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T 1s night; and I am alone, forlorn

on the hill of ftorms. The wind is
heard in the mountain. The torrent
fhrieks down the rock. No hutreceives
me from therain ; forlornon the hill of
winds.

Rise, meon'! from behind thy
clouds; ftars of the night, appear?!
Iead me, fome light, to the place where
my love refts from the toil of the chace!
his bow near him, unftrung; his dogs
panting around him. But here I muft
fit alone, by the rock of the mofly
ftream.  The flream and the wind
yoar ; nor can I hear the voice of my
love.

Way delayeth my Shalgar, why the
fon of the hill, his promife? Here is
the
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the rock ; and the tree; and here the
roaring {tream. Thou promifedft with
night to be here. Ah! whither is my
Shalgar gone? With thee I would fly
my father; with thee, my brother of
pride. Our race have long been foes ;
but we are net foes, O Shalgar !

Ceaska little while, O wind! {tream,
be thou filent a while! let my voice be
heard over the heath; let my wanderer
hear me. Shalpar! itis I whocall. Here
is the tree, and the rock. Shalgar, my
love! I am here. Why delayeft thou
thy coming ? Alas! no aniwer.

Lo! the moon appeareth. The
flood isbright in the vale. The rocks
are grey-on the face of the hill. DBut
I fec him not on the brow; his dogs
before him tell not that he is coming.
Here I muft fit alone.
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BuT who are thefe that lie beyond
me on the heath? Are they my love
and my brother ? — Speak to me, O my
friends! they anfwer not. My foul 1s
tormented with fears.——Ah! they are
dead. Their fwords are red from the
fight. - O my brother! my brother!
why haft thou {lain my Shalgar? why,
O Shalgar! haft thou {lain my brother?
Dear were ye both to me ! fpeak to me;
hear my voice, fons of my love! Dut
alas! they are filent; filent for ever!
Cold are their breafts of clay !

Ou! from the rock of the hill;
from the top of the mountain of winds,
fpecak ye ghofts of the dead! {peak,
and I will not be afraid. Whither

are ye gone to reft? In what cave of

the hill fhall T find you?

I fit in my grief. I wait for morn-
ing 1n my tears. Rear the tomb, ye
friends
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friends of the dead; butclofe it not
till I come. My life flieth away like a
dream: why fhould I ftay behind?
Here fhall I reft with my friends by the
ftream of the founding rock. When
night comes on the hill ; when the wind
is up on the heath ; my ghoft fhall {tand
in the wind, and mourn the death of
my friends. The hunter {hall hear
from his booth. He fhall fear, but
love my voice. For {weet fhall my voice

be for my friends; for pleafant were
they both to me.



