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plain! It i$ a ghost! It fades, it Aies. Some funeral shall

pass this waj. The meteor marks the path.

The distant dog is howling from the hul of the hill; tho
stag lies on the mountain moss : the hind is at his side.

She hears the wind in his branchy horas. She starts, but
lies again.

The roe is in the clift of the rock. The heathcock's head
is beneath his wing. No beast , nobird is abroad , but the

owl and the howling fox. She on a leafless tree, he in a
cloud on the hill.

Dark, panting
, trembling, sad ,the travellerhaslost his

way. IThrough shrubs , through thorns, he goes , along the

Rurgling riU
; he fears the rocks and the fen. He fears the

ghost of night. The old tree groans to the bl?st. The falling

branch resounds. Thewind drives the withered burs, clung
together, along the grass. It is the light tread of a ghost!

he trembles amidst the night.

Dark, dusky, howling is night, cloudy, windy and
full of ghosts! the dead are abroad! my friends, receive

me from the night. ( Ossian. )

Note F, page a83.

IMITATION DE VOLTAIRE.

« Toi sur qui mon tyran prodigue ses bienfaits
,

Soleil ! astre de feu , jour heureux que je hais

,

Jour qui fais mon supplice , et dont mes yeux s'étonnent
;

Toi qui semblés le dieu des cieux qui t'envirortnent

,

Devant qui tout e'clal disparoîl ef s'enfuit

,

Qui fais pAlir le front des astres de la nuit

,

Image du Très -Haut qui re'gla ta carrière
,

Hclas ! j'eusse autrefois e'clipsé la lumière !


