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SRR THE AOLIAN HARP.
‘ BY MRS. ABDY. '
Harp of soft melody, when silent sitting,

1 strive to lift my thonghts from wordly things,
1 loveto hear the gales of evening flitting

In low awakening murmurr o’cr thy strings.

‘No hand is nigh-—again the breezes tremble,
Imparting to thy heavenly music birth ;
Would that my feeble heart could thee resemble,
~ Yielding no answer to the spells of carth !

Would that, by buman lures and hearts unshakes,
My spirit thus from thraldom could arise ;
. Reaist the power of man its depthto waken,
- And only give its breathings to the slic=.
FLORA MACDONALSD.
BY ALLAN CUNNINGHADM.

During the visit of George the Fourth to Scotland, in
e year 1822, men of all clans and tartans, from main-
‘Japd and isle, hurried to Edinburgh to see their royal visi-

. tor—offer him service, or render homage for their lands
according to the spirit of ancient tenures. The king, on
the third day of his arrival, exhausted by prolonged visits,
and the civilities of etiquette, saw the sun go down, apd
the moon get up, with something like pleasure; and
imagined that the-toils of royalty were done for the day.

" "Fhe hope was formed but to be disappointed. A strange
voice was heard in sharp altercation with the lord in wait-

- ing, saying, I bave come from a distant isle, and the
'king will see Danald Maclean ; for he has something to
show him that be would not miss the Jook of for the best
diamond in bis crown.”> The king and Sir Walter Scott,
who was bis mejesty’s chiefman duriog his siay, exchang-
ed looks and smiles ; it was bat 2 wave of the hard, aud
the islander stood in the apartment.

"He was in full costume, -wore 2 bounet and plume, great
breadih of tartan, carried a handsome dirk at his beit, and
beld in his hand a small instrament of chased silver,
resembling a harp, with the strings of which he seemed
familiar. ‘

" ¢ Ha! Maclean,’’ exclzimed Sir Walter, recognising the

stranger at once ; * who so welcome as Donald of the
harp? Your majesty has heard all kinds of music since
your coming, ‘but none in sweetness to rival that of my
brother Makkar here, whose touch, like that of Glasgerion,

¢« Can harp a fish out of the water,
And - water out of a stane.”

¢¢ Your praise snits the lowlander rather than the high-
Jander new,’’ said Mac!ean, bowing to the for-famed min-
atrel. < I brought my harp butas a comrade from whom I
am unwilling to part ; notto help me with my message,
which is plain and prosaic.” -

<¢ Qut with thy tale, then,’” said his majesty, with some-
thing akin to impatience in his tone ; “‘ I expected poetry,
from this preamble.”” :

* < The highlander dropped his harp, and prodacing a
piece of oak from the folds of his plaid, held it ap, and
said, ¢« Thia bit of oak, black, you see, as ink, as hard as
jron, and as salt as a slice of Lot’s wifz, bears a strange
story with it. It once formed part of us gailant a fleet as
ever breasted brine :- there were brave soldiers, and pro-
ven Jeaders on board;- with half the strength and talent of
a mighty kingdom ; yet it was attscked, and stricken, and

- scattered : what the battle spared, the tempest took ; and
this shred of wood, fished up from the botiom of a highland
bay, is all that is lef} to intimate that the fate of the Spanish

¢

‘Armada was bat typical of what, in your majesty’s day,
befel the invading flzets of a spirit mightier far than that of
Philip. As a relic of British triumph, I Jay it at our  mo-
. march’s feet.”” So saying, he pfaced the fragment at the
' xing’s feet, and bowing, turned to be gone.
184 Stay, sir,”’ said bis majesty, ‘ we part not o ; as your
“sphesent reminds me of my people’s victories, so wish I to
_ -ﬁmindzyou that the king of ,l_inglapd'makéa the gift wel-
come, and will place it in his royal armoury.*’ -
" "Glie islander, drew himself proudly up, &s he said,
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" THE PEARL.

Great Britain I brought this gift ; Sir Walter, whereo is he
to be found

The king smiled, and heiding oui Lis h the other,
said, ““Ibow to your rebhuke ; aund now I caa uceount for
the darkening brows and kindling eyes of many chiefs
who had not the kindness, like my fricnd Maclean, to
remind me that in not includiog in my dominions this
brave and ancieut kingdom, I was resigning a noble half of
my empire.”’

““Donald,”’ said Sir Walter, *“I mast have you to
stand to my friends \Vilkie, or Allan, for a picture of the
Raid of Redswaire ; for you realized tho image I have ever
formed in my mind of the proud warden :
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““ He raise and raxed him where he stond,
And bade them wmatch him wi® his marrows.”

“ But, my friend, his majesty expected a more poetic
exhibition of your powers. Has that morsel of black oak
no wild legend linked to it 3’

“ Our highland lrzends,’’ replied Maclean, ‘¢ have been
too coldly received Ny Saxon genilemen to induce me to
tryone ona king. The heroic strainsof Ossian, admircd
every where abroad, are luughed atin England. But why
not reiate a romance ahout this bit of oak yourself, Sir
Walter? You can match ten highland barpers in the art
of making something out of nothing.’

¢ Maclean has you there, Sir Walter,”® &aid the king ;
““ in truth you have charmed the world with so many bril-
liant fictions in your own name, that, like the black knight
inIvanhoe, men say you are content to achieve marvels in
a mask. Give us the tradition of Maclean's oak, were it
buat to shaw, which, by-the-bye is necdless, that your
genius is never at 1 loss.”

** Your majesty’s wishis a command,’’ said Sir Waiter,
‘““but I fear T shall so hardic a hightand legend as to
induce my brother Makiar to interpose, and tell the rale
himself”’

With that glimmer in the cyes, and pursing of the
mouth which, in Sir Walter, always announced sumcthing
of the mingled serious and comic, znd seewingly with no
very good-will 1o the task, he began

*“ One sunny diy, my liege, of this present summer, a
strange ship was observed standing towards the shore of a
little 1sle, which, though belonging to Britein®s erown, your
wajesty may never have heard named,”’——

** Heard named !”” mutiered Maclean,  the isle of To-
bermerie is famous in tale and song.””

““ The clearest eyes in the isle,’’ conticued Sir Walter,
‘“ began to exzamine the make and the rizzing, por dida
closerapproachafford better krowledge; for first une anchor,
and then another was dropt into the bay, and the mariners,
like men whom the shore rather menaced than invited,
seewed resolved to keep on board, and hold intercourse
wich noone. Various were the surmises, which the com-
ing of this ship occasioned ; fora vessel of any mark i3 a
sort of marve! umong our western isles.”

““ Asmall marvel " murmared Maclean? as iff we
had not the fleets of the Norsemen, and as if we had for-

got the destruction of th: Florida, the best
Armada.”’

< \.fnrioua, my liege,”” pursued Sir Walter, ‘“ were the
surmises which this ship uccasioned : a Macraw, who kept
a small still in one of the caverns of the coast, trembled
for his dearest of distillations,and declared the vessel t¢ b
an e-xcise culler, come to extinguish the little freedom st
abiding by traffic. A Macgillary who had retired, (Yusea
mild word) from one of your majesty’s marching regi-
ments, without consulting the colonel, logked upon it as
an armed schoorer on a ernize for deserters, and took
to the hillsaccordingly. A Camerou,~—1I know not how he
came there,—who fondly believed that the line of the
Pre.iender was immortal, tosseg his bonnet, and began to
wh;mle as he marclied among the heather, the :;'u- of
¢ Xgnfre welcome,Charlie Stuart;’whkile Maggie Mac-don-
ald, arcputed witch from the headland of Mull, exclaim-
ed, ‘A shadow and nota ship~~a demon anci not the
work of men’s hands ; for see, it has dropt ‘enchor over

the spot where the Flor 2, with all her trensures, lies

ship of :he

** [ have made o misiakeé-—it was 1o the king 5‘1}

in ﬁl'ty fathom of Water—a spot hauated by the spirit of

*Hunds and isles all such intercourss ?
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the princess of Andalusia ; I have sesn her corpse-lights

myself.’ |

¢ That’s all truth,’’ exclaimed the islander ; ¢ I should
like to hear how you came to know that, Sir Walter 2

¢t My ears, Maclezn, hear further,’’ replied Scott, “t1hyn

spiritual intelligence : would you monopalize for your bigh-
Cuutent yon, wap,
with the second sight, allow ua numbler folk of the south,
to discover upland legeuds in our own way. Butto my
story-—Maggie Mncdonald’s opivion did not gu uncantra-
dicted ; a Maclean, who was beside her, exclaimed, <t j,
an Eoglish ship, come with a diving beltto pick up al) the
red gold out of the Floridn ; but it scrves our isle right (o
rob her—she has vever done luck since she took 19 the
heather with Prince Charlie. »

<« [ wishto say no word of oifence,’’ cried the i.wlngdor ;
““but may a Saxon knife cut mny highland lugs, and mend
a ganger’s brogues with the bits, if you, or uny body elve,
ever heard such words from the lips of Donald Maclean.
So put that in your sporan, Sir Walter.”’

““Well, then, even tell the story yourself,”” replied
Scott, internally enjoying the islander’s avzer, and his
inajesty’s wonder.

¢ By all the water in the blessed well of Tobermorie, 1
shail ¢’en do that same ; for I sce you ure uept on
making wirth of as five a tradition as isle or muinland cop-
taips.”’

** But Maclean,'" wsaid his Mujesty, *“as this iato bea
poetn, will you not in the spirit of a true miuistrel, accom-
pany it with the wasic of your harp.™

'The islander coloured as ho replied, ** This harp be-
Innged to Fiora Macdonald, and the strings have contioned
wute since she touched them to soothe 1hs iiseries of one
whose high courage, nad daring deeds, deserved not the
fortune of an outcast.””

place u noble monuwment over the dust of our unfortunats
princes.”’

“ And righit zlad were you of the opportunity, sire,”
answered Maclean ; ** but | wrong yvoa; for the gallant,
some soy wiszuided men, who in battle and in exile died
and suilered ju the cause of the Stuarts, your majesty hav
showo a sywpathy, wnfelt by the carlier princes of your
bouse. The sea, the shore, and the two-edged sword,
were the fricods of your throve, aud I murmur oot agaiost
the decrees of Heaven.”*

“Yeta Maclean hesitates to touch his hrrp at the bid-
ding of his prince,”” said his wajesty.
loyal spirit of verse resides butiu your owa boson.”

populor impress which your majesty’s lineaments give to
make it pass current. I nave not Sir Walter’s excelleace
in the art of harmouious rhymé ; but since I have pro-
mised it, I shall tell the tule of that Flora Macdonald,
called in our lund, Flora the First, at which the introduc-
tion of Sir Waiter pointed ; but your majesty will cxcuse

highland.
*¢ One evening of that year in shich the Spanish Armada_
visited the shores of our isles, iny aucestreas, Eophemeo.

supposed 10 have breathed. As shc sat with the child in

sight which czused her to shriek, and, without biding the

of her mistress. Now Eupheme was a relation of the lady, -

¥
ks

1

admittance, and could speak her mind without fear : ‘0

“ Verse—lrue verse, is ever loyal, sire,”’ said the is-"
lander, *“and it is to be found every where in the north;
but it Jies with us, us goid lies in the mine ; it wants the |

Mucdonald, sat by the side of the biessed well of Tober- °
morie, o dip, on the rising of tie moon, the eldest son of -
the chief of the Macleans, on whose bloom a sen-ell ws#

her lap, looking on the fountain, the water became
shaken and agitated ; and sowetbiog was presented to b"',‘"ﬁ

rising of the woon, to hasten with the child tothe chamber |

and bad narsed her when a child ; so she procared rcadlg _

you are aware ol ; the lowlands ure uot without evey

“ You may speak out, Meclean, said the King ; ¢ [ feel
for the mislorinnes of one whose blood was the same as "
my own ; and it was ono of thu first acts of my reign to -

“ Sir Walter, the -

iny imperfect English—I niust translate as 1 speak, and I
cannot alwuye find a sonthern substitute for our heroi ..




