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Each one the holy vault doth hold —
But the 8ea holds lovely Rosabellet

And each St. Clair was buried there, «»
With candle, with book, and with knell'

But the sea-caves rung, and the wild winds' sung
The dirge of lovely Uosabelle.

XXIV

So sweet was Harold's piteous lay.
Scarce mark'd the guests the da'rken'd hall, «•

Though, long before the sinking day,
A wondrous shade involved them all:

It was not eddying mist or fog,
Drain'd by the sun from fen or bog;
Of no eclipse had sages told; <m

And yet, as it came on apace,
Each one could scarce his neighbour's face
Could scarce his own stretch'd hand behold.A secret horror check'd the feast.

And chill'd the soul of every guest; «•
E'en the high Dame stood half aghast.
She knew some evil on the blast;
The elvish page fell to the ground,
And, shuddering, mutter'd.'Tound [found ! found !"

XXV

Then sudden, through the darken'd air, «•
A flash of lightning came;

So broad, so bright, so red the glare,
The castle seem'd on flame

Glanced every rafter of the .all.

Glanced every shield upon the wall; m
' Candle, book. knoU-With all the rites of the church.


