EVAN BANE; A
HIGHLAND LEGEND:
AND OTHER POEMS



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649527991

Evan Bane; A Highland Legend: And Other Poems by D. M. Ferguson

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



D. M. FERGUSON

EVAN BANE; A
HIGHLAND LEGEND:
AND OTHER POEMS

ﬁTrieste






EVAN BANE,

d HIGHLAND LEGEND:

@ther Porms,

BY

D. M. FERGUBON,

Ite procal Mase, 3l nihil late valent.
Tibuilus, Bosh if, Eleg. 4

LONDON :

FELNTEL POR
LONGMAN, REES, ORME, BROWN, GREEN, AND LONGHAN.

1832,

4‘7 [



CONTENTS,

EYAN BANE.

Tredication i i . 5 TR
Nodes . - . 3 f ' f .
Versea Introductory § . =
Lagend .
Conclusion ' ' 7
Notes ¥ : i i

MIBOELLANEOUES FIRCEB.
Epitre Dédicatoire
Lord Byron,

The Geecian Maid o Imr Lmlur ¥

To Cora ' . . . '

On the Departure of & Friend to the Waul- Indlau
Fasewell s Z

Ode to Obscurity - 3 : 5
To Nora v .
Dravid's Lmnnta.l:mu over Slul and Jnna.:hau

A Reminiscence . . ' . .

Ode 1o Scandal . ' . . .
Arouet . . ‘ 1

Quadam et Qnﬂlnm a.ha. i s i '

Poge

15

a1

193
107
110
112
113
116
116
118
1ig
12}
123
126
128



v CONTENTS,

To s Primrose . . . 4
Legon d'une Mére L sa fills

Hunset .

TU J [N LN

On the Death of & Ynnng l..mly
Stanmzas K - + e s H
To Agmes . . L .
Woman . .

* Lines Occasioned h-;th:: Dn.th nf 8 mant Imrnung Lmls G:r]

To Margaret .

The Ambitious Crow, A f'able

The Two Pear Tress. A Fable

A Simile . : v . \ '
Honnet . v

Tranalation, Hm E 1£ Qe F4,

Travelation. Horsce. B, 1L Ode 10
The New Year. ' v . v
To Anns { Oceusional Linu}

Amazili . . .
Enigma T
To Time . . . . .
Notea

Page
130
131
132
133
134
135
137
138
141
142
143
146
147
148
150
151
152
155
166
156
160
163



DEDICATION

GEORGE ALFRED CURRIE, ESQ,
67th REGIMENT.

Anngn-Hilf, L3th Awgnst, 1830,

Brearurs there a wretch, so low, so loat,
Theugh poor, despised, misfortune-tost—
Tormented, torbured, wrung, and riven
By wvery suffering under heaven ;
Whao yet—— a8 on his memory pour
The dear departed days of yore;
When heedless boyhood Lightly strayed
Throngh holm, and wood, end sunny glade;
Or wandered by the silver stream,
Indulging many & golden dream,
Which all-substantiol then and there,
Behoved at last, to melt in sie—

;]
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Feols not, howe'sr to be repressed,

One apark of rapture in his breast,

That sheds arcmnd his darkest night

A sun-gleam of celestial light;

And brightening shadea by distance dimmed,
Hests on the sncred name of—Friend !
Away !'—to scek a soul po base,

Fuir Charity forbids the chase:

If sach there be, e'enr man’s worst foe

Conld wish the wretch no deeper woe !

Standing on this long-hallowed spot,

By magic memoty ne'er forgot;

And gazing round on many a scene

That wake the thoughts of what bath been ;
Dear Alfred! it were evime in me

To gazge—eand not yemember Tuee!

Remember thee P 857) close entwined

With every feeling of my mind ;

And part of every visloned joy

That stirred my fancy from a boy;

And linked io every falry-neck,

And wood, and hill, and stresm, and brook,
Which, from this favourite station, lie
Within the clrenit of mine eye,



DEDICATION.

Thou art]l—and true to friendship sttl,
Mid every change of good and il ;—

A truth—which, even in verse like mine,
Migkt sheme the morala of the time!

While yellow autumn's matin gale
Floats softly down our native vale—
The swect, romantic Annendalel—
And the grey mists are lingering still
On Saddle-back and Bumewark Hill; (1)
Nor yet have shewed, in proapact fair,
Repentange-Tower and Woodeock-air; (2)
And through the morning's hagy screen,
Mount-Annan yet is scarcely seen, {3}
Where beauty, dignity, and grace,

And geniua have their dwelling-place ;
And brighter, nobler, preater far—
Truth shines like o resplendent star,

Naot shedding beama that warp the mind,
And make the owner denbly blind,

But such as elear the mental eye,

And ope o vieta to the sky;

And Warmanbie—where all avound

Is sacred and enchanted ground—(4)
Peeps, indistinetly, through the shade,
By dusk of early twilight made;
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And songsters pour their wakening note

From Violetbank and Broce's Moat: (3}

Say, Alfred, shall I bid thee come,

And leave the trump and rolling drum—

The noise—the vanities of life—

The roar—the langh—the varied strife,
Ne'er grateful to thine ear,—

To trace with me familisr views,

Whence oft we “ve brushed the early dews;
And kneel & moment here !

Sooth 'twere & plensure—but "t were vain

To remblie o'er those scenes again ;—

All-glowing in thy generous breast,

They cannot—will not be muppressed ;

Portrayed in brightest colenring there,

1 know—I feel—how void it were

To stamp upon this transtent leaf—

Whose fraifl existence must be brief—

Memoriala of our school-boy state

Which claim a more enduring date;

And which stern death elone can part

From their own tenement—the heart !

There lat them vest: no lengthened page—
Toomuch the mania of the age—
Weuld now thy frlendly eye engage;



