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Now the bat circles on the breeze of eve,

That éreeps, in shudd‘ringhgts, along the wave,
And trembles 'mid.the woods, and through the cave
Whose louely. sighs the wanderer deceiye;

For oft, when melancholy charms his mind,
He thinks the Spirit of the rock he hears,

Nor listens, but with sweetly-thrilling fears,
To the low, mystic murmurs of th'e wind!
Now the bat circles, and the tw'ﬂ{ght dew
Falls silent round, and, o’er the mountain-cliff,
The gleaming wave and far-discover'd skiff,
Spreads the grey veil of soft, harmoaious hue.
So falls o'er Grief the dew of pity's tear

Dimmipg her lonely visions of despair.



