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Written in 1786.

OPT fell the dewa on Yar'qw plain,
Beneath whofe fward lies ,many a lover;

The bird of niglit renews her <irain,
And o'er the wave pale fpirits hover,

Diflant the glittering moonbeam-thone,
When Athol flray'd with (teprs of for-

row
Ah, me !-what fhadowy forins are yon

That wandcr on the baks of Yarrow !

Why fcreamrs the death bird from the tree?
Why bring the winds the voice of

mourning?
The fcream, the winds, proclaim ta me,

That Athol (ees no more the morning.

Why finks Co low my heart with fear,
And why fa chili my blood with hor-

ror ?
Again the (hadowy forms are near,

In all the eloquence of forrow.

Is it ?-It is my Mary's (hade ;
And near her fits hçr haplefs lover;

How (hall 1 meet the injur'd maid,
Or how my contrite heart difcover ?

No found that fenfelefs car caon reach,
• Nor fees that nye my forrows fiowing?
Tho' well the wand'ring maid can teach,

To Athol all her woes aie owing.

Thofe lips are now in filence clofed,
And cold and pale thar lovely bofoin ;

That form is ta the worm expofed,
Who feeds him on-the fallen bloffom.

'Twas Athol's tongue convey'd the tale,
Which broke tat heart with love and

forrow,
Which bid the.blooming cheek be pale,

And cold upon the banks of Yarrow.

'Twas Athol, urg'd by jealous fear,
Who feigned too Nell the guiltiefs 1b-

ry,
Which fill'd that eye with many a tear,

And (lain'd thy faithful Connails glo-
ry. Z ·

Litte did'wretched Atholthink
Thit Mary was 1o true a lover,

R Y.
And littk neven Yarrow brink .

How'foon ier rcnCfeirs (hade would ho-
ver..

The murrmuring wave, the whifpering
air,

That fmites my guilty foul with horror,
The wvinds to Athol howl defpalr,

And bid him never fee to-morrow.

Paie phantoms of the injur'd dead,
And recklefs winds that hear my an-

gui<h,
'Twas here by love and forrow led,

'Twas here that Mary ceafcd to Ian-
guifh :

Ye know that from this bleeding beart,
Which mourns the rnaiden lot for ever

Her loved -idea cannot part,
Nor long lhall death our fortunc fever.

My tears have fell on Mary's grave,.
My hands have deck'd thefodrith w-il

. low ;
Then hafie thee Athol to the wave,

And refit thec on the watery pillow.

The wandering aream thy form (hall hidet
Let fomne fod tel the paffing rover

Where once the wretched' Athol died,
A faithful, though'a guiltylover.

One look he cafn on Mary's grave,
Higlh rote his hcàrc. with inward for.

row,
His hanly foot. feps Coght the wave,

L'ow funk the haplefs yôuth in ,Yar
row.

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

O nay his Nces his crimes affw.iget
And guiltlefd tearsbedcw his itorys

VERSES on PETER PINDAR.

T H RO' Ida's high ,woods, and along
the Scamander'

I fought ail in vain ta ftnd7out. PeterPin-

The claíncal-Nymphs by the filver.Mean-
der

Peclar'd they believ'd hin fome paltry.
verfe grinder,


