
SCENES FWM "THE BUCCANEER" 
Night. 

Nzam walked in beauty o'er thepeaoefd 
Whose gentle waters sp&e trnnquiuity ; 
With dreamy 1dl the rollngbillow broke 
I n  hollow mnrmm on the distant rwlr; 
The sea-bird wailed dong the airy steep ; 
The oreak of distant oar was on the deep. 
80 still the m e ,  the bostmnn's voice was heard ; 
The listening ear could almost catch eacb word; 
From ides remote the house-dog's fitful bna 
Came floating o'er the watera far away j 
And homeward wending o'er the d e n t  hill, 
The lonely shepherd's song and whistle hill; 
The lulling murmur of the mountain flood, 
That sung its night-hymn to the mlitude; 
The ourlew's wild and dwlnte  farewell 
An slow she d e d  adown the darksome dell; 
The heathoook whirring o'er the heathy vnle; 
Ths mateleaa plover's far-forasken w d  j 
The ruah of tidea tbat round the iulnnds ran, 
And danoed like meniaca in the moonlight wan,- 

formed a sarne so wild, and yet so fair, 
t have wooed the he.& from h m s  of mq' 
had chsrdos to soothe, or bnlm to heal, 

e pugs that guilt ia ever doomed to feel ...,. 
Morning. 

Day dawns,and horn the main the mist ia furled, 
nightdo& of e solitary world; 
slow emerging from the fleecy cloud 
mountains soar like gianta from the abroud. 

EEgh o'er the rest, and towering to the storm, 
Glooms o'er the ocean Hoy's mnjeatic form ; 
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From his lone head, as roll the clouds away, 

Behold Creation bursting into day, 

An first i t  broke from night and notbingnesa, 

When the Great SpGt brooded o'er the abyss. 

How calm and clear the boundlsss w a h  seem, 

An if awakening from a:heavenly dream ; 

The little ialw within their bosom lie, 

Like dwellere in sbright$nfinity; 

The mg M c beetling o'er the weet 

Beholds the heaven rdeded in their breast 

The dark-brown hills e m b m  each silent bay 

That lorn amid their solitude to stmy; 

And far beneath, with low sepulchral sound, 

b I m  the dark t o m t  through the dell profmd; 

And from the thunder-throne, the mountain cairn, 

Shrieks to the waste the solitary erna...... 


Scenea of my song, of earliest smiles and ~WS, 

Ye wake the memories of departed years I 
The distant murmur of your mountrtin atreama 
Steals o'er my spirit with departed dreams, 
With many a M e  and recoUected lay, 
Which, hke the twilight of sn autumn day, 
Feint on your shores, of wonderful and wild, 
Meet for the musing mwda of Fsney's child. 
Them have I roamed o'er m y  a a ~ m h g6 k p  
When the last day-glesm died along the deep, 
And o'er the still and solitary land, 
The diatant music of the raper band 

. Came soft and mournful on the penaive sod, 
An mermaid's siren song o'er ocean's roll 
There have I gazed upon the pathless seas, 
Aa on the gates of two eternities- 
Far egst,where future days && gild the wave, 
And west,where all the past h t h  found a grave 
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