BALLAD
‘Written in 17836,

OFT fell the dews on Yarraw plain;

Beneath whofe fward lies many a lover;

The bird of night renews her ftrain,
And o’er the wave pale fpirite hover,

Diftant the glittering moonbeam-fhone,
When Athol firay’d with ﬂepo of for-
!‘OW : ci o
Ah, me l—what fhadowy forms are yon
That wander on the banks of Yarrow !

‘Why fcreams the death bird from thetree?

Why bring - the winds the wvoice of -

mournmg ?
~The fcream, the winds, proclanm to me, -

‘That Athol fees no more the morning.

Why finks fo low my heart with fear,
Asnd why fo chnll my blood wnh hor-
ror ?
Again the fhadowy forms are near,
In all the eloquence of forrow.

Is it ?--It is my Mary’s thade 3

And near her fits her haplefs lover ;
How thall 1 meet the injur’d maid,

Or how my contrite heart dxfcov_exj.?

No found that fenfelel(s car can reach,
- Nor fees that eye my {orrows ﬂowmg -
Tho’ well the wand’ring maid can teach,
'I’o Athol all her woes are owing.

’I‘hofe lips are now in ﬁlence clofed
"And cold and pale thatlovely | bofom 5
That form is to the worm expofed,
Who feeds hxm on-the fauen bloffom. -

. fTwas Athol's tongue convey'd the ta!e.
Which broke that heart with love and
forrow,

Which bid the blooming cheek be pale, '
And cold upon the banks of Yarrow,
'Twas Athol urg'd by Jcanus fear, ‘

! Who fengned too well the gunltlers fto-

Which ﬁll d that eye w:th many a tear,

- And flain'd thy falthful Connal’s glo-
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) thtle did’ wretched Athol think
. That Mary was io true a lover,
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And h:dﬂ lmev' ‘en Varrow brink .
_How foon her fenfelefs lhade would fio-

ver.. L
The murmacing “wave, the whifpeﬁn'g
air,

‘That Imites my guilty foul with horror,
The winds to Athol how! defpair, |
And bid him never fee to-morrow. .

Paje phantoms of the injur’d dead, -
And recklefs winds th.n: hear my an-
guifh, ' ;
*Twas here by love and forrow led,
*Twas here that Mary ceafed to. lan-
guifh :

Ye know that from this bleeding heart,
Which mourns the maiden loft forever
Her loved -idea cannot part,
Nor long fhall decath our fortune fe‘er.

”My tears have fell on Mary 5 grave,

My hands have deck’d the fod- w;ch'Ml- ’
Jow 5
Then hafte thee Athol to the wave,
And reft thee on the watery pxllow.

The \vandermg fiream thy form thall hlde,
Let fome fod tell the paffingrover :

-~ 'Where once the wretched Athol died,

A faxthfu!, Lhough a gmhy:lover.

’ One look he caft on Mary 5. grave,

"RHigh rofle nis hearc. with- ‘inward for- -

, row, - '

His hafty, foot feps, fouzh he wave, .

- Low “funk the l'raplefs youth m \Yar-f )
FOW.

In the fair bloffom of his age,
He fell bereft of life and glory 5 -

QO may hit woes his crimes affwige,
And gu:ltlcfs tears bedew his ftory-.

VERSES on 'PETER PINDAR.

HRQ' Ida%s high .woods, and along
the scamander, o

1 fought atl in vain to find; oue Peter Pm- ‘
dare—

: ,“The claffical- Nymphs by the ﬁlver Mean-‘

. der .
peclard they believ’d him fome paltry.
‘ ver"e gundcr.
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