,
Or have .but cast g passing glince ;

Though every beauty there be found
To charm our fixed and musing eyes,

Though on that “rich historic ground "
All bright associations rise ;

If there be nothing there that speaks
Unto out hearts in friehdship’s tone,
If vainly there Affection seeks
For $®mething it may call its own ;

*How bright soe’er the prospect, still
, Its glories are but half enjoyed,
And still our spirit feels a chill,
A dreary and a craving void. .
»

Thoulh notwith sweeter influence roll
‘khie softest sounds upon my sense
Than comes the music on my soul
Of Nature's silent eloquence ;

Though degper joy my }‘xgart hath known
When gazing from scene mountain height,
Or pensive wandering® all alone,
Than scenes of festive mirth excite

.
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Yet sweet it is to feel and know ., |
That there is one congenial breast .
‘Wherein the same emotions glow,
Deep, strong, and pure, though unexpressed ;
- .

To read a kindred, calm delight !
‘Within some dear one’s musing eye,
Mild beaming forth, serenely bright
As Evening’s'soft and penswc sky.

Then, while our hearts within us tlmll
‘With love to that Almighty One

‘Whose goodness and whose glory fill
And brighten all we gaze upon;

How doubly sacred, then, appear
The ties by whick we feel allied

To that dear one—now doubly dear— -«
Who stands deep musing by our side!

For then we feel how true it is—

In what a glorious sense ’t is true—
That we are children both of His

‘Who, spread these glories to our view;

That, on our souls by Him imp;essed,-
His image is not yet so dim

Dut still we feel supremely blest
In viewing all that speaks of Him :—

Say, rather, that Hjs image bright
Hath on our sould-been so renewed,
That there to gaze we most delight
Where pure that image may be viewed.
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As brethren®on a foreign shore, -
.~ Whete long their absent steps have goved,
Jogether mutely musing o’er
A father's pictured, form 'lgeloved :

Wheén on them seems serenely bent
That father's mildly beaming aye,

‘Where anxious-care is sweetly,blent
With thatl;ieep lovg which canhot die;

While, *gazing on that placid face,
Upon their thoughtful spirit throngs

Each moral charm, each mental grace,
That to that father's soul belongs ;

While those dear eyes and lips recall

The looks®-the words—#he tones that shed
The light and warmth of love o'er all,

And ro&nd the hearth such gladness spread ;

‘While melting thoughts of bygone years
Upon their spirits softly come,
With all that brightens and endears
The memory of their childhood’s hoge ;
.

And while witQin their bosoms burn
Deep longings for that hour of joy

When to that home tlfey shall return,
And taste its bliss without alloy ;

As then more closely sfill tiey cling,
In that strange land, go'onc another,
And doubly feel how sweet a thing
' The fond affection of a brother ;
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So, pilgrims in thie land of Life,
Where few congenial hearts are found—
Where coldness, and deceu, and strife,
And all the fruits of :.sm abound,—
. v
‘When, as in pensive mood we stray
With one ¢svho to our heart is dear,
‘We pause together to survey *
A scene [like that I gaze on here,
¢

Our warm imagination deems
That from that pure and placid sky
On us, His lowly children, beams
Our Heavenly Father's tender eye.

‘Where'er we turn we secm to trace,
In Earth below'and Heaven above,
The image of His glorious face,
All radiant with the smiles of lo'e.

And then how closely linked we feel )
To one who those emotions shares

Of filial love, which best reveal
Hew much his heart that image bears!

Then, though, perhaps, our ljvs refruin
To break the silence brooding round,
It seems as some elecfric chain
Our souls in mystic union bound.

And, oh! the c(‘sclousness how sweet,
While rapt in thpughts no words could tell,
That still our hearts accordant beat,
And with congenial feelings swell ;—
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Feelings whose current, de¢p and strong,
Sprung rrom one heavenly fountain, rolls
Its ever-circling stream along,—
The life’s blood of oyr kindred souls;

Whicn, there in purity renewed,
The taint of earth from off it throws,
And, with new life and warmth imbued,
Deep through our thrilling bosoin flows.

It seems'as if a purer air
Than that of this polluted earth

Were poured around our spirits there,
To nourish thoughts of heavenly birth:

And thence upon our breast descends
A sweet and holy influence,

That with our very being blends
And puifies the soul from sense.

" But, even though, poured from all around,
The streams of Nature’s music roll,
Unmarred by any jarring sound,
Through the deep windings of our soul;

Though all around be fair and bright,
And all within us be serene;

And calin our beart reffect the light
That gilds and gladdens all the scene;

Siill, if we share these cheeri.g beams
With no fond breast of kindred mould,
A something o'er our spirit seems
To cast a shadow dull and cold.

283
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And, oh! if even that placid hour—,

That lovely scene—these glowing skies—
If even these should have a power

To bid conflicting thoughts arise ;

If that serenely parting sun
Upon ourrmusing soul should pour
Sad thoughts nf some beloved one,
Who now is seen on.earth no more ;

If even the gladness and the peace

That from such scenes are wont to flow,—
If even these should but increase

The depth and bitterness of woe—

Recalling those past hours of blss,

When with that loved vne oft we strayed
’Neath such a glorious sky as this,

And such a lovely scene surveyed ;

Then when we think that low is laid

That heart which then so warmly beat—
So keenly felt that bliss, and made

Thiese joys to us so doubly sweet ;

Oh, then, our spirit looks ardund
For some soft sympgthizing breast {”
And feels a pang when none is found
Whereon the sinking heart may rest.
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Written on hearing of " the persecution of the Protestants at
Madcira, and particularly of the condemnation to death of
® Maria Juaquina, wao still lies in prison under that sentence.

A voIcE comes o'er the waters!—a voice of thrilling
. sound !
A voice of lamentation in Jouder praises drowned!
'Tis the voice of suffering nature 'neath dark oppres-
sion ‘ rushed ;
'Tis the.voice of praise to Him who bids the deep, low
i Rléint, be hushed.

‘With the souls beneath the altar now it cries, “O Lord,
how long ?”

With the blest in glory new it joins the glad, triumph-
an. song-—

The song of praise to Him who gives His saints that
fearless faith

Whereby they gain the victory o’er agony and death.

‘Whence comes that voice of wa'ling that floats along
the deep?

Whence come those hallelujahs that o’er the waters
sweep
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Hath the lone sea a temple? and are there' altars
there :

From whence the incense rises of a trustmg people’s
prayer?

' ¢

Yes, Ocean hath his altars; and afar upon the sea

Are those who put their confidence, O living God, in
thee;

And Ocean hatl: his temples, and hxs priests prepared
to give

Themselves a living sacrifice for Hnm in whom they
live.

Where the great deep is heaving its billows dark and
wild

Full many a rocky islet th’ Almighty’s hand hath piled :»

By many an awful tohen there His power hath He
displayed ;

“The dwellers in the utmost parts ”” bénold, and “are
afraid.” A

Yet long the powers of darkness had held dommlon
there ;

And rites qf horrid cruelty polluted all the air;

And the cliffs that frown abuve them, and the waves

that round them roll, "
Spoke of wrath, and not of mercy, to the terpor-stricken
soul.

By the drear expanse of Ocean, that compassed them
around, ¢

They were severed from'the Nations that knew the joy-
ful sound ;
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And the winged winds swept o'er them, and the billows

. laghed their shore,
But no tidings of salvation to these distant isles they
bore.

But the Lord bad not forgotten them; his eye wason
them yet; .

And the time had come to favour,them, the time that
He had, set;

® And He sent tfom far his messengers,—His trusted

oues, to bear

The words of hope and comfort to these dwellings of
despair.

» Then burst the song of praise from those who, washed
in Jesl’s blood,
From darkness unto light were called,—from Satan's
powkr to God ;
. And, strengthened by victorious faith, with joyful voice
* + they cried,
“ We will not fear what man can do ; the Lord is on
our side.”

But the startled powers of darkness with terror heard
he str.un,

Like thetrump of foes advancing to mvade their
ancient reign ;

And they summoned all their hosts around —they bade
them rise and qutll »

The bands of those who dared against their tyrant sway
rebel.
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They marked with drend the gnllant slnp as joy fully
* it bore
The herald, of salvation to Erromanga’s shdre 3
And they stirred their blinded minions from their am-
] bush forth tq yrush, ;

And they thbught with carnal weapons th’ Almighty's

cause to crush.
L]

Vain thought !—despite of Earth and Hell shall stand
the high decree,— ‘e .

For Jehovah's voice hath spoken,— The Isles shall
wait on me: "’ )

And the arm of flesh may wither, and dust return to
dust,

But the Lord will keep his people there while * on
His arm they trust.”

O sweetly beamed the light of truth on Madagascar’s
isle; .

And many a heart was gladdened by a Heavt.nly
Father's smile ;

And the Martyr’s voice was joyful as he calmly sank to
rest,

Wyile the poison clulled his life’s blood, or the spear
transfixed his breasty

'

And sweetly did the hallowed voice of adorgtion swell

From the glad lips of the captive in Madcira’s lonely
cell;

For his trust was in the G¢d of truth, whose * Word
could not be bqund,”

And he knew the sced hisdiand had sown was springing
all around. .
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For the Lord’s hand was noteshortened, and -it could

. net be restrained ;

And the light had beamed on many a soul where dark-
ness late had teigned ; .

rd whet though bonds await them, if to Christ they

dare to flee ?

Yet none of these things move them, for the Truth
‘hath made them free.

Yea, their life they counthot dear to them, but calmlv
wait the day

That calls them for their Lord’s dear sake, if so He
wills, to lay

Their mortal bodies in the grave He robbed of all its
gloom,

When He burst its bonds and rose again His glory to
resume®

0, dark and dyear He found it, when for us He laid Him
there ;

'Am(l pler ‘it long had brooded the wings of black
Despair ;

But fultof light Iie left it, when the stone away was
rolled ;

And the Angels watch hegide it still who of His rising
todd. .

And as thg two lov'd I\lmys, who on His cross had
gazed,

Came early to the tomb, from whence already he was
raised,

So now another Mary standﬁ b2side that tomb once
more,

Willipg in death to follow ll|m. for her the cross who
bore,
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And still the angels Speak to her as on that tl'mrn"they
spoke, : '

When from the slumbers of the tomb the Lord of life

¢ awoke; 7 .

And now slte sorrows not as those for Him w
“ mourned and wept,”

For she knows tha: “ Christ is risen, the first fruits of
those that slept.”

Then hush the voice of wailing !—rais~ high the voice ,
of song,

Ye saints who out of weakness through faith have been
made strong !

Patient in tribulation, and calm in midst of strife,

Be faithful unto death, and yours shall be the crown of
life. °
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LINES TO G. S.

ON HIS DEPARTURE FOR INDIA, AS A MISSIONARY,
é JuLy, 1840.

BROTHER, thou seek’st a distant field
To fight the battles of the Lorg;

Go forth, then, boldly—faith thy shield,
The word of Truth thy sword.

Still be thy willing feef prepared
The Gospel sound of peace to spread:

Let Rjghteousness thy bosom guard,
Salvation crown thy head.

* Though foes shall compass thee around,—
*+ Foes oft unseen, yet fierce and strong,

And weak thy single arm be found

Against that mighty throng ;

L]
Yet all alohe thou shalt not bear
WThe heat and hurden of the day :
Amid the toils that wait thee there
The Lord shall be thy stay.
.

>
° Thy Saviour, like a mjghty Rock,
Shall shade thee ift that weary land ;
And ever, 'mid the battle’s shock,
Shall Be at thy right hand. -
T 2
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The Lord of Hosts himself shdll be,
TLy leader and thy constant guide;

To succour and to strengthen thee,
For ever at thy side

Amid thy 3es he shall prepare
A feast 6l soul-refreshing meat,
Whereof # fa.thful few shall share,
And make it doubly sweet. P

That little band shall bear a part
In®very care and every grief;
And, more than all, one loving heart

Shall bring thy soul relief.
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* LINES T0 G. B. 8.

)
INSCRIBED ON A,.COPY OF POLLOK’S  COURSE OF
TIME,”” PRESENTED TO HER ‘ONe HER MARRIAGE
) AND DEPARTYRE FOR %NDIA. JULY, 1840.
.

SisTER, though now in sweet and sacred union
We thus be linked together—but to part,

Ours may be still the deep and pure communion
Of soul with kindred soul, and heart with heart.

" 8till, o’er our musing spirits softly stealing,
In silent intercourse our thoughts may flow ;
And still with decp and sympathetic feeling
Oux conscious hearts, though distant far, may glow.

Stll] may the sacred bond of strong affection
Unite our souls by its electric chain ;

And, linked together by that sweet connection,
Even half the world shall sever us in vain.

Upon that ‘chain | hang this simple token
Of fondyremembrance and of love sincere ;

And, while these sacred Iinks remain unbroken,
Slight though the gift, to thee *twill still be dear.

[]
Ah! yes, whate’er, to Memo ' heart appealing,
Of those thou leav’st behand thee seems to speak,
Shall have a power to touch the chords of feeling,
To which thesstrains of eloquence were weak,
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Each simple flower, whoe2 breath, the ir perfuming,
In field or furest wont to greet thee here,

'Mid India’s bright savannahs meekly blooming
S*all to thy heart for Scotia’s sake be dear.

There, from the beaming smile of cheerful Morning,—
From the soft b'ush of meek, retiring Eve,—

From every star that burning sky adorning,
Sweet thoughts of home thy spirit shall receive.

When, o’er the Western plains serenely sinking,
The setting sun his softened light shall pour,

Thy spirit, of these floods of glory drinking,
Shall fondly muse on those thou seest no more.

Then shall thy heart, in silent sadness doating
On the bright memory of the days gone by,

Find types of these in the fair islets floating
In the soft, liquid light that bathes the sky

And when the Moon, in placid beauty shining,
Shall round thee there her tranquil beams diffuse,
With feelings sad and deep, yet unrepining,
On scenes she once revealed thy soul shall muse.

If e'er, perchance, thy pensive ear shall listen
"\'o some sweet strain in days of childhood dear,
A, then, methinks, thy brightening eye shall glisten,

And tell thy feelings by a starting tear.

And when thy little Lhousehold duly gathers,

To join in praise and nrayer at evening’s close,—
“When t: the God and Guardian of your fathers

Ye rcise the song which eft in Scotia rose,—
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Should thouglm arise of those who round the altar
Are meetmg now where thou wert wont to meet,
Though sad thy soul, and though thy voice should
falter, _
Yet yill that sadness of thy foul be sweet.

But though, the sacred lyre while gently sweeping,
At times thou touch its chords with tremblmg hand,
Let not the voice of joy be drowfedsin weeping,
Nor « the Lad’s soncr” be hushed in that * strange
land.”

Oft let thy strains, poured forth in cheerful measures,
Proclaim to all around, with joyous thrill,

That the bright source of these remembered pleasures—
The unchanging God of Love—is with thee still.

. »

This little span of earth our paths may sever,

Through Bne short stage of this brief * Course ot
Time,"”

Yet Shall we meet, ere long, to dwell for ever

United in one bright and glorious climne,
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THE SOLACE OF IMAGINATION.

WHEN doomed to see, with tearful eye,
Each cherished flower of mortal birth
Droop, one by one—decay—and die,
And leave a wilderness on Earth;
When all we loved have passed away,
And scarce a joy is left to us,
And even Hope’s drelightful ray «
Is growing faint and tremulous ;

1I. :

Still hath Imagination power

Around our souls a gleam to throw,
‘Which may, at least for one short hour,

Chaseg from our hearts the clouds of woe,
And waft us from this sceue below,

By weak and wearied mortals _trod,
And bid us taste the strcams that flow

Throughout the garden of our God.

nr.
Oh! but for her how dry and parched

Would seem this Larth on which we move—-
A dull, dark, flat expa'nse, o’erarched

By tinsel drapery stretched above !
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For, gh! 'tis she hersel? who gives

The stars their power o’er human hearts,
And Nature all around us lives

But in the life whgch she imparts.

1v.
N *

Swect Power.d how oft hath it been thine,

Amid the dungeon’s raylefs gioom,
To make t4e light of Heaven toshine,

And all the flowers of Earth to bloom!
By thy serene and cheering ray,

There to thy musing son® ’t was given
To trace the Pilgrim’s onward way,

297

Through all the snares of Earth, to lleaven.

V. .
'T was tgine round Tasso’s pensive soul,
» While brooding there o’er many a wrong,
To bid celestial visions roll,

And pour the heavenly light of song.
And Dante, from his home exiled,

And Petrarch o’er his Laura’s gravg,
The bitterness of wae beguiled

By the (‘.ee]: bliss thy visions gave.

L2 N

The bard divine,+ whose outward eye
. In deep and checrless glogm was sealed,
Bebeld the glorious realras on high,

" "T'o his rapgoul by thz.- revealed.

»
* Dnnyen t Milton.
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Thy purest light, arolind him poured,.
Gave smiling Eden to his sight ;

And, led by it, he. tearless soared
* To the third Heaven's sublimest height.

vII,
]

Thy voice recalls whate’er hath flown,—
Whate'er hith blessed pur happiest hous,
To cheer our hearts when sad and/.onc®
And chase the gloom that round us lowers.
Thou to our spirits canst restore
Whate’er the hand of Time destroys;
And o’er them floods of joy canst pour,
Drawn from all past and future joys.
3 .
VIIL
Yet are there whose dull souls deridg
The raptures of thy favoured few,—
Whose cold and philosophic pride
Disdains the joys they never knew ;
But he who, in atHliction’s hour,
Hath felt the balm bestowed by thee,
Reveres thee as a holy Pawer,
And ever-keeps thy sacred dower !
From Earth’s profane pollutious free,
¢
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THE SOLACE pF PRIENDSHLE.

A4 I.

Wirn thoughtful spirit when we gaze
On Midnight’s deep and glowing sky,
Though many a star sends gown its rays
Upon an§ calmly tusing eye;
Yet thou sweet Moon, who shinest nigh,
Art lovelier, dearer to our soul,
Than all the radiant orbs on high
That through the blue empyrean roll.

11

Bright surss are there., we know, and each

The light and glory of his sphere;
Yet, er®their glimmering rays may reach
*.Oyr dim and distant vision here,
* Though pure their lustre be and clear,
How faint and chill to us it seems!

"But sweet thine influence is, and dear
The smile on thy mild face that beams!

L]

M 1L

Afar e viewYheir mystic dance,
And faintly hear fheir choral song,
But cold and distant is the glance
Bestowed on us by that bright throng:
We see them gaily gllde %long,
-Yet mingle 3ot in all thpir mirth;
But deeﬁe sympathy, and strong
"The ties that Lind thee t6'our Earth.
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iv,

Kven so, when clouds of sorrow roll,
. And tinge with-gloom our every thought,—
When to relieve thit night! of soul,
Some cheering ray our heart hath sought,—
The gleam from mirthful faces caught,
May some faint light, perchance, impart ;
But sweeter faf the solace brought
By one dear, sympathizirlg heart. ¢,

V.

Yea, though this world’s most glorious ones
Around us pour their fostering rays,—
Even they who seem to shine as suns,
With planets baskmg.m their blaze,
We draw less pledsure from the prmse
Of flattering multitudes around,
Than to our soul the smile conveys
Of one who to our heart is bound.
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* LINES WRITTEN IN GALLOWAY,
. *JuLy, 1843. ¢

I saip my harp should sleep ror aye—flung by—a
usele“s thing ;

I said that thou, my joyous muse, must curb thine
eager wing;

I said that I must onward press, my pilgrim path
along,

Nor cheer me, as in days gone by, with the glad voice
of song.

Vain thought for him who strays alone o’er this wild,
martyr land !

I feel-a spell upon me here I may not dare withstand.

If on these scenes that stretch around mine eye un-
moved should look,

‘The murmuring streams would speak to me with sadly
mild rebuke :

For still they se~m to whisper, as they swcep their
pebbled bed,

The names of those who here, of old for Jesus lived
and blc J

And still they beein to image, ir) their pure and peace-
ful flow,

The holy lives . those wh * dwelt ‘beside them long

. ago.
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Each rock and cave, eacl. woody holm, preserves their
m~mory sidl; .

There stands for them a mounment on every rugged
hill;

And yet along the monutain side a lingering eche
floats, [notes.

Where oft of old tueir song of praise sent up its joyful

The old familiar voices upon the breezes come,
And while all nature speaks aloud, sh' Il man alone be

dumb?

Al! no: nor is his voice unheard; the same rejoicing
strain

That gladdened once the wilderness is thrilling there
again.

*T is heard by Renwick s simple tomb, amid the green
Glencairn ;

'"Tis heard amid the heathy wilds of iv.e and drear *
Carsphairn ; .

'T'is heard beside the silvery Ken, and by the banks
of Ayr,

Where Welsh and Guthrie raised of old the voice of
praise and prayer.

"T'is heard beside the rude grey stones* where oft in
days of old

The holy convocation met, tae sacred feast to hold;

Green Anwoth’s { heights have I' ard afar the same
triumphant song,

And all the echc ‘ng rocks around .. hallowed strain
prolong.

* The communion sto.... at Trongray.
+ Where Samuel Rutherford wa$ for son. . time minister.
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AT is heara where lie the bpues of him who lived to
A preach and pray,* "
-And djed with prayer upon hfs lips amid the bloogy
fray ; ! .
‘I' is heard where pours the winding Nith, and sweeps
the placid Dee; .
It mingles with the voice of strcams, and with the
sounding sea.

'T is heard where’er the memory lives of those whose
blood was shed

Like water in the glorious cause of Christ, their living
Head,—

Where’er a fearless soul shakes off the world’s debas-
ing bonds,

And to the known—the tarilling voice of Christ the
king responds.

'T'is heard # .n_thousand voices now, of stedfast men
and true,
Wheve once the scattered remnant met,—the faithful

but the few :
And still more loud that strain sh.z)l swell, thought
hand should join in hand, .

From moor to hill—frem hill to shore—to drive the
dauntless band.

Vain thought, that they, whose breasts are warmed with
blood of martyred sires .

Whose voice ¢f }, 1ise unsilenced rose ’mid torturcs,
chain., and fires

* Rickard Campion, of whos it was said that “ he lived
preaching and praying, and died pr~-ing and fighting.”
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‘Should shrink because the tempest-gldom* hangq
low'ring o their path,

Or quail before the .ader storm of man’s re]en’.cns,
wrath !

Vain lhought that they, whose eyes are fixed 'n con-
fidence and love

On Him who deigned to leave for them His glorious
home above,

And for the joy before Him set such bitter anguish
bore,

Should fear to tread the roughest path that He has trod
before !

Ah, no! where'er the shepherd leads the trusting
®  sheep will go,
Rejoicing still to follow him, because his voice they
know;
And pleasant is the path to them, tho. -h rugged of: -

it be,
Where yet the footsteps of the flock are traced alony
the lea

THE END,

London * H. G. Clsixe and €o., €6, Oul Baley


















