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Preface


Welcome one and all to our tour of Cornwall. We’ll be casting off in just a minute, so make yourselves as comfy as you can. I know, I know, the water’s a bit bumpy but at least there’s no rain. What, this? A little mizzle, that’s all. You’ll dry off soon enough.


Here we go. Heave away! Now what do you say to a song, you know, to pass the time?




O rugged and bold are Cornwall’s cliffs,


   And rugged and bold are her men,


Stalwart and true when there’s work to do,


   And heeding not where or when . . .





Look everyone, Cornwall ahead. We’re nearly there. Land of moors and mines, Petrock and Piran, the knockers and the giants. Yes, that’s right – giants. Wait until we get down west and you’ll learn all about them. Giants, piskies, mermaids – you know them, I reckon. What of that wailing devil Tregeagle, or the fairies of Towednack? Well, it’s a good job I’ll be taking you to meet our storytellers!


These days we have as many storytellers as we once had saints and spriggans. Swarms of writerly folk scuttled in – William Golding up Truro way, Daphne du Maurier down in Fowey. We’ll drop in on one or two of these recent settlers sure enough, but I want to show you a bit of old Cornwall too. The Cornwall of yesteryear – a place that both was and wasn’t in a time when piskies and pilchards were plentiful and Cornwall was a mystery to English folk, a sort of wild place where they imagined all their fancies and fears might dwell, surrounded by the savage sea. In those days, folk might only know Cornwall to pass through on their way to the packet ships leaving Falmouth for Spain or Portugal, the Americas or the Caribbean.


The Cornwall I’ll sing you is the Cornwall of the miner-poet John Harris and of the old vicar up Morwenstow who buried bodies wrecked on the beach; the Cornwall of King Arthur and Sir Tristan; the Cornwall of Jack the Giant Killer and of James Polkinghorne, our greatest wrestler since Corineus landed backalong. It’s a Cornwall lived, a Cornwall imagined, and a Cornwall remembered in legend and song.


Speaking of song, I’d barely made a start on ‘One and All’ . . .




Braving the storm on ocean wave,


  Or toiling beneath the ground,


Wherever the spot, whatever his lot,


  The Cornishmen staunch is found . . .





Aha! Look! Our first narrator is back at the port. He’ll follow us over. Not exactly a local, you’ll notice, but he tells a good story. He’s getting in with Mr Dawle, it looks like. Have you all met that Wilkie Collins?









WILKIE COLLINS
(1824–1889)



Well, whether you have met Wilkie Collins or no, you’re bound to have heard of some of his books; popular novels of sensation like The Woman in White and The Moonstone. But Wilkie Collins also wrote a lively traveller’s account of Cornwall, his Rambles Beyond Railways, from a visit in 1850. This was before the railway line opened up Cornwall’s tourist industry and before great bridges crossed the Tamar, which is why he’s having to find himself a boat. Collins wanted, he says, to see ‘the grand and varied scenery; the mighty Druid relics; the quaint legends; the deep, dark mines; the venerable remains of early Christianity; and the pleasant primitive population of Cornwall’. On the whole he enjoyed our ‘primitive population’, save for the people of Helston, whom he called a ‘riotous and drunken set, the only bad specimens of people that I met with in Cornwall’.


The trip would inform his novels too, especially Basil, which reuses descriptions of Land’s End’s thatched cottages, gull’s egg ornaments, the mist and mizzle.


The following extract finds Mr Collins kicking off from Plymouth on his way to Saltash, right at the beginning of his Cornwall adventure.


Oh, and the man alongside him? That’s the artist Henry Brandling.










from Rambles Beyond Railways


We were lucky enough to commit ourselves, at once, to the guidance of the most amusing and original of boatmen. He was a fine, strong, swarthy fellow, with luxuriant black hair and whiskers, an irresistible broad grin, and a thoroughly good opinion of himself. He gave us his name, his autobiography, and his opinion of his own character, all in a breath. He was called William Dawle; he had begun life as a farm-labourer; then he had become a sailor in the Royal Navy, as a suitable change; now he was a licensed waterman, which was a more suitable change still; he was known all over the country; he would row against any man in England; he would take more care of us than he would of his own sons; and if we had five hundred guineas apiece in our knapsacks, he could keep no stricter watch over them than he was determined to keep now. Such was this phœnix of boatmen—under such unexceptionable auspices did we start for the shores of Cornwall.


The calm summer evening drew near its close, as we began to move through the water. The broad orb of the moon was rising dim behind us, above the dark majestic trees of Mount Edgecombe. Already, the houses of Devonport looked pale and indistinct as we left them behind us. The innumerable masts, the lofty men-of-war hulks, the drooping sails of smaller vessels—all the thickly grouped objects of the great port through which we were proceeding—assumed a solemn stillness and repose under the faint light that was now shining over them. On this wide scene, at other hours so instinct in all its parts with bustle and animation, nothing spoke now of life and action—save the lights which occasionally broke forth from houses on the hill at our side, or the small boats passing at intervals over the smooth water, and soon mysteriously lost to view behind the hull of a man-of-war, or in the deep shadows of the river’s distant banks.


In front of us, the last glories of day still lingered in the west. Here, the sky was yet bright and warm to look on, though the sun had gone down, and, even now, the evening star was plainly visible. In this part of the landscape, the wooded hills rose dark and grand against their transparent background of light. Where the topmost trees grew thinnest, long strips of rosy sky appeared through their interstices; the water beyond us was tinged in one place with all the colours of the prism, in another with the palest and coldest blue—even the wet mud-banks, left by the retiring tide, still glittered with silvery brightness in the waning light. While, adding solemnity and mystery to all beside, the great hulks, painted pale yellow and anchored close in against the black trees, lay before us still and solitary, touched alike by the earliest moonbeams of night and the last sunlight of day. As the twilight gloom drew on—as the impressive tranquillity of the whole scene deepened and deepened gradually, until not even the distant barking of a dog was now heard from the land, or the shrill cry of a sea-bird from the sky—the pale massy hulls of the old war-ships around and beyond us, assumed gradually a spectral and mysterious appearance, until they looked more like water-monsters in repose than the structures of mortal hands, and the black heights behind them seemed like lairs from which they had issued under cover of the night!


It was such an evening, and such a view, as I shall never forget. After enjoying the poetry and beauty of the scene uninterruptedly, for some time, we were at length recalled to practical matters of business by a species of adjuration suddenly addressed to us by that prince of British boatmen, Mr. William Dawle. Resting impressively upon his oars, and assuming a deplorable expression of countenance, he begged to be informed, whether we really wished him to “row his soul out any longer against tide?”—we might laugh, but would we be so kind as to step forward a minute and feel his shirt sleeves?—If we were resolved to go on, he was ready; for had he not told us that he would row against any man in England?—but he felt it due to his position as a licensed waterman, having the eyes of the public on him, and courting inspection, to inform us that “in three parts of an hour, and no mistake,” the tide would run up; and that there was a place not far off, called Saltash—a most beautiful and interesting place, where we could get good beer. If we waited there for the turn of the tide, no race-horse that ever was foaled would take us to St. Germans so fast as he would row us. In short, the point was, would we mercifully “spare his shoulders,” or not?


As we belonged to the sauntering and vagabond order of travellers, and cared very little in how roundabout a manner we reached our destination, we inclined to the side of mercy, and spared the shoulders of Mr. William Dawle; who, thereupon, reckless of the state of his shirt-sleeves, began to row again with renewed and alarming energy. Now, he bent forward over the oars, as if he was about to fall upon us—and now, he lay back from them, horizontal, and almost lost to view in the dim light. We passed, triumphantly, every boat proceeding in our direction; we brushed, at hairbreadth distances, by vessels at anchor and stakes planted in shallow water. Suddenly, what seemed to be a collection of mud hovels built upon mud, appeared in sight; shortly afterwards, our boat was grounded among a perfect legion of other boats; and the indefatigable Dawle, jumping up nimbly, seized our knapsacks and handed us out politely into the mud. We had arrived at that “beautiful and interesting place,” Saltash.


There was no mistaking the tavern. The only light on shore gleamed from the tavern window; and, judging by the criterion of noise, the whole local population seemed to be collected within the tavern walls. We opened the door; and found ourselves in a small room, filled with shrimpers, sailors, fishermen and watermen, all “looming large” through a fog of tobacco, and all chirping merrily over their cups; while the hostess sat apart on a raised seat in a corner, calm and superior amidst the hubbub, as Neptune himself, when he rose to the surface to save the pious Eneas from shipwreck, at the crisis of the storm. As there was no room for us in this festive hall, we were indulged in the luxury of a private apartment, where Mr. Dawle proceeded to “do the honours” of Saltash, by admonishing the servant to be particular about the quality of the ale she brought, dusting chairs with the crown of his hat, proposing toasts, snuffing the candle briskly with his fingers, and performing other pleasant social attentions of a similar nature. Having, as he imagined, sufficiently propitiated us by this course of conduct, he started an entirely new proposition—which bore reference, however, to the old subject of mercifully sparing his shoulders, and was expressed to the following effect:—Might he go now, and fetch his “missus,” who lived hard by? She was the very nicest and strongest woman in Saltash; was able to row almost as well as he could, and would help him materially in getting to St. Germans; but perhaps we objected to admit her into the boat? We had but to say the word, if we did; and from that moment forth, he was dumb on the subject for ever.


How could we resist this most irresistible of boatmen? There was something about his inveterate good-humour and inveterate idleness, his comical variations backwards and forwards between great familiarity and great respect, his honesty on one point (he asked us no more than his proper fare in the first instance) and his manœuvring on another, that would have cajoled a Cynic into complacency. Besides, our innate sentiments of gallantry forbade the thought of objecting to the company and assistance of Mrs. William Dawle! So, we sent the fortunate spouse of this strong and useful woman, to seek her forthwith—and forthwith did he return, with a very remarkable species of “missus,” in the shape of a gigantic individual of the male sex—the stoutest, strongest, and hairiest man I ever saw—who entered, exhaling a relishing odour of shrimps, with his shirt-sleeves rolled up to his shoulders! “Gentlemen both, good evening,” said this urbane giant, looking dreamily forward two feet over our heads, and then settling himself solemnly on a bench—never more to open his lips in our presence!


Our worthy boatman’s explanation of the phenomenon he had thus presented to us, involved some humiliating circumstances. His “missus” had flatly refused to aid her lord and master in the exertion of rowing, and had practically carried out her refusal by immediately going to bed before his face. As for the shrimp-scented giant, Mr. Dawle informed me (in a whisper) that his name was “Dick;” that he had met him outside, and had asked him to favour us with his company, because he was a very amusing man, if we could only bring him out; and was capable of beguiling the time, while we were waiting for the tide, by an excellent story or two. Presuming that a fresh supply of ale was all that was wanting to develop the latent humour of our new friend, we ordered a second quart; but it unhappily produced no effect. (It would have required, I am inclined to think, a gallon to have attained the desired result.) “Dick” sat voiceless and vacant, staring steadily at the candle, and occasionally groaning softly to himself, as if he had something dreadful on his mind and dared not disburthen it in company. Abandoning, therefore, in despair, all hope of enjoying the comic amusement which had been promised us, we left our bulky humorist still silent and portentous as a Quaker at “meeting”—proof alike against the potency of the ale and the blandishments of Mr. Dawle—and went out at the last moment to make our observations on Saltash by night.


The moonlight gave us very little assistance, as we groped our way up a steep hill, down which two rows of old cottages seemed to be gradually toppling into the water beyond. Here and there, an open door showed us a Rembrandt scene—a glowing red fire brilliantly illuminating the face of a woman cooking at it, or the forms of ragged children asleep on the hearth; and leaving all beside—figures, furniture, and rough raftered ceiling—steeped in grand and gloomy shadow. There were plenty of loose stones in the road, to trip up the feet of inquisitive strangers; there was plenty of stinking water bubbling musically down the kennel; and there were no lamps of any kind, to throw the smallest light upon any topographical subject of inquiry whatever. When I have proceeded thus far, and have further informed the curious in such matters, that Charles the Second conferred upon Saltash the inestimable blessing of a Mayor and six Aldermen—that it had the honour and advantage, before the Reform Bill, of sending two members to Parliament—and that it still possesses various municipal privileges of an equally despotic and lucrative nature, connected with oyster-fisheries, anchorage, salvage, ferries, and market-tolls—I have said all that I can about Saltash; and must request the reader’s permission to return to the tavern without further delay.


Here, the scene had changed since our departure. The jovial company of the public room had penetrated into the private parlour. In the midst of the crowd stood Mr. Dawle, haranguing, with the last glass of ale in his hand; by his side was his son, who had been bribed, for the paltry consideration of sixpence, to relieve his parent’s shoulders by helping to row us to St. Germans; and, on the old bench, in the old position, with the old fixed stare straight into the flame of the candle, sat the imperturbable “Dick”—stolid and gloomy as ever, in the midst of the festive uproar. It was now high time to proceed. So we gave the word to depart. But an unexpected obstacle impeded us at the doorway. All the women who could squeeze themselves into the passage, suddenly fell down at our feet, and began scrubbing the dust off our shoes with the corners of their aprons; informing us, at the same time, in shrill chorus, that this was an ancient custom to which we must submit; and that any stranger who entered a Saltash house, and had his shoes dusted by Saltash women, was expected to pay his footing, by giving a trifle—say sixpence—for liquor; after which, he became a free and privileged citizen for life. As I do not remember that this interesting custom is mentioned among the other municipal privileges of Saltash, in any Itineraries or Histories of Cornwall, I communicate it, in all humility, to any antiquarian gentleman who may be disposed to make a scientific use of it, for the benefit of the community at large.


On departing at last for St. Germans, grave doubts arose in our minds, as to the effect which Dawle’s potations of ale might have on his professional exertions as a licensed waterman. We were immediately relieved, however, by finding that what he had drunk had influenced him for good, rather than for evil—he talked less, and rowed more. Smoothly and swiftly we glided through the still water. The tide had now been flowing for some time; the arm of the sea, up which we were proceeding, was in many places more than half a mile across; on the broad, smooth surface of the stream, the moonlight lay fair and unruffled; the woods clothing the hills on each side, grew down to the water’s edge, and were darkly reflected, all along, in solemn, winding shapes. Sometimes we passed an old ship, rotten and mastless, anchored solitary, midway between land and land. Sometimes we saw, afar off, a light in a fisherman’s cottage among the trees; but we met no boats, saw no living beings, heard no voices, on our lonely way. It was nearly midnight before we reached the landing-place; got out in the mud again here; and, guided by our trusty boatman, began to ascend the hill-path that led to St. Germans.









ROBERT SOUTHEY
(1774–1843)



Let’s pick up the trail and head down to St Keyne for a spot of poetry. It would be easy to miss this little well, tucked away along back roads between Looe and Liskeard, but it captured the Poet Laureate Robert Southey’s attention.


In actual fact, Southey hadn’t visited the well when he wrote this poem, and he wouldn’t visit Cornwall until much later, when he made an attempt on some of the sights during a very wet winter, but he had read the account of Cornish poet-historian Richard Carew in his 1602 Survey of Cornwall. According to Carew, the well of St Keyne has the power to make a newlywed the master or mistress of their spouse:




The quality, that man or wife,


Whose chance, or choice attaines,


First of this sacred streame to drinke,


Thereby the mastry gaines.





Many of the wells of Cornwall have healing or magical properties, but taking charge of your other half has to be unique to St Keyne.









The Well of St Keyne




A well there is in the west country,


 And a clearer one never was seen;


There is not a wife in the west country


 But has heard of the Well of St. Keyne.







An oak and an elm-tree stand beside,


 And behind doth an ash-tree grow,


And a willow from the bank above


 Droops to the water below.







A traveller came to the Well of St. Keyne;


 Joyfully he drew nigh,


For from cock-crow he had been travelling,


 And there was not a cloud in the sky.







He drank of the water so cool and clear,


 For thirsty and hot was he;


And he sat down upon the bank


 Under the willow-tree.







There came a man from the house hard by,


 At the Well to fill his pail;


On the Well-side he rested it,


 And he bade the Stranger hail.







“Now art thou a bachelor, Stranger? quoth he;


 “For an if thou hast a wife,


The happiest draught thou hast drank this day


 That ever thou didst in thy life.







“Or has thy good woman, if one thou hast,


 Ever here in Cornwall been?


For an if she have, I’ll venture my life,


 She has drank of the Well of St. Keyne.”







“I have left a good woman who never was here,”


 The Stranger he made reply;


“But that my draught should be the better for that,


 I pray you answer me why.”







“St. Keyne,” quoth the Cornish-man, “many a time


 Drank of this crystal Well;


And before the Angel summon’d her,


 She laid on the water a spell.







“If the Husband of this gifted Well


 Shall drink before his Wife,


A happy man thenceforth is he,


 For he shall be Master for life.







“But if the Wife should drink of it first,—


 God help the Husband then!”


The Stranger stoop’d to the Well of St. Keyne,


 And drank of the water again.







“You drank of the Well, I warrant, betimes?”


 He to the Cornish-man said:


But the Cornish-man smiled as the Stranger spake,


 And sheepishly shook his head.







“I hasten’d as soon as the wedding was done,


 And left my Wife in the porch;


But i’ faith she had been wiser than me,


 For she took a bottle to church.”












JOHN PENWARNE
(1758–1838)



If you know only two legends of Cornwall, one of them will be that of Tregeagle. Like all the best tales, Tregeagle is told in different ways. This version was written by John Penwarne and published in his little 1807 Contemplation. It’s one of the more elaborate and fantastical versions, with Tregeagle an ambitious shepherd rather than a corrupt land manager, but it maintains Tregeagle’s pact with the devil and the price he has to pay.


To this day, in the wildest of tempests you can still hear Tregeagle screaming as he’s chased across Cornwall by the Devil and his dogs.









Tregeagle, from Contemplation


PART THE FIRST


1




In Cornwaile’s fam’d land, bye the poole on the moore,


Tregeagle the wickede did dwelle;


He once was a shepherde contented and poore;


But growing ambytious and wishing for more,


Sad fortune the shepherde befelle.





2




One nyghte, all alone, as he cross’d the wylde heathe


To drive his scant flocke to the folde,


All nature was stille, the wynds scarcely breathe


O’er the moone silver’d hilles and the vallies beneath,


As he cast his eye over the wolde.





3




“Ah! why shoulde I live bye hard laboure”—quothe he,


“And be helde bye the riche in dysdayne!


“I wish”—quothe Tregeagle—“for all that I see,


“Oh then what a happye greate man I shoulde be!


“When lorde of extensive domaine.”





4




Nowe scarce had he utter’d hys impious breath,


When the wolves they howl’d wildlye and loude;


The wyndes sadly syghing swept over the heath,


As nature awoke frome the styllness of deathe;


And the moone hyd her head in a cloude.





5




When suddaine he saw, midst the gloome of the nyghte,


A figure gygantick advance;


His hayre bristled up as he view’d the felle Spryte,


Who seemed in form to be armed as a knyghte,


And he wielded an ebonye lance.





6




All blacke was the gaunte steede on whych he dyd ryde;


A sable plume shadow’d his heade;


And blacke was his armoure, wyth bloode all bedy’de;


And blacke was the bugle that hung bye hys syde,


Which no mortale mighte hear without dreade.





7




Two dogges fierce and felle, and whych never knew feare,


Did run hys fleete courser before;


Their forms were all hydeous, and grislye their haire,


And thro’ their lanke sydes their sharpe ribs did appeare,


And their mouthes were stille dripping with gore.





8




Then thus spake Tregeagle—“who arte thou Syr Knyghte?


“And where at this tyme dost thou wende?


“Ah, why dost thou wander alone thro’ the nyghte?


“And why dost thou harrowe my soule wyth affryghte?


“Or what does thy coming portende?”





9




The Knyghte nothing spake, but he leap’d wyth a bound


From offe hys hyghe steede (with a frowne)


And as he alitte on the tremblinge grounde,


His armoure clank’d hollowe, a terrible sounde,


And at length, thus he spake to the Clowne.





10




“Say what dydst thou wysh for thou tremblinge knave?


“But thy wyshes are known unto mee;


“I give my consent then, if thou arte my slave;


“Longe life to enjoye too, thy wysh thou shalt have,


“And an hundrede years give I to thee.





11




“I’ll builde thee a castle, soe fair and soe fyne,


“Arounde it green forrests I’ll reare,


“And vassals and serving men too shall bee thyne;


“And thy halle all wyth golde and wyth sylver shall shyne,


“And wyth Syr shall bee greeted thyne eare.





12




“And when thy longe terme shall be passed awaye,


“At thy lot wilt thou never repine?


“And wilt thou be ready the boone to repaye?


“Speake boldlye, Tregeagle! pray what doste thou saye?


“Shalle thy soule and thy bodye be mine?”





13




“A bargaine! a bargaine!” then said he aloude,


“At my lot I wille never repyne:


“I sweare to observe it, I sweare bye the roode,


“And am readye to seale and to sygne withe my bloode:


“Both my soule and my bodye are thyne.”





14




The Spryte grinn’d soe horrid, and said—“that wille bynde


“Bothe thy soule and thy bodye my righte:”


Then mounting his courser as fleete as the wynde;


And whilst his grymme hell houndes ran yelpinge behinde,


He was loste in the gloome of the nyghte.





15




Oh, then hys dreade bugle he wynded soe shrille,


Soe as all mortale ears to astounde;


The vallies all trembled, and shooke was eache hylle,


The wolves ceas’d to howle, and wyth terrour lay stylle,


Whyle Tregeagle felle flat on the grounde.





16




There in a deade sleepe all intranced he laye,


Spelle bounde bye the arte of the Spryghte;


Nor awake untill morne in her mantel of graye,


With ruddy handes open’d the portalles of day,


And dispell’d the darke mysts of the nyghte.





17




Then upsprange Tregeagle no longer a clowne,


But cloathed in gorgeous attyre;


And proud wavinge forrests the hylls all dyd crowne,


Whych erst was a bare and a barren bleake downe,


And much dyd Tregeagle admire.





18




Where Dozmarê Lake its darke waters did roll,


A castle nowe reared its heade,


Wythe manye a turrete soe statelye and talle,


And manye a warden dyd walke on its walle,


All splendidly cloathed in rede.





19




And manye a vassale dyd hayle hym “Syr Knighte,”


And doffinge theire caps bowed lowe;


And muche Syr Tregeagle was pleas’d wythe the syghte,


While inwardlye swellinge wyth pryde and delyghte,


He into hys castle dyd goe.





20




Then proudlye advauncinge he enter’d the halle


With golde and with sylver bedyghte;


Frome the loftye roofe manye gaye banners dyd falle,


And bryghte suites of armoure did hange on eache walle,


Was ever so gorgeous a syghte!





21




And there the gaye servinge men bowinge profounde,


Obsequious dyd waite hys commande;


And manye faire damsels dyd stande hym arounde,


Who modestlye bent theire bryghte eyes to the grounde;


Ah, who coulde such beautye wythstande!





22




The Mynstrel sweete musyck drewe forth from hys lyre,


Whych ravysh’d the soule with delyghte;


The Knyghte treads on aire and his soule is on fyre,


And much he the skylle of the Harper admyres,


For he sunge forthe the prayse of the Knyghte.





23




And manye a steed in hys stables were seene,


All fitted for chace or for warre;


Withe manye bolde Huntesmen all cloathed in greene,


At their sydes hunge theire bugles of sylver soe sheene,


Whych runge thro’ the forrests a-farre.





24




Nowe oft woulde the Knyghte, on his courser soe faire,


Followe swifte the fleete houndes and the horne,


To rouse the grymme wolfe frome hys secrete laire,


Or pursue the lyghte bounds of the tremblynge deere,


As he brush’d the bryghte dewes of the morne.





25




But tyme flew awaye wyth the wyndes winged speede,


Tregeagle ne’er notyc’d its flyghte;


But he marked each daye wyth some damnable deede,


Some mansyon muste burne or some traveller bleede,


Or hatefulle that daye toe hys syghte.





26




It chaunced one evenynge as homewarde he wendes,


Deepe mutter’d the hagg of the storme,


Earthe trembles, as boundynge the skyes she ascendes,


The welkyn acrosse her blacke wynges she extendes,


And nature wyth darkness deformes.





27




And nowe the bolde Hunters they stoode all aghaste,


Theire stoute heartes wyth feare overaw’d;


The rede lyghtnings glared, the rayne pour’d faste,


And loude howl’d the Demons that rode on the blaste,


And Terrour the tempeste bestrode!





28




When swyfte frome the woode, and all wylde wyth affryghte,


A Damsele advauncyng they spyed;


All whyte were her garments, her palfrye was whyte,


Wyth sylver and golde, and wyth jeweles bedyghte,


And a little Page rode bye her syde.





29




“Oh, save me! Oh, save me! Syr Knyghte”—then she say’d,


“Oh, let me thy succoure obtaine!


“Ah, where from the storme shall I shelter my heade?


“My spirits are synkyng with horrour and dreade,


“And my garments are drenched wyth rayne.





30




“My poor little Page too, wyth terroure dothe quake,


“Tho’ ne’er little Page was more bolde:”—


“Ah, Mistress deare, I woulde dye for youre sake!


“It is not wyth feare that I shiver and shake,


“But I shake wyth the wet and the colde.”





31




“See yon’,” sayd the Knyghte, “where mye castle dothe reare,


“Thyther hasten faire ladye wyth me,


“And there we all soone will thy little Page cheere;


“Brighte damsels I’ve manye all modeste and faire,


“Sweete Ladye to waite upon thee.”





32




Nowe quickly they rode—and the drawe bridge let downe,


They into the castle repayre;


And cheerfulle the fyres nowe blaz’d in the halle;


Tregeagle aloude for hys Damsels dyd calle,


Hys Damsels soe lovelye and faire.
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Some wayte on the Lady, some kyndlye are led


To make the younge Urchyn their care;


Where lovelye he sat wyth his cheeks rosye rede;


And lyke a wet rosebude, he hunge downe hys heade,


Whyle they wrunge forthe the rayne from hys haire.
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“Nowe saye little Page,” said a Damsel soe mylde,


“And quicklye unto us declare,


“Why thro’ the darke forreste soe savage and wylde,


“Thou rangedst at nyghte, who art yet but a chylde?


“And who is thy Lady soe faire?”
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“Her father’s Earl Cornwaile—I weene that hys name,


“Can never sounde straunge to youre eare;


“For large hys possessyons and wyde is hys fame,


“And I am her Page, and Roberto’s mye name,


“And they call her Goonhylda the fair.”
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“Thys mornynge, frome Dunevyd Castle soe stronge,


“We came forthe, e’er the sunn shew’d hys face;


“For she loves wyth her trayne the greene forrests amonge,


“To rouse the fleete deere, and the vallies alonge


“To pursue, the keene joyes of the chase.
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“To daye, we left all oure companyons behynde,


“And involv’d in the mysts of the hylle;


“To trace backe oure steps we in vaine were inclyn’d,


“When the shoutes of the Hunters we hearde in the wynde,


“And the bugle blewe cleerlye and shrylle.
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“Then we hytherwarde sped, all deceyv’d bye the sounde,


“In hopes oure companyons to fynde;


“When the howlinge storme shooke the vast forreste arounde,


“From the rayne we soughte shelter but none coulde be founde,


“Till we met wyth youre master soe kynde.”
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Then Goonhylda came forth—lyke a beautiful flower,


And all in fresh garments array’d;


She seem’d a tall lyllye, refresh’d by a shower,


Tregeagle he gazed, for ne’er ’till that houre




OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/cover.jpg
EDITED BY LUKE THOMPSON

CORNWALL

A Literary Anthology






OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/titlepage.jpg
TREASURES OF CORNWALL

A Literary Anthology

Edited and introduced by
LUKE THOMPSON

M

MACMILLAN COLLECTOR'’S LIBRARY






OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/map.jpg
CORNWALL

™ Ja)
SDogmary
* Q& Pool \

Colliford 5

0 MILES 25

—~ HenesH-Alres —






