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Dark lowered the m,ght on the wild distant heath,
The wild ravens cried 'on the banners of dexch,
While the ' moon hid her beams in the cloud~; out
= of woe,

She dlsdamed fnr 10 gaze on the “ield of GlenCOe

In swect dvmmq ()f‘sleep each eye cloqed n rest,
Each cheiftain heslumbers with peacein hisbreast,
They stumber for ever and free from all woe,

For thev rewd not \he murder tha( mrrht in Glencoe

A ﬂash came and noted the signal was given,
Thethundersot death shook 1hemansxon ofHeav n,
Whilst Fiora Vliacdonald did wander in woe,

l() seek for M .cdonald the pnde of Glencoe.

When the flash cameunknown it's qwnal did glare,
T'he cannons like thander did sound in the air,
Which woke five thousands brave heroes below,
T hey ranged through ihe cavems lhat mfrht m
1 Glencoe.

‘The smoke soon arose from their own glen,
Among the crics ofthe w omen ani i the sxghs of the

men ; ° A
Nﬂked mothorq were ‘aho w1th then babes as they
“ran,

For the English (ilan tlmt night to mulder the chn

Many a bmve warrlor th'\t evening was slain,

Whllst the blaze of the villiage shone ail qround
" the plain, -

Five *undred Macdonalds that might was laid low,

ﬂxelr blond stained 'the Ewdthu on the held ot'
Glencoc. ‘

Flora, she cried, while loose huug her hair,

Oh'where is Macdonald come el e ol where ?

He is gone. like the chlﬂ' which is bx()wuw o’ 1nd
oo,

Hls blood «tains the heatheron the field oFGlz ncoe

A smh of despair arose in her bred%t,

Her memory has told Ler he slumbers in rest ;
He slumbe:’s for ever and free from all woe,
He is sleepmw in death on the ﬁeld of Glencoe.

Het black spar t\lu*cr eyes did kmd\e like ﬁr"
She fell on his body aid soon did expire ;
No more lovely Flora shall wander in woe,
To seek for Macdonald ihe prme of Glencoe

Now over their heads the green grass does wave,
The wild flowers bloom on their distant grave ;

‘When strangers they pass, the shed tears as they go,
For Macdonn!d md Flora the pnde of Gleneoe

Tt{c.-

Jlarmer s Grave.
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1 remember the night was smrmy and wet,
: And dismally dashed the dark wave,
“While tiac rain and t\e sleet, ”
Dark and heavily beat,
On the ma’rin'ﬁ’s new-dug grave.

l remember 'twas down ina dﬂrksomc dalc,
‘And near to a dreary cave, "
" Whete the wild winds wail,
Round the wanderer pale,
That l saw the mariner’s grave.

I remember how lewly the bearers trod,
~ And how sad was the look that they gave,
As they rested their load
Near its last abode, ek
And gazed on the mariner’s grave.

] wmember, no sound did the silence brcal;,
‘As the corpse to the earth they gave, '
Save the mght—blrd s shriek, -
And the coffin’s creak, :
As It sunk in the mariﬁel’s grave.

1 remember a tear that slowly slid,
Down en the cheek of a mess-mate brave i
1t fell on the Lid, :
And soon was lnd
For closcd was the mariner’s grave.

Now o’er his lone bed the briar creeps
And the wild flowers mournfnlly wave,
And the willow weeps, ,
And the moon-beam sleeps,
On the mariner’s s'lent grave.




