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HARDYKNUTE.
A HEROIC SCOTTISH BALLAD.

“The incomparable beauties of this Ballad, and the favour-
able reception which the firft part hath always met with
from the lovers of ancient poetry, have induced the

\Editor here to give the tragedy complete. Certain,
+hat while it crnaments his Colledtion, it muft alfo en-
c

tertain the reader. Though the firft part has been of
pretty long {tanding 1n the Jiterary world, itis believed
few have hitherto had the pleafure of perufing the fe-
cond,---for which we are indebted to the judicious Com-~
o piler of the Scottifh Tragic Ballads, who hath had the
" honour of fnatching this valuable remains from the jaws

of Oblivion, and tranfmitting to pofterity the firlt com-

plete copy.

STATELY flept he eaft the wa’,

* And ftately ftept he weft;

Full {eventy yeirs he now had fene,

. With fcerce fevin yeirs of reft.

He livit whan Brifon’s breach of faith
. Wrocht Scotland meikle wae,

w2 yiy .

Britons. 'This was the common name which the Scots
avre Le t el AP W 3 4 3

gave the Englith ancieptiy, as may be {een in old poets.
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And aye his fword tauld to-their coft,
He was their deidly fae.
Il
Hie on a hill bis caflle flude,
With halls and touris a hicht ;
And guidly chambers fair to {ee,
Whar helodgit mony a £nicht.
His dame fae peirlefs anes, and fair,
For chafte and bewtie {ene,
Nae marraw had in a’ the land,
Save Margaret the quene,

IS

His caflle flude. About a mife and a half northof Kil
burnie, Hardyknute’s Caftle ftands on that ridge of hill; |
which ftretches to the weft and nerth of that village
From the thicknefs of itswalls, and its being acceflible o |
one fide only, it appears to have been a place of confider- |
able ftrength. The ruins of this Edifice are {een ata greu
diftance from the fouth-weft champain country. It is now |
called Glen-Garnock Caftle on account of its peculiar fit
ation.

: Knichts. Thefe knights were only military officers at-
tending the Earls, Barons, &c, as appears from the hifto-
ries of the middie ages.

Save Margaret the quene, She was the eldeft daughter
of Henry 111 the King, and Eleanor the Queen of Eng-
land ; and was confidered the moft beautiful woman of
that age, as appears from the frequent allufions made to
her in the writings of thefe times, particularly in theold
hiftorical Scottith Ballad of Sir James the Rofe, written
long after the era of Hardyknute. 1In that Ballad, the
author, to extol the beauty of Matilda, daughter of Lord
Buchan, the Miftrefs of his hero, draws'the following con-
trafl per poetica licentia.

¢ The fair Matilda dear he lov'd,
“ A maid of beauty rare,

¢ Even Margaret on the Scottsth throne,
 Was never half fo fair.”

S —

e .~ e

|
|
|
|
f
:
|
|




3
15l
vl thirtein {ons to him fhe bare,
§ All m 10{\““0“. {tout
I ]\ luidy ficht, with muxdm hand,

ne io‘tt ‘Lhcn ll\’ﬁb bOL (.om“ -
Ny

'feu yit remal in’d ; lang mote they live
b ‘fand by ;Legc and land':

}i’c wa lbt i

e D

r bare to ; airly fair,
T‘neir Giter iaft and dier,
{le fhaw’d her middle jimp
And '.fo\“den olift ‘her h(.h.
What waefou wae her bewtie bred !
Waefou to young and "md,
Waefou 1 trow to kyth and ki,

As ftory ever t'uud.

The King of Norfe in {ummer tide,
Puft up with po'm and micht,
Landed 1n fair Scotland th :
Wi’ mony a hardie knicht .

1t is very probable that the Queen was alfo called Ele-
anor, after her mother, for a great number of commen
editions has it * Save Elenor the Queen.
Fairly. This name {feems likewife of Saxon orxgm,
There 15 2 (mall ssland and @ rivulet in Cunningham {till,

called Fairly Isle and Fairly Burn.

73

* On the ﬁl‘l of Auguf 1263, Hacquin V, King cf
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The tidings to our gude Scots king §-
Cam as he {at at dyne,

With noble chiefs in brave array,
Drinking the bluid-red wyne.

VI. t

¢ T'o horfe, to horfe, my royal liege !
¢ Your faes ftand on the ftrand ;

¢ Full twenty thoufand glittering {peirs
¢ The chiefs of Norfe command.’

« Bring me my fteid, Page, dapple gray.”
Qur gude king raife and cry’d :

A truftier beaft in a’ the land, i

A Scots king nevir {eyd.

Norway, with a Fleet of 160 Sail, came to Ayr, a mar 'f

time town of Kyle, where he landed 20,000 men. &

Hacquin pretended that the caufe of the war, was, on |

account of the Islands of Bute, Arran, aud both th: B8
Cumbraes, which were never reckoned amongft the /Ebu |

dz ; which had been promifed to his anceftors by Donall
Bane, and were not yet put into his hands. .

Hacquin took Bute and Arran, and reduced their cal-
tles before he met with any oppofition. Then making:
defcent into Cunningham, the next continent over againf |
Bute, on that part of it called Largs, was there encout- |

tered and defeated by the Scottifh army, which eagerly B
purfued the Norwegians till night ; and the whole countryl :
between the Largs and Ayr, was ftrewed with ther B
slaughtered carcafes. There was slain in this battle fixten B

thoufand of the Norwegians, and five thoufand of the

Scots. .
+ Alexande IIT. King of Scotland, (

————

-
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B Cae” little Page ¢ tell Hardyknutey’
Wha lives on hill fae hie,

B « To draw his fword, the dreid of faes,
g‘ ¢« And haite and follow me.”’

?é The little Page flew f\’f as dart,

et
)

¢
o

Q Arm ®

1§ 5
1.0ord Hardyknute,

own, i.0rc
2 V‘\ ’

in harm.

F‘ - .} '_l" o) 2 '8 B 1+ o1~
7 Hlﬂg Dy Nni1s maiwici

P oot
¢« Cum down, cum

o

;x\.

¢ And rede your
of chivalry were of

The Pages in the perioCs
ere firft deno-

Puge.
The young Warriors w

honourable account,

minated pages.
Hardyknute. This name is of Danifh derivation, and
@ fignifies CANUTE THE STroNG. It appears to have been
B conferred on Alegander Stewart, or Alexander, Lord
High St ward of Scotland, on account of his great valour.
.t at the battle of the Largs,
led the right wing of the
ious victory which the
.t of Norway, by which

Abercrombie fays, th
Alexander Stewart commani

Scottith army, and that the glor

B Xing of Scotiand obtained over the
@ a final period was put to the northern iavafions, was un-
y and good conduét of

‘r’g Joubtedly owing to the great braver
& IHardykuute.

8 Thiugh Hardyknute poflefled a large paternal inheri-
§ tence, yet the King of Scots rewazrded his fignal {ervices,
.t the battle of the Largs, by a grant of the barony o

Garleys, in the Stewartry of Kirkcudbright, dated 3d of

November 1263.
Hardyknate, befides being a great warrior, was a very
pious man, according to the religion in fafhion in thofe

days. He made fome eminent pilgrimages to Jerufalem
and he ratified the donacions of his anceftors to the Ab-
hacy of Paisley, and he was an eminent benefaétor to the
faid Abbacy befides : from all which, (fays Abercrombie)
we may conclude, that he was the greateft, and probably

the beft fubje in thofe days.
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The filken cords of twirtle twilt
Were plet with filver thene ;

And apron fet with mony a dye
Of neidle-wark {ae rare,

Wove by nae hand as ye may guefs,
Save that of Fairly fair.

XV.

And he has ridden our muir and mofs,
Our hills and mony a glen,

Whan he cam to a wounded knicht,
Making a heavy mane ;

¢ Here maun I lye, here maun I dye
¢ By treacheries faufe gyles;

¢ Witlefs I was that eir gave faith
¢ To wicked woman’s fmyles.’

XVI.

“¢ Sir knicht, gin ye werein my bouir,
¢¢ To lean on filken feat,

¢¢ My lady’s kyndlie care you’d pruve
¢ Wha neir kend deadly hate ;

¢¢ Hirfell wald watch ye all the day
¢¢ Her maids at deid of nicht;

¢¢ And Fairly fair your heart would cherr,
¢ As fhe ftands in your ficht.

Fairly fair. Working at the needle, &c. was reckon-
ed an honourable employment by the greatelt ladies of

thofe times.
Sir Knicht. The addition of Sir to the names of knights

was in ufe before the age of Edward I. and was taken
from Sire, which in old French fignifics Seignieur or Lord.

[ 7o be continued. ]

F. Neilfon, printey
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CONTINUATION OF

HARDY KNUTE. .

|

| 'Swyth on the hardend clay he feli,
Richt far was heard the thud;

But Thomas luk’d not as he lay
All waltering in his blude. *

* The description here given of a battle, though per
haps not the moft fublime, it is the moft animated and in-
| terefting to be found in any poet. It yields not to Oflian
for lively painting, nor to any in Homer for those littie
| anecdotes -and strokes of nature, which are fo defervedly
admired in that mafter. ¢ Poetry and Rheteric, * fays
¢ the author of an Enquiry into the origin of cur Ideas of
the Snublime and Beautiful, do not succeed in exacl
defcription fo'well as Painting does; their bufinefsis to
affeé rather sympathy than imitation; to difplay rather
the effe& of things on the mind of the speaker, or of
others, than to present a clear idea of the things them-
selves. Thisis their moft extenfive province, and that
in which they succeed the belt/ |
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THe hleiding corps of warriours lay,: -
Neir to arife aganc:.

Neir to return to native land;
Na mair wi blyth{um founds

To boaft the glories of that day,
And fhaw their fhynand wounds.

XXXIX,
On: Noraway’s coafl the widow’d dame

NMay w(y% the rock: ai teirs,

May lang luke owwr the Shiplefs feas
Before ber mate afipears

Ceife, Fmma, ceife to hope. in vain,
T hy lord lyes in ihe clay ;

The valiant Scots nae rievers thole
To carry lyfe away.

Nae echo herrd in drub'e dints,
Neor the lang winding horn,

N2e ma'rscho blew out braid as <cho
Did ¢n that fimomer’s morn.

On Noravay's coast 8¢ | Thefe verfles are in the fineh
fivie of Ballad poetry. 'They have heen well imitated by
» modern writer, who feems indebted, for the beflt (trokes
of his firt production, to a tafte for fuch compofitions;

Ye dames of Denmark! even for you I feel,

Wha fadly fitting on the {ea beat-fhore,

Long lock for lords that never (hall return,
Doucras, A& IIl.

Ma'calm Lainy E«q. in his Hiffory of Scotland vol. 11,
page 424, Lond. e lir. 1800, in difputing on the authen-
ticity of OTin’s poems, fays that « The Apoftrophe to
the maid of lniltore—moeep on thy. rock of roaring Twindsy
0 maid r:f Trictore? 53:1!7"'}1 fair head over the wawves: ‘/f
is fallen ! tby vouth is lotw: pale beneath the Jword, of Lu
thuling 18 borrowed trom Hardiknute.”
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There on a lee, whar ftands a crofe

et up for monument, ,
Thousands fu ferce, that fimmer’s day,

Till’d kene Wars black intent.

Let Scots, while Scots, praile Hardykﬁutt?p

Let Norfe the name aye dreid
Aye how he faucht, aft how he fpaird

Sall lateft ages reid .

b § 5
The weftlin wind blew loud and chil,

Sair beat the heavy fhouir,

Mirk grew the nicht ere Hardyknute

Wan neir his ftately touir ;

s touir that us’d wi torches bleife

To fhyne fae far at nicht
Seim’d now as black as mourning weid

Naze marvel {air he fich’d

X LI,
& There’  naelicht inny lady’s bouir
& There s nae licht in-my ba ;

Seim'd noww as black as mourning fwez'd.] [t was ancients
ly the cuftom on any mournful event, to hang the caftle
gates with black cloth. Thisis alluded to here, and more
parti(u‘.arly.mcntioned in an excellent modern Ballad en-
titled Tue BirTH OF ST, GiorGE, which difplays ne
mean knowledge of the manners of chivalry 3

But when he reach’d his caftle pate,
His gate was hung with black.
Percy’s Religues of Ancient Poctry, Vol. 1'1. p. 222.

There's nae lieht in 7Y lady’s bouir ¥¢ | Ma colm Laing
Efq. in his D {Tertation o Ossia N's PoeMms, (Hiftery « £
Scotland, wvol 1l P- 418.) fays, Of the lefler poems,
Oithena opens with +he conclufion of Hardiknute ; There
is o sound in the bally no leng flreaming beam of light comes
trembling through the g:’oom.”
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Mhe Borm Fgrew ry fe throuch a’° the lift
The rattling thunder rang
"{'he black rain thour’d, and lichtning gleng
Tlieir haraifine alang
A NGIT
What feir poficft their'bodine breefls
i Whan,- bj the g.loor:ny g':n.;ii',
i'he caftle ditch wi deid bodies
They faw was fill’d out owr !
Quoth Hardyknute ¢ T wold-to Chryfte
¢ The Norfe had wan the day,
“ Sae 1 had kiept at hame but anes,
“ Thilk bluidy feats to fay.”
XL VIIL,
Wi fpeid they paft, and fune they recht
T'he bafe-courts founding bound,
Deip groans fith heard, and throuch the mirk
Lukd wiftfully around.
The moon, frae hind a {able cloud,
Wi fudden twinkle fhane, :
Whan, on the cauldrif eard, they fand
1he gude SirMordac layn.
v, O, W
Befprent wi gore, frae helm to {pur,
Was the trew-heartit knicht :
Swyth frae his fleid fprang Hardyknute,
Muvit wi the heavy ficht,
¢ O fay thy mafter’s fheild in weir,
* Hisfawman in the ha,
“% What hatefu chance cold hae the pouir
¢¢ T'olay thy eild fae law?"’
LZ0 be continued. ]

Fo Nevdson, Lr inter.
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N LXXII.
P The gallant Thomas rofe hedeen
| His richt of age to picid :
Ay 1 Rothfay fhawd his ftrenthie {peir :
And Malcolm mein’d his {peid.
-f~ '- ‘My fons your ft tryie i gz. dly {ee,
R ¢ DBut it fall neir be fayen,
«That Hardyknute {at 1n his ha,
¢ And heird his {on was flayen,
I XXI1I.
B ¢ My lady deu, y2 neid na feir;
s The richt is 02 our fyde :
yne 1iding wit' rxdxt' frawart hafle
Naepi,yn ald he byde.
B Thelady fat heavy mude,
j ®  heir tunefu march to heir,
1\ hile, far ayont her ken, the found.

Nae mair mote roua her eir.
LLXXIV.

O hae ye fein fum gliterond toulr,
Wi mirrie archers crownd,

Wha vaunt to fee chenr trembling fae
Keipt frae their cotntrie s bound®
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Pound was lord Draffan for the feche,
Whan lo ! his Fairly deir

Ran frae her hie bouir to the ha,
Wi a’ the {peid of feir,

X xr

I XXXIT,
Lin as the rudie tar o’ morn
Peirs throuch a cloud of dew,
Sae did fhe feim, as roun his neck
Her fnawy arms fhe threw.
¢ O why, Owhy, did Fairly wair
¢ Un thee her thouchtlefs luve ?
¢ Whafe cruel heart can ettle aye
¢ Her fathers dethe to pruve I’
LXXXIL,
And firft he kifs’d her bluming cheik,
Zind {yne her bofom deir ;
Then fadly ftrade athwart the ha,
And drapd ae tendir teir,
‘¢ My menie heid my words wi care,
“ Gin ony dare to flay
““ Lord Hardyknute, by hevin I {weir
“ Wi lyfe he fall nae gae.”
LXXXIV,
‘My maidens bring mybridal gown,
¢ I little trew’d yestrene,
To rife frae bonny Draffan’s bed,
His bluidy dethe to fene.’
Owr Nethan’s weily ftreim he far’d
Wi feiming ire and pryde ;
Hisblafon, glifterand owre his helm,
Bare Allan by hig fyde,

e
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Attein the b ’r*'ivi:; plain,

Richt {une the bugils blew, and lan

" 18
And blutdy was the fray;

7

Eix hour ofndm,, that elric tyde,
Had hundreds tint their d;y.
LXK VE
Like becon bricht at deid of niche,
Tllp michty chief muvit on ;
His bafnet bl uﬁng to the fun,
Wi deidly lichtning fhene.
Draffan he focht, wihim at anes
To end the cruel ftryfe ;
But aye his {peirmen thranging round
Forefend their leiders lyfe.
LXXXV'T
The winding Clyde wi valiant bluid
Ran reiking mony a mile ;
Few stude the faucht, yet dethe alane
Cold end their irie toil.
¢Wha flie, 1 vow, fall frae my fpeir
¢ Recetve they dethe the dreid !I”
. Cry’d Draffan, as alang the plain
He fpurd hisbluid-red fteid.
LXXXVIIL,
Up to him fune a knicht can prance,
A grath’d in filver mail :
“ Lang have I focht thee throuch the field,.
¢ This lance will tell my tale.”




«s Oh! king of hevin, what'feimly {peich
¢s A featour’s lips can fend !
¢s And art thou he wha baith my {ons

s« Brocht to a bluidy end?
ROV

«.Hafte, mount t}.] fteid, or I sall icht
¢¢ And meit thee onthe plam -

¢ For by my forbere’s faul we neir
¢« Sall part till ane be {flayne.”

« Now mind thy aith,” {fyne Draffan flout
To Allan loudly cry’d,

Wha drew the fhynand blade bot dreid
And perc’d his mafter’s fyde.

XCVIT.

Law tothe eard he bleiding fell,
And dethe {une clos’d his eyne.

¢ Draffan, till now I did naken
‘¢ I'hy dethe cold muve my tein.

¢« T wold to Chxyﬁe thou valiant youth,
¢« Th uwert 1n lyfe again

¢ May ili befa my rutbkfs wrauth

“ fhat brocht thee to fic pain !
XCVIitL,

¢ Fairly, anes.a’ my joy and pryde,
« Now a’ my grief and bale

¢ Ye maun wi haly maidens byde
«¢ Your deidly faut to wail,

¢« To [colm beir ye Draffan’s corfe
¢ And dochter anes fae deir,

¢¢ Whar fhe may pay his heidlefs luve
« Wi mony a meurnfu teir.”

-y

F. Neilson, printery, Laisley.
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LXXII.
The gallant Thomas rofe bedeen
His richt of age to pleid :
And Rothfay fhawd his ftrenthie {peir :
And Malcolm mein’d his {peid. :

‘My fons your fir }i L gladly fee,

¢ But 1t {all neir be ;'(ZI:{':,;‘;
‘"’f"z:t Hardyknute fat in his ha,
¢ And heird his an was {layens
LEXXIIL

¢ My lady den‘, ye neid na feir;
¢ The richt is-on our {yde :

syne rifing with richt frawa rt halle
Nae pariy waid he byde.

The lady fat in heavy mude,
Their tunefu march to heir,

While, far ayont her ken, the found
Nae mair mote roun her eir.

LXKIV

O hae ye fein fum gliterand touir,
Wi mirrie archers crownd,

Wha vaunt to fee their trembling fe
Keipt frae their countrie’s bonnd ?

S s«&&“n
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Sic aufum ftrenth fhawd Hardyknute ;
Sic feimd his ftately meid !
Sic pryde he to his menie bald,
Sic feir his {aes he gied.
LXXY.
Wi glie they paft owr mountains rude,
Owr muirs and mosses weit ;
Sune as they faw the rifing {un,
On Draffan’s touirs it gleit. emmme
O Fairly fair I marvel fair
That featour eer ye lu’d,
Whafe treafoun wrocht your father’s bale,

And fhed your brither’s blude !
LXXVI.
The ward ran to his youthfu lord,

Wha fleip’d his bouir intill ;

Nae time for fleuth, your raging fae’s
¢Far doun the weftlin hill.

*And by the libbard’s gowden low
¢ In his blue banner braid,

¢ That Hardyknute his dochter {eiks,
¢ And Draffan’s dethe, I rede.’

LXXVII

“Say to my bands of matchlefs micht,
“ Wha camp law in the dale,

¢ T'o buik their arrows for the fecht,
‘¢ And ftreitly gird their mail.

‘ Syne meit me heir, and wein to find
¢ Nae juft or tourney play ;

¢ Whan Hardyknute braids to the field,
 Weir bruiks na lang delay.”

~
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LXXVIII.
tis halbrick bricht he brac’d bedeen ;
Frae ilka fkaith and harm
Securit by a warloc auld,
Wi mony a fairy charm.
A feimly knicht cam to the ha:
¢ Lord Uraffan 1 thee braive,
¢ Frae Hardyknute my worthy lord,
¢« 'To fecht wi {peir or glaive.
| XX X
¢ Your hautie lord me braives in vain
¢ Alane his micht to prive,
« For wha, in fingle feat of weir
¢« W1 Hardyknute may ftrive?
¢ But fith he meins our ftrenth to fey,
¢« On cafe he {une will find,
¢ ] hat thouch his bands leave miae 1n ire,

¢ [n force they’re far behind
LA XX

s¢ Yet cold T wete that he wald yield
¢¢ ['o what bruiks nae remeid,

¢ T for his dochter wald nae hain
¢t To ae half o my fteid ”’

Sad Hardyknute apart frae a’
Leand on his birneit {peir ;

And, whan he on his Fairly deimd,
He {par’d nae fich nor teir

LXXXI.

¢ What meins the felon cative vile !
¢ Bruiks this reif nae remeid ?

¢ I fcorn his gylefu vows ein thoucl:
¢ They recht toa’ his fteid.”

1Y sk ape PN
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Bound was lord Draffan for the fecht,
Whan lo ! his Fairly deir
Ran frae her hie bouir to the ha
Wi a’ the fpeid of feir.
FPXXXIIL
Lin as the rudie ftar o’ morn
Peirs throuch-a cloud of dew,
Sae did fhe feim, as roun his neck
Her fnawy arms fhe threw.
¢ O why, O why, did Fairly wair
¢ On thee her thouchtlefs luve ?
¢ Whafe cruel heart can ettle aye
¢ Her fathers dethe to pruve !’
LXXXiHT
And firft he kifs’d her bluming cheik,
And Tyne her bofom deir ;
Then fudly ftrade athwart the ha,
And drapd ae tendir teir
“¢ My menie heid my words wi care,
“ Gin ony dare to flay
“ Lord Hardyknute, by hevin I fweir
“ Wi lyfe he fall nae gae **
LXXX'IV
‘My maidens bring my bridal gown,
I little trew’d yestrene,
To rife frae bonny Draffan’s bed,
His bluidy dethe to fene.’
Owr Nethan’s weily ftreim he far’d
Wi feiming ire and pryde ;
Hisblafon, glifterand owre his helm,
Bare Allan by hisfyde,
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1L.XXXYV.
Syne dp to the hie balconie
Schots gaﬂf* wi a’ her train,
And fune the faw her ﬁal wart lord
Attein the bleifing plain, -
Richt fune the bucr' s blew, and'lang "
And bluidy was y the fray ; s
Eir hour of nune, that elric tyde,

Had hundreds tint their day. :
LXXXVI ‘

Like bacon bricht at deid of nicht, [
The michty chief muvit on; ‘

His bafnet bleifing to the {un,
Wi deidly lichtning fhone. |
PDraffan he focht, wi him at anes r

To end the cruel ftryfe ; ;,

But aye his fpeirmen thranging round
Forefend their leiders lyfe.
LXXXVIIL
The winding Clyde wi valiant bluid
Ran reiking mony a mile ; :
Few stude the faucht, yet dcthc alane :
Cold end their irie toil.
¢ Wha flie, 1 vow, fall frae my fpeir
¢ Receive they dethe the dreid !’
Cry’d Draffan, as alang the plain
He {purd his bluid-red fteid.
\ L XX XVIilk
Up to him fune a knicht can prance,
A grath’d in filver mail :
¢ Lang have I focht thee throuch the field,
¢¢ This lance will tell my tale.”
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Rude was the fray, till Draffan’s {kill
Owrcam his vouthfu nichi :

L-:;,‘ e

P« red t}l:u(i(h the vifo; to the eie
Was {layne the omely knicht,
RXXIX
The vifor on the {peir was deft,
And Draffan Malcolm {pred ;
¢ Ye thould your vaunted {peid this day,
~“And not you ftrenth, hae fey’d.’
“Cative, awa ye maun na flie,”
Stout Rothfay cry’d bedeen,
“Till, frae my glave, ye wi ye beir
“ The wound ye fein’d yeltrene,””
XC.
“ Mair o’ your kins bluid hae 1 {pilt
¢ Than I docht evir grein ;
¢ See Rothfay whar your brither lyes
¢ In dethe afore your eyne.’
Scant Rothfay ftapt the faing teir ;
““ O hatfu curfed deid
% Sac Draffan feiks our fifter’s luve,
¢ Nor feirs far ither meid 1
XCl
Swith on the word an arrow cam
Frae ane o Rothfay’s band,
And fmote on Draffan’s lifted t arge,
Its {plent fyne Rothfay fand.
Percd throuch the knie to his ferce fteid,
. Wha pranc’d wi egre pain,
e cheif was fore’d to quit the ftryfe,
And fsik the nether plaig,
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X Oil.
115 minftrals there wi dolefu care
The bluidy hatt withdrew ;
But that he fae was bar’d the fecht
Sair did the leider rue.
¢Cheir ye my mirrie men,’ Draffan cry’d,
Wi meikle pryde and g‘le

 The prife 18 ours : nae c.ui an bides

‘W i us to bate the grie’
X l T
{’hat hautie boaft heird H'xrdyknutc,
Whar he lein’d on his {peir,
Sair weiried wi the nune-tide heat,
And toilfum deids of weir.
The firft ficht, whan he paft the thrang,
Was Malcolm on the {waird .

. ¥ :
vV Ol¢

“ Andthy }outbeld had fpar’d !
XLV,

i Draffan, I ken thy ire, but now
L Lhy micht I mein to fee ’

But eir he ftrak the deidly dint
The {yre was on his knie.

¢ Lord Hardyknute ftryke gif ye may,
¢ I ne’er will ftrive wi thee ;

¢ Forefend your dochter fee you flayn

¢ Frae whar fhe fits on hie!
XCV

¢ Yeftrene the pncﬂ: in haly band
¢ Me join’d wi Fairly deir ;

¢ For her fake let us part in pcacc,
¢ And neir meit mair in weir.’

Told hevin that dethe my eild had tane,
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¢ Oh! king of hevin, what {eimly fpeich
¢ A fecatour’s lips can fend !
¢¢ And art thou he wha baith my fons
¢ Brocht to a bluidy end?
XCYE
¢¢ Hafte, mount t!y tteid, or I salllicht
¢ And'meit thee on the plain;
¢¢ For by my torbere’s faul we neir
¢ Sall part till ane be flayne.”
¢ Now mind thy aith,” {fyne Draffan ftout
To Allan loudly cry’d,
Wha drew the fhynand blade bot dreid
And perc’d his mafter’s fyde.
A VoY
Law tothe eardfhe bleiding fell,
And dethe tune clos’d his eyne.
¢ Draffan, till now I did na ken
¢ Thy dethe cold muve my tein.
‘I wold to Chryfte thou valiant youth,
“ Th u wert in lyfe again ;
¢ May ill befa my ruthlefs wrauth
¢¢ That brocht thee tofic pain !
KCVIHL.
¢ Fairly, anes a’ my joy and pryde,
¢ Now a’ my grief and bale
“Ye maun wi haly maidens byde
¢t Your deidly faut to wail.
4 To Icolm beir ye' Draffin®s corfe
¢ And dochter anes fae deir,
® Whar fhe may pay his heidlefs luve
¢ W1 mony a mournfu teir.”

7 Neilsony printer, Ppisisy,
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