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ALBIN and the pAuGHTER of MEY.,

An old tale, tranflated from the Irifh.
By the late Mr, JEROM STON E.

Hence come thefe difmal founds that fill our ears !
Why do the groves fuch lamentations fend !

Why fit the virgins on the hill of tears,

While heavy fighs their tender bofoms rend !
They weep for ALsin with the flowing hair,

Who perifh’d by the cruelty of Mey ;
A blamelefs hero, blooming, young, and fair ;

Becaufe he fcorn’d her paflion to obey,
See on yon weftern hill the heap of ftones,
Which mourning friends have raifed o’er his bones !

O woman ! bloody, bloody was thy deed ;
The blacknefs of thy crime exceeds belief ;
The fory makes each heart but thine to bleed,
And fills both men and maids with keeneft grief'!
Behold thy daughter, beautcous as the fky,
When early morn tranfcends yon eaftern hills,
She lov'd the youth who by thy guile did die,
And now our ears with lamentations £lls :
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"Tis fhe, who fad, and grov’lmg on ‘the ngund
Weeps o'er his grave, and makes the woods refound,

A thoufand graces did the maid adorn :
~ Her looks were charming and her heart was kind ;
‘Her eyes were like the windows of the morn,
And Wifdom's habitation was her mind.
A hundred heroes try’d her love to gain :
She pity’d them, yet did their fuits deny :
Young ALsin only courted not in vain,
Arsin alone was lovely in her eye:
Love fll'd their bofoms with a mutual flame ;
Their birth was equal, and their age the fame.
Her mother MeY, a woman void of truth,
In pradtice of deceit and guile grown old,
Conceiv’d a guilty paffion for the youth,
~ And in his ear the fhameful ftory told :
But o’er his mind fhe never could prevail ;
For in his life no wickednefs was found ;
With fhame and rage he heard the horrid tale,
~ And fhook with indignation at the found :
~ He fled to fhun her ; while with burning wrath
o ‘The rnonfter, in revenge, decreed lus death.
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- Amidtt Lochmey, at diftance from the fhore,
| On a green :ﬂand grew a ﬁately trce, ;
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"T'his fruit, more {weet than virgin honey found,
Serv’d both alike for phyfic and for food ;
It cur'd difeafes, heal'd the bleeding wound,
And hunger’s rage for three long days withftood,
But precious things are purchas’d ftill with pain,
And thoufands try’d to pluck it, but in vain.

For at the root of this delightful tree,
A venomous and awful dragon lay,
With watchful eyes, all horrible to fee,
Who drove th’ affrighted paflengers away.
Worfe than the viper's fling its teeth did wound,
The wretch who felt it foon behov'd to die ;
Nor could phyfician ever yet be found

Who might a certain antidote apply :
Ev'n they whofe fkill had fav'd a mighty hoft,
Againft its bite no remedy could boaft.

Revengeful Mey, her fury to appeafe,
And him deftroy who durft her paflion flight,
Feign'd to be ftricken with a dire difeafe,
And call'd the haplefs Arzin to her fight:
“ Arife, young hero! fkill'd in feats of war,
On yonder lake your dauntlefs courage prove ;
To pull me of the fruit, now bravely dare,
And fave the mother of the maid you love,
I die without its influence divine ;
Nor will I tafte it from a hand but thine,”
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With downcaft-look the lovely youth reply'd,

« Though yet my feats of valour have been few,
My might in this adventure (hall be try’d ;

I go to pull the healing fruit for you,”
With fately fteps approaching to the deep,

The hardy hero fwims the liquid tide ;
With joy he finds the dragon faft afleep,

Then pulls the fruit, and comes in (afety back ;
Then with a chearful countenance, and gay, é
He gives the prefent to the hands of Mev,

«« Well have you done, to bring me of this fruit ;
But greater figns of prowefs muft you give :

Go pull the tree entirely by the root,
And bring it hither, or I ceafe to live.”

Though hard the tafk, like lightning faft he flew,
And nimbly glided o’er the yielding tide ;

Then to the tree with- manly fteps he drew,
And pull’d, and tugg'd it hard, from fide to fide:

Its burfting roots his ftrength could not withftand ;
He tears it up, andebears it in his hand,

But long, alas! ere he could reach the fhore,
Or fix his footfteps on the folid {and,

The monfter follow’d with a hideous roar,
And like a fury grafp'd him by the hand.

Then, gracious God | what dreadful ftruggling rofe!

Hf: grafps the dragon by th’ invenom'd jaws,
In vain: for round the bloody current flows,

' W"hile its fierce teeth his tender body gnaws. - fl
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He groans through anguifh of the grievous wound,
And cries for help; but, ah! no help was found ?

At length the maid, now wond'ring at his Qtay,
And rack’d with dread of fome impending ill,
Swift to the lake, to meet him, bends her way;
And there beheld what might a virgin kill !
She faw her lover ftruggling on the flood, |
The dreadful monfter gnawing at his fide ;
She faw young Avsin fainting, while his blood
With purple tincture dy'd the liquid tide !
Though pale with fear, fhe plunges in the wave,
And to the hero’s hand a dagger gave!

Alas! too late; yet gath'ring all his force,
He drags, at laft, his hifling foe to land.
Yet there the battle ftill grew worfe and worfe,
And long the confli¢t lafted on the ftrand.
At length he happily defcry’d a part,
Juft where the fcaly neck and breaft did meet ;
Through this he drove a well-direted dart,
And laid the monfter breathle(s at his feet.
The lovers fhouted when they faw him dead,
While from his trunk they cut the bleeding head.

But foon the venom of his mortal bite
Within the hero's bofom {preads like flame ;
Iis face grew pale, his ftrength forfook him quite,
And o'er his trembling limbs a numbnels came.

E 2 Then
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Then fainting on the flimy fhore he fell,
And utter'd, “with a heavy, dying groan,
Thefe tender words, ‘ My lovely maid, farewe]
Remember Arpin; for his life is gone I
Thefe [ounds, -like thunder, all her {enfe opprefs'd,
And {wooning down fhe fell upon his breaft.

At laft, the maid awak’ning as from {leep,
«  Fele all her foul o’erwhelm’d in deep defpair,
Her eyes ftar'd wild, fhe rav'd, fhe could not weep,
She beat her bofom, and fhe tore her hair!
She look'd now on the ground, now on the fkies,
Now gaz'd around, like one imploring aid :
But none was near in pity to her cries,
No comfort came to {ooth the haplefs maid !
‘Then grafping in her palm, that fhone like fnow,
The youth’s dead hand, fhe thus exprefs’d her wo,

Burft, burt, my heart! the lovely youth is dead,
Who, like the dawn, was wont to bring me joy ;

Now birds of prey will hover round his head,

- And wild beafts feek his carcafe to deftroy ;

- While I who lov'd him, and was lov'd again,

' With fighs and lamentable ftrains muft tell, /

How by no hero’s valour he was flain,

But ftruggling with a beaft inglorious fell !

his'makes my tears with double anguifh flow,

s adds affliction to my bitter woe ! |

-




- TR e 5 o 4 4 = T e -
& ‘-i""i""}-;-“ g ] e S T AR e Rt 1

[-i85.]

Yet fame and dauntlefs valour he could boaft ;

With matchlels ftrength his manly limbs were bound ;
That force would have difmay'd a2 mighty hoft,

He fhow'd, before the dragon could him wound.
His curling locks, that wanton'd in the breeze,

Were blacker than the raven’s ebon wing ;
His teeth were whiter than the fragrant trees,

When blofloms clothe them in the days of {pring ;
A brighter red his glowing cheeks did ftain,
Than blood of tender heifer newly flain.

A purer azure {parkled in his eye,
Than that of icy fhoal in mountain found ;
Whene'er he fpoke, his voice was melody,
And {weeter far than inftrumental found.
O he was lovely ! fair as pureft {now,
Whofe wreaths the tops of higheft mountains crown ;
His lips were radiant as the heav’'nly bow ;
His fkin was fofter than the fofteft down ;
More fweet his breath than fragrant bloom, or rofe,
Or gale that crofs a flow’ry garden blows.

But when in battle with our foes he join'd,
And fought the hotteft dangers of the fight,
The ftouteft chiefs ftood wond'ring far behind,
And none durft try to rival him in might !
His ample fhield then feem’d a gate of brafs,
His awful fword did like the lightning fhine !
No force of fleel could through his armour pafs,

His fpear was like a malt, or mountain-pine !
E 3 Ev'a
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o5 and herqes trembled at his name,
I'd where-’er the warrior came |

Ev'n kin
And conquett {mi

Great was the ftrength of his unconquer’d hand, :
Great was his fwiftnefs in the rapid race ;
None could the valour-of his arm withftand,
None could outftrip him in the days of chace.
Vet he was tender, merciful, and kind ;
His vanquifh'd foes his clemency confels'd 3
No cruel purpofe labour’d in his mind,
No thought of envy harbour’d in his breaft.
He was all gracious, bountgous, and benign,
And in his foul fuperior to a king !

il

. But now he’s gone ! and nought remains but wo
3 For wretched me ; with him my joys are fled,
Around his tomb my tears fhall ever flow,
The rock my dwelling, and the clay my bed !
Ye maids, and matrons, from your hills defcend,
~ To join my moan, and anfwer tear for tear;
“With me the hero to his grave attend,
~ And fing the fongs of mourning round his bier.
~ Through his own grove his praife we will proclaim, -
And bid the place for ever bear his name.
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