98 (g7
“ 6(} O /7&/ C 777",
P— ] ] #i — ﬂ'- ==

]

H

. -~

) | [ |

| B : — - hﬁ:_
‘L‘jy _dl_ dj Z ﬁh -#. j ’ ﬂ —

Stow "Twas at the ]?our of dark mi({night, Before the flrstcockscrowmg

< N .? o 4 P—‘——. ﬁ
QL'*?‘L(_H t — - iL I Jl t - T —r—o'.—d-r
1

1

Tiolin [

+

:\ ('Q KD
e
o
|

e — 1 i~ ! w
6 5. 109 76 765 6 6 5 6
8 7 54

e
2SS 33" s i e ,;Egﬁ s —
#‘—.l ~———} _JJ_,___.E —

- ay
o i e " ,q.  —— ! -
; t ™ ' - ——
.y 1 oi__i_‘ﬂ" e —
>
westland winds {hoothn'hngs towerﬂh nollow murmurs blowing;When
— S — %
3 I —- D —
i
109 7€ 765 &5 6 & '
6ck6 8704 2 4
/"‘\ ’
° -
T =
—— it =
A g W
o 9 . . pa
AN L]
N T~ _a° I N\ ﬂ F ®
;J‘ ) x 1 +— lP P—\
i v i — — 1
‘l 1| { ﬁ |ql - 1
woe begone, Sad on her bed was lying, And from the
o> P
P—' [ o 1 — m -
-1[ 'W‘r 1 [ L_l‘ ‘ _[[F 1
65 ‘ 2 6 = = 6
& &5 + 3 > 5
b
b — = — =
id. O
ST & = 5 =
S S T
G 1 | - ! i —5 3 1 11—
.j . 0 ) iy e . oy .
ruind towrs she heard,The boding {fcreech Owl crying.
o Lam ? e
=" — ﬂ ; f T
v
5



L

COLONEL

98 1
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’TWAS at the hour of dark midnight,
Before the firfl coek’s erowing,

When weftland winds fhook Stirling’s tower,
With hollow murmurs blowing ;

When Fanny fair, all woe begone,
Sad on her bed was lying,

And from the ruin’d towers (he heard
The boding. fcreech-owl crying.

O! difmal night, fhe faid, and wept;
O ! night prefaging forrow !

O! difmal night, the faid, and wept,
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,

I faw fell death wide fweeping ;
And all the matrons of the land, .
And all the virgins weeping ;
And now fhe heard the mafly gates
Harfh on their hinges turning,

And now thro’ all the caftle heard
The woeful voice of mourning.

Aghatt, fhe ftarted from her bed,
The fatal tidings dreading ; -
O! fpeak, fhe cry’d, my father’s flain !
I fee; I {fee him bleeding !
« A pale corpfe on the fullen fhore,
At morn, fair maid, I left him;
Even at the threfhold of 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-ﬂruck 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! for thee, my native land,
What woes are ftill remaining !

But why complain? the hero’s foul
Is high in heaven fhining :

May Providence defend our ifle
From all our foes defigning.



