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INTRODUQOTION,

I presenting this Jittle volume to the peironsge of my coun-
trymen, T hoave only to etate, that i waas wiltten after (he
exbanetive labors of the dar, by the light of the lamp, as o
merns to divert the mind from the sferner teabs of evervoduy
ffe,  Under more favorable elrenmstances 1t mizhl have been
lesz unworthy.

Ag il s, T om in hopes that many, who, like me, are detarred
frnn visiting o person the far-off hills of holy Ireland, will
accompiny me, in imasrination, to the mde ot hospitslle
henrth of our pative glens, To those fomiliar with the leality
of the storr, 1 hope they will deal gently with the inescperioneed
sl imintored hand, that hag ths aftempted bo portray from Hie
tablets ol memory—sacenes worthy the petell and geniug of an
ariiet, who conld contemmplale in person the grandenr of the

Jnndscape—
ST from fhe wondrone whld arond,

Tho ranl her luspiration found, "
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CANTO FIRST.

The wintry day had closed in night,

Tho' not a stnr appeared in sight :

The rain fell sold, fieree blew Ue blast,

And gloom the face of heaven o'ercast,

When turning from the sarging Foyle, !

His winter leggings splashad with sail,

And bending weath g combrons load,

A traveler tokes the mountain road,

That clambering o'er the Cloghan lone,

Winds throngh the vales of Tnizhowsn.

The gale that from the hill swept down,

At thnes the torrent’s roaur wionld deown g

Tty pelting hail and blinding =pray,

The trav’ler often hebd an bay

But ever "twixt each fitfol surge,

ITis toilzome upward way wonid nrge,

Wow dipping in the deep ravine,

The tortnous path is scarcely seen;

Now o'er the treach'rons moor it honds,
1"
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Now ¢rosa the mountaing breast ageends
Now backward tnrns to shun some mass
0f rock that blocks the narrow pass;
Yet ev'ry step the traveler strode,

He seemed familiar with the road.

Soon darker shadows fall around,

The pathway climbs o’er iey ground,
As higher up the hill he wends,

He with more chilling gale conlends;
The rain and hail he braved below,
Now fall around his track in snow,

Till weary, way-worn and oppressed,
He wanders on the monntain's bredst ;
His pathway lost, his vigor gone,
Bennmb'd, confonnded and alone,

May pitying heav'n in merey bend,
And to his prayers an answer zend.

W leave him lorn and in distress,

To view another's wretehedness,

Whe at the elosing of the day,
Traversed the self-same dreary way;
Contending with the mountain zale,
Ere yet our trav'ler left the vale;

Oft foreed to turn, his hreath to gain,
So fiercely swept the wintry rain ;

And as he chimb'd the mountain hold,
The shrieking wind grew ferce and cold ;
The rain that dvench'd him in the dale,
Now makes hiz eloak a cont of mail ;
Adds 1o the burden of his woe,

Up in this land of ice and snow;
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But his lithe limbs and yonthful breast,
At last attain the mountain's crest;
Where on the Cloghan's summit high,
Heen dimly "gainst the murky sky,

He seams the monarch of the waste,
On harren throne of rin placed,

Stern guardsman o'er his rade domain,
Who knows no rival in his reign !
Now tarning down a nareow dell,
Where sofi as dew on holy well,

The snow wmmong the heather fell,
Tgnenth & crag's projecting crown,
Awhile to reat he sits him down,
There came n 1ol amid the storm,

The crescent moon anveiled her form,
Threw on Glentogher's mountain stregm,
A chilish, chilling, sickly beam,

But not enough of light te show,

Itz wand'rings in the vale below ;
Beneath the moon's dim light, display'd,
The seene the trav’ier now sarveyed,

A seene so desolate and wild,

Had ne'er before his gure beguil’d

In heaven the tempest-king nofinl'd
Hia stormy harmer o'er the world,

And in his tyrant weath and pride,
From earth the strogeling beams would hide
Hiz black hattalione from afar,

Now mustering to renew the war ;
Below (Glentogher's ginnt base,

Lies dark as death—the eye may troos



