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'EVEN ING 1s grey on the hills, The
" north wind refounds through the
woods. White cloudsrife on the {ky: the
trembling {now defcends. Theriver howls
afar, along its winding courfe.  Sad,
by a hollow rock, the grey-hair’d Carryl
fat.  Dry fern waves over his head ; his
{feat is in an aged birch. Clear to the
-roaring winds he lifts his voice of woe,

Tossep on the wavy ocean 1s He,
the hope of the ifles; Malcolm, the
{upport of the poor; foe to the proud
inarms | Why haft thou left us behind?
why live we to mourn thy fate? We
might have heard, with thee, the voice
of the deep; have {een the oozy rock.

Sap on the fea-beat {hore thy fpoufe
looketh for thy return. The time of
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thy promife is come ; the night is ga-
thering around. Bur no white fail is
on the fea; no voice is heard except
the bluftering winds. Low is the {oul
of the war ! Wet are the locks of youth !
By the foot of fome rock thou lieit ;
wafthed by the waves as- they come.
Why, ye winds, aid ye bear him on
the defert rock? Why, yewaves, did’
ye roll over him?

Bur, Oh! what voice is that:
Who rides on that meteor of fire ! Green
ave his airy limbs. It is he! it is the
ghoft of Malcolm ! —Reft, lovely foul,.
reft on the rock ;. and let me hear thy
voice !—He is gone, like a dream of
the night. I fee him through the trees..
Daughter of Reynold! he is goue.
Thy fpoufe fhall return no moie. Ne-
more fhall his hounds come from the
hill, foreronners of their mafter. No-
more from the cdiltant rock {hall his
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voice greet thine ear.  Silent is he in
the deep, unhappy daughter of Rey-
nold !

I will {it by the {tream of the plain.
Ye rocks! hang over my head. Hear:
my voice, ye trees! asye bend on the
fhagoy hill. My voice fhall preferve
the praife of him, the hope of the
ifles.




