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The tempest is raging.

It lashes the waves,

And the waves foaming and rearing in wrath
Tower on high, and the white mountains of
water

Surge as though they were alive,

While the little ship over-climbs them

With laborious haste,

And suddenly plunges down

Into the black, wide-yawning abyss of the tide.

O sea.

Thou mother of beauty, of the foam-
engendered one,

Grandmother of love, spare me!

Already scenting death, flutters around me
The white, ghostly sea-mew,

And whets his beak on the mast.

And hungers with glutton-greed for the heart
Which resounds with the glory of thy daughter,
And which the little rogue, thy grandson,
Hath chosen for his play-ground.

In vain are my prayers and entreaties,

My cry dies away in the rushing storm,

In the battle-tumult of the winds.

They roar and whistle and crackle and howl
Like a bedlam of tones.

And amidst them, distinctly | hear

Alluring notes of harps,

Heart-melting, heart-rending,

And | recognize the voice.

Far away on the rocky Scotch coast,
Where the little gray castle juts out

Over the breaking waves,—

There at the lofty-arched window

Stands a beautiful suffering woman,
Transparently delicate, and pale as marble.
And she plays on the harp, and she sings,
And the wind stirs her flowing locks,

And wafts her melancholy song

Over the wide, stormy sea.




