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THE MAIDS OF MORVEN,

AN ELEGIAC ODE.

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABEE MARY VISCOUNTESS RUTHVEN,
DAUGHTER OF THE EXCELLENT EARI AND COUNTESS OF

LEVEN AND MELVIL.

WHERE fair-hair’d Ofcar’s laid to fleep,
A thoufand drooping miaidens weep ;

Their golden treffes now they tear,

And wildly give them to the air:

Hark! now they raife the fong of woe,

See how their tears in tﬂrr:ents flow ;

And whilft his dirge they iﬁlaintive fing,
With echo fad the caverns ring ;

See Malvina bends, and weeps

O'er the turf where Ofcar fleeps ;
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THE MAIDS OF MORVEN.

Mark that figh ; it was her laft:

Now her forrows all are patft. WM AT
With Ofcar now fhe treads the {ky ; e
Lo! fhe wings her flight on high.

Maids of Morven, ceafe to weep,

For Malvina’s hufh'd to {leep. rpeyac
With Ofcar now in air fhe flits :
In Odin’s hall with him fhe fits. |
Banifh grief, let forrow ceafe, - o } _F
Since their bodies reft in peace. b b
Ceafe, lovely Daughters of the Dale, e
O’er Malvina ceafe to wail. ' orid IR
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