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LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

BY ALEXANDER LEIGHTON.

It has been sometimes said, that there is nothing of which a man is
more vain than of authorship, yet Sir Walter Scott was certainly more
proud of his pedigree than of his writings; and, what is scarcely less
strange, that which he valued the less was the means of making him,
while that which he valued the more was the source of his greatest
misfortunes, The Border, that great nursery of families, gave birth
to the Dukes of Buccleuch, with whom the poet was connected. It
is fortunate that those who are proud of lineage are exempted from
guestioning, or even looking at the origin of their families; for it ia
more true than pleasant to their descendants, that the beginnings of
these Border septs were often men whose superiority was founded on
nothing better than the stealing of cattle. Yet such is the power of
genius in transferring qualities, that even so mean and disreputable a
calling has reccived at the hand of this, one of her sons, something
5o like an appearance of dignity and heroism, that the author could
congratulate himself on both ends of his pedigree.

Sir Walter Scott was born in Edinburgh, on the 15th of August
1771, a day signalised by the birth of Napoleon. His father, a man
of unblemished reputation for correct business habits, honesty, and be-
nevolence, was a writer to the signe$; his mother, Ann Rutherford,
was daughter of Dr John Rutherford, first professor of physic in the
University of Edinburgh, who had studied under the celebrated Boer-
have. Mr Robert Scott, farmer at Sandyknowe, in the vicinity of
Smailholm Tower, upon the Borders, was the paternal grandfather,
being the son of Mr Walter Scott, a younger son of Walter Scott of
Raeburn, third son of Sir Walter Scott of Harden. The Scotts of
Harden, ageain, came, in the fourteenth century, from the stock of
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iv THE LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

the Buccleuchs, whersby arose the connexion befween the poct and
the greatest of the Border clans.

Scott was a healthy infant from the beginning, and the lameness
with which he was affected through life was not congenital, neither
did it come of what may be called accident, if the origin of it may not
be called strange, as described by himself. One night he had a groa.t“
aversion to go to bed, and it was not till he was chased round the room
and laid hold of, that he could be prevailed upon to comply with the
wishes of his mother. Tn the morning he was affected with fever, and
after three days it was discovered that he had lost the use of his right
leg. Aftor this, and till he was about eight years of age, his childhood
was chiefly spent at his grandfather’s house of Sandyknowe, where,
even ab this .early time, he began to be lovingly familiar with the
scenery of the Border, and even some of the simplest of the traditions
and ballads, which he heard narrated or sung in the farmhouso. At
this early stage, or a little beyond it, he began to show that love for
miscellaneous reading, but chiefly that which was connected with his-
tory and adventurc, which he entertained so passionately almost
through his whole life, and which he turncd to the account of his
genius, This gave rise, as it generally does, to hopes of scholarship ;
but on being placed in the High School of Edinburgh, in 1779, he failed
to signalise himself in the studies of his class, if, indecd, he was not
vumbered amongst the dullards. The circumstance is worth an obser-
7ation, not unuseful, as it may tend to disabuse us of a notion which
is all but incradicable, that scholarship forms any index of success in
studies and avocations which belong altogether to facultics not com-
prehended among those necessary for classic superiority, All the
intellectual powers which follow in the train of the emotional may be
almost in abeyance, while the memory, exercised upon languages, may
raise & youth to academic honours, so often vainly looked to as a pre-
sage of future greatness. Nor are we to forget thdt prececity, always
in the physical kingdom, and not seldom in the moral, bespeaks short
duration. :

Even then, however, Scott, in place of showing the general dulness
aseribed to him in the *‘Percy Anecdotes,” evinced emincnce in his-
torical, anccdotal, and miscellaneous knowledge, treasuring up ava-
riciously names and facts which were destined to impart substance and
charms to his subsequent writings. The poet and chronicler were, in
short, in the germ ; already his story-telling was shrewd and capti-
vating; and, in his twelfth year, his love of ballad poetry was in-
eradicably established by the delight with which he devoured * Percy’s
Reliques.”

About this time, his health, which ever since the fever had been
weakly, began again to give way, und he was sent, for the benefit of a
change of air, to reside at Kelso with his aunt. How strangely arc
the threads of a great man’s early life woven! If he had not gone
there he might never have been acquainted, at least connected in a
literary way, with James and John Ballantyne, afterwards the eminent
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printers and publishers. It was in Kelso that he met and formod an
intimacy with these young men. Little did any of them know how
their names would go over the world, and how that long and mysterious
connexion would terminate. At this time James Ballantyne had noticed
the bent of Scott’s mind. ““Tn the intervals of school hours, it waz
our constant practice to walk by the bauks of the Tweed, and his
storics hecame quite inoxhaustible.” Even on that same spot where
they walked, Scott was to raise Abbotsford,~—his pride and his ruin v

In the winter of 1783, he entorod tH8 Viversity of his native city.
He ourolled himself for the Humanity Class, under Professor Hill, and
the Greek Class, under Professor Dalgell, and for the latter again in
1784 ; but the only clacs for which he scems to have matriculated at
the Colloge was that of Logic, under Professor Bruce, in 1785. With
such predilections as he now possessed, it was vain to expect that ap-
plication to the classics which is so indispensable to success. Accord-
ingly, he made so little real progress as to juslify the estimate subse-
quently made of his classical knowledge, that he never understood
Greck beyond the elements, and possessed but a loose scholarship in
Latin ; and even the acquaintance which, in early manhood, he mad
with French, Ttalian, Spanish, and German, was at tho very best
superficial.

In May 1786, when nearly fifteen years of age, he was articled to his
futher as an apprentice, in order to be initiated into the sccrets of the
law and the complicated mysteries of conveyancing. DBut although he
attonded his father’s chambers pretty regularly for four years, his
heart was mnever in the business, from which he would escape at
every opportunity. 1n place of “‘ progresses,” or bundles of parchment
enlled title-dceds, you would have scen on his desk all manner of
works in the department of fiction, and a book on knight-errantry
might have been scen lying on the top of & last will and testament,
1In the second year of his apprenticeship he hurst a blood-vesscl, and was
thereby confined to bed; but after this he began to assume that robust
health and hardibood which he retained almost through life. There
was a strong physical spring in his constitution, which, working in har-
mony with a natural joyousness, fitted him for all manner of out-door
excreises, either on foot or horseback ; then, sconery of all kinds, par-
ticularly the wildest, had inexpressible charms for him, not simply as
mere scones of nature, but as the theatres of traditional adventure,
whether military or domestic. Every old castle, or ruined house, or
muirland fell, that camoe under his eye, immediately became tenanted
by beings called up by the magic of his creative power; and then he
would pour out upon his hearers such stories of intrigue, diublerie, or
war, that he was as captivating in oral displays as he subsequently
became in written description, All the while, however, Scott showed
no aptitude for the production of poelry in the proper sense, for it
may e doubted whether a rhymed chronicle deserves that name, and
it is quite certain that, beyond avn enthusiastic percoption of the ballad
jingle, he had no ear for music,
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vl THE LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

Ilis father’s intention, as well as his own, was that he should go to
the bar, and his attendance at the Speculative Society was intended as
o step in his training. He had here an opportunity, also, of writing
the essays which formed a part of the society’s forms of business, and
in which he could exhibit his turn for antiquarian studies, In 1792,
he was admitted a member of the Faculty of Advocates; and as an
evidence that he was fairly set up for doing serious business as a
pleader, he was supplied by his father with a well-furnished house in
a genteel part of the town. Every requisite was prepared but the legal
and forensic faculties; not that he was destitute of these, for his
versatile mind was deficient scarcely in any human power, but that his
tastes and inclinations prevented him from giving these studies that
undivided attention necessary to absolute mastership, and therefore
success. He was not zealous to join ‘‘ the ranks of the gentlemen not
over anxious for business,” for he had strong ambition to figure even as a
barrister ; and it has been said, that, with his sagacity and ready powers
of speech—though not forensic speech—if he had been early tempted
by fees, and stimulated by duty, so as to have been brought within the
challenge of competition, the energy of his nature and his deep sagn-
eity would inevitably have carried him on to triumph. Nor does this
seem doubtful, for Scott was not a shy contemplative poet, he was
essentially a shrewd man of the world, and in place of his antiquarian
predilections operating against him, they might have contributed to
his success. It is certain, however, that ho was never put into the
track, so it could not be said that he failed so much as that he really
did not seriously try.

‘Without any call from without, they, to take his mind off his old
studies, he fell back into the moshes he had woven for himself : but
his earliest efforts at authorship were ccmparatively small and desul-
tory. It seems certain that Scott was tardy in arriving at a conviction
of his powoers, and it is doubtful if he knew where they lay. His
efforls were more tentative than confident. In 1796, he published
translations of some of those ballads of Biirger, which have such a charm
for young Scotchmen,—particularly The Wild Huntsman,”—clearly
showing his preference for the snpernatural, at the same time that he was
a shrewd observer of the world. In the same department, he con-
tributed-to Lewis's *“ Tales of Wonder.” In 1798 appeared his transla-
tion of Goethe’s drama, ¢ Goetz von Berlichingen ;” and in 1799 he
wrote and made known to his friends the earliest of his greater efforts
in original poetry, the ballads of ‘‘ Glenfinlas,” ** The Eve of St John,”
and ‘“The Gray Brother.” Yet withal, though the pieces were well
veceived, he made no great progress to a high literary reputation.
Perhaps he figurcd botter as Adjutant of the Royal Mid-Lothian Regi-
ment of Cavalry, a section of the Voluuteer Militia of the time, for
which office his lameness was considered no bar, and his love of poetry
no recommendation.

‘While on a visit t¢ the English Lakes, Scott became acquainted with
Miss Mary Carpenter, daughter of John Carpenter of Lyons, and then
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an orphan, her father having fallen a victim in the hottest period of
the French Revolution. Ho married her in 1797, with consent of her
guardians, and an annuity of £200 a-year. His father’s doath noxt

.gave him a moderate patrimony : and in 1799 he obtained, through the
Duke of Buccleuch and Lord Melville, whose politics he had espoused,
the Sheriffship of Selkirkshire, an oflice involving neither responsi-
bility nor labour, with a salary of £300 a-year. Throughout his whole
Iife he was a very good cxample of the possibility of making poetry
and worldly success perfectly compatible.

During all this time, his information was increasing, and his powers
were ripening; but he did not scem to have had any intuitive concep-
tion of the form in which they ought to be applied. The best that
could be said for him was, that his inherent good sonse and independ-
ence—perhaps not less an inward consciousness of originality—pre-
vented him from following old tracks, and falling into the youthful
trap of imitation, With a wonderful memory, especially for all odds
and ends of history, scraps of tradition, and old ballads, he had been
gradually and almost unconsciously collecting a store, and he thus be-
came fitted for the task of giving to the public the poetical legends of
the Borders. In 1802, he published the first and second volumes of
¢ The Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border,” a publication which brought
him at once a distinguished reputation, not only as a curious collector
and annots.tor, but as an original ballad-writer, several of his own effu-
sions havirg formed a part of the  Minstrelsy.”

This work, which was the product of a long gathering, prosecuteq
with an cbject like that to which it was applied, was followed by anw
other, which, as respects success, was a miracle. In 1802, he had begun
to write what, in a letter to Ellis, he denominated ‘& kind of romance
of Border chivalry, in a light-horseman sort of stanza.” It seems to
have been at first intended to be a long ballad, with no higher destina~
tion than an insertion in the * Minstrelsy;” but having submitted the
MS. to some of his friends,—Jeffrey, Wordsworth, and others,—he was
induced, upon their recommendation, to extend it into the form of
an independent metrical romance. Such was the history of *‘ The Lay
of the Last Minstrel,” which became the foundation-stone of Scott’s
fame as an original poet. The sale of the book was, as we have said,
marvellous; and the spread was commensurate, not only with the
admiration and delight of the reading public, but- also with the favour
it received from the hands of the critics, at that time a surly set, envi-
ous of rising reputations. That the work really deserved all the praise
it got, there can be no doubt; for although, viewed strictly in' the
aspect of its originality, it is only in the wake of the old metrical
romances, it contained 8o many warm pictures of scenery, burned with
such a glow of bardic enthusiasm, and resuscitated so effectually the
slumbering poetical mind of the nation, that it had all the charms of
novelty., The effect was thus increased by the wakening feeling of
putprise, for the work appeared at a time when—Burns being only an
immortal memory, and the earlier volumes of Crabbe and Campbell
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viii THE LIFE OF SIR WALTER S8COTT.

simply domestic or didactic—poetry which addressed itsclf to the past
of a nation’s chivalry, was unheard of. Above all, as regarded admira
tion, the poem is a work of high art; for though there may be less
construction in it than in some of the subsequent poems, with, per-
haps, fewer grand passages and less striking imagery, it is pervaded by*
a simplicity which is a species of art itself. Lastly, it was more true
to his aim of reviving the spirit of the old knights and lovers in a form
suited to modern sympathies.

It may be worth while to give the author’s own history of this, the
first of his great poems. ¢The lovely Countess of Dalkeith, aftor-
wurds Harriet, Duchess of Buccleuch, had come to the land of her
husband with the desire of making herself acquainted with its tradi.
tions and customs. She soon heard enough of Border lore. Among
othors, an aged gentleman of property, near Langholm, (Mr Stoddart,)
communicated to her ladyship the story of Gilpin Horner, a story in
which the narrator and many more in that county were firm believers.
The young lady, much delighted with the legond, and the gravity and
full confidence in which it was told, enjoined it on me as a task to
compose a ballad on the subject. Of course, to hear was to obey ;
and thus the goblin story, objected to by many of the critics as an
excrescence upon the poem, was, in fact, the occasion of its being
written., It was, to the best of my recollection, more than a yeur
after Mr Stoddart’s visit, that, by way of experiment, I composed the
tirst two or three stanzas of ¢The Lay of the Last Minstrel.” I was
shortly afterwards visited by two intimate friends, whom I was in the
habit of consulting in my attempts at composition, having equal con-
fidenco in their sound taste and friendly sincerity. . . . . Asneither of
my friends said much to me on the subject of the stanzas I showed them
before their doparture, I had no doubt that their disgust was greater
than their good-nature chose to express. Looking upon them, there-
fore, as a failure, I threw the MS. into the fire, and thought as little
more as I could of the matter. Some time afterwards, I met one of
my two counsellors, who inquired, with considerable appearance of
interest, about the progress of the romance I had commenced, and was
greatly surprised at learning its fate. He confessed that neither hLe
nor Lis mutual friend had been at first able to give a precise opinion
of a poem so much out of the common road, but that as they walked
home together to the city, they had talked much on the subject, and
the result was an earnest desire that I would proceed with the compo-
sition. The poem being once licensed by the critics as fit for the mar-
ket was soon finished.”

After the publication of ““The Lay” in 1803, Scott’s pen xever
seased. In 1806 he collected his original compositions of the ballad
order into a small volume, with the title, * Ballads and Lyrical Pieces.”
¢ Marmion,” containing in its famous battle-scene one of the mosi
striking and spirited passages in the entire range of our poetry, came,
fn 1808, after, as he admits, great pains. Then the Annotited Works of
Dryden, in eighteen volumes, with a Tife. Next, in 1809, ¢ The State
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Papers and Letters of Sir Ralph Sadler,” in two volumes ; ana in the
sama year, Lord Somers’ Tracts, to which he contributed notes, in
twelve volumes, Amidst all which, he wrote in the dnnual Register,
a work at first edited by Mr Southey.

Not long after, appeared the poem which not undeservedly is con
sidered the finest of his poetical works,—*‘The Lady of the Luke,”%
wherein he had an opportunity to luxuriate in those descriptions of
Highland scenory which first roused the Enpglish to the beauties of
our romantic country. In 1811, appeared *‘ Don Rederick,” and in 1813,
‘‘Rokeby,” in which he tried, not ineffectually, yet bringing down upon
him the clover English “Jokeby,” to clothe southern scenery, and a tale
of the civil wars, with the charm he had so magically thrown over the
romantic features of his own country. Subsequently, in 1814, came
¢“The Lord of the Isles.” Adding one or two anonymous poems, and
taking into account his contributions to the Edinburgh Review, and
his assistance in founding its formidable rival, the Quarterly Review, we
Lave an array of works, all within the compass of a few years, which,
even with the admission that he was stimulated by the commeorcial
engagements he had formed, is nothing less than marvellous.

It became manifest, however, to himself that he had exhausted the
purse of the public with his own poetical mine, and the oxigency of
his engagoment vnth the Ballantynes stimulated him to new efforts.
These engag com d so early as 1805. His school- fellow,
James Ballantyne, was the editor and printer of a ncwspaper in
Roxburghshire, and Scott assisted him in setting up a printing estah-
lishment in Edinburgh. After lending moncy to the firm, he Lecame
o partner, as we have said, in 1805. A quarrel with his publisher,
Constable, afforded him, he thought, the means of giving to the
public a higher literature than that which best remunerates a pub-
lisher; and—which was a kind of contradiction—he thought he must
derive profit from a business guided by a man of knowledge like
himself : in short, he confounded the aspirations of an author with the
expectations of a merchant. He accordingly got Mr John Ballantyne

o be the head of a publishing establishment, as James was of & printing
one, and in this he became also a partner to the extent of a third. It
has often been a matter of surprise that a man like Scott, with his
family pride, his fame, and his money, could thus descend to mercan-
tile means of adding to his fortune. Some have excused him on the
plea that he was serving his friends, but others, more truly, seek the
reason in a love of family aggrandisewent, to which he knew money
was indispensable.

Certain it is that Scott was ashamed of this mercantile speculation.
All these arrangements were kept a profound secret—Scott being
always held up and considered by the public as the mere patron and
triend of the Bullantynes. A few years after these arrangements, Scott
commenced the second great stage of his literary progress, He was
himself the first to perceive the waning popularity of his poetry. Byron's
“Childe Haxold” had appeared two years before the publication of
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4 THE LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT,

¢ Marmion,” and the freshness and vigour of that chant, eombining,
as it did, aspecies of romance with the characters, thoughts, and feel-
ingsef a more conventional and recent age, put out for a time the
light of Scott’s rhyming chronicles. Inshort,the people were wakened
out of a dream of the past, unreal though gorgeous, and felt a relief in
receiving the impressions of actual life, sublimed by the fire of genius,
but yet a reflection of their experiences.

Scott, like a true champion, accordingly set himself to the task of
regaining his laurels in a new field. The fame he had acquired was
subject to the old law of discontent, He wished more glory, and he
also wished more gold. The one was natural and praiseworthy, the
other artificial and mean ; nor was the meanness the less that he
burned throughout his whole life to be the lord of broad acres and the
founder of a great Border family. All his tendencies were towards the
great; and though his good heart could not cast off the humanities, it
is to be feared that his general bonfommie was simply condescension,
stimulated by prudence. From this passion nothing would divert
him; but he could not hope to gratify it from his own ordinary means,
though his appointment as one of the clerks of the Court of Session
added nearly £1300 a-year to an income already great; and hence his
ardour to enter upon a new mine, In 1805, while engaged on “ Mar-
mion,” he had begun a novel, under, it is sometimes said, the stimulus
of the example of Miss Edgeworth, but threw it aside, and it is said
to have lain in a barrel for years. He added two volumes to it in the
ocourse of three weeks, in 1814, and published it anonymously in the
autumn of that year, under the name of “ Waverley ; or, 'Tis Sixty
Years Since.” For twelve successi ve years the Waverley Novels were
showered forth in quick successicn,  Eighteen novels appeared from
1815 to 1825. Tt is scarcely necessary at this day to speak of worka
which are known all over the. world, and the merits of which have be-
come a proverb, indicating almost insuperable excellence. Nor would
it be easy to speak of them so as not to appear tedious, for their quali-
ties are so varied in character, construction, sentiment, pathos, and
humour, that they represent the workings of one of the most fruit-
ful of minds in aﬂnost every aspect towards the physical world and
human nature.

The year 1825 was the last year of the prosperity of this extraordi-
naryman,—a termination to a long course of success, Wehavelooked
principally to his literary life; but his career had many otherlights and
shadows. In 1811, he purchased a farm on the banks of the Tweed,
naming it Abbotsford, whereon having erected a cottage, he began to

uire land round it, till he was proprietor of a considerable estate.
This property, or most of it, was bought at extravagant prices, at a
time when he was under the passion of his old idea of territorial
sggrandisement; and his well-known sagacity in bargain-making was
reduced to little better than persuasions to induce people toaccept his
money for what, in some cases, was not half the value of what he
offered, Next came the great baronial residence, built at a fabulow
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expense, and then the filling it with antiquarian and historical rolics,
brought together with persevering industry, and at great sacrifices.
The place became ashow, and at the same time a kind of hostelry, where
the greatest men in Europe were proud to be received, and partake.of
the princely hospitalities of the Great Unknown. In all this, there
was just that amount of folly where passion degenerates into weakness,
and God’s blessings are transmuted into worldly idols. In 1820, he
received the baronetcy for which he sighed, as an aristocratic badge to
complete the foundation of the new Border family; and in the follow-
ing year, he figured impassionately, if not nervously, as the director
of the whimsical pageantry in celebration of George the Fourth’s visit
to Scotland. The money he spent in all these displays was enormous;
nor could he ever have been reconciled to such outlay, except from the
conviction that his genius was a mine upon which he could draw when
he pleased. He forgot that nature has certain boundaries ; or rather,
being Breater than nature, he thought he could overleap them. Even
some of the people in the neighbourhood of Abbotsford shook their
heads; and Mr John Mercer, an adjacent proprietor, whose property
was envied, told Sir Walter that ‘‘he wouldna be surprised if he lived
to see the craws bigging in the braw lum-heads.”

Meanwhile Fate was busy with her ordinary adjustments of eccentrio
decorations. Before this period, the Messrs Ballantyne were tottering,
and they were brought to the ground in 1826 by the failure of Con-
stable’s house, with which they were deeply involved. The dis.
closure of Sir Walter’s concealed partnership followed of necessity,
and his liabilities were found to amount to nearly £150,000. Now the
better mun emerged from the dream of grandeur and pride, displaying
his old courage and real high-mindedness. He refused to be a party to
a composition, or to accept of any discharge, and pledged himself to
devote his whole subseguent life to hard labour for the purpose of pay-
ing off his debts. This pledge he actually redeemed; but it cost him
dear, for the hard toil brought his life to a termination long before
nature’s time. A great part of the debt wws satisfied during his life,
and the balance was paid by his executors; but there was littlo left to
maintain the dignity of the new family. One main source in bringing
about this result was the Collected Edition of his Works, with the per-
sonal notes he furnished to it. He also brought out & new wmeries of
writings, which, though clearly indicating decay, and one or two not
of a high order, will slways be viewed with respect from the very cir-
cumstances which produced them. ¢ Woodstock” was published in
1826, realising £8000, at the very height of his difficulties and
anxiety, Afterwards came the  Life of Napoleon,” which, however,
was partly written before the bankruptcy; then, in succession, the
“Tales of a Grandfather,” the first and second series of the * Chron-
icles of the Canongate,” *‘ Anne of Geierstein,” a History of Scotland
for Lardner’s “ Encyclopedia,” two dramas, and “ Ietters on Demon-
ology.” In 1831 were first seen the indications of the failure of the
active intellect, in *Count Robert of Paris? and *‘ Castle Dangerous.”
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Sir Walter had, in 1830, been struck by paralysis, which came back
wore than once. Having been prevailed upon to pause from labour,
he'doparted, in September 1831, for the Continent, of which he had
been allowed by his avocations to see but little. In November, he
arrived at Malta, where orders were given by tho Governor that every
attention should be paid to the poet,—an unnecessary injunction, for
every one seemed anxious to render him honour. He arrived at Naples
on the 17th of December, where by the English residents he was re-
ceived with marked attentions, and afterwards presented at Court.
He next went to Pompeii, where he viewed with much interest the
splendid mosaic representation of a combat of the Greeks and Persians;
and then, very deliberately, the various antiquities in detail, In the
library, to which he next went, he was surroundod by the literati,
who showed him all the curiosities of that wonderful collection.
He next proceeded to Rome, where he visited St Peter’s and other
remarkable places, and got offered to him the free use of mu-
seums and libraries, of which he could now make small use. Hav-
ing crossed the Appenines, he arrived at Venice on the 19th; and,
having stayed there for a short time, went to Frankfort; whence
he embarked in a Rhine boat; but, on going down the river, he had
snother attack of apoplectic paralysis. On reaching London, he was
put to bed, and attended by Sir Henry Halford, and other physicians,
who some time after consented to his removal to Scotland. On arriving
at Newhaven, he was slung ashore in his carriage, totally helpless, and
with his mind so entirely gone that he had sunk to worse than
second childhood; yet on arriving at the scene of all his former glory—
Abbotsford—*‘ his dogs having assembled round him, and begun to
fawn upon and lick his hands, he alternately sobbed and smiled over
them, till sleep oppressed him.” For four or five days after his arrival,
he was wheeled about the house and garden. On the 16th, he remained
in bed ; and, though probably no better, he, on the 17th, desired to be
placed "at his desk. KHis desire was complied with; the pen was put
into his hand, and dropped from utter ma.bxhty to hold it. He became,
shortly afte\, unconscious; and died, in the midst of his children, on
the 21st of September, in the sixty-second year of his age,

Though Scott was a man far easier to be understood than Byron, it has
always remained a wonder why one with his breadth of mind, modera-
tion of manner, and eclat of genius, could ever have been precipitated
Into his wild ambition to be great in mere conventional distinctions of
rank. The wonder is, at best, very unnecessary, if applied to an ex-
ception from general laws ; for we have only to remember that a ruling
passion is irrespective not only of the prudence which lies in moders-
tion, but even of those qualities which are the very opposite of the
dominant desire. No man could inculcate the virtues of moderation
and humility better than Scott, if he did not even look them better
than any other men; but all this was the mere overlaying of the in-
ternal fire; and how that came in that shape to be there, is Just one of
the mysteries of man’s being.
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W#IE LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT, xiil

By this passion hung all his imperfections. 'We are, and cught, to
be, like every Scotchman, and oll true lovers of literature, slow’ in
making deductions from such a character. And, therefore, without |
any further addition to this brief sketch, we shall only say in conclu-
sion, that, take Sir Walter Scott all in all it will be lnng hefore wr
shall sen hm like sgninu
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THE LAY
THE LAST MINSTREL
» % Poem.
N S8IX CANTOS.

TDum reiego, seripesse pudet; quia plurima cern
Me quogue, qui feci, judice, dignalini,’




et

T
LOR RIGHT HONOURABLE

CHARLES, EARL OF DALKEITH,

THIS POEM IS INSURIBED BY THE AUTHOR.

PREFACE TO THE FIRST £DITION, 1805,

Tug Poem now offcred to the Public is intended to {llustrate the custom,
and manners which anciently prevailed on the Borders of England and Scot-
land. The inhabitants, living in a state partly pastoral and partly warlike,
and combining habits of constant depredation with the influcnco of a rude
spirit of chivalry, were often engaged in highly sptible of pooticil
o.mament. As the deseription of scenory and manners was more tho object
of the Authoy, than a combined and regular narrative, the plan of the sncient
metrical romaneo was adopted, which allows greater Iatitude, in this respect,
than would be consistent with the dignity of a reguiar poem. The same model
offered otl.cr facilitios, as it permits an occasional alteration of measure, which,
in some degree, authorises the changes of rhythm in the text. The machinery
also, adopted from popular belief, would have seemed puerileina poem, which
did not pirtake of tho rudeness of the old Ballad, or Metrieal Romance.

For theso reasons, the "ocm was put into the mouth of an ancient Minstrel,
the Inst of the vaco, who, as he is supposed to have survived the Revolution,
might have eaught somcwhat of the refinement of modern poetry, without
losing the simplicity of his original moedol, The date of the tale itself is about
the middloe of the sixtcenth century, when most of the persenages actually
tlourished. The time occupted by $he action is three nizhts and three days.
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INTRODUCTION.

THE way was long, the wind was cold
The Minstrel was infirm and old ;

His withered cheek, and tresses gray,
Seemed to have known a better day;
The harp, his sole remaining joy,

Was curied by an orphan boy

T'he last of all the Bards was he,

Who sung of Border chivalry ;

For, well-a-day! their date was fled,
His tuneful brethren all were dead ;
And he, neglected and oppressed,
‘Wished to be with them, and ab rest,
No more, on prancing palfrey borne,

He carolled, light as lark at morn ;

Mo longer, courted and caressed,

High placed in hall, a welcome gnost,
Ho | poured, to lord and lndy gay,

The unpremeditated lay

Old times were ch.mged "0l m:mors gone; |
A stranger filled the Stuarts’ thycue ; ]
The b]f'ots of the iron time

Had called his harmless art a crimo.

A wandering harper, scorned and poor,
He begged his bread from door to door ;
And tuned, to please a peasant’s ear,
The harp a ng had loved to.hear,

He passed where Newark’s sta.tely tower
Looks out from Yarrow’s birchen bower :
The Miunstrel gazed with wishful eye—
No humbler restmf'-place was nigh.
‘With hesitating step, at last,

The embattled port'.d arch he passed,
‘Whose ponderous grate, and massy Lar,
Had oft rolled back the tide of war,
But never closed the iron door

Against the desolute and poor.

The Duchess * marked his weary pace,
His timid mien, and reverend face,

! Anne, Duchess of Buccleuch and M th, represontative of thoanclent
words of Bucelench, and widow of the unfortunate Jawes, Duke of Monmouth,

who was beheuded in 1685.
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LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL

CANTO FIRST.

L
TaE feast was over in Rranksome tower,
And the Lad{e had gone to her secret bower ;
Her bower, that was guarded by word and by spell,
Deadly to ixear, and deadly to tell—
Jesu Maria, shield us welll
No living wight, save the Ladye alone,
Had dare. cross the threshold stone.

II.
The tables were drawn, it was idlesse all;
Knight, and page, and household squire,
Loitered through the lofty hall,
Or crowded round the ample fire.
The stag-hounds, weary with the chase,
Lay stretched upon the rushy floor,
And urged, in dreams, the forest race,
From Teviot-stone to Eskdale-moor.

.
Nine-and-twenty knights of fame
Hung their shields in Branksome Hall ;
Nine-and-twenty squires of name nt."n
Rrought them their steeds. owerde stall ;
Nine-and-twenty v3omen tall
‘Waited, dutrous, on them all:

They were il knights of mettle true,
Kinsmen to the bold Buccleuch.

.
Ten of them were sheathed in stee!
‘With belted sword and spur on heel ;
They quitted not their harness bright,
Neither b{&dag, nor yet by night:
They lay down to rest
‘With corslet laced,
Pillowed on buckler cold and hard;
They carved at the meal

‘Wi m of steel,
And they the red wine through the helmet barred.




CANTO L]

LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL.

v.
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 cf steel, I trow,
And with Jedwood-axe at saddle-bow :
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, armed, g night ¢
They watch, to hear the blood-hound baying
They watch, to hear the war-horn braying ;
To see St George’s red cross strearing,
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 Warkworth, or Naworth, or merry Carlisl2

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 er war;
‘When the streets of hi%h Dunedin *
Saw lances gleam, and falchions redden,
And heard the slo%m’n + 'd?id}zlre]l—
Then the Chief of Branksome fell,

Vi

Can piety the discord heal,

Or cs%‘,mh the death-feud’s enmity?
Oan Chiristian 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 Ettricke boasts the line of Scotb,
The slaughtered chiefs, the mortal jar,
The havoo of the feudal war,

Shall never, never be forgot!

* Edinburgh,
+ The war-cry, or gathering word, of a Border clan,




TAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL. [cANTO 1.

IX,
In sorrow, o’er Lord Walter’s bier
The warlike foresters had bent,
And many a flower, and many a tear,
Qld Teviot’s maids and matrons lent :
But o’er her warrior’s bloody bier
The Ladye dropped nor flower nor tear!
Vengeance, eeE-brooding o’er the slaiu,
Had locked the source of softer wae,
And burning pride, and high disdain,
Forbade the rising tear to flow;
Until, amid his sorrowing clan,
Her son lisped 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 slaughtered 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 altered eye
Dared she to look for sympat] ry
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.

XL

Of noble race the Ladye came

Her father was a clerk of fame,
Of Bethune’s line of Picardie:

He learned the art, that none may name,
In Padua, far beyond the eea.

Men said, he changed his mortal frame
By feat of magic mystery,;

For when, in studious mood, he paced
St Andrew’s cloistered

His form no darkening shadow traced
TUpon the sunny wall}

xfr,
And of his skill, as bards avow,
He taught that Ladye fair,
Till to her bidding she could bow
The viewless forms of@¢fer,

~teagm
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All Joose her negllmt attire,
All loose her golden har,
Tiung Margaret o’ex her siaughtered sire,

And wept 1 wild despair.
Page
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LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL,

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 scaur’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?

X1,
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 pear,
And looked forth to view the night;
But the night was still and clear!

X, -
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 oi{vlirit of the Flood that spoke,
And he called on the Spirit of the Fell.
XV.
RIVER SPIRIT.
¢ Sleepest 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 morrice pacing,
To aérial minstrelsy,
Emerald rings on brown heath tracing,
Trip it deft and merrily.
Up, and mark their nimble feet}
Up, and list their music sweet 1”
XVIL
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,
en shall cease these feudal jars?
‘What shall be the maiden’s fate?
‘Who shall be the maiden’s mate?”
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XVIL
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;

T11 niay I read their high decree: -
But no kind influence deign they shower
On Teviot’s tide, and Branksome’s tower,

Till pride bo quelled, and love be free,”

XVl

The unearthly voices ceased,

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 La.d]g::;s bower,

And it rung in the Ladye’s ear.
She raised her stately head,

And her heart throbbed fxigh with pride :—
*Your mountains shall bend,
And your streams ascend,

Ere Margaret be our foeman’s bride!”

XIX.
The Ladye 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 mogg: T, the boy
The trungheon of a spear bestrode,
And ro e hall, right merrily,

In mimic foray rode.
Even bearded kniﬁhts, 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 warriors prophesi
How the brave boy, in future war.
Should tame the Unicorn’s pride,
Exalt the Crescents and the Star.

XX,
The Ladye forgot her purpose high,
e moment, and no more;

One moment gazed with a mother’s eye,

As she paused at the archéd door:
Then, from amid the arméd train,
She called to her William of Deloraine.

“XXI, .

A stark moss-troopi::lg Soot was he,
As ¢’er couched Border lance by knee :

loAXTO T.
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Through Solway sands, through Tarras moss.
Blindfold, he knew the paths to cross;
wily turns, by desperate bounds,

ad baffled Percy’s best blood-hounds;
In Eske, or Liddel, fords were none,
But he would ride them, one by one;
Alike to him was time, o1 tide,
Decembeér's snow, or July’s pride;
Alike to him was tide, or time,
Moonless inidnight; 6 iﬁ'@'iﬁ"rime 5
Steady of heart, and stout of hand,
KFéver drove prey from Cumberland ;
Five times outlawed had he been,
By England’s king and Scotland’s queen.

XX1.
“Sir William of Deloraine, good at need,
Mount thee on the wightest steed ;
S}\are not to spur, nor stint fo ride,
Unuatil thou come to fair T'weedside ;
Aud in Melrose’s holy pile
Seek thou the Monk of St Mary’s aisle.
Greet the father well fforrme ;
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 8t 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.

XXIII
¢What he gives thee, see thou keep ;
Stay not thou for food or sleep :
Be 1t scroll, or be it book,
Into it, knight, thou must not look ;
If thou readest, thou art !
Better hadst thou ne’er been born.”
“Q switl: d my dappl teed
swiftly can speed my dapple-gray steed,
‘Which drinks of the ’iyeviot clear ;
Ere break of day,” the warrior ‘gan say,
¢ Again will here:
And safer by'none may thy errand be done,
Than, noble-dame, by me;
Letter nor line know I never a one,
‘Were’t my neck-verse at Hairibeo,”
XXV.
Soon in his saddle sate he fast,
And soon the steep descont he passed,
Soon crossed tﬁ‘l%‘ﬂh‘dfﬁ{barbwan,*
And soon the Teviot side he won,
Eastward the wooded path he rode ;
Green hazels o’er his basnet nod :

* The defence of the outer gate of a foudal castle.

1
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He the Peel * of Goldiland,

And crossed old Borthwick’s roaring strand ;
Dimly he viewed the Moat-hill’s mound,
‘Where Druid shades still flitted round 3

In Hawick twinkled many a light ;

Behind him soon they set in night ;

And soon he spurred his courser keen
Beneath the tower of Hazeldean,

XXVI.
The clattering hoofs the watchmen mark ;— :
¢ Stand, ho! thou courier of the dark.”
““ For Branksome, ho |” the knight rejoined,
And left the friendly tower behind.
H&aAigldl:ned’gl;x; ;aoml from Ieﬁc;ii;si]ide,
gui e tinkling
Northward the dark ascent dud ride,
And gained the moor at Horsliehill 5
Broad on the left before him lay,
For many a mile, the Roman way.*+

XXVII.

A moment now he slacked his speed,
A moment breathed his panting steed ;
Drew saddle-girth and corslet-band,
And loosened in the sheath his brand.
On Minto-crags the moon-beams fglint
‘Where Barnhill hewed his bed of flint ;
‘Who flung his outlawed limbs to rest,
‘Where falcons 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 ;

Qliffs which, for many s later iea.r,

The warbling Doric reed shall hear,

‘When some sad swain shall teach the grove,
Ambition is no cure for love.

ey

XXVIIIL.
Unchallenged, thence passed Deloraine
To ancient Riddell’s fair domain,

‘Where Aill, from mountains freed,
Down from the lakes did raving come ;
Each wave was crested with tawny foam,

Like the mane of & chestnut steed.

In vain! mno torrent, deep or broad,
Might bar the bold moss-trooper’s road,

XXIX,
At the first gunge the horse sunk low,
ﬁlﬁg th:h w¥ r lgrok:ig'erlthe saddle-bow
wve the foaming tide, I ween,
Scarce half the cha.rger’; neck was seen 3

* A border tower. i
t Ananclent Roman road crossing through part of Roxburghshire
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JANTO L] LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL.

For he was barded* from counter to tail,
And the rider was armed complete in maif;
Never heavier man and horse
Stemmed 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 gained the fandi -place.
XXX,
Now Bowden Moor the marchman won,
And sternly shook his plumdd head,
As glanced his eye o’er Halidon ;°
For on his soul the slaughter red
Of that unhallowed 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
Reeked on dark Elliot’s Border spear.

XXXT.
In bitter mood he spurréd fast,
And soon the hated heath was passed;
AnQ far beneath in lustre wan,
Old Melros’ rose, and fair Tweed ran:
Like some tall rock, with lichens gray,
Seemed, dimly huge, the dark Abbaye.
‘When Hawick he passed, had curfew rung,
Now midnight lauds} 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 wakened by the winds alone.
But when Melrose he reached, *twas silence all:
He meetly stabled his steed in stal
And t the convent’s lonely wall,

Hnmxcﬁpamd the harp ; and with its swell
The Master’s fire and courage fell :
Dejectedly, and low, he bowed,

And, gazing timid on the crowd,

He seemed to seek, in every eye,

If they approved his minstrelsy ;

Anxd, diffident of ﬁresent praise

Somewhat he spoke of former (iays,

And how old age, and wandering long,
Had done his hand and harp some wrong.

The Duchess, and her daughters fair,
And every gentle ladye there, .
* Or barbed, applied to a horse accoutred with defensive armour.

4 An ancient seat of the Kerrs of Cessford, now derolished.
§ The midnight service of the Catholic Church.
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Each after each%in due degree,
Gave praises to his melody;

His hand was true, his voice was clear,
And much they longed the rest to hear.
Encouraged thus, the Aged Man,

After meeot rest, again began.

CANTO SECOND.

| 8
Ir thou wouldst view fair Melrose aright,
Go visit it by the pale moonlight ;
For the gay beams of lightsome day
Gild, but to flout, the ruins gray.
When the broken arches are black 1n night,
And each shafted oriel glimmers white;
When the cold light’s uncertain shower
Streams on the ruined 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 ruined pile;
And, home returning, soothly swear,
‘Was never scene so gad and fair!

. .
Short halt did Deloraine make there,
%it,f{f ;:ckelc‘l’ hl? 1?1: thetshcene. 8](: ft‘mé
i ger’s on the et strong,
He struck full loud, and sﬁ&m long.
The porter hurried to the snte——
¢ Who knocks so loud,; and knocks so late ?”- -
“From Branksome I,” the warrior cried ;
And straight the wicket opened wide :
For Branksome’s chiefs in battle stood,
To fence the rights of fair Melrose ;
And lands and livings, many a rood,
Had gifted the shrine for their souls’ vcgose
ur.,
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 archéd cloisters‘ far and wide,
Rang to the warrior's clanking stride;
Till, stoopinﬁllow.his lofty crest,
He entered the cell of the ancient priest.
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And lifted his barred aventayle,*
To hail the Monk of St Mary’s aisle.

Iv.
¢The Ladye of Branksome greets thee by me:
Says, that the fated hour is come,
And that to-night I shall watch with thec,} .’
To win the treasure of the tomb.”—
From sackeloth couch the Monk arose,
‘With toil his stiffened limbs he reared ;
A hundred years had flung their snows
On his thin locks and floating beard.

V.
And strangely on the Knight looked he,
And his blue eyes gleamed-wild and wids ;-
¢ And, darest thou, warrior! seek to see
‘What heaven and hell alike would hide?
My breast, in belt of iron pent,
ith 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 kvwwing what should ne’er be known.
‘Wouldst thou thy every future year
In ceaseless prayer and penance drie,
Yot wait thy latter end with fear—
Then, daring warrior, follow me.”

VI.
¢ Penance, father, will I none;
Prayer know | hardiy one;
For mass or prayer can i rarely tarry,
Snve 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.”—

VIL
Again on the Knight looked 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,
‘Whore, cloistered round, the garden lay ;
The pillared arches were over their head,
And their feet were the bones of the dead.

VITL
Spreading herbs, and flowerets bright,
istened with the dew of night ;
Nor herb, nor floweret, glistened there,
But was carved in the cloister-arches as frir

* Visor of the helmet.
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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 5lowing north.
So had he seen, in fair Castile,
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 entered now the chancel tall 3
the darkened roof rose high aloof

On pillars, lofty, and light, and small;
The key-stone, that locked each ribbed aisle,
Was a fleur-de-lys, or a quatre-feuille;
The corbels * were carved grotesque and grim
And the pillars, with clustered shafts so trim,
With base and with capital flourished around,
Seemed bundles of lances which garlands had bound.

X.
Full many a sg%heon and banner, riven,
Shook to the co ni%ht-wind of heaven,
Around the screenéd altar’s pale;
And there the dyinﬁ lamps did burn,
Before thy low and lonely urn,
O gallant Chief of Otterburne,
d thine, dark Knight of Liddesdale!
O fading honours of the dead!
O high ambition, lowly laid!
. XL
The moon on the east 2!1?1 shone,
Through slender shaft »f shapely stone,
By foliaged combined ;
Thou wouldst have thought some fairy’s hend,
"T'wixt poplars straight the osier wand,
In many a freakish knot had twined ;
Then framed & spell, when the work was done,
And changed the willow-wreaths to stone.
The silver light, so pale and faint,
Showed many a prophet, and ma.nﬁ\saint,
‘Whose image on the glass was dyed ;
Full in the midst, his Cross of
Triunapha.nt Michaekbrandishéd,
And trampled the Apostate’s pride.
The moon-beam kissed the holy Fa.ne,
And threw on the pavement & bloody stain.

ttish m
* The projections from which the arches spring, usually cut in a fantastic

XTI,
They sate them down on a marble stone,
A Seotti slept below ;
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Thus spoke the Monk in solemn tone: -
I was not always a man of woe;
For Paynim countries I have 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.

xm.

¢In these far climes, it was my lot
To meet the wondrous Michael Scott;

A wizard of such dreaded fame,
That when, in Salamanca’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.
X1V,
‘When Michael lay on his dying bed,
His conscience was n.wakenédy;m
He bethought him of his sinful deed,
And he gave me a sign to come with speed :
I wag 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 thid Abbaye’s massy nave,
And pile it in heaps above his grave.

XV.
‘T 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 %uried him on St Michael’s night,
‘When the bell tolled one and the moon was bright ;
And I dug his chamber among the dead,
‘When the floor of the chancel was stainéd red.
That his patron’s Cross might over him wave,
And scare the fiends from the Wizard’s grave.

XVI.
Tt was a night of woe and dread,
‘When Michael in the tomb I laid!
Strange sounds along the chancel passed,
The banners waved without a blast,”—
Still spoke the Monk, when the bell tolled one! -
T tell wu that a braver man
Than William of Deloraine, googd at need,
Against a foe no’er spurred a stead : B

17




18

LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL. [canto 1

Yot somewhat was he chilled with dread,
And his hair did bristle upon his head.

XVIIL,
“T.0, Warrior! now, the Cross of Red
Points to the grave of the mighty dead.
‘Within it burns a wondrous light, -
o chase the spirits that love the night:
That lamp shall burn unquenchably,
Until the eternal doom shall be.”—
Slow moved ihe Monk to the broad flag-stone,
‘Which the bloody Cross was traced upon :
He pointed to a secrot nook ;
An iron bar the Warrior took H
And the Monk made a sign with his withered hand.
The grave’s huge portal to expand.

XVvII,
‘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-dml;s 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,
Streamed upward to the chancel roof,
And through the galleries far aloof |
No earthly flame blazed e’er so bright :
It shone like heaven’s own blessed light,
And, issuing from the tomb,
Showed the Monlk’s cowl, and visage pale,
Danced on the dark-brow’d Warrior’s mail,
And kissed his waving plume.

XIX.
Before their eyes the Wizard lay, .
As if he had not been dead a day.
Ilis hoary beard in silver rolled,
He seemed some seventy winters old ;
A palmer’s amice wrapped him round,
‘With a wr )panish 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 unruffied was his face :—
They trusted his soul had gotten grace.

XX,
Often had William of Deloraine
Rode through the battle’s bloody plain,
And trampled down the warriors slain,
And neither known remorge or awe;
¥Yet now remorse snd awe he owned :
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"His breath came thick, his head swam round,

‘When this strange scene of death he saw.
Bewildered and unnerved he stood,
And the priest prayed fervently and loud :
‘With eyes averted prayéd he; .
He might not endure the sight to see,
Of the man he had loved so brotherly.

XXI.
And when the priest his death-prayur had prayed,
Thus unto Deloraine he said :—
‘“Now, speed thee what thou hast to do,
Or, Warrior, we may dearly xme ;
For those, thou mayst not look upon,
Are gathering fast round the in.wning stone |”
Then Deloraine, in terror, too
From the cold hand the Mighty Book,
‘With iron clasped, and with iron bound :-~
He thought, as he took it, the dead man frowned ;
But the glare of the sepufchra.l light,
Perchance had dazzled the Warrior's sight.

XXIT,
‘When the huge stone sunk o’er the tomb,
The night returned 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 passed,
They heard strange noises on the blast;
And through the cloister-galleries small,
‘Which at mid-height thread the chancel wall,
Loud sobs, and laughtar louder ran,
And voices unlike the voice of man;
As if the fiends kef)t holiday,
Decause these spells wer= brought to day.
I cannot tell how the trush may be;
I say the tale as *twas said 1x me.

XXOI.
¢ 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 returned him to his cell,
And mony 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 clasped fast, as if still he prayed.

XXIV, -
fhe Knight breathed free in the morning wind,
And strove his haxdihood to find :
He was glad when he passed the tombstones gray,
‘Which girdle round the fair Abbaye ;

.
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For the Mystic Book, to his bosom presscd,
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 gray ;

He joyed to see the cheerful light,

And he seid Ave-Mary, as well as he might.

XXV,

The sun hud brightened Cheviot gray,

The sun had brightened 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 wakened every flower that blows;
And peeped forth the violet pale,

Aud spread her breast the mountain-rose.
And lovelier than the ross so red,

Yet paler than the violet pale,
She early left her sleepless bed,

The fairest maid of Teviotdale.

XXVI.
‘Why does fair Margaret so early awake,
And don her kirtle so hastilie ;
And the silken knots, which in hurry she would make,
‘Why tremble hor 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 blood-hound,
As he rouses him up from his lair ?
And, though she passes the gostern alone,
‘Why is not the watchman’s bugle blown ?

XXVIIL.
The Ladye steps in doubt and dread,
Leost her watchful mother hear her tread ;
The Ladye 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 Henty, her own true knight,

XXVIIL
The Knight and Ladye fair are met,
And uncfer the hawthorn 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 riband pressed;

® A mountain on the border of England, above Jedburut.
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‘When her blue eyes their secret told,

Though shaded by her locks of gold—

‘Where would you find the peerless fair,

With Margaret of Branksome might compurs |

XXIX.
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 amelting 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 blushed, and how she sighed,
And, half consenting, half denied,
And said that she would die a maid :—
‘Yet, might the bloody feud be stayed,
Honry of Cranstoun, and only he,
Margaret of Branksome’s choice should be.

XXX.
Alas! fair dames, ﬂour hopes are vain!
My harp has lost the enchanting strain;
ts lightness would my age reprove:
My hairs are gray, my limbs are old,
My heart is dead, my veins are cold :—
{ may not, must not, sing of love.

XXXI.
Beneath an oak, mossed o’er by eld,
The Baron’s Dwarf his courser held,

And held his crested helm and spoar:
That Dwarf was scarcely 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,

Ho heard a voice cry, ‘ Lost! lost! lost!”

And, like tennis-ball by racket tossed,

A loap, of thirty feet and three,

Made from the gorse this elfin shape,"

Distorted like some dwarfish ape,

And lighted at Lord Cranstoun’s knee.
Lord Cranstoun was some whit dismayed ;
"T'is said that five good miles he rade,

- To rid him of his com; a.nti;

But where he rode one mile, the Dwarf ran four,
Aud the Dwarf was first at the castle door.

XXXII,
lessens maxvel, it is said.

eIvish Dwarf wi n stayed ;
Little he ate, and less he spoko,
Nor mingled with the menial flock;
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And oft apart his arms he tossed,

And often muttered, ¢ Lost! lost! loat}
He was waspish, arch, and litherlie,
But well Lord Cranstoun servéd he:

And he of his service was full fain;

For once he had been ta’en or slain,

An’ it had not been his ministry.
All between Home and Hermitage,
Talked of Lord Cranstoun’s Goblin Pago.

XXxxnr.
For the Baron went on pilgrimage,
Ar.d took with him this elvish Page,
To Mary’s chapel of the Lowes:
TFor there, beside our Ladye’s lake,
An offering he had sworn to make,
And he would fpay his vows,
But the Ladye of Branksome gathered a band
Of the best that would ride at her command;
The trysting place was Newark Lee.
Wat ol en came thither amain,
And thither came John of Thirlestane,
And thither came William of Daloraine ;
They were three hundred spears and three.
Through Douglas-burn, up Yarrow stream,
Their Dhorses prance, their lances gleam.
They came to St Mary’s lake ere day ;
But the chagel was void, and the Baron away.
They burned 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 gricks 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 grovo
Flew liko 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 grecn.

WHILE thus he poured the lcngthened tale,

The Minstrel’s voice began to fail :

Full glily smiled the observant page,

And gave the withered hand of age

A goblet, crowned with mighti' wine,

The blood of Velez’ scorchéd vine.

He raised the silver cup on high,

And, while the big drop filled his eye,
*Wood Pigeon.
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Praxed God to bless the Duchess long,
And all who cheered a son of song.

The attending maidens smiled to see,

How long, how deep, how zealously,

The precious juice tho Minstrel quatfed ;
And he, embeldened by the draught,
Looked gaily back to them, and laughed.
The cordial nectar of the bowl

Swelled his old veins, and cheered his soui;
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 m{ blood was cold,

And that my kindly fire was fled,

And my poor withered heart was dead,
And that I might not sing of love ¥—

How could I to the dearest theme,

That ever warmed a minstrel’s dream,
So foul, so false, a recreant prove !

How could I name love’s very name,

Nor wake my harp to notes of flame !

1L
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 dee%:he tender scene,
He rode through Bran
But the Page shouted wild and shrill—
And scarce his helmet could he don,
‘When downward from the shady hill
A stately knight came Yricking on.
That warrior steed, so dapple-gray,
‘Was dark with sweat, and splashed with clay;
His armour red with many o stain :
He seemed in such a weary }ilight,
As if he had ridden the live-long night *
For it was William of Deloraino,

v,
But no whit weary did he seem,
en, dancing in the sunny beuir,

ome’s hawthorus groen.
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He marked the crane on the Baron’s crest ;*
For his ready spear was in his rest.
Few were the words, and stern and high,
That marked the foemnn’s feudal hate ;
For question fierce, and proud reply,
(ave signal soon of dire debate.
Their very coursers seemed to know
That each was other’s mortal foe;
And snorted fire, when wheeled around,
To give each knight his vantage-ground.

' V.
In rapid round the Baron bent;
He sighed a sigh, and prayed a prayer:
The pgyef Was % fis lpskro' ng SaIft,~
The sigh was to his ladye fair.
Stout Deloraine nor sighed, nor prayed,
Nor saint, nor ladye, called to aid;
But he stooged his head, and couched his spear,
And spurred his steed to full carcer.
The meeting of these champions proud
Seemed 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 moYe avail,
Pierced through, like silk, the Borderer’s mail;
Through shield, and jack, and acton, passed,
Deep in his bosom broke at last.—
Still sate the warrior saddle-fast.
Till, tumbling in the mortal shock,
Down went the steed, the girthing broke,
Hurled on a heap lay man and horse.
The Baron onward passed his course ;
Nor knew—so giddy rolled his brain—
His foe lay stretched upon the plain.

VIL

But when he reined his courser round,
And saw his foeman on the ground

Lie senseless as the bloody clay,
He bade his page to stanch the wound.

And there beside the warrior stay,
And tend him in his doubtful state,
And lead him to Branksome custle-gate :
His noble mind was inly moved
For the kinsman of the maid he loved.

* Tho erest of the Cranstouns. in allusion to their name, is a crano dormant,
nolding & swne 1n his foot, with an emphatic Border motte~~*‘Thou shalt
wane eve I want.”
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“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.”—
b

VIIL.
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 marvelled, & knight of pride
Like a book-bosomed priest should ride :
He thought not to search or stanch the wound,
Tntil 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 clasps, that iron band,
‘Would not yield to unchristened hand,
Till he smeared 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 feil,
So fierce, it stretch 1m on the plain,
Beside the wounded Deloraine.
From the ground he rose dismayed,
And shook his huge and matted head ;
One word he muttered, 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 smeared with Christinu goce,
Shut faster than they were before,
He hid it underneath his cloak.—
Now, if you ask who fave the stroke,
T cannot tell, so mot I thrive;
1t was not given by man alive,

* A shephoerd’s buk
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XI.
Unwillingly himself he addressed,
To do his master’s high behest :
He lifted up the living corse,
And laid it on tho weary horse 3
Heo led him into Branksome hall,
Before the beards of the wardors all ;
And each did after swear and say,
There only passed 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 o%«:néd,
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 welled freshly from the wound

XII.

Ashere d the outer court,

He spied the fair young child at sport :

He thought to train hira to the wood ;

For, at a word, be it understood,

He wag always for ill, and never for good 3

Seomed 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.
bl

X1

He led the boy o’er bank and fell,
Until they came to a woodland brook ;
The running stream dissolved the spell,
And his own elvish shapo he took.
Could he have had his Pleasure vilde,
He had crippled the joints of the noble child ;
Or, with his fingers Jong and lean,
Had strangled him in fiendish spleen :
But his awful mother he had in dread,
Axd also his power was limited ;
So he but scowled on the startled child,
And darted through the forest wild;
The woodland brook he bounding crossed,
Axnd laughed, and shouted, ““Lost] lost] lost|”—

XIV.
Fall sore smazed at the wondrous change,
And fnl'fhtened, 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 & lilye flower ; -

) * Magio.
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And when at length, with trembling
He sought to find where Bra.nksomm;",
He feared to see that grisly face
Glare from some thicket on his way,
Thus, starting oft, he journeyed 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-mouthed bark
Comes nigher still, and nigher ;
Bursts on the path a dark bloodhound,
His tawny muzzle tracked the ground,
And his red eye shot fire.
Soon as the wildered 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 glowed ’twixt fear and ire,
He faced the bloodhound manfully,
And held his little bat on high;
So fierce he struck, the dog, afraid,
At cautfous distance hoarsely bayed,
But still in act to sprinﬁr;
When dashed an archer through the glade,
And when he saw the bound was stayed,
He drew his tough bow-string ;
But a rough voice cried, * Shoot not, boy !
Ho | shoot not, Edward—'tis a boy !”
L XVI.
The speaker issued from the wood,
And checked his fellow’s surly mood,
And quelled 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 tlear,
No archer bended bow.
His 8 hair, shorn round and close,
Set off his sun-burned face;
Old England’s sign, St George’s cross,

His barret—ca%dld fnce; )
His bugle-horn hung by his side,
All in a wolf-skin baldric tied ;
And his short falchion, sharp and clear,
Had pierced the throat of many a deer.
' XVII
His kirtle, made of forest green,
Reached scantly to his knee:

o
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And, at his belt, of arrows keen
A furbished sheaf bore he;
His buckler scarce in breadth a span,
No longer fence had he;
He never counted him a man
‘Would strike below the knee;
His slackened bow was in his hand,
And the leash, that was his bloodhound’s band.

XVIIL.
He would not do the fair child harm,
Rut held him with his goworful arm,
That he might neither fight nor flee;
For when the Red-Cross spiéd he.
The boy strove long and violently.
“Nyw, by 8t George,” the archer cries,
“ Edwa.nf, 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;
Angd, 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 eve? Scott from Eske to Tweed;
And, if thou dost not let me go,

Despite thi arrows, and thy bow,
I’ll have thee hanged to fecd the crow!”—

XX,

¢ Gramerey, 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 1t make them work upon the Border,
Meantime, be pleased to come with me,
For good Tord Dacre shalt thou ses ;
I think our work is well begun,
‘Whon we have taken thy father’s son.” -~

b L\ A
Although the child was led away,
In Branksome still he seemed 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 oun.f Buccleuch
He pinched, and beai‘: and overthrew;
Nay, some of them he well nigh slew.
Ho tore Dame Maudlin’s silken tire;
Aud, as Sym Hall stood by the fire,

o
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He lighted the match of his bandelier,*
And woefully scorched the hackbutteer.t
It may be hardly thought, or said,

The mischief that the urchin made.

Till many of the castle guessed

That the young Baron was possessed !

XXII.
Well I , the charm he held
The noble ye had soon dispelled ;
But she was deeply busied then
To tend the wounded Deloraine.
Much she wondered to find him lie,
On the stone threshold stretched along;
She thought some spirit of the sky
Had done the bols moss-trooper wrong,
Because, despite her precept dread,
Porchance he in the Book had read;
But the broken lance in his bosom stood,
And it was earthly steel and wood.

XXII.
She drew the splinter from the wound,
And with a charm she stanched the blood ;
She bade the gash be cleansed and bound :
No longer by his couch she stood ;
But she has ta’en the broken lance,
And washed it from the clotted gore,
And salved the splinter o’er and o’er.
‘William of Deloraine, in trance,
‘Whene’er she turned it round and round,
Twisted, as if she galled 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.
Vull long she toiled ; for she did rue
Mishap to friend so stout and true.

XXIV,
So passed the day—the evening fell,
"T'was near the time of curfew bell ;
The air was mild, the wind was calm,
The stream was smooth, the dew was balm :
F’en the rude watchman, on the tower,
Enjoyed and blessed the lovely hour.
Far more fair Margaret loved and blessed
The hour of silence and of rest,
On the hish turret sitting lone,
She waked at times the Iute’s soft tone ;
Touched a wild note, and all between
Thought of the bower of hawthorns green.
Her folden hair streamed free frem band,
Her fair cheek rested on her hand,
Her blue ei'en sought the west afar,
For lovers love the western star,

v

{4 Mugketeer.
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XXV.
Is yon the star, o’er Penchryst Pen,
Thyn.t rises slowly to her ken,
And, spreading broad its wa.verin%llig'nt,
Shakes its loose tresses on the night?
Is yon red glare the western star?—
0, 'tis the beacon-blaze of war!

Scarce could she draw her tightened breath.

For well she knew the fire of death !

XXVI.
The Warder viewed it blazing strong,
Aud blew his war-note loud and long,
Till, at the high and haughty sound,
Rock, wood, and river rung around.
The blast alarmed 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 tossed,
‘Were in the blaze half seen, half lost ;
And spears in wild disorder shook,
Tike reeds beside a frozen brook.

XXVIT,
The Seneschal, whose silver hair
‘Was reddened by the torches’ glare,
Stood, in the midst, with gesture proud,
And issued forth his mandates loud :—
“ On Penchryst glows a bale of fire,

[canTo 12

And three are kindling on Priesthaughswire ;

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 blnzing bale,
Elliots and Armstrongs never fai
Ride, Alton, ride, for death and life,
And warn the warden 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 clamour dread,
The ready horsemen sprung ;
And trampling hdofs, and iron coals,
And leaders’ voices, mingled notes,
And out! and out!
In hasty rout
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The horsemen galloped forth ;
Dispersing to the south to scout,

And east, and west, and north,
To viow their coming enemies
And warn their vassals and allies.

XXIX.
The ready page, with hurried hand,
Awaked the need-fire’s * slumbering braud,
And ruddy blushed the heaven :
For a sheet of flame, from the turrot high,
Waved 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 ;
Euch after each they glanced to sight,
As stars arise upon the night.
They gleamed on many a dusky tarn,+
Haunted by the lonely earn ;I
On many a cairn’s gray iyra.mid,
‘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 ceaseless sound of steel;
The castle-bell, with backward clang,
Sent forth the larum peel ;
‘Was frequent heard the heavg 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 wi : from the sleepless ward ;
‘Whil& ed by the endless din,
Bloodhound and ban-dog yelled within.

XXXI,
The noble Dame, amid the broil, N
Shared the gray Seneschal’s high toil,
And spoke of danger with a smile ;
Cheered the young knights, and counsel sage
Held with the chiefs of riper age.
No tidings of the foe were brought,

+ Nor of his numbers knew they aught,

Nor in what time the truce he sought.

Some said, that there were thousands ten;
And others weened that it was nought

But Leven clans, or Tynedale men,.

+ A mountain laze

* Beacon,
1 A Boottish cagle. § Make readv.
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Who came to gather in black mail ;*
And Liddesdale, with sﬁﬁﬂ"ﬂm‘}‘
Might drive them lightly back again.

So gassed the anxious night away,
And welcome was the peep of day.

CrAsED the high sound—the listening throug
Apﬁla.ud 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 1—

¢ Ay! once he had—but he was dead |”
Upon the harp he stooped his head,
And busied himself the strings withal,
To hide the tear, that fain would fall,
In solemn measure, goft and slow,
Arose a father’s notes of woe.

CANTO FOURTH.

' I
SwEET Teviot! on thy silver tide

The glaring bale-fires blaze no more ;
No longer steel-clad warriors ride

Along thy wild and willowed shore ;
‘Where’er thou wind’st by dale or hill,
All, all is peaceful, all is still,

As if thy waves, since Time was born,
Since first they rolled upon the Tweed,
Had only heard the shepherd’s reed,

Nor started at the bugle-horn.

I

Unlike the tide of human time,

‘Which, though it change in censeless flow,
Rotains each grief, rotains each crime,

Its earliest course was doomed to know.
And, darker as it downward buars,
Is stained with past and l?reusem: toars.

Low as that tide has ebbed with me,
Tt still reflects to memory’s eye
The hour, my brave, my only bay,

Fell by the side of great Dundee.
‘Why, when the volleying musket played

t the bloody BZ'ghiaud blade,

hy was not I beside him laid |—
Enough—he died the death of fame ;
Enough—he died with conquering Grema.

* Protcet Y cted by froeboot
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Im.

Now over Border dale and fell,

wide and far was terror sproad ;
For pathless marsh, and mountain cau’.

The peasant left his lowly shed.

The frightened flocks and herds wers pond,
Beneath the peel’s rude battlement ;
And maids and matrons dropﬁed the tear,
While ready warriors seized the spear.

m me’s towers, the watchmar's oy¢
Dun wreaths of distant smoke can spy,
‘Which, curling in the rising sun,

Showeci southeru ruvage was begun.

Iv.
Now loud the heedtul gate-ward crield—
““ Prepare ye all for blows and blowd !
‘Watt Tinlinn, from the Liddel-side,
Comes wading through the flood.
Full oft the T{nedale snatchers kunock,
At his lone gate, and prove the lock;
Tt was but Iast $t Barnabright
They sieged him a whole summer night,
But fled at morning ; well they knew,
In vain he never twanged the yew.
Right sharp has been the evening shower,
Eﬁt tli’rove hfin_lﬁflrc’a,ntlhhis Iéi;ldel aowgr];
y my faith,” the -waxrd siic
4T think *fwill prove a %a.tden- il 1 *

v.

‘While thus he spoke, the bold yeoman
Entered the echoing barbican.

He led & small and shaggy nag,

That through a bog, from hag to hag,¥
Could bound like any Bilhope stag.

It bore his wife and children twain;

A half-clothed serf was all their train

His wife, stout, ruddy, and dark-browed,

Of silver brooch and bracelet proud,
Laughed to her friends a.mc;xﬁ; the crowd.
He was of stature ing tall,

But s formemd ean withal :

A battered morion on his brow;

A leathern jack, as fence enow,

On his broad shoulders loosely hung ;

A Border-axe behind was slung ;

His spear, six Scottish ells in longth,
Seemed newly %yed with gore ;
His shafts and bow, of wondrous strength,
‘ His hardy partner bore.

# An inroad commanded by the Warden in person.
t The brokon ground in a bog. ) 0
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VI

Thrs to the Ladye d!d Tinlinn show

The tidings of the English foe ;:—

¢ Belted Will Ho is marching here,

And hot Lord Dacre, with many & spear.

‘And all the German hagbut men,

Who have long lain at Askerten :

They crossed the Liddel at curfew hour,

And burned my little lonely tower ;

The fiend receive their souls therefor!

It had not been burned this year and more.
-yard and dwelling, blazmg 'bnght

Barve to guide me on my fligh

But I was chased the hve-lo mght

Black John of Akeshaw, and Fergus Greeme.

Fast upon my traces came,

Until T turned at Pnesthaugh-Scrogg,

And shot their horses in the bog,

Slew Fergus with my lance outright—

T had him long at high desplbei ,

He drove my cows last Fastern’s night.”

VI
N ow weary scouts from Liddesdale,
hu.rryinﬁ in, confirmed the tale ;
Asfn.rnst eycoul dJll dge by ken
Three hours would bring to Teviot’s strand
Three thousand arméd Englishmen,—
Meanwhile, full many & warlike band,
From Teviot, Alll and Ettricke shade,
Came in, their Ohief’s defence to aid.
There was saddling a.nd mounting i m lmste,

There was okm% Yer moor and lee ;
- He that was ﬁwt at the trysting place,

‘Was but lightly held of his gay ladye.

VIIL

'i‘ri;m fair 8% MAGry s msger cvi:avd ey helght
m dreary Gtamescleuch’s dus!
His ready lances Thirlestane bmve eIt
Arrayed beneath a banner brj
The tressured fleur-de-luce he ¢

- To wreathe his shield, since roya.l J'ames,

Encamped by Fala’s mossy wave,
The proud dxstinctl gave,
For faith ’mid feu
What time, save Thlrlestane alone,
Of Scotland’s stubborn barons none
‘ould march to southern wars ;
And hence, in fair remembrance worn,
Yon sheaf of spears his crest has borne ;
Hence his high motto shines revee.led,—-
“Ready, aye ready.” for the field '
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IX.
Anp aged knight, to danger steeled,
‘With many a moss-trooper came on ;
And azure in a golden fiel
The stars and crescent graced his shield,
‘Without the bend of Murdieston.
Wide lzz his lands round Qakwood tower,
And wide round haunted Castle-Ower ;
High over Borthwick’s mountain flood,
His wood-embosomed mansion stood ;
In the dark iglen, so deep below,
The herds of plundered ngla.nﬁ low;
His bold retainers’ daily food,
And bought with danger, blows, and blood,
Marauding chief ! his sole delight
The moonlight raid, the morning fight ;
Not even the Flower of Yarrow’s charms,
In youth, might tame his rage for arms ;
And still, in age, he spurned at rest,
And still his brows the helmet pressed,
Albeit the bleachéd locks below
Were white as Dinlay’s spotless snow :
Five stately warriors drew the sword
Before their father’s band ;
A braver knight than Harden’s lord
Ne'er belted on a brand.

X.

Scotts of Eskdale, a stalwart band,

Came trooping down the Todshaw hill ;
By the sword they won their land,

And by the sword they hold it still.
Hearken, Ladye, to the tale
How thy sires won fai Eskdale.—
Earl Morton was lord of that valley fair,
The Beattisons were his vassals there.
The Earl was gentle, and mild of mood,
The vassals were warlike, and fierce, and rude ,
High of heart, and haughty of word,
Little thez,reckod of o tame liege-lor¢
The Earl to fair Eskdale came, .
Homage and seignory to claim :
Of Gilbert the Galliard, a heriot* he sought,
Saying, * Give thy best stecd, as a vassal ought,”—
¢ Dear to me is my bonny white steed,
Of# has he helped me at pinch of need ;
Lord and Earl though thou be, I trow,
I can rein Bucksfoot better than thou.”—
‘Word on word gave fuel to fire,
Till so highly blazed the Beattison’s ire,
But that the Eaxl the flight had ta’en,
The vassals there their lord had slain.

* The feudal -superior, in certaln cases, was entitled to the best herse of
the vassal, in name of H.’eme, or Horemeld.
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Sore he plied both wlnp and spur,

As ho urged his steed through Eskdale muir;
And it fell down a weary weiﬁl‘lst,

Just on the threshold of Branksome gate.

X1,
The Earl was a wrathful man to see!
Full fain avengéd would he be,
In haste to Branksome’s Lord he spoke,
Saying, ¢ Take these traitors to thg yoke;
For a cast of hawks, and a purse of gold,
All Eskdale I’ll sell thee, to have and hold :
Beshrew thy heart, of the Beattisons’ clan,
If thou leavost on Hske a landod man !
But spare Woodkerrick’s lands aloue,
For he lent me his horse to escape upon,”—
A glad man then was Branksome bold,
Down he flung him the purse of gold ;
To Eskdale soon he spurred amain,
And with him five hundred riders has ta’en.
He left his merry men in the mist of the hill,
And bade them hold them close and still;
And alone he wended to the plain,
To meet with the Galliard and all his train,
To Gilbert the Galliard thus he said :—
¢ Know thou me for thy liege-lord and head;
Deal not with me as with Morton tame,
For Scotts play best at the roughest game.
Give me in peace my heriot due,
Thy bonny white steed, or thou shalt rue.
If my horn I three times wind,
Eskdale shall long have the sound in mind,”-

X1,
Lomllf the Beattison laughed in scorn :—
¢ Little care we for thy winded horn,

Ne'er shall it be the Galliard’s lot,

To yield his steed to a hwibti Scott.

‘Wend thou to Branksome back on foot,

‘With rusty spur and miry boot.”—

He blew his bugle so loud and hoarse,

That the dun deer started at fair Craikeross ;

He blew again so loud and clear,

% “rough the gray mountain-mist there did lances appeax ;
Axd the third blast rang with such a din,

That the echoes answered from Pentoun-linn,

And all his riders came lightly in,

Then had ‘{lou seen a gallant shock,

‘When saddles were emptied, and lances broke!

For each scornful word the Galliard had said,

A. Beattison on the field was laid,

His own good sword the chieftain drew, :

And he bore the Gallisord through and through ;

‘Where the Beattisons’ blood mixed with the rili,

The Golliard’s Haugh men call it still, .
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The Scotts have scattered the Beattison clan,

In Eskdale they left but one landed man.

The valley of Eske, from the mouth to the source,
‘Was lost and won for that bonny white horse.

X111,
‘Whitslade the Hawk, and Headshaw came,
And warriors more than I msi name;
From Yarrow-cleuch to Hindhaugh-swair,
From Woodhouselie to Chester-glen,
Trooped man and horse, and bow and spear:
Their gathering word was ‘‘ Bellenden 1”
And better hearts o’er Border sod
To siege or rescue never rode.
The lye marked the aids come in,
And high her heart of pride arose:
She bade her youthful son attend,
That he might know his father’s friend,
And learn to face his foes,
$The boy is ripe to look on war;
I saw him draw a cross-bow stiff,
And his true arrow struck afar
The raven’s nest upon the cliff;
The Red Cross, on a southern breast,
Is broader than the raven’s nest;
Thou, Whitslade, shall teach him his weapon to wield,
And o’er him hold his father’s shield.”—

XIV.
Well may you think, the wily Page
Cared not go face the Ladye sage.
He counterfeited childish fear,
And shrieked, and shed full many a tear,
And moaned and plained in manner wild,
The attendants to the Ladye told,
Some fairy, sure, had changed the child,
That wont to be so free and bold,
Then wrathful was the noble dame;
She blushed blood-red for very shame :(—
““Hence! ere the clan his faintness view;
Hence with the wenkling to Buceleuch I-—
‘Watt Tinlinn, thou shalt be his guide
To Rangleburn’s lonely side,—
Sure some foll fiend has cursed our line,
That coward should &’er be son of mine|”

XV,
A heavy task Watt Tinlinn had,
To guide the counterfeited lad.
Soon as his palfrey felt the weight
Of that ill-o; elvish freight, _
He bolted, sprung, and reared amain,
Nor heeded bit, nor curb, nor rein.
It cost Watt Tinlinn mickle toil
To drive him but & Scottish mile ;
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But, as a shallow brook the, crossed,
Thee%,amidthe ing s A

His ﬂgu.re changed, like form in :iream,l
And fled, and shouted, ‘‘ Lost! lost! lost!”

Full fast the urchin ran and laughed,
But faster still a cloth-yard shaft
‘Whistled from startled Tinlinn’s yew,
And pierced his shoulder through and through.
Although the imp might not be slain,
And though the wound soon healed again,
Yet, as he ran, he yelled for pain ;
And Watt of Tinlinn, much aghast,
Rode back to Branksome fiery fast.

XVI
Soon on the hill’s steep verge he stood,
That looks o’er Branksome’s towers and-waod ;
And martial murmurs, from below,
Proclaimed the approaching southern foe.
Through the dark wood, in mingled tone,
‘Were Border-pipes and imgles blown
The coursers’ neighing he could ken,
And measured tread of marchi