~-and-darks-his—eyes—like twocaves in 3

a .

_Fragments of Erfe Peetry. ..

cane to firike at’ Valmore, who at that
mioment. drew his fword, faying, * The
very garb he wore, forbade his ‘receiving
the indignity he had offered, and hid Far-
banne inftantly defend himfelf, The co-
lonel drew, and in 3 moment Valmore's
too furious arm dire®ed his weapon'e
point to his antagonifi’s heart, who fell
dead on the inflant.

- Valmore was quickly feized, tora from
bis Julia’s arms, who begged 1o ac-
<company him, and thrown into a dungeon,
A Court martial was immediately called,
and he' ‘was fentenced to be fhot on the
next day. He reccived his fentence with
firmnefs. The hope he felt of having re-
called his beloved julia to the paths of
virtue fat fmiling at his heart. Hemarch.
cd to execution between two ranks of his
former frliow foldiers with'a manly flep,

and an tlevated air. His cyes aloncweredry
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" As he approached. the faial fpot, he
hea-d 4 tamoitosus found.. ‘He turned hiz
head, andfaw 3 woman pale and her hair ,
difhevelled, ruthing through the crowd ;
he heard his name pronsunced by a “fofe .
dying voice, and that inftant Julia caughe
him in her arms, Exhaufted and convyl-
fed, (he cxclaimed, ¢ Thank Heaven, I
baye reached this fpot to die at the feet of
a faithful hufband ! Valmore, forgive me!
we thall meet again1'  As her pale lip re.
ceived the feal of pardon, the guilty Julia
funk——and expired. Valmore threw him.
felf upon the ground befide her; and’ feil
into firong convulfions. ' Infenlibily fuc-
ceeded thefe emotions 3 he was\remanded
back to prifon,’ and ere_the next day's
dawn, his fpirit was relealed from his
poor fuffering clay, and free to feck the
kindred foul of Julis, . .

Y i .
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TWO FRAGMENTS of ANCIENT POETRY,
SCOTLAND, -

- I . .
UTUMWN is dark on the mountains ;
~ grey mift refts on the hills. ‘T'he
wehirlwind is heard on the heatk, Dark
rolls the river: through the narrow plain,
A tree'ftands slone on the hill,'and marks
the grave of Connal. . The leaves whirl
round with the wind, and ftrew the grave
of the dead. At times are feen here the
ghotts of the deceafed, when the mufing
hounter alone Ralks lowly over the heath.
Who c3n reach the fource of thy race, O
Connal ? and who recount thy fathers?
"T'hy family grew like an o2k on the movn-
tain, which meeteth the wind with its
lotey head. But now it is torn from the
earth, Who will fupply the place of
‘Connal ? o .
Here was the din ef arms; and here
the groans of the dying. Mournful sre
the wars of Fingal; O Connall it wis
here thou did@t {atl. - Thine arm was hike
‘a florm ; thy (word, a heam of the fky;
thy heiglity. a rock un the plaing thine
eyes, a furnace of fire. Louder than a
ftorm was, thy voice, when .thou con.
. foundeft the field,
* fword, as the thiftle by the ftaff of a boy.
_Dargo the mighty came on like a cloud
of thunder. His brows. were contra@ed.

Warriors ™ fell by thy:

-

colle€ted in the HIGHLANDS of

{Tranflated fram cbe Gallic.or Erfe Languag:.]

The "daughter of Rinval was near ;.
Crimora, bright. in the armour of manj’
her hair loofe behind, her bow in her
hand. She followed the youth to the war,
Connal her much beloved.  She drew the .

“ftring on Dargo, but erring, pierced her
Cannal. He falls like an oak on theplainj
Jike a rock from .the fhaggy hill. What
fhall the do, hsplefs maid-! he bleeds; her

Connal dies | All the night long (he ciies, -

and all the day, O-Connal, my love, and
my friend | With grief the fad mourner
died. oL . :

" Earth here enclofed the lovelieft pair on
‘the "hill ; the grafs grows beneath the
flones of their tomb., 1 fitin the mourn-
ful fhade; the wind fighs thraugh the
grafs ; and their memory rufheson my
'mind. Undifturbed you now fleep toge-
ther ; -in the tomb of the mountainyou

Il
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VHE wifd and the rain are over ; calm .

is the noon day. .The clouds are’
divided in heaven.- Over the green hills -
the inconflant Sun: Red through ‘the
flony vale comes down the ftream of the
hiil, ' fweet ave thy murmurs,” O fireamd__

1ock,  Bright rofe. their fivards on each.
" fide; dire was the clang. of their Roels

.

BUt ofe ‘fweet is - the voice | hear : It is..
the voice &f Alpin, the fon’ of the: fong, -
mourning for the dead. Bent is his-head .
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