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C 0 L 0 N M L GARDNER.

1 WAS at the hour of dark midnight.

Before the firfl cock's crowing.

When weflland winds fliook Stirling's tower,

With hollow murmurs blowing ;

When Fanny fair, all woe begone,

Sad on her bed w^as lying,

And from the ruin'd towers (he heard

The boding, fcreech-owl crying.

O I difmal night, fhe faid, and wept j

0 1 night prefaging forrow !

O ! difmal night, (lie faid, and we|)f,-

But more I dread to-morrow.

For now the bloody hour draws nigh.

Each hoft to Prefton bending :

At morn fhall fons their fathers flay,

With deadly hate contending.

Even in the vifions of the night,

1 faw fell death wide fweeping ;

And all the matrons of the land.

And all the virgins weeping;

And now fhe heard the mafly gates

Harfli on their hinges turning,

And now thro' all the caftle heard

The woeful voice of mourning.

Aghaft, flie flarted from her bed,

The fatal tidings dreading ;

O ! fpeak, fhe cry'd, my father's flain I

I fee;; I fee him bleeding !

A pale corpfe on the fullen fliore,

At morn, fair maid, I left him;

Even at fhe threfholdof his gate,

The foe of life bereft him.

Bold, in the battle's front, he fell.

With many a wound deformed ;

A braver knight, nor better man,

This fair ifle ne'er adorned."

While thus he fpoke, the grief-ftrUck maid

A deadly fwoon invaded ;

Loft was the luftre of her eyes,

And all her beauty faded.

Sad was the fight, and fad the news,

And fad was our complaining ;

But oh I for thee, my native land.

What woes are ftill remaining 1

But why complain ? the hero's foul

Is high in heaven Ihining :

May Providence defend our ifle

From all our foes defigning.


