- B —

¥ 3]

XII.

b i o T & Al e il

RY¥'NO.

HE wind and the rain are over:

calm 1s the noon of day. The
clouds are divided in heaven. Over
the green hills flies the inconftant fun.
Red through the f{tony vale comes
down the {tream of the hill. Sweet are
thy murmurs, O f{tream! but more
fweet is the voice I hear. It is the voice
of Alpin the {on of the fong, mourning
for the dead. Bent is his head of age,
and red his tearful eye. Alpin, thou
fon of the fong, why alone on the {i-
lent hill? why complaineft thou, as a
blaft in the wood; as a wave on the
lonely fhore ?

ALPIN.
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ALPIN.

My tears, O Ryno! are for the dead;
my voice, for the inhabitants of the
grave. Tall thou art on the hill; fair
among the fons of the plain. But thou
fhalt fall like Morar ; and the mourner
fhalt {it on thy tomb. The hills fhall
know thee no more ; thy bow fhall lie in

the hall, unftrung.

Tuaou wert {wift, O Morar! as a
roe on the hill ; terrible as a meteor of
fire. Thy wrath was as the ftorm of
December. Thy {word in battle, as
lightning in the field. Thy voice was
like a {lream after rain; like thunder
on diftant hills. Many fell by thy
arm ; they were confumed in the flames
of thy wrath.

BuT when thoureturnedft from war,
how
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how peaceful was thy brow ! Thy face
was like the {un after rain; like the
moon 1n the {ilence of night; calm as
the breaft of the lake when the loud
wind is laid.

Narrow is thy dwelling now ; dark
the place of thine abode. With three
{teps I compafs thy grave, O thou who
waft {o great before! Four ftones with
their heads of mofs are the only memo-
rial of thee. A tree with {carce a leaf,
long grafs which whiftles in the wind,
mark to the hunter’s eye the grave of
the mighty Morar. Morar! thou art
low indeed. Thou haft no mother to
mourn thee ; no maid with her tears of
love. Dead is fhe that brought thee
forth. Fallen is the daughter of Mor-
glan.

Wro on his ftaff is this? who is this,
whofe head is white with ace, whofc
H eyes
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eyes are red with tears, who quakes
at every {tep? - — It is thy father, O
Morar! the father of none but thee.
He heard of thy famein battle ; he heard
of foes difperfed. He heard of Morar’s
fame; why did he not hear of his
wound ? ‘Weep, thou father of Morar!
weep; but thy fon heareth thee net.
Deep is the fleep of the dead ; low their
pillow of duft. No more fhall he hear
thy veice; no more fhall .he awake at
thy cail.  When fhall it be morn in the
orave, -to bid the flumberer awake ?

FAREwELL, thou braveft of men!
thou conqueror in thefield ! but the field
hall fce thee no more; nor the dark
wood be lightened with the fplendor of
thy f{teel. Thon  haft left no fon.
But the fong fhall preferve thy name.
Future times thall hear of thee; they
{hall hear of the fallen Morar.
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