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King Richard I, of England, known as 'Lionheart', leads the Third Crusade to the Holy Land. A truce is declared between his forces and those of the Saracens under Saladin, just prior to the abandonment of the Crusade; and during this trucethe events of the present story take place. The "Talisman" itself is a pebble of wonderful healing powers carried by Saladin. Sir Kenneth, a Scottish Crusader, rides alone through the Dead Sea desert of Syria, when he is suddenly attacked by an Emir of the Saracens. The Scot is victorious and the two warriors declare a friendly truce. They ride together to the cave of Theodorick, a fanatic monkish recluse, who at first lays violent hands upon the Saracen, but finally receives them both hospitably. The Crusader is charged with a secret message to the hermit'from the Council of Princes; and while the Saracen sleeps, the knight and monk go to a neighboring chapel and witness a mass. Among the veiled worshippers is Lady Edith Plantagenet, whom the knight loves and under whose colors he has fought. She recognizes him by dropping a rosebud at his feet. The Saracen, who calls himself Ilderim, an Arabian physician, has heard that King Richard lies ill of a fever; and he thereupon states that he can heal the royal invalid ...

Buy now and read (Advertising)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


The Essential Poems



Coleridge, Samuel Taylor

9783849652234

252

Buy now and read (Advertising)

Endowed with an intellect of the first order, and an imagination at once delicate and splendid, Coleidge, from a weakness of moral constitution and his lamentable habit, fell far short of the performance which he had planned, and which included various epic poems, and a complete system of philosophy, in which all knowledge was to be co-ordinated. He has, however, left enough poetry of such excellence as to place him in the first rank of English poets. This edition includes his masterpieces, in the first rank his "Rime of the Ancient Mariner."
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This book created somewhat of a sensation in the literary and scientific world. Mr. Donnelly argues that Plato's story was true; that all the ancient civilizations of Europe and America radiated from this ancient kingdom, and that this is the reason we find pyramids, obelisks, and buildings almost Identically alike in Egypt, Mexico and Peru. Donnelly's statements and ample evidence deliver ample evidence for the existence of the continent of Atlants. This book is a must have for all folklorists and people, who are interested in the possible history of a famous nation.
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"Roughing It" is another one of Mark Twain's chronicles of his wandering years, this one being the prequel to "Innocents Abroad." His adventures take place in the Wild West, Salt Lake City and even in Hawaii - among other places. He even enlists as a Confederate cavalryman for some time. The book is also a prolific example for Twain's excellent sense of humour.
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The Ministry of Healing, perhaps one of the best books ever written by Mrs. White, offers a wealth of information on the laws of life, how to cure diseases, how to stay healthy and how to heal the soul. It is important to understand the spiritual side of health, and this is where Mrs. White is the expert at. From the contents: Chapter 1 - Our Example Chapter 2 - Days of Ministry Chapter 3 - With Nature and With God Chapter 4 - The Touch of Faith Chapter 5 - Healing of the Soul Chapter 6 - Saved to Serve Chapter 7 - The Co-Working of the Divine and the Human Chapter 8 - The Physician, an Educator Chapter 9 - Teaching and Healing Chapter 10 - Helping the Tempted Chapter 11 - Working for the Intemperate Chapter 12 - Help for the Unemployed and the Homeless Chapter 13 - The Helpless Poor Chapter 14 - Ministry to the Rich ...
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Sir Walter Scott – A Biographical Primer





     




    By Hugh Chisholm




     




     




    Sir Walter Scott was a Scottish poet and novelist, was born at Edinburgh on the 15th of August 1771. His pedigree, in which he took a pride that strongly influenced the course of his life, may be given in the words of his own fragment of autobiography. “My birth was neither distinguished nor sordid. According to the prejudices of my country it was esteemed gentle, as I was connected, though remotely, with ancient families both by my father's and mother's side. My father's grandfather was Walter Scott, well known by the name of Beardie. He was the second son of Walter Scott, first laird of Raeburn, who was third son of Sir William Scott, and the grandson of Walter Scott, commonly called in tradition Auld Watt of Harden. I am therefore lineally descended from that ancient chieftain, whose name I have made to ring in many a ditty, and from his fair dame, the Flower of Yarrow — no bad genealogy for a Border minstrel.”




     




    In a notice of John Home, Scott speaks of pride of family as “natural to a man of imagination,” remarking that, “in this motley world, the family pride of the north country has its effects of good and of evil.” Whether the good or the evil preponderated in Scott's own case would not be easy to determine. It tempted him into courses that ended in commercial ruin; but throughout his life it was a constant spur to exertion, and in his last years it proved itself as a working principle capable of inspiring and maintaining a most chivalrous conception of duty. If the ancient chieftain Auld Watt was, according to the anecdote told by his illustrious descendant, once reduced in the matter of live stock to a single cow, and recovered his dignity by stealing the cows of his English neighbours, Scott's Border ancestry were sheep-farmers, who varied their occupation by “lifting” sheep and cattle, and whatever else was “neither too heavy nor too hot.” The Border lairds were really a race of shepherds in so far as they were not a race of robbers. Scott may have derived from this pastoral ancestry an hereditary bias towards the observation of nature and the enjoyment of open-air life. He certainly inherited from them the robust strength of constitution that carried him successfully through so many exhausting labours. And it was his pride in their real or supposed feudal dignity and their rough marauding exploits that first directed him to the study of Border history and poetry, the basis of his fame as a poet and romancer. His father, Walter Scott, a writer to the signet (or attorney) in Edinburgh — the original of the elder Fairford in Redgauntlet — was the first of the family to adopt a town life or a learned profession. His mother was the daughter of Dr John Rutherford, a medical professor in the university of Edinburgh, who also traced descent from the chiefs of famous Border clans. The ceilings of Abbotsford display the arms of about a dozen Border families with which Scott claimed kindred through one side or the other. His father was conspicuous for methodical and thorough industry; his mother was a woman of imagination and culture. The son seems to have inherited the best qualities of the one and acquired the best qualities of the other.




     




    The details of his early education are given with great precision in his autobiography. John Stuart Mill was not more minute in recording the various circumstances that shaped his habits of mind and work. We learn from himself the secret — as much at least as could be ascribed to definite extraneous accident — of the “extempore speed” in romantic composition against which Carlyle protested in his famous review of Lockhart's Life of Scott. The indignant critic assumed that Scott wrote “without preparation”; Scott himself, as if he had foreseen this cavil, is at pains to show that the preparation began with his boyhood, almost with his infancy. The current legend when Carlyle wrote his essay was that as a boy Scott had been a dunce and an idler. With a characteristically conscientious desire not to set a bad example, the autobiographer solemnly declares that he was neither a dunce nor an idler, and explains how the misunderstanding arose. His health in boyhood was uncertain; he was consequently irregular in his attendance at school, never became exact in his knowledge of Latin syntax, and was so belated in beginning Greek that out of bravado he resolved not to learn it at all.




     




    Left very much to himself throughout his boyhood in the matter of reading, so quick, lively, excitable and uncertain in health that it was considered dangerous to press him and prudent rather to keep him back, Scott began at a very early age to accumulate the romantic lore of which he afterwards made such splendid use. As a child he seems to have been an eager and interested listener and a great favourite with his elders, apparently having even then the same engaging charm that made him so much beloved as a man. Chance threw him in the way of many who were willing to indulge his delight in stories and ballads. Not only his own relatives — the old women at his grandfather's farm at Sandyknowe, his aunt, under whose charge he was sent to Bath for a year, his mother — took an interest in the precocious boy's questions, told him tales of Jacobites and Border worthies of his own and other clans, but casual friends of the family — such as the military veteran at Prestonpans, old Dr Blacklock the blind poet, Home the author of Douglas, Adam Ferguson the martial historian of the Roman republic — helped forward his education in the direction in which the bent of his genius lay. At the age of six he was able to define himself as “a virtuoso,” “one who wishes to and will know everything.” At ten his collection of chap-books and ballads had reached several volumes, and he was a connoisseur in various readings. Thus he took to the High School, Edinburgh, when he was strong enough to be put in regular attendance, an unusual store of miscellaneous knowledge and an unusually quickened intelligence, so that his master “pronounced that, though many of his schoolfellows understood the Latin better, Gualterus Scott was behind few in following and enjoying the author's meaning.”




     




    Throughout his school days and afterwards when he was apprenticed to his father, attended university classes, read for the bar, took part in academical and professional debating societies, Scott steadily and ardently pursued his own favourite studies. His reading in romance and history was really study, and not merely the indulgence of an ordinary schoolboy's promiscuous appetite for exciting literature. In fact, even as a schoolboy he specialized. He followed the line of overpowering inclination; and even then, as he frankly tells us, “fame was the spur.” He acquired a reputation among his schoolfellows for out-of-the-way knowledge, and also for story-telling, and he worked hard to maintain this character, which compensated to his ambitious spirit his indifferent distinction in ordinary school-work. The youthful “virtuoso,” though he read ten times the usual allowance of novels from the circulating library, was carried by his enthusiasm into fields much less generally attractive. He was still a schoolboy when he mastered French sufficiently well to read through collections of old French romances, and not more than fifteen when, attracted by translations to Italian romantic literature, he learnt the language in order to read Dante and Ariosto in the original. This willingness to face dry work in the pursuit of romantic reading affords a measure of the strength of Scott's passion. In one of the literary parties brought together to lionize Burns, when the peasant poet visited Edinburgh, the boy of fifteen was the only member of the company who could tell the source of some lines affixed to a picture that had attracted the poet's attention — a slight but significant evidence both of the width of his reading and of the tenacity of his memory. The same thoroughness appears in another little circumstance. He took an interest in Scottish family history and genealogy, but, not content with the ordinary sources, he ransacked the MSS. preserved in the Advocates' Library. By the time he was one and twenty he had acquired such a reputation for his skill in deciphering old manuscripts that his assistance was sought by professional antiquaries.




     




    This early, assiduous, unintermittent study was the main secret, over and above his natural gifts, of Scott's extempore speed and fertility when at last he found forms into which to pour his vast accumulation of historical and romantic lore. He was, as he said himself, “like an ignorant gamester who keeps up a good hand till he knows how to play it.” That he had vague thoughts from a much earlier period than is commonly supposed of playing the hand some day is extremely probable, if, as he tells us, the idea of writing romances first occurred to him when he read Cervantes in the original. This was long before he was out of his teens; and, if we add that his leading idea in his first novel was to depict a Jacobitic Don Quixote, we can see that there was probably a long interval between the first conception of Waverley and the ultimate completion.




     




    Scott's preparation for painting the life of past times was probably much less unconsciously such than his equally thorough preparation for acting as the painter of Scottish manners and character in all grades of society. With all the extent of his reading as a schoolboy and a young man he was far from being a cloistered student, absorbed in his books. In spite of his lameness and his serious illnesses in youth, his constitution was naturally robust, his disposition genial, his spirits high: he was always well to the front in the fights and frolics of the High School, and a boon companion in the “high jinks” of the junior bar. The future novelist's experience of life was singularly rich and varied. While he liked the life of imagination and scholarship in sympathy with a few choice friends, he was brought into intimate daily contact with many varieties of real life. At home he had to behave as became a member of a Puritanic, somewhat ascetic, well-ordered Scottish household, subduing his own inclinations towards a more graceful and comfortable scheme of living into outward conformity with his father's strict rule. Through his mother's family he obtained access to the literary society of Edinburgh, at that time electrified by the advent of Burns, full of vigour and ambition, rejoicing in the possession of not a few widely known men of letters, philosophers, historians, novelists and critics, from racy and eccentric Monboddo to refined and scholarly Mackenzie. In that society also he may have found the materials for the manners and characters of St Ronan's Well, From any tendency to the pedantry of over-culture he was effectually saved by the rougher and manlier spirit of his professional comrades, who, though they respected belles lettres, would not tolerate anything in the shape of affectation or sentimentalism. The atmosphere of the Parliament House (the law-courts of Edinburgh) had considerable influence on the tone of Scott's novels. His peculiar humour as a story-teller and painter of character was first developed among the young men of his own standing at the bar. They were the first mature audience on which he experimented, and seem often to have been in his mind's eye when he enlarged his public. From their mirthful companionship by the stove, where the briefless congregated to discuss knotty points in law and help one another to enjoy the humours of judges and litigants, “Duns Scotus” often stole away to pore over old books and manuscripts in the library beneath; but as long as he was with them he was first among his peers in the art of providing entertainment. It was to this market that Scott brought the harvest of the vacation rambles which it was his custom to make every autumn for seven years after his call to the bar and before his marriage. He scoured the country in search of ballads and other relics of antiquity; but he found also and treasured many traits of living manners, many a lively sketch and story with which to amuse the brothers of “the mountain” on his return. His staid father did not much like these escapades, and told him bitterly that he seemed fit for nothing but to be a “gangrel scrape-gut.” But, as the companion of “his Liddesdale raids” happily put it, “he was makin' himsell a' the time, but he didna ken maybe what he was about till years had passed: at first he thought o' little, I dare say, but the queerness and the fun.”




     




    His father intended him originally to follow his own business, and he was apprenticed in his sixteenth year; but he preferred the upper walk of the legal profession, and was admitted a member of the faculty of advocates in 1792. He seems to have read hard at law for four years at least, but almost from the first to have limited his ambition to obtaining some comfortable appointment such as would leave him a good deal of leisure for literary pursuits. In this he was not disappointed. In 1799 he obtained the office of sheriff-depute of Selkirkshire, with a salary of £300 and very light duties. In 1806 he obtained the reversion of the office of clerk of session. It is sometimes supposed, from the immense amount of other work that Scott accomplished, that this office was a sinecure. But the duties, which are fully described by Lockhart, were really serious, and kept him hard at fatiguing work, his biographer estimates, for at least three or four hours daily during six months out of the twelve, while the court was in session. He discharged these duties faithfully for twenty-five years, during the height of his activity as an author. He did not enter on the emoluments of the office till 1812, but from that time he received from the clerkship and the sheriffdom combined an income of £1600 a year, being thus enabled to act in his literary undertakings on his often-quoted maxim that “literature should be a staff and not a crutch.” Scott's profession, in addition to supplying him with a competent livelihood, supplied him also with abundance of opportunties for the study of men and manners.




     




    It was as a poet that he was first to make a literary reputation. According to his own account, he was led to adopt the medium of verse by a series of accidents. The story is told by himself at length and with his customary frankness and modesty in the Essay on Imitations of the Ancient Ballad, prefixed to the 1830 edition of his Border Minstrelsy, and in the 1830 introduction to the Lay of the Last Minstrel. The first link in the chain was a lecture by Henry Mackenzie on German literature, delivered in 1788. This apprized Scott, who was then a legal apprentice and an enthusiastic student of French and Italian romance, that there was a fresh development of romantic literature in German. As soon as he had the burden of preparation for the bar off his mind he learnt German, and was profoundly excited to find a new school founded on the serious study of a kind of literature his own devotion to which was regarded by most of his companions with wonder and ridicule. We must remember always that Scott quite as much as Wordsworth created the taste by which he was enjoyed, and that in his early days he was half-ashamed of his romantic studies, and pursued them more or less in secret with a few intimates. While he was in the height of his enthusiasm for the new German romance, Mrs Barbauld visited Edinburgh, and recited an English translation of Bürger's Lenore. Scott heard of it from a friend, who was able to repeat two lines —




    

      

        

          	

            “


          



          	

            Tramp, tramp, across the land they speed;


            Splash, splash, across the sea!”


          

        


      


    




    The two lines were enough to give Scott a new ambition. He could write such poetry himself! The impulse was strengthened by his reading Lewis's Monk and the ballads in the German manner interspersed through the work. He hastened to procure a copy of Bürger, at once executed translations of several of his ballads, published The Chase, and William and Helen, in a thin quarto in 1796 (his ambition being perhaps quickened by the unfortunate issue of a love affair), and was much encouraged by the applause of his friends. Soon after he met Lewis personally, and his ambition was confirmed. “Finding Lewis,” he says, “in possession of so much reputation, and conceiving that if I fell behind him in poetical powers, I considerably exceeded him in general information, I suddenly took it into my head to attempt the style of poetry by which he had raised himself to fame.” Accordingly, he composed Glenfinlas, The Eve of St John, and the Gray Brother, which were published in Lewis's collection of Tales of Wonder (2 vols., 1801). But he soon became convinced that “the practice of ballad-writing was out of fashion, and that any attempt to revive it or to found a poetical character on it would certainly fail of success.” His study of Goethe's Götz von Berlichingen, of which he published a translation in 1799, gave him wider ideas. Why should he not do for ancient Border manners what Goethe had done for the ancient feudalism of the Rhine? He had been busy since his boyhood collecting Scottish Border ballads and studying the minutest details of Border history. He began to cast about for a form which should have the advantage of novelty, and a subject which should secure unity of composition. He was engaged at the time preparing a collection of the Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border. The first instalment was published in two volumes in 1802; it was followed by a third next year, and by an edition and continuation of the old romance of Sir Tristram; and Scott was still hesitating about subject and form for a large original work. Chance at last threw in his way both a suitable subject and a suitable metrical vehicle. He had engaged all his friends in the hunt for Border ballads and legends. Among others, the countess of Dalkeith, wife of the heir-apparent to the dukedom of Buccleuch, interested herself in the work. Happening to hear the legend of a tricksy hobgoblin named Gilpin Horner, she asked Scott to write a ballad about it. He agreed with delight, and, out of compliment to the lady who had given this command to the bard, resolved to connect it with the house of Buccleuch. The subject grew in his fertile imagination, till incidents enough had gathered round the goblin to furnish a framework for his long-designed picture of Border manners. Chance also furnished him with a hint for a novel scheme of verse. Coleridge's fragment of Christabel, though begun in 1797 — when he and Wordsworth were discussing on the Quantock Hills the principles of such ballads as Scott at the same time was reciting to himself in his gallops on Musselburgh sands — was not published till 1816. But a friend of Scott's, Sir John Stoddart, had met Coleridge in Malta, and had carried home in his memory enough of the unfinished poem to convey to Scott that its metre was the very metre of which he had been in search. Scott introduced still greater variety into the four-beat couplet; but it was to Christabel that he owed the suggestion, as one line borrowed whole and many imitated rhythms testify. The Lay of the Last Minstrel appeared in January 1805, and at once became widely popular. It sold more rapidly than poem had ever sold before. Scott was astonished at his own success, although he expected that “the attempt to return to a more simple and natural style of poetry was likely to be welcomed.” Many things contributed to the extraordinary demand for the Lay. First and foremost, no doubt, we must reckon its simplicity. After the abstract themes and abstruse, elaborately allusive style of the 18th century, the public were glad of verse that could be read with ease and even with exhilaration, verse in which a simple interesting story was told with brilliant energy, and simple feelings were treated not as isolated themes but as incidents in the lives of individual men and women. The thought was not so profound, the lines were not so polished, as in The Pleasures of Memory or The Pleasures of Hope, but the “light-horseman sort of stanza” carried the reader briskly over a much more diversified country, through boldly outlined and strongly coloured scenes. No stanza required a second reading; you had not to keep attention on the stretch or pause and construe laboriously before you could grasp the writer's meaning or enter into his artfully condensed sentiment. To remember the pedigrees of all the Scotts, or the names of all the famous chiefs and hardy retainers “whose gathering word was Bellenden,” might have required some effort, but only the conscientious reader need care to make it. The only puzzle in the Lay was the goblin page, and the general reader was absolved from all trouble about him by the unanimous declaration of the critics, led by Jeffrey in the Edinburgh Review, that he was a grotesque excrescence, in no way essential to the story. It is commonly taken for granted that Scott acquiesced in this judgment, his politely ironic letter to Miss Seward being quoted as conclusive. This is hardly fair to the poor goblin, seeing that his story was the germ of the poem and determines its whole structure; but it is a tribute to the lively simplicity of the Lay that few people should be willing to take the very moderate amount of pains necessary to see the goblin's true position in the action. The supernatural element was Scott's most risky innovation. For the rest, he was a cautious and conservative reformer, careful not to offend established traditions. He was far from raising the standard of rebellion, as Wordsworth had done, against the great artistic canon of the classical school —




    

      

        

          	

            “True art is nature to advantage dressed.”


          

        


      


    




    To “engraft modern refinement on ancient simplicity,” to preserve the energy of the old ballad without its rudeness and bareness of poetic ornament, was Scott's avowed aim. He adhered to the poetic diction against which Wordsworth protested. His rough Borderers are “dressed to advantage” in the costume of romantic chivalry. The baronial magnificence of Branksome, Deloraine's “shield and jack and acton,” the elaborate ceremony of the combat between the pseudo-Deloraine and Musgrave, are concessions to the taste of the 18th century. Further, he disarmed criticism by putting his poem into the mouth of an ancient minstrel, thus pictorially emphasizing the fact that it was an imitation of antiquity, and providing a scapegoat on whose back might be laid any remaining sins of rudeness or excessive simplicity. And, while imitating the antique romance, he was careful not to imitate its faults of rambling, discursive, disconnected structure. He was scrupulously attentive to the classical unities of time, place and action. The scene never changes from Branksome and its neighbourhood; the time occupied by the action (as he pointed out in his preface) is three nights and three days; and, in spite of all that critics have said about the superfluity of the goblin page, it is not difficult to trace unity of intention and regular progressive development in the incidents.




     




    The success of the Lay decided finally, if it was not decided already, that literature was to be the main business of Scott's life, and he proceeded to arrange his affairs accordingly. It would have been well for his comfort, if not for his fame, had he adhered to his first plan, which was to buy a small mountain-farm near Bowhill, with the proceeds of some property left to him by an uncle, and divide his year between this and Edinburgh, where he had good hopes, soon afterwards realized, of a salaried appointment in the Court of Session. This would have given him ample leisure and seclusion for literature, while his private means and official emoluments secured him against dependence on his pen. He would have been laird as well as sheriff of the cairn and the scaur, and as a man of letters his own master. Since his marriage in 1797 with Charlotte Charpentier, daughter of a French refugee, his chief residence had been at Lasswade, about six miles from Edinburgh. But on a hint from the lord-lieutenant that the sheriff must live at least four months in the year within his county, and that he was attending more closely to his duties as quartermaster of a mounted company of volunteers than was consistent with the proper discharge of his duties as sheriff, he had moved his household in 1804 to Ashestiel. When his uncle's bequest fell in, he determined to buy a small property on the banks of the Tweed within the limits of his sheriffdom. There, within sight of Newark Castle and Bowhill, he proposed to live like his ancient minstrel, as became the bard of the clan, under the shadow of the great ducal head of the Scotts. But this plan was deranged by an accident. It so happened that an old schoolfellow, James Ballantyne (1772-1833), a printer in Kelso, whom he had already befriended, transplanted to Edinburgh, and furnished with both work and money, applied to him for a further loan. Scott declined to lend, but offered to join him as sleeping partner. Thus the intended purchase money of Broadmeadows became the capital of a printing concern, of which by degrees the man of letters became the overwrought slave, milch-cow and victim.




     




    When the Lay was off his hands, Scott's next literary enterprise was a prose romance — a confirmation of the argument that he did not take to prose after Byron had “bet him,” as he put it, in verse, but that romance writing was a long-cherished purpose. He began Waverley, but a friend to whom he showed the first chapters — which do not take Waverley out of England, and describe an education in romantic literature very much like Scott's own — not unnaturally decided that the work was deficient in interest and unworthy of the author of the Lay. Scott accordingly laid Waverley aside. We may fairly conjecture that he would not have been so easily diverted had he not been occupied at the time with other heavy publishing enterprises calculated to bring grist to the printing establishment. His active brain was full of projects for big editions, which he undertook to carry through on condition that the printing was done by Ballantyne & Co., the “Co.” being kept a profound secret, because it might have injured the lawyer and poet professionally and socially to be known as partner in a commercial concern.




     




    In 1806 he collected from different publications his Ballads and Lyrical Pieces. Between 1806 and 1812, mainly to serve the interests of the firm, though of course the work was not in itself unattractive to him, Scott produced his elaborate editions of Dryden (18 vols., 1808), Swift (19 vols., 1818), the Somers Tracts (13 vols., 1809-1815), and the State Papers and Letters of Sir Ralph Sadler (2 vols., 1809). Incidentally these laborious tasks contributed to his preparation for the main work of his life by extending his knowledge of English and Scottish history.




     




    Marmion, begun in November 1806 and published in February 1808, was written as a relief to “graver cares,” though in this also he aimed at combining with a romantic story a solid picture of an historical period. It was even more popular than the Lay. Scott's resuscitation of the four-beat measure of the old “gestours” afforded a signal proof of the justness of their instinct in choosing this vehicle for their recitations. The four-beat lines of Marmion took possession of the public like a kind of madness: they not only clung to the memory but they would not keep off the tongue: people could not help spouting them in solitary places and muttering them as they walked about the streets. The critics, except Jeffrey, who may have been offended by the pronounced politics of the poet, were on the whole better pleased than with the Lay. Their chief complaint was with the “introductions” to the various cantos, which were objected to as vexatiously breaking the current of the story.




     




    The triumphant success of Marmion, establishing him as facile princeps among living poets, gave Scott such a heeze, to use his own words, “as almost lifted him off his feet.” He touched then the highest point of prosperity and happiness. Presently after, he was irritated and tempted by a combination of little circumstances into the great blunder of his life, the establishment of the publishing house of John Ballantyne & Co. A coolness arose between him and Jeffrey, chiefly on political but partly also on personal grounds. They were old friends, and Scott had written many articles for the Review, but its political attitude at this time was intensely unsatisfactory to Scott. To complete the breach, Jeffrey reviewed Marmion in a hostile spirit. A quarrel occurred also between Scott's printing firm and Constable, the publisher, who had been the principal feeder of its press. Then the tempter appeared in the shape of Murray, the London publisher, anxious to secure the services of the most popular littérateur of the day. The result of negotiations was that Scott set up, in opposition to Constable, “the crafty,” “the grand Napoleon of the realms of print,” the publishing house of John Ballantyne & Co., to be managed by John Ballantyne (d. 1821), James's younger brother, whom Scott nicknamed “Rigdumfunnidos,” for his talents as a mimic and low comedian. Scott interested himself warmly in starting the Quarterly Review, and in return Murray constituted Ballantyne & Co. his Edinburgh agents. Scott's trust in Rigdumfunnidos and his brother, “Aldiborontiphoscophornio,” and in his own power to supply all their deficiencies, is as strange a piece of infatuation as any that ever formed a theme for romance or tragedy. Their devoted attachment to the architect of their fortunes and proud confidence in his powers helped forward to the catastrophe, for whatever Scott recommended they agreed to, and he was too immersed in multifarious literary work and professional and social engagements to have time for cool examination of the numerous rash speculative ventures into which he launched the firm.




     




    The Lady of the Lake (May 1810) was the first great publication by the new house, and next year the Vision of Don Roderick followed. The Lady of the Lake was received with enthusiasm, even Jeffrey joining in the chorus of applause. It made the Perthshire Highlands fashionable for tourists, and raised the post-horse duty in Scotland. But it did not make up to Ballantyne & Co. for their heavy investments in unsound ventures. The Edinburgh Annual Register, meant as a rival to the Edinburgh Review, though Scott engaged Southey to write for it and wrote for it largely himself, proved a failure. In a very short time the warehouses of the firm were filled with unsaleable stock. By the end of three years Scott began to write to his partners about the propriety of “reefing sails.” But apparently he was too much occupied to look into the accounts of the firm, and, so far from understanding the real state of their affairs, he considered himself rich enough to make his first purchase of land at Abbotsford. But he had hardly settled there in the spring of 1812, and begun his schemes for building and planting and converting a bare moor into a richly wooded pleasaunce, than his business troubles began, and he found himself harassed by fears of bankruptcy. Rigdumfunnidos concealed the situation as long as he could, but as bill after bill came due he was obliged to make urgent application to Scott, and the truth was thus forced from him item by item. He had by no means revealed all when Scott, who behaved with admirable good-nature, was provoked into remonstrating, “For heaven's sake, treat me as a man and not as a milch-cow.” The proceeds of Rokeby (January 1813) and of other labours of Scott's pen were swallowed up, and bankruptcy was inevitable, when Constable, still eager at any price to secure Scott's services, came to the rescue. With his help three crises were tided over in 1813.




     




    It was in the midst of these embarrassments that Scott opened up the rich new vein of the Waverley novels. He chanced upon the manuscript of the opening chapters of Waverley which he had written in 1805, and resolved to complete the story. Four weeks in the summer of 1814 sufficed for the work, and Waverley was published by Constable without the author's name in July. The notes and introductions first appeared in the edition of 1829. Many plausible reasons might be given and have been given for Scott's resolution to publish anonymously. The reason given by Lockhart is that he considered the writing of novels beneath the dignity of a grave clerk of the Court of Session. Why he kept up the mystification, though the secret, which was formally divulged in 1827, was an open one to all his Edinburgh acquaintances, is easily understood. He enjoyed it, and his formally initiated coadjutors enjoyed it; it relieved him from the annoyances of foolish compliment; and it was not unprofitable — curiosity about “the Great Unknown” keeping alive the interest in his works. The secret was so well kept by all to whom it was definitely entrusted, and so many devices were used to throw conjecture off the scent, that even Scott's friends, who were certain of the authorship from internal evidence, were occasionally puzzled. He kept on producing in his own name as much work as seemed humanly possible for an official who was to be seen every day at his post and as often in society as the most fashionable of his professional brethren. His treatises on chivalry, romance and the drama, besides an elaborate work in two volumes on Border antiquities, appeared in the same year with Waverley, and his edition of Swift in nineteen volumes in the same week. In 1813 he published the romantic tale of The Bridal of Triermain in three cantos, enlarged from an earlier poem, printed in the Edinburgh Annual Register of 1809. The Lord of the Isles was published in January 1815; Guy Mannering, written in “six weeks about Christmas,” in February; and The Field of Waterloo in the same year. Paul's Letters to his Kinsfolk and The Antiquary appeared in 1816; the first series of the Tales of My Landlord, edited by “Jedediah Cleishbotham” — The Black Dwarf and Old Mortality — in the same year; Harold the Dauntless in 1817; the two volumes of The Border Antiquities of England and Scotland in 1814 and 1817. No wonder that the most positive interpreters of internal evidence were mystified. It was not as if he had buried himself in the country for the summer half of the year. On the contrary, he kept open house at Abbotsford in the fine old feudal fashion and was seldom without visitors. His own friends and many strangers from a distance, with or without introductions, sought him there, and found a hearty hospitable country laird, entirely occupied to all outward appearance with local and domestic business and sport, building and planting, adding wing to wing, acre to acre, plantation to plantation, with just leisure enough for the free-hearted entertainment of his guests and the cultivation of friendly relations with his humble neighbours. How could such a man find time to write two or three novels a year, besides what was published in his own name? Even the few intimates who knew how early he got up to prepare his packet for the printer, and had some idea of the extraordinary power that he had acquired of commanding his faculties for the utilization of odd moments, must have wondered at times whether he had not inherited the arts of his ancestral relation Michael Scot, and kept a goblin in some retired attic or vault.




     




    Scott's fertility is not absolutely unparalleled; Anthony Trollope claimed to have surpassed him in rate as well as total amount of production, having also business duties to attend to. But in speed of production combined with variety and depth of interest and weight and accuracy of historical substance Scott is unrivalled. On his claims as a serious historian, which Carlyle ignored in his curiously narrow and splenetic criticism, he was always, with all his magnanimity, peculiarly sensitive. A certain feeling that his antiquarian studies were undervalued seems to have haunted him from his youth. It was probably this that gave the sting to Jeffrey's criticism of Marmion, and that tempted him to the somewhat questionable proceeding of reviewing his own novels in the Quarterly upon the appearance of Old Mortality. He was nettled besides at the accusation of having treated the Covenanters unfairly, and wanted to justify himself by the production of historical documents. In this criticism of himself Scott replied lightly to some of the familiar objections to his work, such as the feebleness of his heroes, Waverley, Bertram, Lovel, and the melodramatic character of some of his scenes and characters. But he argued more seriously against the idea that historical romances are the enemies of history, and he rebutted by anticipation Carlyle's objection that he wrote only to amuse idle persons who like to lie on their backs and read novels. His apologia is worth quoting. Historical romances, he admits, have always been failures, but the failure has been due to the imperfect knowledge of the writers and not to the species of composition. If, he says, anachronisms in manners can be avoided, and “the features of an age gone by can be recalled in a spirit of delineation at once faithful and striking, . . . the composition itself is in every point of view dignified and improved; and the author, leaving the light and frivolous associates with whom a careless observer would be disposed to ally him, takes his seat on the bench of the historians of his time and country. In this proud assembly, and in no mean place of it, we are disposed to rank the author of these works. At once a master of the great events and minute incidents of history, and of the manners of the times he celebrates, as distinguished from those which now prevail, the intimate thus of the living and of the dead, his judgment enables him to separate those traits which are characteristic from those that are generic; and his imagination, not less accurate and discriminating than vigorous and vivid, presents to the mind of the reader the manners of the times, and introduces to his familiar acquaintance the individuals of the drama as they thought and spoke and acted.” This defence of himself shows us the ideal at which Scott aimed, and which he realized. He was not in the least unconscious of his own excellence. He did not hesitate in this review to compare himself with Shakespeare in respect of truth to nature. “The volume which this author has studied is the great book of nature. He has gone abroad into the world in quest of what the world will certainly and abundantly supply, but what a man of great discrimination alone will find, and a man of the very highest genius will alone depict after he has discovered it. The characters of Shakespeare are not more exclusively human, not more perfectly men and women as they live and move, than those of this mysterious author.”




     




    The immense strain of Scott's double or quadruple life as sheriff and clerk, hospitable laird, poet, novelist, and miscellaneous man of letters, publisher and printer, though the prosperous excitement sustained him for a time, soon told upon his health. Early in 1817 began a series of attacks of agonizing cramp of the stomach, which recurred at short intervals during more than two years. But his appetite and capacity for work remained unbroken. He made his first attempt at play-writing as he was recovering from the first attack; before the year was out he had completed Rob Roy, and within six months it was followed by The Heart of Midlothian, which filled the four volumes of the second series of Tales of My Landlord, and has remained one of the most popular among his novels. The Bride of Lammermoor, The Legend of Montrose, forming the third series by “Jedediah Cleishbotham,” and Ivanhoe (1820) were dictated to amanuenses, through fits of suffering so acute that he could not suppress cries of agony. Still he would not give up. When Laidlaw begged him to stop dictating he only answered, “Nay, Willie, only see that the doors are fast. I would fain keep all the cry as well as the wool to ourselves; but as to giving over work, that can only be when I am in woollen.”




     




    Throughout those two years of intermittent ill-health, which was at one time so serious that his life was despaired of and he took formal leave of his family, Scott's semi-public life at Abbotsford continued as usual — swarms of visitors coming and going, and the rate of production, on the whole, suffering no outward and visible check, all the world wondering at the novelist's prodigious fertility. The first of the series concerning which there were murmurs of dissatisfaction was The Monastery (1820), which was the first completed after the re-establishment of the author's bodily vigour. The failure, such as it was, was possibly due to the introduction of the supernatural in the person of the White Lady of Avenel; and its sequel, The Abbot (1820), in which Mary, Queen of Scots, is introduced, was generally hailed as fully sustaining the reputation of “the Great Unknown.” Kenilworth (1821), The Pirate (1822), The Fortunes of Nigel (1822), Peveril of the Peak (1822), Quentin Durward (1823), St Ronan's Well (1824), Redgauntlet (1824) followed in quick succession in the course of three years, and it was not till the last two were reached that the cry that the author was writing too fast began to gather volume. St Ronan's Well was very severely criticized and condemned. And yet Leslie Stephen tells a story of a dozen modern connoisseurs in the Waverley novels who agreed that each should write down separately the name of his favourite novel, when it appeared that each had without concert named St Ronan's Well. There is this certainly to be said for St Ronan's, that, in spite of the heaviness of some of the scenes at the “bottle” and the artificial melodramatic character of some of the personages, none of Scott's stories is of more absorbing or more brilliantly diversified interest. Contradictions between contemporary popular opinion and mature critical judgment, as well as diversities of view among critics themselves, rather shake confidence in individual judgment on the vexed but not particularly wise question which is the best of Scott's novels. There must, of course, always be inequalities in a series so prolonged. The author cannot always be equally happy in his choice of subject, situation and character. Naturally also he dealt first with the subjects of which his mind was fullest. But any theory of falling off or exhaustion based upon plausible general considerations has to be qualified so much when brought into contact with the facts that very little confidence can be reposed in its accuracy. The Fortunes of Nigel comes comparatively late in the series and has often been blamed for its looseness of construction. Scott himself always spoke slightingly of his plots, and humorously said that he proceeded on Bayes's maxim, “What the deuce is a plot good for but to bring in good things?” Yet some competent critics prefer The Fortunes of Nigel to any other of Scott's novels. An attempt might be made to value the novels according to the sources of their materials, according as they are based on personal observation, documentary history or previous imaginative literature. On this principle Ivanhoe and The Tales of the Crusaders (1825, containing The Betrothed and The Talisman) might be adjudged inferior as being based necessarily on previous romance. But as a matter of fact Scott's romantic characters are vitalized, clothed with a verisimilitude of life, out of the author's deep, wide and discriminating knowledge of realities, and his observation of actual life was coloured by ideals derived from romance. He wrote all his novels out of a mind richly stored with learning of all kinds, and in the heat of composition seems to have drawn from whatever his tenacious memory supplied to feed the fire of imagination, without pausing to reflect upon the source. He did not exhaust his accumulations from one source first and then turn to another, but from first to last drew from all as the needs of the occasion happened to suggest.




     




    During the years 1821-1825 he edited Richard Franck's Northern Memoirs (1821), Chronological Notes of Scottish Affairs from the Diary of Lord Fountainhall (1822), Military Memoirs of the Great Civil War (1822), and The Novelists' Library (10 vols., London, 1821-1824), the prefatory memoirs to which were separately published in 1828.




     




    Towards the close of 1825, after eleven years of brilliant and prosperous labour, encouraged by constant tributes of admiration, homage and affection such as no other literary potentate has ever enjoyed, realizing his dreams of baronial splendour and hospitality on a scale suited to his large literary revenues, Scott suddenly discovered that the foundations of his fortune were unsubstantial. He had imagined himself clear of all embarrassments in 1818, when all the unsaleable stock of John Ballantyne & Co. was bargained off by Rigdum to Constable for Waverley copyrights, and the publishing concern was wound up. Apparently he never informed himself accurately of the new relations of mutual accommodation on which the printing firm then entered with the great but rashly speculative publisher, and drew liberally for his own expenditure against the undeniable profits of his novels without asking any questions, trusting blindly in the solvency of his commercial henchmen. Unfortunately, “lifted off their feet” by the wonderful triumphs of their chief, they thought themselves exempted like himself from the troublesome duty of inspecting ledgers and balancing accounts, till the crash came. From a diary which Scott began a few days before the first rumours of financial difficulty reached him we know how he bore from day to day the rapidly unfolded prospect of unsuspected liabilities. “Thank God,” was his first reflection, “I have enough to pay more than 20s. in the pound, taking matters at the worst.” But a few weeks revealed the unpleasant truth that, owing to the way in which Ballantyne & Co. were mixed up with Constable & Co., and Constable with Hurst & Robinson, the failure of the London house threw upon him personal responsibility for £130,000.




     




    How Scott's pride rebelled against the dishonour of bankruptcy, how he toiled for the rest of his life to clear off this enormous debt, declining all offers of assistance and asking no consideration from his creditors except time, and how nearly he succeeded, is one of the most familiar chapters in literary history, and would be one of the saddest were it not for the heroism of the enterprise. His wife died soon after the struggle began, and he suffered other painful bereavements; but, though sick at heart, he toiled on indomitably, and, writing for honour, exceeded even his happiest days in industrious speed. If he could have maintained the rate of the first three years, during which he completed Woodstock (1826); Chronicles of the Canongate (1827), which included three tales — “The Highland Widow,” “The Two Drovers” and “The Surgeon's Daughter”; The Fair Maid of Perth (1828, in the second series of Chronicles of the Canongate); Anne of Geierstein (1829); the Life of Napoleon (9 vols., 1827); part of his History of Scotland (2 vols., 1829-1830, for Lardner's Cabinet Cyclopaedia); the Scottish series of Tales of a Grandfather (four series, 1828-1829-1830-1831; inscribed to “Hugh Littlejohn,” i.e. John Hugh Lockhart), besides several magazine articles, some of them among the most brilliant of his miscellaneous writings, and prefaces and notes to a collected edition of his novels — if he could have continued at this rate he might soon have freed himself from all his encumbrances. The result of his exertions from January 1826 to January 1828 was nearly £40,000 for his creditors. But the terrific labour proved too much even for his endurance. Ugly symptoms began to alarm his family in 1829, and in February of 1830 he had his first stroke of paralysis. Still he was undaunted, and not all the persuasions of friends and physicians could induce him to take rest. “During 1830,” Lockhart says, “he covered almost as many sheets with his MS. as in 1829,” the new introductions to a collected edition of his poetry and the Letters on Demonology and Witchcraft being amongst the labours of the year. He had a slight touch of apoplexy in November and a distinct stroke of paralysis in the following April; but, in spite of these warnings and of other bodily ailments, he had two more novels, Count Robert of Paris and Castle Dangerous (constituting the fourth series of Tales of My Landlord), ready for the press by the autumn of 1831. He would not yield to the solicitations of his friends and consent to try rest and a change of scene, till fortunately, as his mental powers failed, he became possessed of the idea that all his debts were at last paid and that he was once more a free man. In this belief he happily remained till his death. When it was known that his physicians recommended a sea voyage for his health, a government vessel was put at his disposal, and he cruised about in the Mediterranean and visited places of interest for the greater part of a year before his death. But, when he felt that the end was near, he insisted on being carried across Europe that he might die on his beloved Tweedside at Abbotsford, where he expired on the 21st of September 1832. He was buried at Dryburgh Abbey.




     




    Scott's wife had died in 1826. His eldest son, Walter, succeeded to the baronetcy which had been conferred on his father in 1820, and the title became extinct on his death in 1847; the second son, Charles, died at Teheran in 1841, and the second daughter, Anne, died unmarried in 1833. Scott's elder daughter Charlotte Sophia (d. 1837) was the wife of his biographer, J. G. Lockhart (q.v.); and their daughter Charlotte (d. 1858) married J. R. Hope-Scott (q.v.), and was the mother of Mary Monica, wife of the Hon. J. C. Maxwell, who in 1874 took the additional name of Scott on his marriage with the heiress of Abbotsford. Mrs Maxwell Scott inherited some of the family literary talent, and among other books wrote two volumes about Abbotsford (1893 and 1897).




     




    Two busts of Scott were executed by Sir Francis Chantrey: one in 1820, which was presented to Scott by the sculptor in 1828; a second in 1828, which was sent by Chantrey to Sir Robert Peel about 1837, and is now in the National Portrait Gallery, London. The 1820 bust was duplicated by Chantrey for the duke of Wellington in 1827, and there is a copy in Westminster Abbey, erected in 1897. Henry Raeburn painted Scott's portrait for Archibald Constable in 1808; Scott sat to the same artist in 1809 for the portrait now at Abbotsford, and two or three times subsequently. Other notable portraits were executed by Sir Thomas Lawrence in 1820 for George IV.; by John Graham Gilbert in 1829 for the Royal Society of Edinburgh; by Francis Grant for Lady Ruthven in 1831; and a posthumous portrait of Scott with his dogs in the Rhymer's Glen by Sir Edwin Landseer. The Scott monument in Princes Street, Edinburgh, erected in 1846, was designed by George Kemp, the statue being the work of John Steell.




     




     




     




     




     




     




    The Lay of the Last Minstrel



    To The Right Honourable


    Charles Earl of Dalkeith




     




    This Poem Is Inscribed By The Author.




     




    


    
 Preface



    The Poem, now offered to the Public, is intended to illustrate the customs and manners which anciently prevailed on the Borders of England and Scotland. The inhabitants living in a state partly pastoral and partly warlike, and combining habits of constant depredation with the influence of a rude spririt of chivalry, were often engaged in scenes highly susceptible of poetical ornament. As the description of scenery and manners was more the object of the Author than a combined and regular narrative, the plan of the Ancient Metrical Romance was adopted, which allows greter latitude, in this respect, than would be consistent with the dignity of a regular Poem. The same model offered other faculties, as it permits an occasional alteration of measure, which, in some degree, authorizes the change of rhythm in the text. The machinery, also, adopted from popular belief, would have seemed puerile in a Poem which did not partake of the rudeness of the old Ballad, or Metrical Romance.




     




    For these reasons, the Poem was put into the mouth of an ancient Minstrel, the last of the race, who, as he is supposed to have survived the Revolution, might have caught somewhat of the refinement of modern poetry, without losing the simplicity of his original model. The date of the Tale itself is about the middle of the sixteenth century, when most of the personages actually flourished. The time occupied by the action is Three Nights and Three Days.


    


    
 Introduction




     




    The way was long, the wind was cold,


    The Minstrel was infirm and old;


    His wither'd cheek, and tresses gray,


    Seem'd to have known a better day;


    The harp, his sole remaining joy,


    Was carried by an orphan boy.


    The last of all the Bards was he,


    Who sung of Border chivalry;


    For, welladay! their date was fled,


    His tuneful brethren all were dead;


    And he, neglected and oppress'd,


    Wish'd to be with them, and at rest.


    No more on prancing palfrey borne,


    He caroll'd, light as lark at morn;


    No longer courted and caress'd,


    High placed in hall, a welcome guest,


    He pour'd, to lord and lady gay,


    The unpremeditated lay:


    Old times were changed, old manners gone;


    A stranger filled the Stuarts' throne;


    The bigots of the iron time


    Had call'd hs harmless art a crime.


    A wandering Harper, scorn'd and poor,


    He begg'd his bread from door to door.


    And timed, to please a peasant's ear,


    The harp, a king had loved to hear.




     




    He pass'd where Newark's stately tower


    Looks out from Yarrow's birchen bower:


    The Minstrel gazed with wishful eye--


    No humbler resting-place was nigh,


    With hesitating step at last,


    The embattled portal arch he ass'd,


    Whose ponderous grate and massy bar


    Had oft roll'd back the tide of war,


    But never closed the iron door


    Against the desolate and poor.


    The Duchess marked his weary pace,


    His timid mien, and reverend face,


    And bade her page the menials tell,


    That they should tend the old man well:


    For she had known adversity,


    Though born in such a high degree;


    In pride of power, in beauty's bloom,


    Had wept o'er Monmouth's bloody tomb!




     




    When kindness had his wants supplied,


    And the old man was gratified,


    Began to rise his minstrel pride:


    And he began to talk anon,


    Of good Earl Francis, dead and gone,


    And of Earl Walter, rest him, God!


    A braver ne'er to battle rode;


    And how full many a tale he knew,


    Of the old warriors of Buccleuch:


    And, would the noble Duchess deign


    To listen to an old man's strain,


    Though stiff his hand, his voice though weak,


    He thought even yet, the sooth to speak,


    That, if she loved the harp to hear,


    He could make music to her ear.




     




    The humble boon was soon obtain'd;


    The Aged Minstrel audience gain'd.


    But, when he reach'd the room of state,


    Where she, with all her ladies, sate,


    Perchance he wished his boon denied:


    For, when to tune his harp he tried,


    His trembling hand had lost the ease,


    Which marks security to please;


    And scenes, long past, of joy and pain,


    Came wildering o'er his aged brain--


    He tried to tune his harp in vain!


    The pitying Duchess praised its chime,


    And gave him heart, and gave him time,


    Till every string's according glee


    Was blended into harmony.


    And then, he said, he would full fain


    He could recall an ancient strain,


    He never thought to sing again.


    It was not framed for village churls,


    But for high dames and mighty carls;


    He had play'd it to King Charles the Good,


    When he kept court in Holyrood,


    And much he wish'd yet fear'd to try


    The long-forgotten melody.


    Amid the strings his fingers stray'd,


    And an uncertain warbling made,


    And oft he shook his hoary head.


    But when he caught the measure wild,


    The old man raised his face, and smiled;


    And lighten'd up his faded eye,


    With all a poet's ecstasy!


    In varying cadence, soft or strong,


    He swept the sounding chords along:


    The present scene, the future lot,


    His toils, his wants, were all forgot:


    Cold diffidence, and age's frost,


    In the full tide of song were lost;


    Each blank in faithless memory void,


    The poet's glowing thought supplied;


    And while his harp responsive rung,


    'Twas thus the Latest Minstrel sung.




     




     




     




    
Canto First





     




    I




     




    The feast was over in Branksome tower,


    And the Ladye had gone to her secret bower;


    Her bower that was guarded by word and by spell,


    Deadly to hear, and deadly to tell—


    Jesu Maria, shield us well!


    No living wight, save the Ladye alone,


    Had dared to cross the threshold stone.




     




    II




     




    The tables were drawn, it was idlesse all;


        Knight and page, and household squire,


    Loiter'd through the lofty hall,


        Or crowded round the ample fire:


    The staghours, weary with the chase,


        Lay stretch'd upon the rusy foloor


    And urged, in dreams, the forest race,


        From Teviot-stone to Eskdale-moor.




     




    III




     




    Nine-and-twenty knights of fame


        Hung their shields in Branksome-Hall,


    Nine-and-twenty squires of name


        Brought them their steeds to bower from stall;


            Nine-and-twenty yeomen tall


            Waited, duteous, on them all;


            They were all knights of mettle true,


            Kinsmen to the bold Buccleuch.




     




    IV




     




    Ten of them were sheathed in steel,


    With belted sword, and spur on heel:


    They quitted not their harness bright,


    Neither by day, nor yet by night:


            They lay down to rest,


            With corslet laced,


    Pillow'd on buckler cold and hard;


            They carved at the meal


            With gloves of steel,


    And they drank the red wine through the helmet barr'd.
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    Ten squires, ten yeomen, mail-clad men,


    Waited the beck of the warders ten;


    Thirty steeds, both fleet and wight,


    Stood saddled in stable day and night,


    Barbed with frontlet of steel, I trow,


    And with Jedwood-axe at saddlebow;


    A hundred more fed free in stall:—


    Such was the custom of Branksome-Hall.




     




    VI




     




    Why do these steeds stand ready dight?


    Why watch these warriors, arm'd, by night?—


    They watch, to hear the blood-hound baying?


    They watch to hear the war-horn braying;


    To see St. George's red cross streaming,


    To see the midnight beacon gleaming:


    They watch, against Southern force and guile,


        Lest Scroop, or Howard, or Percy's powers,


        Threaten Branksome's lordly towers,


    From Warkwork, or Naworth, or merry Carlisle.




     




    VII




     




    Such is the custom of Branksome-Hall—


            Many a valiant knight is here;


    But he, the chieftain of them all,


    His sword hangs rusting on the wall,


            Beside his broken spear.


        Bards long shall tell


        How Lord Walter fell.


        When startled burghers fled afar,


        The furies of the Border war;


        When the streets of high


        Saw lances gleam and falchion redden,


        And heard the 's deadly yell—


        Then the Chef of Branksome fell.




     




    VIII




     




    Can piety the discord heal,


        Or stanch the death-feud's enmity?


    Can Christian lore, can patriot zeal,


        Can love of blessed charity?


    No! vainly to each holy shrine,


        In mutual pilgrimage they drew;


    Implored, in vain, the grace divine


        For chiefs, their own red falchions slew;


    While Cessford owns the rule of Carr,


        While Ettrick boasts the line of Scott,


    The slaughter'd chiefs, the mortal jar,


    The havoc of the feudal war,


        Shall never, never be forgot!
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    In sorrow o'er Lord Walter's bier


        The warlike foresters had bent;


    And many a flower,and many a tear,


        Old Teviot's maids and matrons lent:


    But o'er her warrior's bloody bier


    The Ladye dropp'd nor flowers nor tear!


    Vengeance, deep-brooding o'er the slain


        Had lock'd the source of softer woe;


    And burning pride, and high disdain,


        Forbade the rising tear to flow;


    Until, amid his sorrowing clan,


        Her son lisp'd from the nurse's knee—


        “And if I live to be a man,


        My father's death revenged shall be!”


    Then fast the mother's tears did seek


    To dew the infant's kindling cheek.




     




    X




     




    All loose her negligent attire,


        All loose her golden hair,


    Hung Margaret o'er her slaughter'd sire,


        And wept in wild despair,


    But not alone the bitter tear


        Had filial grief supplied;


    For hopeless love, and anxious fear,


        Had lent their mingled tide:


    Nor in her mother's alter'd eye


    Dared she to look for sympathy.


    Her lover, 'gainst her father's clan,


        With Carr in arms had stood,


    When Mathouse-burn to Melrose ran,


        All purple with their blood;


    And well she knew, her mother dread,


    Before Lord Cranstoun she should wed,


    Would see her on her dying bed.




     




    XI




     




    Of noble race the Ladye came


    Her father was a clerk of fame,


        Of Bethune's line of Picardie;


    He learn'd the art that none may name,


        In Padua, far beyond the sea.


    Men said, he changed his mortal frame


        By feat of magic mystery;


    For when, in studious mode, he paced


        St. Andrew's cloister'd hall,


    His form no darkening shadow traced


        Upon the sunny wall!
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    And of his skill, as bards avow,


        He taught that Ladye fair,


    Till to her bidding she could bow


        The viewless forms of air.


    And now she sits in secret bower,


    In old Lord David's western tower,


    And listens to a heavy sound,


    That moans the mossy turrets round.


    Is it the roar of Teviot's tide,


    That chafes against the 's red side?


    Is it the wind that swings the oaks?


    Is it the echo from the rocks?


    What may it be, the heavy sound,


    That moans old Branksome's turrets round?
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        At the sullen, moaning sound,


            The ban-dogs bay and howl;


        And, from the turrets round,


            Loud whoops the startled owl.


        In the hall, both squire and knight


            Swore that a storm was near,


        And looked forth to view the night,


            But the night was still and clear!
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    From the sound of Teviot's tide,


    Chafing with the mountain's side,


    From the groan of the wind-swung oak,


    From the sullen echo of the rock,


    From the voice of the coming storm,


        The Ladye knew it well!


    It was the Spirit of the Flood that spoke


        And he called on the Spirit of the Fell.
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            River Spirit


    


    “Sleep'st thou, brother?”—


    


            Mountain Spirit


    


                —“Brother, nay—


    On my hills the moon-beams play.


    From Craik-cross to Skelfhill-pen,


    By every rill, in every glen,


        Merry elves their morris pacing,


            To aërial minstrelry


        Emerald rings on brown heath tracing,


            Trip it deft and merrily.


        Up, and mark their nimble feet!


        Up, and list their music sweet!”
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            River Spirit


    


        “Tears of an imprisoned maiden


        Mix with my polluted stream;


    Margaret of Branksome, sorrow-laden,


        Mourns beneath the moon's pale beam.


    Tell me, thou, who view'st the stars,


    When shall cease these feudal jars?


    What shall be the maiden's fate?


    Who shall be the maiden's mate?”
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            Mountain Spirit




     




    “Arthur's slow wain his course doth roll


    In utter darkness round the pole;


    The Northern Bear lowers black and grim;


    Orion's studded belt is dim;


    Twinkling faint, and distant far,


    Shimmers through mist each planet star;


        Ill may I read their high decree!


    But no kind influence deign they shower


    On Teviot's tide, and Branksome's tower,


        Till pride be quell'd, and love be free.”
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    The unearthly voices ceast,


        And the heavy sound was still;


    It died on the river's breast,


        It died on the side of the hill.


    But round Lord David's tower


        The sound still floated near;


    For it rung in the Ladye's bower,


        And it rung in the Ladye's ear.


    She raised her stately head,


        And her heart throbb'd high with pride:—


    “Your mountains shall bend,


        And your streams ascend,


    Ere Margaret be our foeman's bride!”
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    The Lady sought the lofty hall,


        Where many a bold retainer lay,


    And, with jocund din, among them all,


        Her son pursued his infant play.


    A fancied , the boy


        The truncheon of a spear bestrode,


    And round the hall, right merrily,


        In mimic foray rode.


    Even bearded knights, in arms grown old,


        Share in his frolic gambols bore,


    Albeit their hearts of rugged mould,


        Were stubborn as the steel they wore.


    For the grey warriors prophesied,


        How the brave boy, in future war,


    Should tame the ,


        Exalt the .
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    The Ladye forgot her purpose high,


        One moment, and no more;


    One moment gazed with a mother's eye,


        As she paused at the arched door:


    Then from amid the armed train,


    She call'd to her William of Deloraine.
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    A stark moss-trooping Scott was he,


    As e'er couch'd Border lance by knee;


    Through Solway sands, through Tarras moss,


    Blindfold, he knew the paths to cross;


    By wily turns, by desperate bounds,


    Had baffled Percy's best blood-hounds;


    In Eske or Liddell, fords were none,


    But he would ride them, one by one;


    Alike to him was time or tide,


    December's snow, or July's pride;


    Alike to him was tide or time,


    Moonless midnight, or matin prime;


    Steady of heart, and stout of hand,


    As ever drove prey from Cumberland;


    Five times outlawed had be been,


    By England's King, and Scotland's Queen.
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    “Sir William of Deloraine, good at need,


    Mount thee on the wightest steed;


    Spare not to spur, nor stint to ride,


    Until thou come to fair Tweedside;


    And in Melrose's holy pile


    Seek thou the Monk of St. Mary's aisle.


        Greet the Father well from me;


            Say that the fated hour is come,


        And to-night he shall watch with thee,


            To win the treasure of the tomb.


    For this will be St. Michael's night,


    And, though stars be dim, the moon is bright;


    And the Cross, of bloody red,


    Will point to the grave of the mighty dead.
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        “What he gives thee, see thou keep;


        Stay not thou for food or sleep:


        Be it scroll, or be it book,


        Into it, Knight, thou must not look;


        If thou readest, thou art lorn!


        Better hadst thou ne'er been born.”—
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    “O swiftly can speed my dapple-grey steed,


        Which drinks of the Teviot clear;


    Ere break of day,” the Warrior 'gan say,


        “Again will I be here:


    And safer by none may thy errand be done,


        Than, noble dame, by me;


    Letter nor line know I never a one,


        Wer't my neck-verse at .”
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    Soon in his saddle sate he fast,


    And soon the steep descent he past,


    Soon cross'd the sounding ,


    And soon the Teviot side he won.


    Eastward the wooded path he rode,


    Green hazels o'er his basnet nod;


    He passed the of Goldiland,


    And cross'd old Borthwick's roaring strand;


    Dimly he view'd the Moat-hill's mound,


    Where Druid shades still flitted round;


    In Hawick twinkled many a light;


    Behind him soon they set in night;


    And soon he spurr'd his courser keen


    Beneath the tower of Hazeldean.
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    The clattering hoofs the watchmen mark;—


    “Stand ho! thou courier of the dark.”—


    “For Branksome, ho!” the knight rejoin'd,


    And left the friendly tower behind.


        He turn'd him now from Teviotside,


            And, guided by the tinkling rill,


        Northward the dark ascent did ride,


            And gained the moor at Horsliehill;


    Broad on the left before him lay,


    For many a mile, the .
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    A moment now he slack'd his speed,


    A moment breathed his panting steed;


    Drew saddle-girth and corslet-band,


    And loosen'd in the sheath his brand.


    On Minto-crags the moonbeams glint,


    Where Barnhill hew'd his bed of flint;


    Who flung his outlaw'd limbs to rest,


    Where falcons hang their giddy nest,


    Mid cliffs, from whence his eagle eye


    For many a league his prey could spy;


    Cliffs, doubling, on their echoes borne,


    The terrors of the robber's horn.


    Cliffs, which, for many a year,


    The warbling Doric reed shall hear,


    When some sad swain shall teach the grove,


    Ambition is no cure for love!
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    Unchallenged, thence pass'd Deloraine,


    To ancient Riddel's fair domain,


        Where Aill, from mountains freed,


    Down from the lakes did raving come;


    Each wave was creased with tawny foam,


        Like the mane of a chestnut steed.


    In vain! no torrent, deep or broad,


    Might bar the bold moss-trooper's road.
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    At the first plunge the horse sunk low,


    And the water broke o'er the saddlebow;


    Above the flaming tide, I ween,


    Scarce half the charger's neck was seen;


    For he was from counter to tail,


    And the rider was armed complete in mail;


    Never heavier man and horse


    Stemm'd a midnight torrent's force.


    The warrior's very plume, I say


    Was daggled by the dashing spray;


    Yet, through good heart, and Our Ladye's grace,


    At length he gain'd the landing place.
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    Now Bowden Moor the march-man won,


        And sternly shook his plumed head,


    As glanced his eye o'er;


        For on his soul the slaughter red


    Of that unhallow'd morn arose,


    When first the Scott and Carr were foes;


    When royal James beheld the fray,


    Prize to the victor of the day;


    When Home and Douglas, in the van,


    Bore down Buccleuch's retiring clan,


    Till gallant Cessford's heart-blood dear


    Reek'd on dark Elliot's Border spear.
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    In bitter mood he spurred fast,


    And soon the hated heath was past;


    And far beneath, in lustre wan,


    Old Melros' rose, and fair Tweed ran:


    Like some tall rock with lichens grey,


    Seem'd dimly huge, the dark Abbaye.


    When Harwick he pass'd, had curfew rung,


    Now midnight were in Melrose sung.


    The sound, upon the fitful gale,


    In solemn wise did rise and fail,


    Like that wild harp, whose magic tone


    Is waken'd by the winds alone.


    But when Melrose he reach'd, 'twas silence all;


    He meetly stabled his steed in stall,


    And sought the convent's lonely wall.


    


    Here paused the harp; and with its swell


    The Master's fire and courage fell;


    Dejectedly, and low, he bow'd,


    And, gazing timid on the crowd,


    He seem'd to seek, in every eye,


    If they approved his mistrelsy;


    And, diffident of present praise,


    Somewhat he spoke of former days,


    And how old age, and wand'ring long,


    Had done his hand and harp some wrong.


    The Duchess, and her daughters fair,


    And every gentle lady there,


    Each after each, in due degree,


    Gave praises to his melody;


    His hand was true, his voice was clear,


    And much they long'd the rest to hear.


    Encouraged thus, the Aged Man,


    After meet rest, again began.




     




     




     




    
Canto Second
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    If thou would'st view fair Melrose aright,


    Go visit it by the pale moonlight;


    For the gay beams of lightsome day


    Gild, but to flout, the ruins grey.


    When the broken arches are black in night,


    And each shafted oriel glimmers white;


    When the cold light's uncertain shower


    Streams on the ruin'd central tower;


    When buttress and buttress, alternately,


    Seem framed of ebon and ivory;


    When silver edges the imagery,


    And the scrolls that teach thee to live and die;


    When distant Tweed is heard to rave,


    And the owlet to hoot o'er the dead man's grave,


    Then go—but go alone the while—


    Then view St. David's ruin'd pile;


    And, home returning, soothly swear,


    Was never scene so sad and fair!
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    Short halt did Deloraine make there;


    Little reck'd he of the scene so fair;


    With dagger's hilt, on the wicket strong,


    He struck full loud, and struck full long.


    The porter hurried to the gate—


    “Who knocks so loud, and knocks so late?”


    “From Branksome I,” the warrior cried;


    And straight the wicket open'd wide:


    For Branksome's Chiefs had in battle stood,


        To fence the rights of fair Melrose;


    And lands and livings, many a rood,


        Had gifted the shrine for their souls' repose.
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    Bold Deloraine his errand said;


    The porter bent his humble head;


    With torch in hand, and feet unshod,


    And noiseless step, the path he trod,


    The arched cloister, far and wide,


    Rang to the warrior's clanking stride,


    Till, stooping low his lofty crest,


    He enter'd the cell of the ancient priest,


    And lifted his barred aventayle,


    To hail the Monk of St Mary's aisle.
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    “The Ladye of Branksome greets thee by me,


        Says, that the fated hour is come,


    And that to-night I shall watch with thee,


        To win the treasure of the tomb.”


    From sackcloth couch the Monk arose,


        With toil his stiffen'd limbs he rear'd;


    A hundred years had flung their snows


        On his thin locks and floating beard.
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    And strangely on the Knight look'd he,


        And his blue eyes gleam'd wild and wide;


    “And, darest thou, Warrior! seek to see


        What heaven and hell alike would hide?


    My breast, in belt of iron pent,


        With shirt of hair and scourge of thorn;


    For threescore years, in penance spent,


        My knees those flinty stones have worn:


    Yet all too little to atone


    For knowing what should ne'er be known.


        Would'st thou thy very future year


            In ceaseless prayer and penance drie,


        Yet wait thy latter end with fear—


            Then, daring Warrior, follow me!—
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    “Penance, father, will I none;


    Prayer know I hardly one;


    For mass or prayer can I rarely tarry,


    Save to patter an Ave Mary,


    When I ride on a Border foray.


    Other prayer can I none;


    So speed me my errand, and let me be gone.”—




     




    VII




     




    Again on the Knight look'd the Churchman old,


        And again he sighed heavily;


    For he had himself been a warrior bold,


        And fought in Spain and Italy.


    And he thought on the days that were long since by,


    When his limbs were strong, and his courage was high:—


    Now, slow and faint, he led the way,


    Where, cloister'd round, the garden lay;


    The pillar'd arches were over their head,


    And beneath their feet were the bones of the dead.
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    Spreading herbs, and flowerets bright,


    Glisten'd with the dew of night;


    Nor herb, nor floweret, glisten'd there,


    But was carved in the cloister-arches as fair.


        The monk gazed long on the lovely moon,


            Then into the night he looked forth;


        And red and bright the streamers light


            Were dancing in the glowing north.


        So had he seen in fair Castille,


            The youth in glittering squadrons start;


        Sudden the flying jennet wheel,


            And hurl the unexpected dart.


    He knew, by the streamers that shot so bright,


    That spirits were riding the northern light.




     




    IX




     




    By a steel-clenched postern door,


        They enter'd now the chancel tall;


    The darken'd roof rose high aloof


        On pillars lofty and light and small;


    The key-stone, that lock'd each ribbed aisle,


    Was a fleur-de-lys, or a quatre-geuille,


    The corbells were carved grotesque and grim;


    And the pillars, with cluster'd shafts so trim,


    With base and with capital flourish'd around,


    Seem'd bundles of lances which garlands had bound.




     




    X




     




    Full many a scutcheon and banner riven,


    Shook to the cold night-wind of heaven,


        Around the screenëd altar's pale;


    And there the dying lamps did burn,


    Before thy low and lonely urn,


    O gallant Chief of Otterburne!


        And thine, dark Knight of Liddesdale!


    O fading honours of the dead!


    O high ambition, lowly laid!
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    The moon on the east oriel shone


    Through slender shafts of shapely stone,


        By foliaged tracery combined;


    Thou wouldst have thought some fairy's hand


    'Twixt poplars straight the ozier wand,


        In many a freakish know, had twined;


    Then framed a spell, when the work was done,


    And changed the willow-wreaths to stone.


    The silver light, so pale and faint,


    Shew'd many a prophet, and many a saint,


        Whose image on the glass was dyed;


    Full in the midst, his Cross of Red


    Triumphant Michael brandished,


        And trampled the Apostate's pride.


    The moon-beam kiss'd the holy pane,


    And threw on the pavement a bloody stain.
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    They sate them down on a marble stone,


        (A Scottish monarch slept below;)


    Thus spoke the Monk, in solemn tone:—


        “I was not always a man of woe;


    For Paynim coutries have I trod,


    And fought beneath the Cross of God:


    Now, strange to my eyes thine arms appear,


    And their iron clang sounds strange to my ear.
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    “In these far climes it was my lot


    To meet the wondrous Michael Scott,


        A wizard, of such dreaded fame,


    Than when, in Salmanca's cave,


    Him listed his magic wand to wave,


        The bells would ring in Notre Dame!


    Some of his skill he taught to me;


    And Warrior, I could say to thee


    The words that cleft Eildon hills in three,


        And bridled the Tweed with a curb of stone:


    But to speak them were a deadly sin;


    And for having but thought them my heart within,


        A treble penance must be done.
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    “When Michael lay on his dying bed,


    His conscience was awakened:


    He bethought him of his sinful deed,


    And he gave me a sign to come with speed;


    I was in Spain when the morning rose,


    But I stood by his bed ere evening close.


    The words may not again be said,


    That he spoke to me, on death-bed laid;


    They would rend they Abbay's massy nave,


    And pile it in heaps above his grave.
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    “I swore to bury his Mighty Book,


    That never mortal might therein look;


    And never to tell where it was hid,


    Save at his Chief of Branksome's need:


    And when that need was past and o'er,


    Again the volume to restore.


    I buried him on St. Michael's night,


    When the bell toll'd one, and the moon was bright,


    And I dug his chamber among the dead,


    When the floor of the chancel was stained red,


    That his patron's cross might over him wave,


    And scare the fiends from the Wizard's grave.
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    “It was a night of woe and dread,


    When Michael in the tomb I laid!


    Strange sounds along the chancel pass'd,


    The banners waved without a blast;”—


    —Still spoke the Monk, when the bell toll'd one!—


    I tell you, that a braver man


    Than William of Deloraine, good at need,


    Against a foe ne'er spurr'd a steed;


    Yet somewhat was he chill'd with dread,


    And his hair did bristle upon his head.
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    “Lo, Warrior! now, the Cross of Red


    Points to the grave of the mighty dead;


    Within it burns a wondrous light,


    To chase the spirits that love the night:


    That lamp shall burn unquenchably,


    Until the eternal doom shall be.”—


    Slowly moved the Monk to the broad flagstone,


    Which the bloody Cross was traced upon:


    He pointed to a secret nook;


    An iron bar the Warrior took;


    And the Monk made a sign with his wither'd hand,


    The grave's huge portal to expand.
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    With beating heart to the task he went;


    His sinewy frame o'er the grave-stone bent;


    With bar of iron heaved amain,


    Till the toil-drops fell from his brows, like rain.


    It was by dint of passing strength,


    That he moved the massy stone at length.


    I would you had been there, to see


    How the light broke forth so gloriously,


    Stream'd upward to the chancel roof,


    And through the galleries far aloof!


    No earthly flame blazed e'er so bright:


    It shone like haaven's own blessed light,


        And, issuing from the tomb,


    Show'd th Monk's cowl, and visage pale,


    Danced on the dark-brow'd Warrior's mail,


        And kiss'd his waving plume.
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    Before their eyes the Wizard lay,


    As if he had not been dead a day.


    His hoary beard in silver roll'd,


    He seem'd some seventy winters old;


        A palmer's amice wrapp'd him round,


        With a wrought Spanish baldric bound,


            Like a pilgrim from beyond the sea;


        His left hand held his Book of Might;


        A silver cross was in his right;


            The lamp was placed beside his knee;


    High and majestic was his look,


    At which the fellest fiends had shook,


    And all unruffled was his face:


    They trusted his soul had gotten grace.
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    Often had William of Deloraine


    Rode through the battle's bloody plain,


    And trampled down the warriors slain,


        And neither known remorse nor awe;


    Yet now remorse and awe he own'd;


    His breath came thick, his head swam round,


        When this strange scene of death he saw,


    Bewilder'd and unnerved he stood,


    And the priest pray'd fervently and loud:


    With eyes averted prayed he;


    He might not endure the sight to see,


    Of the man he had loved so brotherly.
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    And when the priest his death-prayer had pray'd,


    Thus unto Deloraine he said:—


    “Now, speed thee what thou hast to do,


    Or, Warrior, we may dearly rue;


    For those, thou may'st not look upon,


    Are gathering fast round the yawning stone!”—


    Then Deloraine, in terror, took


    From the cold hand the Mighty Book,


    With iron clasp'd, and with iron bound:


    He thought, as he took it, the dead man frown'd;


    But the glare of the sepulchral light,


    Perchance, had dazzled the warrior's sight.
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    When the huge stone sunk o'er the tomb,


    The night return'd in double gloom;


    For the moon had gone down, and the stars were few;


    And, as the Knight and Priest withdrew,


    With wavering steps and dizzy brain,


    They hardly might the postern gain.


    'Tis said, as through the aisles they pass'd,


    They heard strange noises on the blast:


    And through the cloister-galleries small,


    Which at mid-height thread the cancel wall,


    Loud sobs, and laughter louder, ran,


    And voices unlike the voice of man;


    As if the fiends kept holiday,


    Because these spells were brought to day.


    I cannot tell how the truth may be;


    I say the tale as 'twas said to me.
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    “Now, hie thee hence,” the Father said,


    “And when we are on death-bed laid,


    O may our dear Ladye, and sweet St. John,


    Forgive our souls for the deed we have done!”


        The Monk return'd him to his cell,


            And many a prayer and penance sped;


        When the convent met at the noontide bell—


            The Monk of St. Mary's aisle was dead!


    Before the cross was the body laid,


    With hands clasp'd fast, as if still he pray'd.
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    The Knight breathed free in the morning wind,


    And strove his hardihood to find:


    He was glad when he pass'd the tombstones grey,


    Which girdle round the fair Abbaye;


    For the mistic Book, to his bosom prest,


    Felt like a load upon his breast;


    And his joints, with nerves of iron twined,


    Shook, like the aspen leaves in wind.


    Full fain was he when the dawn of day


    Began to brighten Cheviot grey;


    He joy'd to see the cheerful light,


    And he said Ave Mary, as well he might.
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    The sun had brighten'd Cheviot grey,


        The sun had brighten'd the Carter's side;


    And soon beneath the rising day


        Smiled Branksome Towers and Teviot's tide.


    The wild birds told their warbling tale,


        And waken'd every flower that blows;


    And peeped forth the violet pale,


        And spread her breast the mountain rose.


    And lovelier than the rose so red,


        Yet paler than the violet pale,


    She early left her sleepless bed,


        The fairest maid of Teviotdale.
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    Why does fair Margarent so early awake?


        And don her kirtle so hastilie;


    And the silken knots, which in hurry she would make,


        Why tremble her slender fingers to tie;


    Why does she stop, and look often around,


        As she glides down the secret stair;


    And why does she pat the shaggy bloodhound,


        As he rouses him up from his lair;


    And, though she passes the postern alone,


    Why is not the watchman's bugle blown?
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    The ladye steps in doubt and dread,


    Lest her watchful mother hear her tread;


    The lady caresses the rough blood-hound,


    Lest his voice should waken the castle round,


    The watchman's bugle is not blown,


    For he was her foster-father's son;


    And she glides through the greenwood at dawn of light


    To meet Baron Henry her own true knight.
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    The Knight and ladye fair are met,


    And under the hawthorn's boughs are set.


    A fairer pair were never seen


    To meet beneath the hawthorn green.


    He was stately, and young, and tall;


    Dreaded in battle, and loved in hall:


    And she, when love, scarce told, scarce hid,


    Lent to her cheek a livelier red;


    When the half sigh her swelling breast


    Against the silken ribbon prest;


    When her blue eyes their secret told,


    Though shaded by her locks of gold—


    Where whould you find the peerless fair,


    With Margarent of Branksome might compare!
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    And now, fair dames, methinks I see


    You listen to my minstrelsy;


    Your waving locks ye backward throw,


    And sidelong bend your necks of snow;


    Ye ween to hear a melting tale,


    Of two true lovers in a dale;


        And how the Knight, with tender fire,


            To paint his faithful passion strove;


        Swore he might at her feet expire,


            But never, never, cease to love;


    And how she blush'd, and how she sigh'd.


    And, half consenting, half denied,


    And said that she would die a maid;—


    Yet, might the bloody feud be stay'd,


    Henry of Cranstoun, and only he,


    Margaret of Branksome's choice should be.
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    Alas! fair dames, you hopes are vain!


    My harp has lost the enchanting strain;


        Its lightness would my age reprove;


    My hairs are grey, my limbs are old,


    My heart is dead, my veins are cold:


        I may not, must not, sing of love.
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    Beneath an oak, moss'd o'er by eld,


    The Baron's Dwarf his courser held,


        And held his crested helm and spear:


    That Dwarf was scarce an earthly man,


    If the tales were true that of him ran


        Through all the Border far and near.


    'Twas said, when the Baron a-hunting rode,


    Through Reedsdale's glens, but rarely trod,


        He heard a voice cry, “Lost! lost! lost!”


        And, like a tennis-ball by racket toss'd,


            A leap, of thirty feet and three,


        Made from the gorse this elfin shape,


        Distorted like some dwarfish ape,


            And lighted at Lord Cranstoun's knee.


        'Tis said that five good miles he rade,


            To rid him of his company;


    But where he rode one mile, the Dwarf ran four,


    And the Dwarf was first at the castle door.




     




    XXXII




     




    Use lessens marvel, it is said:


    This elvish Dwarf with the Baron staid;


    Little he ate, and less he spoke,


    Nor mingled with the menial flock:


    And oft apart his arms he toss'd,


    And often mutter'd “Lost! lost! lost!”


        He was waspish, arch, and litherlie,


        But well Lord Carnstoun served he:


    And he of his service was full fain;


    For once he had been ta'en, or slain,


        An it had not been for his ministry.


    All between Home and Hermitage,


    Talk'd of Lord Cranstoun's Goblin-Page.




     




    XXXIII




     




    For the Baron went on Pilgrimage,


    And took with him this elvish Page,


        To Mary's Chapel of the Lowes;


    For there beside our Ladye's lake,


    An offering he had sworn to make,


        And he would pay his vows.


    But the Ladye of Branksome gather'd a band


    Of the best that would ride at her command:


        The trysting place was Newark Lee.


    Wat of Harden came thither amain,


    And thither came John of Thirlestane,


    And thither came William of Deloraine;


        They were three hundred spears and three.


    Through Douglas-burn, up Yarrow strem,


    Their horses prance, their lances gleam.


    They came to St. Mary's lake ere day;


    But the chapel was void, and the Baron away.


    They burn'd the chapel for very rage,


    And cursed Lord Cranstoun's Goblin-Page.




     




    XXXIV




     




    And now, in Branksome's good green wood,


    As under the aged oak he stood,


    The Baron's courser pricks his ears,


    As if a distant noise he hears.


    The Dwarf waves his long lean arm on high,


    And signs to the lovers to part and fly;


    No time was then to vow or sigh.


    Fair Margaret through the hazel grove,


    Flew like the startled cushat-dove:


    The Dwarf the stirrup held and rein;


    Vaulted the Knight on his steed amain,


    And, pondering deep that morning's scene,


    Rode eastward through the hawthorns green.




     




           ————————




     




    While thus he pour'd the lengthen'd tale


    The Minstrel's voice began to fail:


    Full slyly smiled the observant page,


    And gave the wither'd hand of age


    A goblet crown'd with mighty wine,


    The blood of Velez' scorched vine.


    He raised the silver cup on high,


    And, while the big drop fill'd his eye


    Pray'd God to bless the Duchess long,


    And all who cheer'd a son of song.


    The attending maidens smiled to see


    How long, how deep, how zealously


    The precious juice the Minstrel quaff'd;


    And he, embolden'd by the draught,


    Look'd gaily back to them, and laugh'd.


    The cordial nectar of the bowl


    Swell'd his old veins, and cheer'd his soul;


    A lighter, livelier prelude ran,


    Ere thus his tale again began.




     




     




     




    
Canto Third





     




    I




     




    And said I that my limbs were old,


    And said I that my blood was cold,


    And that my kindly fire was fled,


    And my poor wither'd heart was dead,


        And that I might not sing of love —


    How could I to the dearest theme,


    That ever warm'd a minstrel's dream


        So foul, so false a recreant prove!


    How could I name love's very name,


    Nor wake my heart to notes of flame!




     




    II




     




    In peace, Love tunes the shepherd's reed;


    In war, he mounts the warrior's steed;


    In halls, in gay attire is seen;


    In hamlets, dances on the green.


    Love rules the court, the camp, the grove,


    And men below, and saints above;


    For love is heaven, and heaven is love.




     




    III




     




    So thought Lord Cranstoun, as I ween,


    While, pondering deep the tender scene,


    He rode through Branksome's hawthorn green.


        But the Page shouted wild and shrill,


            And scarce his helmet could he don,


        When downward from the shady hill


            A stately knight came pricking on.


    That warrior's steed, so dapple-gray,


    Was dark with sveat, and splashed with clay;


        His armor red with many a stain


    He seem'd in such a weary plight,


    As if he had ridden the live-long night;


        For it was William of Deloraine.




     




    IV




     




    But no whit weary did he seem,


    When, dancing in the sunny beam,


    He mark'd the crane on the Baron's crest;


    For his ready spear was in his rest.


        Few were the words, and stern and high,


            That mark'd the foemen's feudal hate;


        For question fierce, and proud reply,


            Gave signal soon of dire debate.


    Their very coursers seem'd to know


    That each was other's mortal foe,


    And snorted fire, when wheel'd around


    To give each foe his vantage-ground.




     




    V




     




    In rapid round the Baron bent;


        He sigh'd a sigh, and pray'd a prayer:


    The prayer was to his patron saint,


        The sigh was to his ladye fair.


    Stout Deloraine nor sigh'd nor pray'd,


    Nor saint, nor ladye, call'd to aid;


    But he stoop'd his head, and couch'd his spear,


    And spurred his steed to full career.


    The meeting of these champions proud


    Seem'd like the bursting thunder-cloud.




     




    VI




     




    Stern was the dint the Borderer lent!


    The stately Baron backwards bent;


    Bent backwards to his horse's tail


    And his plumes went scattering on the gale;


    The tough ash spear, so stout and true,


    Into a thousand flinders flew.


    But Cranstoun's lance, of more avail


    Pierc'd through, like silk, the Borderer's mail;


    Through shield, and jack, and acton, past,


    Deep in his bosom broke at last.—


    Still sate the warrior saddle-fast


    Till, stumbling in the mortal shock,


    Down went the steed, the girthing broke,


    Hurl'd on a heap lay man and horse.


    The Baron onward pass'd his course;


    Nor knew—so giddy rolled his brain—


    His foe lay stretch'd upon the plain.




     




    VII




     




    But when he rein'd his courser round,


    And saw his foeman on the ground


        Lie senseless as the bloody clay,


    He badehis page to stanch the wound,


        And there beside the warrior stay,


    And tend him in his doubtful state,


    And lead him to Brauksome castle gate:


    His noble mind was inly moved


    For the kinsman of the maid he loved.


    "This shalt thou do without delay:


    No longer here myself may stay;


    Unless the swifter I speed away


    Short shrift will be at my dying day."




     




    VIII




     




    Away in speed Lord Cranstoun rode;


    The Goblin-Page behind abode;


    His lord's command he ne'er withstood,


    Though small his pleasure to do good.


    As the corslet off he took,


    The Dwarf espied the Mighty Book!


    Much he marvell'd a knight of pride,


    Like a book-bosom'd priest should ride:


    He thought not to search or stanch the wound


    Until the secret he had found.




     




    IX




     




    The iron band, the iron clasp,


    Resisted long the elfin grasp:


    For when the first he had undone


    It closed as he the next begun.


    Those iron chlsps, that iron band,


    Would not yield to unchristen'd hand


    Till he smear'd the cover o'er


    With the Borderer's curdled gore;


    A moment then the volume spread,


    And one short spell therein he read:


    It had much of glamour might;


    Could make a ladye seem a knight;


    The cobwebs on a dungeon wall


    Seem tapestry in lordly hall;


    A nut-shell seem a gilded barge,


    A sheeling seem a palace large,


    And youth seem age, and age seem youth:


    All was delusion, nought was truth.




     




    X




     




    He had not read another spell,


    When on his cheek a buffet fell,


    So fierce, it stretch'd him on the plain


    Beside the wounded Deloraine.


    From the ground he rose dismay'd,


    And shook his huge and matted head;


    One word he mutter'd, and no more,


    "Man of age, thou smitest sore!"


    No more the Elfin Page durst try


    Into the wondrous Book to pry;


    The clasps, though smear'd with Christian gore,


    Shut faster than they were before.


    He hid it underneath his cloak.


    Now, if you ask who gave the stroke,


    I cannot tell, so mot I thrive;


    It was not given by man alive.




     




    XI




     




    Unwillingly himself he address'd,


    To do his master's high behest:


    He lifted up the living corse,


    And laid it on the weary horse;


    He led him into Branksome hall,


    Before the beards of the warders all;


    And each did after swear and say


    There only pass'd a wain of hay.


    He took him to Lord David's tower,


    Even to the Ladye's secret bower;


    And, but that stronger spells were spread,


    And the door might not be opened,


    He had laid him on her very bed.


    Whate'er he did of gramarye


    Was always done maliciously;


    He flung the warrior on the ground,


    And the blood well'd freshly from the wound.




     




    XII




     




    As he repass'd the outer court,


    He spied the fair young child at sport:


    He thought to train him to the wood;


    For, at a word be it understood,


    He was always for ill, and never for good.


    Seem'd to the boy, some comrade gay


    Led him forth to the woods to play;


    On the drawbridge the warders stout


    Saw a terrier and lurcher passing out.




     




    XIII




     




    He led the boy o'er bank and fell,


        Until they came to a woodland brook


    The running stream dissolv'd the spell,


        And his own elvish shape he took.


    Could he have had his pleasure vilde


    He had crippled the joints of the noble child;


    Or, with his fingers long and lean,


    Had strangled him in fiendish spleen:


    But his awful mother he had in dread,


    And also his power was limited;


    So he but scowl'd on the startled child,


    And darted through the forest wild;


    The woodland brook he bounding cross'd,


    And laugh'd, and shouted, "Lost! lost! lost!"—




     




    XIV




     




    Full sore amaz'd at the wondrous change,


        And frighten'd, as a child might be,


    At the wild yell and visage strange,


        And the dark words of gramarye,


    The child, amidst the forest bower,


    Stood rooted like a lily flower;


        And when at length, with trembling pace,


            He sought to find where Branksome lay,


        He fear'd to see that grisly face


            Glare from some thicket on his way.


    Thus, starting oft, he journey'd on,


    And deeper in the wood is gone,—


    For aye the more he sought his way,


    The farther still he went astray,—


    Until he heard the mountains round


    Ring to the baying of a hound.




     




    XV




     




    And hark! and hark! the deep-mouth'd bark


        Comes nigher still, and nigher:


    Bursts on the path a dark blood-hound;


    His tawny muzzle track'd the ground,


        And his red eye shot fire.


    Soon as the wilder'd child saw he,


    He flew at him right furiouslie.


    I ween you would have seen with joy


    The bearing of the gallant boy,


    When, worthy of his noble sire,


    His wet cheek glow'd 'twixt fear and ire!


    He faced the blood-hound manfully,


    And held his little bat on high;


    So fierce he struck, the dog, afraid,


    At cautious distance hoarsely bay'd


        But still in act to spring;


    When dash'd an archer through the glade,


    And when he saw the hound was stay'd,


        He drew his tough bow-string;


    But a rough voice cried, "Shoot not, hoy!


    Ho! shoot not, Edward; 'tis a boy!"




     




    XVI




     




    The speaker issued from the wood,


    And check'd his fellow's surly mood,


        And quell'd the ban-dog's ire:


    He was an English yeoman good,


        And born in Lancashire.


    Well could he hit a fallow-deer


        Five hundred feet him fro;


    With hand more true, and eye more clear,


        No archer bended bow.


    His coal-black hair, shorn round and close,


        Set off his sun-burn'd face:


    Old England's sign, St. George's cross,


        His barret-cap did grace;


    His bugle-horn hung by his side,


        All in a wolf-skin baldric tied;


    And his short falchion, sharp and clear,


    Had pierc'd the throat of many a deer.




     




    XVII




     




    His kirtle, made of forest green,


        Reach'd scantly to his knee;


    And, at his belt, of arrows keen


        A furbish'd sheaf bore he;


    His buckler, scarce in breadth a span,


        No larger fence had he;


    He never counted him a man,


        Would strike below the knee:


    His slacken'd bow was in his hand,


    And the leash that was his blood-hound's band.




     




    XVIII




     




    He would not do the fair child harm,


    But held him with his powerful arm,


    That he might neither fight nor flee;


    For when the Red-Cross spied he,


    The boy strove long and violently.


    "Now, by St. George," the archer cries,


    "Edward, methinks we have a prize!


    This boy's fair face, and courage free,


    Show he is come of high degree."




     




    XIX




     




    "Yes! I am come of high degree,


        For I am the heir of bold Buccleuch


    And, if thou dost not set me free,


        False Southron, thou shalt dearly rue!


    For Walter of Harden shall come with speed,


    And William of Deloraine, good at need,


    And every Scott, from Esk to Tweed;


    And, if thou dost not let me go,


    Despite thy arrows and thy bow


    I'll have thee hang'd to feed the crow!"




     




    XX




     




    "Gramercy for thy good-will, fair boy!


    My mind was never set so high;


    But if thou art chief of such a clan,


    And art the son of such a man


    And ever comest to thy command


        Our wardens had need to keep good order;


    My bow of yew to a hazel wand


        Thou'lt make them work upon the Border.


    Meantime, be pleased to come with me


    For good Lord Dacre shalt thou see;


    I think our work is well begun,


    When we have taken thy father's son."




     




    XXI




     




    Although the child was led away


    In Branksome still he seem'd to stay,


    For so the Dwarf his part did play;


    And, in the shape of that young boy,


    He wrought the castle much annoy.


    The comrades of the young Buccleuch


    He pinch'd, and beat, and overthrew;


    Nay, some of them he wellnigh slew.


    He tore Dame Maudlin's silken tire


    And, as Sym Hall stood by the fire


    He lighted the match of his bandelier,


    And wofully scorch'd the hackbuteer.


    It may be hardly thought or said,


    The mischief that the urchin made,


    Till many of the castle guess'd,


    That the young Baron was possess'd!




     




    XXII




     




    Well I ween the charm he held


    The noble Ladye had soon dispell'd;


    But she was deeply busied then


    To tend the wounded Deloraine.


        Much she wonder'd to find him lie


            On the stone threshold stretch'd along;


        She thought some spirit of the sky


            Had done the bold moss-trooper wrong;


    Because, despite her precept dread


    Perchance he in the Book had read;


    But the broken lance in his bosom stood,


    And it was earthly steel and wood.




     




    XXIII




     




    She drew the splinter from the wound,


        And with a charm she stanch'd the blood;


    She bade the gash be cleans'd and bound:


        No longer by his couch she stood;


    But she has ta'en the broken lance,


        And wash'd it from the clotted gore


        And salved the splinter o'er and o'er.


    William of Deloraine, in trance


        Whene'er she turn'd it round and round,


        Twisted as if she gall'd his wound.


            Then to her maidens she did say


        That he should be whole man and sound


            Within the course of a night and day.


    Full long she toil'd; for she did rue


    Mishap to friend so stout and true.




     




    XXIV




     




    So pass'd the day; the evening fell,


    'Twas near the time of curfew bell;


    The air was mild, the wind was calm,


    The stream was smooth, the dew was balm;


    E'en the rude watchman on the tower


    Enjoy'd and bless'd the lovely hour.


    Far more fair Margaret lov'd and bless'd


    The hour of silence and of rest.


    On the high turret sitting lone,


    She waked at times the lute's soft tone;


    Touch'd a wild note, and all between


    Thought of the bower of hawthorns green.


    Her golden hair stream'd free from band,


    Her fair cheek rested on her hand


    Her blue eyes sought the west afar


    For lovers love the western star.




     




    XXV




     




    Is yon the star, o'er Penchryst Pen,


    That rises slowly to her ken,


    And, spreading broad its wavering light,


    Shakes its loose tresses on the night?


    Is yon red glare the western star?


    O, 'tis the beacon-blaze of war!


    Scarce could she draw her tighten'd breath,


    For well she knew the fire of death!




     




    XXVI




     




    The Warder view'd it blazing strong,


    And blew his war-note loud and long,


    Till, at the high and haughty sound,


    Rock, wood, and river rung around.


    The blast alarm'd the festal hall,


    And startled forth the warriors all;


    Far downward, in the castle-yard,


    Full many a torch and cresset glared;


    And helms and plumes, confusedly toss'd,


    Were in the blaze half-seen, half-lost;


    And spears in wild disorder shook,


    Like reeds beside a frozen brook.




     




    XXVII




     




    The Seneschal, whose silver hair


    Was redden'd by the torches' glare,


    Stood in the midst with gesture proud,


    And issued forth his mandates loud:


    "On Penchryst glows a bale of fire,


    And three are kindling on Priest-haughswire;


            Ride out, ride out,


            The foe to scout!


    Mount, mount for Branksome, every man!


    Thou, Todrig, warn the Johnstone clan


            That ever are true and stout;


    Ye need not send to Liddesdale,


    For when they see the blazing bale,


    Elliots and Armstrongs never fail.


    Ride, Alton, ride, for death and life!


    And warn the Warder of the strife.


    Young Gilbert, let our beacon blaze,


    Our kin, and clan, and friends to raise."




     




    XXVIII




     




    Fair Margaret from the turret head


    Heard, far below, the coursers' tread,


        While loud the harness rung


    As to their seats, with clamor dread,


        The ready horsemen sprung:


    And trampling hoofs, and iron coat,


    And leaders' voices mingled notes,


            And out! and out!


            In hasty route,


        The horsemen gallop'd forth;


    Dispersing to the south to scout,


        And east, and west, and north,


    To view their coming enemies,


    And warn their vassals and allies.




     




    XXIX




     




    The ready page, with hurried hand,


    Awaked the need-fire's slumbering brand,


        And ruddy blush'd the heaven:


    For a sheet of flame from the turret high


    Wav'd like a blood-flag on the sky,


        All flaring and uneven;


    And soon a score of fires, I ween,


    From height, and hill, and cliff, were seen;


    Each with warlike tidings fraught,


    Each from each the signal caught;


    Each after each they glanc'd to sight


    As stars arise upon the night.


    They gleam d on many a dusky tarn,


    Haunted by the lonely earn;


    On many a cairn's grey pyramid,


    Where urns of mighty chiefs lie hid;


    Till high Dunedin the blazes saw


    From Soltra and Dumpender Law,


    And Lothian heard the Regent's order


    That all should bowne them for the Border.




     




    XXX




     




    The livelong night in Branksome rang


        The ceaseles sound of steel;


    The castle-bell, with backward clang


        Sent forth the larum peal;


    Was frequent heard the heavy jar,


    Where massy stone and iron bar


    Were piled on echoing keep and tower,


    To whelm the foe with deadly shower


    Was frequent heard the changing guard,


    And watch-word from the sleepless ward;


    While, wearied by the endless din,


    Blood-hound and ban-dog yell'd within.




     




    XXXI




     




    The noble Dame, amid the broil


    Shared the grey Seneschal's high toil,


    And spoke of danger with a smile;


        Cheer'd the young knights, and council sage


    Held with the chiefs of riper age.


    No tidings of the foe were brought


    Nor of his numbers knew they aught,


    Nor what in time of truce he sought.


        Some said that there were thousands ten;


    And others ween'd that it was nought


        But Leven clans, or Tynedale men,


    Who came to gather in black-mail;


    And Liddesdale, with small avail,


        Might drive them lightly back agen.


    So pass'd the anxious night away,


    And welcome was the peep of day.




     




    ***




     




    Ceas'd the high sound. The listening throng


    Applaud the Master of the Song;


    And marvel much, in helpless age,


    So hard should be his pilgrimage.


    Had he no friend, no daughter dear,


    His wandering toil to share and cheer;


    No son to be his father's stay,


    And guide him on the rugged way?


    "Ay, once he had—but he was dead!"


    Upon the harp he stoop'd his head,


    And busied himself the strings withal


    To hide the tear that fain would fall.


    In solemn measure, soft and slow,


    Arose a father's notes of woe.
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