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DEDICATION. 

TO MRS. "' * * *. 

DEAR 1\1 ADAM, 

HAVING often heard you regret that 

you were under the necessity of refusing your 

daughters the pleasure of reading Percy's Collec

tion of Ancient Ballads, on account of the great 

number amongst them which were unfit to meet 

the eye of youth, I have, during my absence from 

>1, ,1, •, spent my leisure hours in making a selec

tion from that entertaining work, in hope that it 

will afford amusement to your amiable children, 

as well as to some other of my young friends, who 

are partial to my judgment. 

I believe you will not meet ,;i,rith any thing to 

disapprove of in this little Yolume, for I have 
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selected my ballads with the greatest care, and 

have omitted all objectionable passages.. 

A few explanatory notes for the information of 

my )'Oung readers, will, I flatter myself, be found 

both instructive and entertaining. 

I am, dear MADAM, 

Your affectionate friend, 

, And humble servant, 



THE 

ANCIENT BALLAD 

OF 

C H E VY - C H A S E. 

THE fine heroic song of Chevy-Chase has ever bee 

admired by competent judges. Those genuine strokes of 
nature and artless passion, wh"ch have endeared it to the 

most simple readers, have recommended it to the most 
refined, and it has equally been the amusement of our 

childhood, aud the favourite of our riper years. Though 

the subject of this ballad has no countenance from history, 
there is room to think it had originally some foundation in 

fact. It was one of the laws of the marches (1), frequently 

renewed between the two nations (Engiand and Scotland), 

that neither party should hunt in the other's borders, with

out leave from the proprietors, or their <le.puties. There 

(i) Limits, borders, confines, 

B 



CHEVY-CHASE. 

had long been a rivalship between the two martial familie& 

of Percy and Douglas, which must have produced frequent 

challenges and struggles for superiority, petty invasions of 

their respective domains, and sharp contests for the point 

of honour, which would not always be recorded in history. 

Something of this kind, we may suppose, gave rise to the 

ancient ballad of the Hunting a' the Cheviat(2). Percy, Earl 

of N orthnmberlan<l, had vowed to hunt for three days in 

the Scottish border, without condescending to ask leave 

• from Earl Donglas, who was either lord of the soil, or lord 

warden of the marches. Douglas wonld not fail to resent 

the insult, and endeavour to repel the intruders by force, 

This would natnrally produce a sharp conflict between the 

two parties, something of which, it is probab!e, did really 

happen, though not attended wilh the tragical circum

i1tances recorded in the ballad. 

The conjectures here offered will receive confirmation 

from a passage in the Memoirs of Carey, Earl of Mon-

(2) This was the original title. 
The Cheviot, or Tiviot Hill s, are a ridge of mountains, nm

ning from N. to S. through Northumberland and Cumberlanu, 
formerly the boundary between England and Scotland. Here 
several bloody battles were fought between the two nations, 
with remarkable obstinacy, one of which is beautifully de
scribed in the old ballad of Chevy-Chase. 

Brookl!$, 



CHEVY-CHASE. 

mouth, 8vo. 1759, p. 165, whence·we learn that it was an 

ancient c.ustom with the horderers of the two kingdoms, 

when they were at peace, to send to the lord wardens of 

the opposite marches for leave to hunt within their districh. 

If leav_e was granted, then~ towards the end of summer, 

they would come and .hunt for seve ·al d~ys together, "with 

their grey-hounds, fol' deer;" but if they took this liberty 

-1i1npermitted, then the lord warden of the border so in

\'aded, would not fail to interrupt their sport, and chastise 

their boldness. He mentions a remarkable instance that 

happened while he was warden, when some Scotch gentle~ 

men coming to hunt in defiance of him, there must hue 

ensued such an action as this of Chevy-Chace, if the in

truders had bee.11 proportionably numerous and well-armed ; 

for upon their being attacked by his men at arms, he telli 

us " some hurt was done, tho' he had given especial order 

that they should shed as little blood as possible." They 

were in effect overpowered and taken prisoners, and only 

released on their promise to abstain from such Iicentiom 

sporting for the future. 

Iu the second volume of Dryden's Miscellanies may be 

found a translation of Chevy-Chase into Latin rhymes. The 

translator, Mr. Henry Bold, of New College, lmdertook it 

~t the command of Dr. Compton, Bishop pf London, who 

• 2 



4 CHEVY-CHASE. 

thought itno derogation to his episcopal character to avo, 

a fondness for this excellent old ballad. 

THE Perse out of N orthomberlande, 

And a vowe to God made he, 

That he wolde hunte in the mountayns 

Of Cheviat within days three, 

In the mauger of doughte (1) Dogies, 

And all that ever with him be. 

The fattiste hartes in all Cheviat, 

He sayd he wold kill and carry them away : 

By my feth, sayd the doughte Dogles agayn 

I wyll let(2) that hontyng yf that I may. 

Then the Perse out of Banborowe cam 

With him a myghtye meany ; 

With fifteen hondrith archares bold ; 

They were chosen out of Shyars tbre. 

(1) Formi<lable, (2) Hi11dcr. 



CHEVY-CHA.SE. 

Tl1is begane on a Monday at morn, 

In Chev:i.at the hillys so he(1); 

The cbyld may me that ys un-born, 

It was the mor pitte (2). 

The dryvars thorowe foe woodes went, 

For to raise the deer; 

Bow-men bickarte (3) upon the bent ( 4), 

With their broad aras(5) cleare. 

Then the wyld thorow the woodes went, 

On every side shear ( 6), 

Grey-hounds thorowe the groves glent (7), 

For to kill there, deer. 

(1) High. 

5 

(2) This way of considering the misfortunes which this battle 

would bring upon posterity, uot only on those who were born 

immediately after the battle, and lost their fathers in it, bat on 

those al owho perished in future battles, which took their 1ise 

from this quarrel of the two earls, is wonderfully beau ti fol, 

and comformable to the way of thinking of the ancient poets . 

(:.) Skirmi hed, 

(7) Glanced, 
(4) Field, 

B3 

.!J.ddison. 

(5) Arrows. (6) Entirely, 



• CHE"VY-CHASE . 

They begane in Cheviat the hyls above, 

Early on a Monnyn-day (1); 

By that it drewe to the oware of none, 

A hondrith fat bartes dead tber lay. 

They blewe a mort(2) uppone the bent, 

They 'semblyd on sydis shear (3); 

To the qnyrry then the Perse went, 

To see the bryttlynge ( 4) of the <leer. 

He sayd, it was the Duglas promys 

This day to meet me here; 

But I wyste that he wold faylle verament 

A great oth the Perce swear. 

At the last a Squyar of N orthomberlande, 

Lokyde at his band full ny, 

He was ,~ ar ( 5) al"'1' Doughtie Dog1as comynge-, 

With , im a mighte many. 

(I) .1onday. (2) Tkc death of the deer, (3) On ai l ~1de . 
/ 4) Culling up. (.::,) A ware of the, &c. 



CHEVY-CHASE. 

Botb with spear, byll (1), and brande (2), 

Yt was a migbti sight to see; 

Hai·dyar men, both of heart nar hande, 

Were not in Christiante. 

Tll~y were twenty hondrith spear-men good, 

Withouten any fay le; 

They were born a-loug by the water a Twyde, 

Yth' bounds of 'fividale. 

Leave off the brytlynge of the deer, he sayd, 

And to youl' bows take good heed ; 

For never sithe ye were on your mothers borne, 

Had ye never so mickle need. 

The doughti Doglas on a steed, 

He rode his men beforne; 

His armor glytteryde as dyd a glede ( 3),' 

A bolder barne (1J,) was never l,orn ( 5). 

7 

(1) An ancient k..ind of balbert or battle-axe. (£) Sword,. 

(3) A red hot coal. (4) Man , Person. 

(5) The poet has not only found out an Lero in his own country, 

but mises the reputation of it by several beautiful incidents. 

B 4 



CHEVY-CHASE. 

Tell me, what men ye ar, he says, 

Or whos men that ye be; 

Who gave you leave to hunte is this 

Cheviat chays in the spyt (1) of me? 

The first man that ever him an answer made, 

Yt was the good Lord Perse; 

We wyll not tell thee, what men we ar, be say!, 

Nor whos men that we be; 

But we will hunte here in this chays, 

In the spyt of thine, and of thee, 

The fatteste hartes in all Chcvyat 

We have kyl<l, and cast to carry them a-way. 

By my troth, sayd the doughte Doglas agayn, 

Ther-for the ton (2) of us ~hall dye this cfoy. 

The En glish are the first who tak!:! th e field, and the l us t who 
quit it. T he E 11gli1,h b ring only 1500 to th e battl e ; t he cote IL 
!.!000. The E nglis h keep the field wi th 53 ; the Sco tch r e tire 
w ith 55 ; a ll t he rc,t on each side bc111 g &la in !11 hattle. 

A t the same t ime tlHLt our pott hows a laudable pa1 tiality to 
his countrymen, he rep resents t he Sco ts after a manner not u11-
becomil,; !;O bold anu brave a people. 

Llddison. 

(1) s_ ite. (Q) One of us. 



CHF.VY-CHASE. 

Then sayd the doughte Doglas, 

Unto the Lord Perse, 

To kyll all these giltles men, 

Alas! it were great pitte(1). 

:But Perse thowe art a lord of Iande, 

I am an earl callyd within my contrc; 

Let all our men uppone a parti (2) stande, 

And do the battell of thee and of mee. 

Now cors on his crowne, said the Lord Pets'=\ 

,vho-soever there-to says nay; 

By my troth, doughte Doglas, he says, 

'.fhou shalt never se that day. 

Nether in Ynglonde, Skottlonde, nar France, 

Nor for no man of a woman born, 

But and fortune be my chance, 

I dare mete him one man for one. 

9 

(1) Hi sentiments and actions are every way suitable to a hero , 

One of u two, says he, mu t die. l am an earl as well as your

self, so that yon can have no pretence for refusing the combat : 

however, says he, it is a pity, and indeed wonld be a sin, that 

!O many innocent men should peri h for our sakes; rather let 

you and I end our quarrel in single .fight, 

(2) Stand a-part.· 

D 5 

~ddison. 



10 CHEVY-CHASE. 

Then bespayke a squyar of N orthomberlonde, 

Ric. Wytharynton was bis nam, 

It shall never be told in South-Ynglonde, he says, 

To king Henry the fourth for sham. 

I wat (1) youe byn (2) great lords twa (3), 

I am a poor squyar of lande, 

I wyll never see my captayne fyght on a field, 

And stande my-selffe and looke on; 

But ,vhyll I may my wcppone welde, 

I wyll not fayle, both brute and hande. 

That day, that day, that dredful day : 

The first fit ( 4) here I fynde, 

And you wyl hear any mor a'the huntyng a'the Cheviat, 

Yet is ther mor behynde. 

(1) I know. (~) Arc. (3) Two, (4) Part, or diwsion of 
song, 



CHEVY-CHASE. 

THE SECOND PART. 

The Yngglishe men had their bows yebent, 

Their hearts wer good yenoughe; 

The first of arros that they shote off, 

Seven score spear-men they sloughe. 

Yet bydes the Earl Doglas upon the bent(1), 

A captayne good yeuoughe; 

And that was seen verament, 

For he wrought them both woe and wouche (2). 

The Doglas pertyd his host in thre, 

Lyk a cheffe cheften of pryde; 

With sure spears of myghtte tre, 

They cum in on every syde. 

Thrughe our Yngglishe archery, 

Gave many a wounde foll wyde; 

Many a doughte they garde to dy, 

Which ganyde them no pryde. 

(1) Field. (2) Mischief • 

.8 6 

11 
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The Yngglishe men let their bows be, 

And pull de out bran des (1) that wer bright ; 

It was a heavy sygbt to se 

Bryght swordes on basnites(2) lyght. 

Thorowe ryche male and myne-ye-ple (3), 

Many sterne ( 4) they stroke down streght; 

Many a freyke that was full free, 

Ther under foot dyd Iyght. 

At last the Doglas and the Perse met, 

Lyk to captayns of might and mayne; 

T hey swapte ( 5) together till they both swat, 

With swordes that were offyn Myllan ( 6). 

Thes worthe freckys for to fyght, 

There-to they were full fayne ; 

Tyll the bloode out of their basnetes sprente, 

As ever did hail, or rayne. 

(1) Swords. (t) Helmets, (3) Many-plies, or folds. (t) Stars. 
(5) Exchanged blows, (6) Milan steel, 



CHEVY-CHASE. 

Holde thee, Perse, sayd the Doglas, 

And i'feth I shall thee brynge, 

Wher thowe shalt have a yerls wagis 

Of Jamy our Scottish kynge. 

Thou shalte have thy ransom fre, 

I hight ( 1) thee hear this thinge ; 

For the manfullyste man yet art thowe, 

That ever I conqueryd in filde fightyng. 

Nay, then, sayd the Lord Perse, 

I tolde it thee beforne, 

That I wolde never yeldyde be 

To no man of a woman born. 

With that ther cam an arrowe bastely 

Forth of a mightie wane(2); 

It bathe strekene the Yerle Doglas 

In at the brest bane. 

(1) I engage thee, 

(2) One ; a mighty one. 

13 



CHEVY-CHASE. 

Thoroue lyvar and longs bathe 

The sharp arrowe ys gane, 

That ever after in bis lyffe days, 

He spayke mo wordes butane. 

That was, cc Fyghte ye, my merry-men, whyllys ye may,, 

For my lyff days ben gan (1)." 

The Perse leanyde on bis brande, 

And saw the Doglas de(~); 

He took the dede man by the hande, 

And sayd, W o ys me for thee ! 

To have savyde thy lyffe, I wold have partyd with 

My landes for years thre; 

For a better man of heart, nar of bande, 

Was not in all the North Countre(3). 

(1) Are gone. 

(2) Die. 

(!) Earl Percy's lamentation over bis enemy is generous, 
eeautiful, and passionate: I must only caution tbe reader, not 
to let the simplicity of the stile, w hich one may well pardon in 

so old a poet, prejudice_ him agaillst the greatness of the 
thought. 

.ddcluon, 
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Of all that sea Skottishe knyght, 

Was callyd Sir Hewe, the Mongon-byrry; 

He saw the Doglas to the deth was dyght(1); 

He spendyd (2) a spear, a trusti tre. 

He rode uppone a corsiare 

Throughe a hondrith archery ; 

He never styntyde(3), nar never blane(4), 

Tyll he came to the good Lord Perse, 

He set uppone the Lord Perse 

A dynte ( 5) that was full sore, 

With a sure spear of a myghte tre, 

Clean thorow the body he the Perse bore, 

A the tothar syde, that a man myght se 

A large cloth yard and mare, 

Two better captayns were nat in Cristiante, 

Than that day slain were there. 

(1) Put. (!) Grasped, 

(S) Stopped. (•) Ceased, 

(S) A blow, 

15 



16 CHEVY-CHASE. 

.Au archar of N orthomberlande 

Saw slain was the Lord Perse ; 

He bore a bende-bow ( 1) in bis hande, 

Was made of trusti tr-e(2). 

An arrowe, that a cloth yarde was long, 

To the hard stele balyde be; 

A dynt that was botl1 sad and sore, 

He sat on Sir Hewe, the Mongon-byrry. 

The dynt, yt was both sad and sore, 

That he of Mongon-byrry sete; 

The swan-fethers, that his arrowe bare, 

With his heart's blood they wer wete. 

(1) A bent bow. 

(2) Of all the descriptive parts of this song, there are none 
more beautiful than the four following stanzas, wltich have a 
great force and spirit iu them, aud are filled with ve:y natural 
circumstances- The thought in the third stanza was never 
touched by any other poet, and is sucJi an one as would have 
shined in Bomer or Virgil, 

Addison. 
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There was never a freake ( 1) one foot wold fle, 

Bnt sti!l in stol!r (2) di-d sta-n<l> 

Heawyng (3) on yche othar whyll they myght clre ( 4,), 

With maDy a bale--ful brande. 

This battell begnne in Chyviat 

An owar before the noon, 

Aud wheu even-song bell wa:«i rang, 

The battell was not half done. 

They took on, on ethar hand, 

By the lyght of the mo~e; 

Many had no strenght for to stande 

In Chyviat the hyllys abone (5). 

Of fifteen hondrith archars of Yuglonde 

Went away but fifty and thre; 

Of twenty hondrith spear-men of Skottlonde, 

But even five and fifti. 

(L) Person; human being. (2) Fight. 

(3) Hewing: hacking, (4) surrcr, 

(5) bov • 

17 



18 CHEVY-CHASE. 

But all were slaine Chyviat within ; 

They hade no strengthe to stand on he : 
The chylde may rue that ys unborne, 

It was the mor pittc, 

Ther was i!!layue, with the Lord Perse (l ), 

Sir John of Agerstoue, 

Sir Roger, the hinde (2) Hartly, 

Sir Willyam the bolde Hearone. 

Sir Jorg the worthe Lovele, 

A knyght of great renowen ; 

Sir Raff'the ryche Rugbe, 

With dyntes (3) wer beaten downe. 

For W etharrynton my harte was wo, 

That ever he slayne shulde be; 

For when both his leggs were hewyne in two, 

He kny1ed and fought on hys kne. 

(1) One may observe, that, in the catalogue of the slain , the 
author has followed the example of the great ancient poets; 
not only iu giving a long list of the dead, but by divers!fyio, 
it with little characters of particular persons. 

..dddison. 
('Z) Gentle. (3) Blows. 
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There was sJayne with the doughti Doglas 

Sir Hewe, the Mongon-byrry; 

8ir D avye Lwdale, that worthe was, 

His iister's sonne was he : 

Sir Charles a lVIurre, in that place 

That never a foot wolde fie; 

Sir Hewe Maxwell, a Lord he was, 

With the_Doglas dyd he di, 

So on the morrowe they made them byears(1) 

Of byrrh and hazel so gray; 

Many widows with wepyng tears 

Cam to fetch their makys (2) a-way, 

(1) Biers, 

19 

(2) Mate. As the word Make and Mate were in some cases 

used pru1111scuously by ancient write1 s ; so lhe word Cake and 

Cate seem to have been app lied with the same indiffereocy: 

thi will illu trn.te that common English proverb--" To turn 

cat (i. e. cate) in pan." A pan-cake is in N ortbaruptoushire 

still c !led a pan-cate, 
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Twydale may carpe (1) of care, 

Northon,berlonde may mayk great m-0ne; 

For towe such captayns as slayne wer there 

On the march perti, shall never be none. 

Word is commen to Edden-burrowe, 

To Jamy the Sko ttishe kyug, 

'!'hat Doughti Doglas, Lyff-tenant of the Marches, 
He lay slayne Chyviot within, 

His banddes dyd he weal and wryng, 

He sayd, Alas! and woe ys me! 

Such another captayu Skotlande within,. 

He sayd, y-feth, sbuld never be. 

Word is commyn to lovely Lon done, 

Till the fourth Harry owr Kyng, 

That Lord Perse, lyff-tenant of the Merohis, 

He lay slayne Cheyviat within, 

(1) Complain. 
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God have mcrci on his sol!, sayd Kyng Harry, 

Good Lord yf thy will it be; 

I have a hondrith captayos in Ynglonde, he sayd, 

As good as ever was bee: 

Bnt Perse, and I brook (1) my lyffe, 

Thy deth well quyte (2) shall be. 

As our noble Kyng made_his a-vowe, 

Lyke a noble prince of renowen, 

For the deth of the Lord Per~e, 

He rlycl the battel of Hombyll-down. 

Wher syx and thritte Skottishe knyght~ 

Ou a day wer beatten down ; 

Glendale glytterytile on their armor bryght, 

Over caste], towar, and towne. 

This was the hontynge of the Cheviat, 

That tear begane this spurn (3): 

Old men tl1at knowen the grounde well yenoughe, 

Call it the battel of Otterburn. 

(l) Enjoy, (I!) Requited, (3) A kick, 

21 
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At Otterburn 'began this spurn, 

U ppon a monnyn day; 

Ther was the dongbte Dogias slean : 

The Perse never went away. 

Ther was never a tym on the march pat'ts, 

Sen the Doglas and the Perse met, 

But yt w~s marvele; and the rede bucie ran not 

As the vain dogs in the stret. 

Jheime Christ our balys bete ( 1 ), 

And to blys us brynge ! 

Thus was the hontynge of the Chevyat

God seud us all good ending! 

(1) Better our bales; i. e. remedy our evi-Js, 



KING ESTMERE. 

THIS old romantic legend bears marks of great anti

qni ty: it should seem to have been written while a great 

part of Spain was in the hands of the Saracens, or Moors, 

whose empire there was not fully extinguished before the 

year 1491. Perhaps the bard will hardly be pardoned for 

the situations in which he has plaeed some of his royal per

sonages. That a youthful monarch should take a journey 

into another kingdom, to visit his mistress incog. was a 

piece of gallantry paralleled in our own king, Charles the 

First; but that King Adland sl1ould be found lol1ing, or 

leaning, at his gate, may be thought, perchance, a little 

-0ut of character. And yet, the great painter of manner:s, 

Homer, did not tliiok it inconsistent with decorum, t-0 re

present a king of the Taphians rearing himself at the gate of 

Ulysses, to inqufre for that monarch, when be touched at 

Ithaca, as he was taking a voyage with a ship's cargo of 

jron to dispose of in traffic. So little ougut we to judge 

-0f ancieut manners by oul' own. 



24 KING ESTMERE. 

HEARKEN to me, gentlemen, 

Come, and you shall heare; 

Ile tell you of two of the boldest brethren 

That ever born y-were. 

The tone of them was Adler yonge, 

The tother was Kyng lEstmere: 

Tbey were as bold men in their deedes 

As any were farr and neare. 

As they were drinking ale and wi1 e 

Withiu Kyng Estmerc's halle: 

When will ye maiTy a wyfe, brother, 

A wyfe to glad U3 all ? 

Then bespake him Kynge E$tmere, 

A.ncl answered him has ti lee: 

I know not that ladye in any lande 

That is able (1) to marry mee. 

(J) lie ::nean,5 ftt; snital>le, 
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Kyng Adland hath a daughter, brother, 

l\1en call her bright aud sbeene (1); 

If I were kynge here in your stead, 

That ladye sholde be my queene. 

Sayes, reade me, reade me(2), dear brother, 

Throughout merrye England, 

\Vhere we might find a messenger, 

Betweenc us two to sende, 

Sayes, you shall ryde yourselfe, brother, 

Ile beare you companee; 

Many throughe fals messengers are deceivde, 

And I feare lest soe shold wee, 

Thus they renisht (3) them to ryde, 

Of twoe good renisht steedes; 

And when they came to King Adland's halle, 

Of red golde shone their weedes, 

(1) Shining. 

(2) Advise. 

(1) F rhaps a deriy lion from rcniteo; to shiuc. 

C 
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And when they came to King Adland's balle, 

Before the goo~Uye yate(1), 

Tber they found good King Adland 

Rearing himself theratt. 

N owe Christ thee save, good Kyng Adlancl, 

N owe Christ thee save and see; 

Sayd, you be welcome, Kyng Estmere, 

Right hartilye unto mee. 

You have a daughter, sayd Adler yonge, 

Men call her bright and sheene; 

My brother wold marrye her to his wiffe, 

Of England to be qncene. 

Yesterdaye was at my dcare daughter 

Syr Bremor, the Kyng of Spayne ; 

And then she nicked him of naye ( ~)

I feare sheele do yo1.1e the same. 

(1) Gate, 

(2) Nicked him with a refu~al 



KING ESTMERE. 

The Kyng of Spayne is a foule payni:m (1), 

And b'leeveth on Mahound(2); . 

And pitye it were that fayre ladye 

Shold marrye a heathen hound. 

But· grant to me, sayes Kyog Estmere, 

For my love, I you praye, 

That I may see your daughter deare 

Before I goe llence awayc, 

Althouglle itt is seven yeare and more, 

Syth my daughter was in halle, 

She shall come downe once for your sake,. 

To glad my gnestes alle . 

.Downe then came that mayden fayre, 

With ladyes laced in pall (3), 

And lialfe a hondred of bolde kniglttes, 

To bring her from Bow re ('1) to halle; 

Ar!.d eke as ma11ye gentle squieres 

To waite upon them all. 

(1) Pagao. (2) l\fahoruel. 

(:l) A robe of slate. (4) Cha01ber. 

,C 2 
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The talents (1) of golde were on her head sette, 

Hunge !owe downe to her knee, 

And everye rynge on her srnaHe finger 

Shone of the chrystall free. 

Saycs, Christ you save, my deare madame, 

Sayes, Christ you save ancl see; 

Sayes, you be welcome, Kyng Estmerc, 

Right welcome unto mee. 

And iff you love me, as you saye, 

So weU and hartilee, 

All that ever you are comen about, 

Soone sped now itt may bee. 

Then bespake her f.1tber deare,-

My daughter, I saye naye; 

Remember well the Kyng of Spayne, 

What he sayd Yesterdaye. 

(1) Perhaps golden ornaments hung from her head, to the 

'o/alue of talents of gold . 



KING ESTMERE. 

H wold p 111 dovme my hal!es and castles, 

A1,d 'reave me of my 1yfc; 

And ever I fo l'e that pnynim k:ng, 

I1f I 'reave him of his wyfe. 

Your castles and your towrcs, father, 

Are stronglye built aboute; 

And, therefore, of that foule pain1m 

Wee nee e not stande in cloubte. 

Plyght me your troth, now, Kyng Estmere, 

By Heaven and your righte hand, 

That yon will marrye me to your wyfe, 

And make me queene of your lande. 

Then King Estmere he plyght his troth, 

By Heaven and his righte hand, 

That he wolde marrye her to llis wyfe, 

And make lier queene of his land. 

And he tool leave of that Jadye fayre, 

To goe to his owne conntree, 

'To fetc.1e him duke , and lo ·des, and knightes, 

That married he migl.it bee. 
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They had not ridden scant a myle, 

A myle forthe of the towne, 

But in did co!p.e the Kyng of Spayne 

With kempes (1) many a one. 

But in did come the Kyng of Spayne 

With many a grimme barone, 

T' one day to marrye Kyng Ad.land's daughter? 

T' ether day to carrye her home. 

Then shee sent after Kyng Estmere 
' 
In all the speue might bee, 

That he must either returne and fighte, 

Or goe home, and lose his ladye. 

One whyle then the page Le went, 

Another whylc he ranne, 

Till he bad oretaken Kyng Estmere,-

1 wis (2) he never blanoe (3). 

(1) Soldiers, (2) Know. 

(3) Slo11pell, 



KING ESTl\IERE. 

Tydioges, tydinges, Kyng Estmere ! 

What tydinges nowe, my boye? 

0 tydinges, I can tell to you, 

That will you sore anuoye ! 

You had not ridden scant a myle, 

A myle out of the towne, 

Ent in did come the Kyng of Spayne, 

Wi h kempes many a one. 

But iu did como the Kyng of Spayne, 

With many a gl'imme barone ; 

T' one daye to marrye Kyng Ad.land's daughter, 

T' other daye to carrye her home. 

T ·at laJ e "ayre, she greetes you well, 

Aud cvei more "e!l by mee; 

You must either ti.we a. ine Jd fi;;hte, 

Or goe home, a tosc: Jou· adye. 

Sayes, Rea e me, reade me, <lea.re bro her, 

I y reade s all ryde (1.) at tliee, 

(1) Rise; counsel must arise from me. 

C4 
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32 KING ESTMERE. 

Which waye we best may turne and fighte, 

'JI'o save this fayre Judye, 

Now hearken to me, sayes Adler yonge, 

And your reade must ryse at me, 

I quicklye will devise a waye 

To se tte thy ladye free . 

My mother was a wcsterne woman, 

And learned in gramarye (1); 

And when I learned at the schole 

Something sliee taught itt mee. 

(1) The word Gramarye occurs several tim~s in this poem, 
and every where seems to signify magic , or ome kind of su. 
pernatural science. I know not whence to derive it, unless it 
be from the word Gra mmar. In those dark and ignor,int age$, 
when it was thought a high uegree of learnini; to be able to 
read and write, lie who bad made a little further progres<1 in 
literature might well pa s for a conjurer, or magician . Such 
was the superstition in the reign of l!enry tht: Sixth, that the 
Duchess of Gloucester wa tried for the crime of wi tchcl'aft, 
condemned to do public penance, and to suffer perpetu ,d un. 
prisonment, for the same. She was accused of having (with 
her associates, Sir Roger Bolingbroke, a priest, and one Mar. 
gery Jordan, of Eye,) made a waxen figure of the king, which 
they melted, in a magical manner, before a 5low fire, with an 
intention of rnn!;ing I!enry '~ fore,· anrl v igou r mc ' t o. •ay by 
like in sensible tleg: rccs, 



KING ESTMERE. 

There groweth an hcarbe within this fielde, 

And iff it were but knowrie, 

His color, which is whyte and redd, 

It will make blacke and browne. 

His color, wliich is browne and blacke, 

It will make re<ld and whyte ; 

That sworde is not in all Englande 

Upon his coate will byte. 

AnJ you shall be a harper ( 1 ), brother, 

Ont of the North Countree, 

Aud Ile be your boye, so faine of figbte, 

To bearc your harpe by your knee, 

33 

(1) Harper, or minstrel. 'fhc minstrels were an order of 

men, in the middle ag·es, who united the arts of poetry and 

mu ic, and ung ,·e1·ses to the harp, of their own eorupobing, 

They also appc.tr to ha, e accompanied their songs with mi

micry and action, and to haxc practised uch ,·arions means of 

diverting, as were much admired ill these rude tiU1cs, and sup

plied the want of more re11ned entertaiuments. These arts 

renclereu them extremely popular, and acceptn!Jle in this and 

all the neighbouring countrie. , where no high scene of fe&tivity 

wa esteemed complete, that wa not set off with t he exerC'i e 

of their talents; and where, o long as Lhe spirit of chi\ralry 

s bsisted, they were protected 11nd c· r ssecl, be:, l se their 
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And you sha!l be the best harper, 

That ever tooke barpe in hand; 

And I will be the hest singer, 

That ever sung in this land. 

songs tenued to do h0not1r to theruling passion of tltc times, 

and to encourage and roment a martial spirit. 

0Lir great King Alfred, who is expressly said to have x. 
eellet1 in mu$ic, being desiro•JS to learn tlte true situation of the 
Danish army, which l1ad invaded his realm, assc;med the dress 
and character of a minstrel; when, taking his harp, 11nrl one of 

the most trusty of his friends, disguised as a servant, (for in 
the early Limes it was not t11rnsual for a minstrel to have a Rei·. 
vant to carry his harp,) he vvent with the utmost i;ecnrily into 

the Danish camp, where \.he character 11e had assnmcd 1iro

cn1 ed him a ho pilable reception . IIe was admitted to enter

tain the king at table, and staid among tbem long cnot1gh to 

contrive that assault which afterwards destroyed them. This 

was in the year 878. 

The distinguished service which Richard first received from 
one of his minstrels, in reset1ing him from his cruel ancl tcdiot1s 
captivity, is a remarkable fact, which ought to be r cor<lccl 

for the honour of poet and their art. I sh'lll here proclucr~ 

an antiquated relation of the event, in the words of an olc.l. 
ncglecterl compiler • 

" The Englishmen were more than a wolc yearc withollt 

hearing any tydings of their king, or in what pl~ce he wa5 I ept 

prisoner. He had trained up in his court a rymer, or minstrel, 

called Blondell de Neslc; wl o, being so long without the sight 

• Mons. Favine' Thcatr of Honour and Knigbtl1ood; trans

lated from tbe French. Lond. 1623, fol. tom, XI. :p. 4.iJ, 



KL~G ESTlUERE. 

Itt shall be written in our forheads 

All and in grameraye, 

That we towe are the boldest men 

That arc in all Christentye. 

of his lord, his life seemed wearisome to him, and he became 

confounded with melancholy . Knowne it was, that he came 

backe from the Tioly Lande, but none could tell in what coun

trey he arrived. Whereupon this Blonrle1l, resolving to make 

search for him in many countreys, but he would hear some 

ne\\' of him; after expence of divers daye in travaile, lie 

cam to a towne by good hap, necre to the castell where his 

maistcr, King Richard, was kept. Of his host he demanded to 

whom the ca. tell appertained, and the ho t told him, that it 

bclongeLl to the Dnl·c of Austria . Then he enquired, whether 

there were any prisoners therein detained, or no; for alwayes 

lie matle snch secret que tio1tings "heresoe\· -r he came. Ai:d 

t!1e ho·t ma,1e answer, there was only one prisone1·, but he 

knew not" hat he v. as, and yet he had bin cl( t;iined there more 

than the ~pace of one ycare. · When Blon i<'II I eard this, he 

wr ught S\1d1 mean,, t11at he became acquainted with them of 

the ca tell, as minstrds rl~·c eai,ily win acq1w. 'nf-ancc any where: 

but see the h11,, lie could not, nudier und 'rs~ancl that iL w::is 

lll, One day he ~at directly h f0re a ,1 in !ow of the C,lstell, 

" 11cre King; Ri, Lard was kept prisoner, and J,egan to sing n. 

song ·n French, wl,1ch Kin;; i.;ehanl and :Gloncldl h td c,im

p::i~ed tvgc,her. When King Hie hard he: rd the. ong, h tnew 

it , ·as Blontlcll that sn 1g it; and vhen Blondell pau~ed at liaif 

the ong, the kin.; began the other half, and compkatecl it. 

Ti1 Blondell won kno ~·ledge or llu.: king hi s mai~ter; a1 cl IT

turning hom·' into Er.glanu, made th e barons of the countr~y 

r,t:quainte<l "here he king was." Thi h,11 penccl , bout the 

) c .. r 11!)3, 
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36 KING ESTMERE, 

And thus they renisht(1) them to ryde 

On two good renish steedes; 

And when they came to King Adland's halle, 

Of redd gold shone their weedes(2). 

And when they came to King Adland's hall> 

Datil! the fayrc hall yate, 

There they fonn d a proud porter 

Rearing himselfe thcreatt. 

The minstrels conlinuecl a distinct order of men for many 
ages afte r the Norman conquest, and got th ei r livelihoocl by 
sing ing verses lo the harp a t the honses of the great. There 
they were hospitably and respectfully received, and retained 
many of the honours shown to their predece~sors, the bards 
and scalds; but, towards the end of the sixteenth century, thi s 
class of men had lost fl.II their credit, and were unk so Jow in 
the public opinion, that in the 39th year of Elizabelh*', 11. 
statute was passed, by which " minstrels wandering abroad ," 
were included amon~ '' r ogues, vagabonds, and sturdy beg
gars," an d were adjudged lo be punished as such . This act 
~eems to have put an end to the profess· on; for after this time 
they are no longer mentioned. 

(1] Perhaps a derivation from 1·eniteo; to 5hine, 

(2) Clothes. 

ll Anno Dom, 1597, 



KING ESTMERE. 

Sayes, Christ thee save, thou proud porter, 

Sayes, Christ thee save and see : 

Now you be welcome, sayd the porter, 

Of what land soever ye bee. 

\Ve been harpers, sayd Adler youge, 

Come out of the N orthe Couutree; 

We been come hither unti!l this place 

This proud weddinge for to see. 

Sayd, And yonr color were white an<l redd,. 

As it is blacke and browne, 

I'Jd saye King Estmere and his brother 

'\Vere comen untill this towne. 

Then they pulled out a ryng of gold, 

Layd itt on the porter's arm, 

And ever we will thee, proud porter, 

Thowe wilt saye us no harme. 

Sore he looked on Kyng Estmere, 

And sore he handled the ryng, 

Then opened to them the fayre hall yates 

He lett for no kin<l of tbyng. 

37 



38 KI NG ESTiHERE. 

Kyng Estmere he light off his steed6l 

Up at the fayre Lall board (1); 

The fro the that came from his brydle bitta 

L ight on Kyng Bremor's beard. 

(1) The character of the olcl minstrels js here placed in a 
very respectable light; one of Lhcro 1,; rep resented mou11ted on 
a f:ne hor~e, nccompauied with nu attendant to bear his harp 
after him, and to sing the poems of his composing. He is here 
i,een mixing in the compa11y of kings without c<.:remony; 110 

mean proof of the antiquity of t!,is poem. The farther we 
carry our inquiries back, tlie ;;realer respect we find paid lo 
the professors of poetry and music amo11g all t11e Cellir; and 
Gothic nations. As Lo Esunere's rirl111g into the l1all, while the 
1, ings were at tahle, l11i,; was nsual in the ages ot chivalry~; 
and even to t his ,:ay, we see a relic of this custom ,,till kept up, 
i n the champion's ridi~1g into Wesllninster-Ifall cluring tlie coro. 
nation dinner. 

• " !11 the year 1316,, Edwanl the Second dirl so.lrnrnize his 
Feast of Pentecost at \Vestminster, in LIie great hall; where 
setting royally at the tal,Je with his peers f,bout lum, there G:n
tered a wom,,n, adorned like a minstrel, sitting 011 a great horse, 
t rapped as minstrels then used; who ror'e about the tables, 
sl1ewing pastimes, al'ld at l ength c..:me up to LliP king':; table, 
and laid hefore him a letter; and forthwith turn ug her horoe, 
saluted every one, and d,·parted." 

Stoue. 

The subject of this letter was a rcmon, lra1;ce to the I ing, on 
the favoni·s heaped by him on his minion , to tl1c 1:eglect 0f his 
knights and faithful servants. It was a min,trel who was de
puted to this office, as one of that cl,aracter was sure of i;ain-



KING ESTMERE. 

Sayes, Stable thy stcede, thou proud harper, 

Goe stable him in the stalle i 

Itt doth not beseeme a proud harper 

To stable him in a king's halle. 

My lad he is so lither(1)i he sayd, 

He will do nought that's meete, 

And, aye, that I cold but find the man 

Were able him to beate. 

Thou speakst proud words, sayd the Payaim King, 

Thou harper, here to rnee ; 

There is a man ,, it! in this h lle 

That will beate tby lad and thee. 

0 let that man come downe,. he sayd, 

A sight of him wold I see; 

And wllan he bath beaten well my la , 

Theu 1e shall beate of mec. 

39 

i'ng au easy admittance; and, it may be st1pposed, that a female 

minstrel wa the rather chos n, as more lil~ely lo disarm the 

king', resentment; for tli e1·e slionld seem to ha\'C been womC'tl 

of this profession, as well as those of the other sex. 

(1) Idle. 
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Downe then came the kemperye(1) man,. 

And looked him in the eare; 

For aU the gold that was under heaven 

He durst not neigh him neare. 

And how now, kempe, sayd the King of Spayne, 

And how, what aileth thee? 

He sayes, itt is written in his forheafl, 

AH and in gramarye ; 

That for a11 the gold that is under heaven 

I dare not neigh him nye. 

Kyng Estmere then pulled forth his hai-p'e, 

And playd thereon so sweete; 

Upstarte tue ladye from the kyng 

As he sate at the meate. 

Now stay thy harpe, thou proud harper,. 

Now stay thy harpe, I say ; 

For an thou playest as thou beginnest, 

Thou'lt till (2) my bride awaye. 

(J) Soldier; warrior, ~2) Entice, 



KING ESTIVIERE. 

He strucke upon his harpe agayne, 

And pJayd botl1 fay1·e and free; 

'fhe ladye was so pleasr!e thereatt, 

She Jaught loud langhters three, 

Now seH me thy barpe, sayd the Kyng of Spaync, 

Thy harpe and stryngs eche one, 

And as many gold nobles thou shalt have 

As there be stryngs thereon. 

And wold ye doe with my harpe, he sayd, 

Iff I did sell it yee? 

To playe my wiffe and me a fit(1), 

)Vhen at table together we bee? 

He playd agayne both loud and shrille, 

And Adler he did syng-

" 0 ladye, this is thy own true love, 

Noe harper, but a kyng. 

(1) Tune, or strain of Music. 
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KING ESTMERE. 

" 0 Iadye, this is tl;y owne trne love, 

As playn1ye thou mayest see; 

And Ile ritl thee of that foule paymm, 

Who partes thy Jove and thee.'' 

The ]adye looked, the ladye blushte, 

And blushte and lookt agayne; 

While Adler he l:ath drawne his brande ( 1 ), 

And hath the Sowdan slayne. 

Up then rose the! cmpcrye men, 

And loud they 'gan to crye: 

" Ah! traitors, yee have slayne our kyng, 

And therefore yee shall dye t" 

Kyng Estmere threw the harpe asyde, 

And swith ( 2) J1e drew his t->rand; 

And Estmere be, and Adler yonge, 

Right stifle in stour (3) can stand. 

(1) Sword. (2) Quiclcly. 

(3) Fight; disturbance, &c. This ,.,o di~ now applied in th 
North to signify dust agitated, and pu into motion; llS by the 
sweeping of a room, &c. 



KING ESTMERE: 

And, aye! theil' swordes soe sore can byte, 

Throughe help of gramarye, 

That soone they have slayne the kempery men, 

Or forst them forth to flee. 

Kyng Estrnere tooke that fayre ladye, 

And married her to his wyfe, 

And brought her home to merrye Englaucle7 

With her to leade his lyfe, 

• 



ltODJN l COD 

AND 

GUY OF GJSBORNE. 

WE have here a ballad of Robin Hood, which was 

never before printed, and carries marks of much greater 

antiquity than any of the common popular soags on this 

subject. 

The severity of those tyrannical forest-laws, that were 

introduc.ed by our Normankings(1), and the great tempta· 

(l) There was one pleasure to which William the conqueror, 
as well as all the Normans and ancient Saxons, were extremel y 
ltddicted, and that was hunting; bnt this pleasure he indulged 
more at the expence of his unhappy subject5, wlwst: interest 
he always di sregarded, than to the Joss or diminution of his own 
revenue. Not content with those large forests -which former 
kings possessed in all parts of England, he resolved to make a. 
11e v forest near Winchester, the usual place of his re<idence; 
and for that purpose be laid wa5tc the counti·y in Hampshire, 
for an extent of thirty miles; expelled the inhabitant from 
their houses, seized their property, even demoli~bed churche11 
and convent3, aud made the sufferers no compensation for tl e 
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tion of breaking them by such as lived near the royal 

forests, at a time ·when tl1e yeomanry of this kingdom were 

every where trained up to tbe loag-bow, and excel!ed all 

other nations in the art of shooting, must constantly have 

occasioned great numbers of outlaws, and especially of such 

as ":ere the best marksmen. These naturally fled to the 
-

woods for shelter, and forming into troops, endeavoured, 

by their numbers, to protect themselves from the dreadful 

penalty of their delinquency. The ancient punishment for 

killing the king's deer was loss of eyes. This will easily 

account for the troops of banditti which formerly lurked in 

the royal forests, and from their superior skill in archery, 

and knowledge of all the recesses of those nnfreqnented 

solitudes, found it no difficult matter to resist or elude the 

civil po ver. 

Among all these, none was ever more famous than the 

hero of this ballad; the heads of whose story) as coHected 

by Stowe, are briefly these : 

injury. At the same time he enacted new laws, by which he 

prohibited all hi subjects from hunting in any of his new 

fore~ts, nnd rendered the penalties more evere than ever had 

been intlicted for such offences, The killing of n deer, or boar, 

nr even a · hare, was punished with the loss of the deliuquenl's 

eyes, anti that at n time when the killing of a man conld be 

;,.ton d f r liy pn •ing a modernte fine or compensation. 
B'olme, 
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" In this time (about tl1e year 1190, m the reign of 

Richard First) were many robbers and outlaws, among the 

whieh Robin Hood and little John, renowned tlleeves, con4 

tinued in woods, despoyling and robbing the goods of the 

rich. They killed n011e but such as would invade them, or 

by resistance for their O'Wn defence. The saide Robert 

entertained an bnndred tall men, and good archers, with 

such spoiles and thefts as he got1 upon whom four lmnd.red, 

(were they ever so strong) durst not give tile onset. He 

suffered no woman to be oppressed, or otherwise molested. 

Poore men's goods he spared ; abundanlie relieving them 

v.ith that, which by theft, be got frono1 abbeys, and the 

houses of rich carles: whom Maior (the hi torian) hlamctlt 

for bis rapine and theft, but of all theeves, he afiirmeth 

him to be the prince and the most gentle theefc." 

Annals, p. 159. 

WHEN shaws ( t) beene sheene (2) and shra<l<les (3) full 

And leaves both large and long, 

Its merrye walkyng in the fayre for 'st, 

To heare the small birdes song. 

(1) Litt1e woods. (2) Bright. (3) Swards. 



GUY OF GISBORNE. 

The wood w~ele (1.) sang, and wo1d not ceese, 

Sitting npon the spraye; 

Soe lowde he wakened Robiu Hood, 

In the greenwood where he lay. 

Now by my faye, sayd jollye Robin, 

A sweaven (2) I had this night; 

I dreamt ine of towe wighty yeman, 

That fast with me can fight. 

Methought they did me beate and bimJe, 

And tooke my bowe me froe ; 

Iff I be Robiu alive iu this Iande, 

Ile be wroken(3) on them towe. 

Sweavens are swift, sayd Lyttle John, 

As the winrl blowes over the bill ; 

For iff itt be never so loude this night, 

To-morrow itt may be still. 

47 

(1) 'The golden onzle, a bird of the thrush kind. (2) A dream, 

(3) Rc\'eni;ecl, 
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Buske yee(1), bownc yee, my merrye men an, 

And John shall goe with mee; 

For Ile goe seeke yond wighty(2) yeomen, 

In greenwood where they bee. 

Then they cast on theyr gownes of grenc, 

And tooke theyr bow es each one ; 

And they away to t!Je grene forrest, 

A shooting forth are gone. 

Untill they came to the merrye greenwood, 

Where they had gladdest to bee; 

There they were ware (3) of a wight yeoman, 

That leaned agaynst a tree. 

A sword and a dagger he wore by his side, 

Of manye a man the bane ; 

And he was clad in his capull ( 4,) hyde, 

Top, and tayll, and mayne. 

(1) Dress ye, prep, re ye, 
(4) Horse-hide. 

(~) Lusty, strong . ('.l) : wa e. 



GUY OF G!SBORNE. 

'Stand still, master, quotJ, Lyttle John, 

Under this tree so grem', 

And I will go to yor;d wight yeoman, 

To know what he doth meane. 

Ah! John, by me thoi.t settest noe store, 

And that I farley finde; 

How often sende I my men before, 

And tarry myselfe behinde? 

Itt is noe cunning a knave to ken, 

Aud a man but heare him speake; 

And it were not for bursting of my bowe, 

Joi n, I thy head wold breal.e. 

As often wordes they breeden (1) bale, 

So they parted, Ro bin and John; 

And John is gone to Bamesdale, 

The gates(2) he knoweth eche one. 

{1) Breed mischief. (2) Ways, passes, paths. 

D 
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bO ROBIN HOOD AND 

Bnt when he came to Barnesdale, 

Great heavinesse there hee hadd; 

For he found tow of bis owne fellowes 

Were slaine both in a sladc (1). 

And Scarlctte he was flyi1 ge a-foote, 

Fast over stocke and stone; 

For the proud Sheriffe with seven scor . . en, 

Fast after him is gone. 

ne shoote now I will r,hootc, quoth John, 

With Christ his might and mayne: 

I!c make ycnd Sheiiffe, that ·wends soc fast, 

To stop he sha I be faync. 

Then John !Jent np his Jo 1g bcndc-bowe, 

And fettled (2) bim to shoote; 

Tile bow was made of tender tie , 

And fell downe at his footc. 

(1) A slip of green:.wcrd ctwcen plow land, or wood.s, 

(2) Prcpan.d. 



\Voe worth, woe worth thee, wicked wood, 

That ever thou grew on a tree ; 

For now this day thou art my hale, 

My boote when thou shold bee. 

His shoote it was but loosely shott, 

Yet fl ewe not the arrowe in vaine; 

For itt mett one of the Sherriffe's men, 

And William a Trent was slaine. 

It had bene better of Wiliiam a Trent 

To have bene abed with sorrowe, 

Than to be that <:lay in the greenwood sia<le, 

To meet with Lyttle John's arrowe. 

But as it is, when men be mett, 

Fyve can doe i 10re than three; 

The Sheriffe haih taken Little John, 

And bound him fast to a tree. 

Thou shal t be dr< wne by dale and dcwne, 

And hanged hyc on a bill; 

Bnt thou mayst fay le of thy purpose, quoth J oLn, 

If it be Christ his will. 

D 2 



ROBIN HOOD AND 

L~t us leave talk in,; of Little John, 

And thinke of Robin Hood, 

How he is gone> to the wig11t yeoman, 

Where under the leaves he stoorl. 

Good morro ,Ye, good fellowe, sayd Robin so (a.yr~, 

Good morrowe, good fcllowe, qno' he; 

Metl.iinkes by this bowe thou beares in thy hande 

A good &rchere thou sholdst bee. 

I am wilfol!e (1) of my waye, qu0' the yeoman, 

And of my morning tyde. 

Ile lead tl,e thron;he the wood, s-iy.J Robin, 

Good fcllowe, Ile be thy guide. 

I ecke an outlawe, tlte trnnngcr sayd, 

:Men call liim Rubin Hood, 

Rather I'ld meet" ith that proud outlaw 

Thau fortye pound soe good. 

(J) ','and!.'ring, crrin8, 



GUY OF GISBORNE. 

Now come \'\rith me, thou wighty yeoman, . 
And Robin thou soone shalt see ; 

:But first let us some pastime find 

U mler the greenwood tree. 

First Jet us some masterye(1) make, 

Among the woods so even ; 

We may chance to meet with Rubin Hood, 

Herc at some unsett steven (2), 

They cut them down two sDmmer shroggs (3), 

That grew both under a breere ( 4); 

And sett them threescore rood in twaine, 

To shoote the prickes(5) y-ferc(6). 

Leade on, good fellowt>, qnoth Robin Hood, 

Leade on, I doe hictd thee. 

Nay, by my faith, good fellow, he sayd, 

My leader thou shalt bee. 
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(1) A trial of skill. (2) Unappointed time, une:icpectedly. 

(3) Shrubs, thorns. (-L) Briar. (5) Murks. (6) Together. 
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The first time Robin shot at the pricke 

He mist but an inch it fro; 

'The yeoman he was an archer good, 

But he cold never do soe. 

The second shoote had the wightye • eomao, 

He shot within the garland ( 1); 

But Robin he shott far better than bee, 

For he clave the good pricke wande (2). 

A blesstng upon thy hea!'t, he sayd, 

Good fellowe, thy shooting is goocle ; 

For an thy heart be as good as tliy hand, 

Thou wert better than Robin Hoode. 

Now tell me thy name, good fellowe, say<l he, 

Under the leaves of lyne (3). 

Nay, by my fii'th, quoth bolde Robin, 

Till thou have told me thiue. 

(1) The ring in which the pi·ick or mark was set. (£) A 
,,and &el up fut a 1,iark. (3) Lime lrce . 



GUY OF GISBORNE. 

I dwell by dale and downe, quoth hee, 

Aud Robin to take Ime sworne; 

~n<l when I am called by my right name, 

I am Guy of good Gisborne. 

My dwelling is in this wood, sayes Robin, 

By thee I set ribht nought; 

I am Robin Hood of Barnesdale, 

·whom thon so long hust sought, 

He that had neyther beene kythe nor kin ( 1) 

Might have seen a full fayre sight, 

To see how together these yeomen went, 

With blades both browne (2) and bright, 

To see l10w these yeomen together they fought, 

Two howres of a summer's day ; 

Yett neyther Robin Hood, nor Sir Guy, 

Them fettlc<l to flye away. 
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(l) Acquaintance nor kindred, (2) The common ep ithet for 

a sword, or other offell~i ve weapon, in the old metrical romances, 

is brown, as " brown brand," or « browu swords," " browt1 

byll." 
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Robin was reachles (1) on a roote, 

And stnmbled at that tyde; 

A1.d Guy was quick and nimble with-all, 

And hitt him upon the syde. 

Ah! deere Ladye, sayd Robin Hood, tho 

That art but mother and may; 

I think it ,,;as never r. an·s destinye 

To dye before his day. 

Rob.in thought on owre Ladye <lcere, 

And soone leapt up againc; 

And strait he came with a backward stroke> 

And he Sir Guy hath slayne. 

He took Sir Guy's head by the hayre, 

And stuck it upon liis bowes end : 

'l'hon hast beene a traytor all thy life, 

Which thing must have an end. 

(1) Carclesi. 



GUY OF GISBORNE. 

Robin pulled forth an Irish knife, 

And nicked Sir Guy in the face ; 

That he was never on woman born, 

Cold know whose head it ·was. 

Sayes, lye there, now, Sir Guye, 

And with me be not wrothe; 

Jff thon have had the \.\'Orst strokes at my hand, 

Thou shalt have the better clothe. 

Robin <lid off his gowne of greene, 

And 011 Sir Guy did throwe ; 

And 'he put on that seapull hy<lc, 

That dad him topp to toe. 

Thy bowe, thy arrowes, and little borne, 

Now with me I will beare; 

For I "ill away to Bames<lale, 

To see how my men doe fare. 

Robin Hood sett Gnyes horne to bis mouth, 

And a loud blast it did blowe; 

That heheard the sheri:tfe of Nottingham, 

As he leaned under a lowe (1). 

(1) A little hill, 
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Hearken, hearken, sayd the Sherift'e, 

I heare nowe tydings good ; 

For yonder I heare Sir Gnye's horn blow, 

And he hath slaine Robin Hood. 

Yonder I heare Sir Gnye's horn blowe, 

Itt blowes so well in tyde; 

And yonder comes that wightye yeoman, 

Cladd in his capull hyde. 

Come hyther, come hyth~r, thou good Sir Gny, 

Aske what thou wilt of mee. 

0 J will none of thy gold, sayd Ro bin, 

No1· I will norn of thy fee. 

But now I have slayne the master, he sayes, 

Let me go strike the knave ; 

For this is all the meede I aske, 

None other rewarde Ile l ave. 

Thou art a madman, sayd the Sheriffe, 

Thou sl10 cl t ave had a knight's fee (1) ; 

But seeing tLy asking hath been soc bad, 

Well granted it shall bee. 

(1) Kmghl's fee, au aucieut law tern, iguifyillg so much h'.ud 



GUY OF GISBORNE. 

When Lyttle John heard his master speake, 

Well knewe he itt was bis steven (1); 

Now shall I be Iooset, quoth Little John, 

With Christ his might in Heaven. 

Fast Robin bee hyed him to Little John, 

He thought to loose him blive (2); 

The Sheriffe and all bis companye 

Fast after him can drive. 

Stand abacke, stand abacke, rsayd Robin; 

"\Vhy draw yon mee so necrc? 

Itt was uever the use in our countrye, 

One's shrift (3) another shold heere. 

But Robin pulled forth an Irish knife, 

And losed John hand and foote; 

Aud gave him Sir Guye's bow into his l'and,. 

And bade it _be his boote ( 4 ). 
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inheritance as was e teemed sufficient to mi,,iotain a knight, 

wi'lh suitab le retinue, which, in Henry the Third's da) .·, wa5 

xeckoned at 151. per Ann nm. 
Cyclopcr.dia. 

(1) Voice, (~) Shortly, (3) Confession. (4) Assistance, help, 
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Then John he took Guy's bow in his hand, 

His boltes and arrowes eche one ; 

When the Sheriffe be saw Little John beud his bow, 

He fettled him to be gone. 

Towards his house in Nottingham towne 

He fled fu1! fast away ; 

And soe did all his companye, 

Not one behind wold stay. 

But he cold neither runne so fast, 

Nor away so fast cold ryde ; 

But Little John with an arrowe soe broad, 

He shott him into the syde. 



THE 

HEIR OF LINNE. 

LITHE and listen, gentlemen, 

To sing a song I will beginne; 

It is of a lord of faire Scotland, 

Which was the unthrifty Heire of Linne, 

His father was a right good Jord, 

His mother a lady of high degree ; 

But they, alas! were dead, him froe, 

And he Iov'd keeping compauie, 

To spende the daye with merrye cheare, 

To drink and revell every night; 

To card and dice from eve to morn, 

It was, I ween, his heart's delighte. 



62 T HE HEIR OF LINNE. 

To ride, t o runne, to rant, to roare, 

T o alwaye spend, and never spare; 

I wett, an' it were the king lrimselfe, 

Of gold and fee he mote be bare. 

So fares the unthrifty Lord of Linne 

Till aH his gold is gone and spent; 

And he mun se;J his landes so broad, 

His ho se, and lan<les, an<l all his rent. 

His father had a keen stew,11 de, 

And John o'the Scales was calle<l bee; 

But John is become a gentel-man, 

And John has gott both go1<l a.1tl fee, 

Sayes, welcome, welcome Lord of Linne, 

Let nouglit (1,istmb thy merry cheerc ; 

!ff ti ou wjlt sell tLy hmcles soe bro, d, 

Good store of gold Ile give thee here. 

My gold is gone, my money is spent, 

My lande nowe ta e it unto thee; 

Give me the gold, good Joh o'tbe Scale3, 

And thine for age my lande shall bee. 



THE HEIR OF LI1 "NE. 

Then John be did him to record draw, 

Aml John he gave him a God's-pennie(1); 

But for every pound that John agreed, 

The lande, I wis, was well worth three. 

He tol<l h m the golrl upon the board, 

He was right glac his lande to winne; 

The lande i,s mine, tl.e gold is thine, 

And now Ile be the Lore of Linne(2). 

Thus he hath sold his lande soe bro l, 

Both hill and holt (3) and moor and fenne; 

All but a poore and lonesome lodge, 

That stood far off in a lonely glenne ( 4). 

For soe he to his father hight (5): 

l\fy sonne, when I am gone, sayd bee, 

Then thou wilt spend thy It llde so broad, 

And thou wilt spend thy gold so free : 
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(1) i.e. earnest money; from the French ' denier a Dien, 
(!) The Heir of Linne seem not to have been a lord of pariia. 
m nt, hut a laird, whose title went along with his estate. 

(3) Wood, grove. ln orfolk a plantation of cherry trees is 
called a cherry-holt, (4) A narrow valley. (5) Promised. 
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But swear mee nowe upon the roode (1 ), 

That lonesome lodge thou'lt ~ever spend; 

For when all the world doth frown on thee, 

Thou there shalt find a faithful friend. 

The H eire of Li~ne is full of golde: 

And come with me, my friends, i-ayd hee; 

Let's drinke, and rant, and merry make, 

And he that spares, ne'er mote (2) he thee. 

They ranted, drank, and merry made, 

Till all bis gold it waxed tbinne; 

And then his frien<les they slunk away, 

They left the unthrifty Heire of Linne. 

He had never a penny left in his purse, 

Never a penny left but three; 

The tone (3) wa b1 ass, and the tone was lead, 

And tother it was white money. 
I 

(1) Cross, crucifix. (2) Never thrive, (3) Oue, 



THE HEIR OF LINNE. 

.L Towe well a-way! sayd the Heire of Linne, 

Now well a-way and woe is mee; 

For when I was the Lord of Linne, 

I never wauted gold or fee. 

But many a trnsty frjend have I, 

And why sho Id I feel dole ( 1) or care? 
Ile borrowe of them all by tomes, 

Soe need I not be 1:c,•cr bare, 

But one, I wis, was not at home, 

Another had payd his gold away; 

Another call'd him thriftless loone (~), 

And bade him sharpely wend (3) his way. 

Now well a-way, sayd the Heire of Linne, 

Nowe well a-way,_and woe is me! 

For when I had my landes so broad, 

On me they liv'd right merrilee. 

(1) Grief. (2) Sluggard. (3) Go his way, 

65 



€6 THE HEIR OF LINNE. 

To beg my bread from door to door, 

I wis, it were a brenning (1) shame; 

To rob and steal it ,vere a sinne, 

To worke my limbs I cannot frame. 

Now Ile away to lonesome lodge, 

For there my father bade me wend, 

·when all the world should frowne on mee, 

I there should fu1d a tru:,ty friend, 

PART THE SECOND. 

AW A Y then hyed the Heire of Linne, 

O'er hill, and bolt, and moor, and fenne; 

Untill he came to lonesome lodge, 

That stood so lowe in a lonely glenne. 

He looke<l up, he looked downe, 

In hope some comfort for to winne ; 

But bare and lothly were the walles: 

Here's sorry cheare, quo' the Heire of Linne, 

(1) Burning. 



THE HEIR OF LINNE. 

The little windowe, dim and darke, 

Was hung ·with ivy, brere, and yewe; 

No shimmering(!) sun here ever shone, 

No halesome breeze here ever blewe. 

No chair, ne table he mote spye, 

No chearfoll hearth, ue welcome bed; 

Nought save a rope with renning noose, 

That dangling hmig lJ o' ·r bis head. 

And over it in broad letters, 

These words were written so plaine to see : 

"Ah! graceless wretch! hath spent thine all, 

" And brought thyselfe to penurie ! 

" All this my boding mind misgave, 

" I therefore left this trusty friend : 

" Let it now shield thy foule disgrace, 

" And all thy shame and sorrows end.'' 

(1) Shining by gl~llC!.'S, 
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Sorely shent (1) wi' this rebuke, 

Sorely shent was the Heire of Linne ; 

His heart, I wis, was near to brast (2), 

With guilt and sorrowe, shame and sinue, 

Never a word spake the Heire of Linne, 

Never a word he spal:e bnt three: 

" This is a trusty friend indeed, 

" Antl is right welcome unto mee," 

Then round bis neck the cord he drewe, 

And sprang aloft with his bodie: 

When Io! the ceiling bn~st in twaine, 

And to the ground came tumbling hee. 

Astonyed lay the Hcire of Linne, 

Ne knewe if he were live or dead; 

At length he looked, and sawe a bille, 

And in it a key of gold soe redd. 

(l) Asha.med. (2) Burst, 



THE HEIR OF LINNE. 

He took the bill, and loo t i.t on, 

Strait good comfort fouud he there; 

It told him of a hole in the wall, 

In which there stood three chests in fere (1). 

Two w re foU of the beaten gold, 

The third was foll of the white money; 

And over them, in broad letters, 

These words ,.,.·ere written so p~aine to see ; 

'' Once more, my sonnc, I serte the clear, 

" Amend thy life and follies past; 

" For but thou amend thee of thy life, 

" That rope must be thy end at last." 

And Je it bee, sayd the fl:eire of Linne, 

And let it bee, bnt if I amend (2), 

For here I will make mine avow, 

This reade (3) shall guide me to the entl. 

(1 ) In company together, (2) Unless l amend, (::t) Advice, 

counsel, 



THE HEIR OF LINN 

Away then went the Heire of Linne, 

Away he went with merry chea1e; 

I wis, he neither stint ne stayd, 

Till John o'the Scales' house he came ncaro. 

And when he came to John o'thc Scales, 

Up at the speere (1) then looked hee; 

There sat three lords at the horde's end, 

·were drinking of the wine so fi ee. 

And then bespake the Heire of Linne, 

To John o'the Scales then lonted (2) lice; 

I pray thee nowe, good J oho o'the Scales, 

One fortye pence for to lend mee. 

Away, away, thou thriftless Joone, 

Away, away, this may not bee; 

For a curse fall on my head, he sayd, 

If ever I trust thee one pennie. 

(1) Perhaps the hole in the door by which it was peered, 
(i, e. ra~tened), (2) J3owed, 





'/'hen heJ'f)rdu Ifie heire of Linne , 

'f'oJohno'/Ju J'ca.1r:,wil'e,thm J'pakrlue; 

J'fada.nu . . ronte alJne., 01( ,ru be..9/m1•, 

Tpl'/{)' !'or J·we.el J'aint Ch.a.ritec . 
p . 71 . 



THE HEIR OF LINNE. 

Then bespake the Heire of Linne, 

To John o'the Seale~' wife, then spake bee; 

l\'iadame, some almes on me bestowe, 

I pray, for sweet Saint Cha,itee. 

Away, awa·,, thou thriftless loone, 

I swear thou gcttest no almes of mee; 

For if we should hang any lose! (1) heere, 

The first we ·wold begin with thee. 

Then bespakc a good fel16we, 

Which sat at JoLn o'the Scales his bord; 

Sayd, turn againc, thou Heire of Linne, 

Some time thou wast a well good lord. 

Some time a good feilowe thou hast been, 

And sparedst not thy gold and fee ; 

Therefore Ile lend thee forty pence, 

And other forty if need bee. 

(1) Sorry wortblfs11 person, 

'i ! 



THE HEIR OF LINNE. 

And ever, I pray thee, John o'the Scales, 

To let him sit in thy companee; 

For well I wot thou had5t his land, 

And a good bargain it was to thee. 

Up then spake him John o'the Scales, 

All wood (1) he answer'd him agaync; 

Now curse upon my head, he sayd, 

But I did lose by that bargainc. 

And her~ I proffer thee, Heire of Linne, 

Before these lords so faire and free, 

Thou shalt have it backe again better cheap, 

By a hundred marks than I had it of thee. 

I drawe you to record, lords, he sayd, 

With that he gave him a God's pennec; 

Now by my fay, sayd the Heire of Linne, 

And here, good John, is thy money. 

(1) Anger, furious. 



THE HEIR OF LINNE. 

And he pull'd forth three bagges of gold, 

And Iayd them down upon the bord ; 

All woe begone was John o'the Scales, 

So shent he cold say never a word. 

He told him forth the good redd gold, 

He told it forth with mickle dinne (1); 

The gold is thine, the land is mine, 

And now I me againe the Lord of Linne. 

Sayes, have thou here, thou good fellowe, 

Forty-pence thou didst lend mee; 

Now I me againe the Lord of Linne, 

And forty pounds I will gi.ve thee. 

Now well-a-day! -sayth Joan o'the Scales, 

Now well0 a-day ! and woe is my life ! 

Yesterday I was Lady of Linne, 

No\V I me but John o'the Scales his wifi. 

(1) Great noise. 
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Now fare thee well, sayd the Heire of Linne, 

Farewell, good John o'the Scales sayd hee; 

·when next I want to sell my land, 

Good John o'tbe Scales, Ile come to thee. 



GERNUTUS, 

THE JEW OF VENICE. 

THE FIRST PART, 

IN Venice towne, not long agoe, 

A cruel Jew did dwell, 

Which lived all on usurie, 

As Italian writers tell. 

Gernutus called was the Jew, 

Which never thought to dye, 

Nor ever yet did any good 

To them in streets that lie. 

His life was like a barrowe hogge, 

That liveth many a day, 

Yet never once doth any good, 

Uutill men will him slay. 
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76 GERNUTUS, 

Or like a filthy heap of dung, 

That Iyeth in a hoard, 

Which never can do any good 

Till it be spread abroad, 

So fares it "'ith the usurer, 

He cannot sleep in rest, 

For feare the thiefe will him pursue 

To plucke bim from his ne5t, 

His heart doth thinke on many a wile 

How to deceive the poore; 

His mouth is almost ful of mucke, 

Yet still he gapes for more. 

His wife must lend a shilling 

For every weeke a penny; 

Yet bring a pledge that is double worth, 

If that yon will have any. 

And see, like·wise, you kcepe your day, 

Or else you loose it nll ; 

This was the living of the wife, 

Her cow she did it tall. 



1rHE JEW OF VENICE. 

Within that citie dwelt that time 

A marchant of great fame, 

Which being distressed, in his need, 

Unto Gernutus came ; 

D esiring him to stand his friend 

For twelve month and a day, 

To lend to him an hundred crownes, 

And he for it would pay 

1Vhatsoever he would demand of him, 

And pledges he should have. 

No, (quoth the Jew, with fleal'ing lookes) 

Sir, aske what you will have; 

No penny for the loane of it, 

For one year you shall pay; 

You may doe me as goode a turne 

Before my dying day. 

Bn~ , 'C will have a merry jest, 

For to be talked long; 

You shall make me a bond, quoth he, 

T hat sh.tll be large and strong; 

E3 
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And this shall be the forfeytnrn, 

Of your owne fleshc a pound ; 

If you agree, make you the bond, 

And here is a hundred crownes. 

With right good will! the marchant sayes, 

Aud so the bond was made : 

When twelve month and a day drew on, 

That backe it should be payd, 

The marchant's ships were all at sea, 

And money came not iu; 

Which way to take, or what to doe, 

To thinke be doth begin : 

Aud to Gernutus strait he comes, 

With cap and benderl knee, 

And sayd to him : " Of courtesie 

I pray you beare with mee. 

" My day is come, and I have not 

Tbe money for to pay ; 

And little good the forfcyturc 

Will doe you, I dare say '' 



THE JEW OF VENICE. 

,vith all my heart, Gernutus sayd, 

Commaund it to your minde; 

In thinges of bigger waight then this 
I/ 

You shall me ready finde. 

He goes his way. The day once past, 

Gernutus doth not slacke 

To get a sergiant presently, 

And clapt him on the backe; 

And Iayd him into prison strong, 

And sued his bond withal; 

And when the judgement day was com~, 

For judgement he did call. 

The marchant's friends came thither fast, 

With many a weepi_ng eye ; 

For other means they could not find, 

But he that day must dye. 
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GERNUTUS, 

THE SECOND PAR'.r. 

SoME offered, for his hundred crownes, 

Five hundred for to pay; 

And some a thousand, two or three, 

Yet still he di<l denay. 

And at the last, ten thousand crownes 

They offered, him to save; 

Gernutus sayd, I will no gold-

My forfeite I will have. 

A pound of flesh is my demand, 

And that shall be my hire; 

Then sayd the Judge, Yet, my good friend , 

Let me of you desire, 

To take the fleshe from such a place 

As yet you let him Jive: 

Do so, and, lo ! an hundred crownes 

To thee here will I give, 



THE JEW OF VENICE. 

No, no, quoth he ; no ; judgement here 

For this it shall Le try'd; 

For I will have my pound of fleshe 

From under his right side. 

It grieved all the companie 

His crueltie to see; 

For neither friend nor foe could help, 

But he mu t spoyled bee. 

The bloudie Jew now ready is, 

With whetted blade in hand, 

To spoyle the bloud of innocent, 

By forfeit of his bond. 

Aud as be was about to strike 

In him the deadly blow-

Stay (quoth the Judge) thy crueltic, 

I charge thee to do so. 

Sith needs thou ,Yiit thy forfeit hav~, 

Which is of flesh a pound, 

ee that thou shed no lrop of bloocl, 

r or yet the man confound; 

E5 
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For if thou doe, like murderer, 

Thou here shalt hanged be; 

Likewise of flesh see that thou cut 

No more than 'longes to thee ; 

For if thou take either more or lesse, 

To the value of a mite, 

Thou shalt be hanged presently, 

As is both law and right. 

Gernutus now waxt frantic mad, 

And wotes (1) Hot what to say: 

Quoth he, at last,-Ten thousand crowne 

I will that he shall pay; 

And so I graunt to set him free. 

The Judge doth answere make,--· 

You shall not have a penny given ; 

Your forfeiture now take, 

(1) Knew not, 



THE JEW OF VENICE. 

At the last he doth demaund 

But for to have bis owne: 

No, quoth the Judge, doe as you listy 

Thy judgement shall be showne. 

Either take your pound of flesh, quoth he, 

Or cancell me yom bond. 

0 cruel Judge, then quoth the Jew, 

That doth against me stand! 

Aud so with griping grieved mind, 

He biddPth them farewell : 

Then all the people prais'd the Lord, 

That ~ver this heard tell. 

Good people, that doe hea.re this song 

For trueth, I dare well say, 

That many a wretch as ill as bee, 

Doth live now at this day; 

That seeketh nothing but the spoyle 

Of many a wea they man; 

And for to trap the innocent, 

Deviseth what they can, 

EG 
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84 GERNUTUS, &c. 

From whom, the Lord deliver me, 

And every Christian too ; 

\nd send to them like sentance eke,. 

That meaneth soe to doe, 



.MY .MIND TO JltIE A KINGDOM IS. 

THIS excellent philosophical song appears to have been 

famous in the sixteenth century. It is here chiefly printed 

from a quarto music-book, intitled, " Bassus, Sonets and 

Songs of Sadness and Pietie; made into musick, of five 

parts, &c. by William Byrd, one of the Gent. of the 

Queenes Majesties honorable Chappell.'' 

MY minde to me a kingdome is, 

Such perfectjoy therein I finde, 

As faITe exceeds all earthly blisse 

That God or nature hath assignde: 

Though much I want that most wonld have, 

Yet still my mind forbids to crave. 

Content I live, this is my stay, 

I seek no more than may suffice ; 

I presse to beare no haughtie sway; 

Look, what I lack my mind supplies: 
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:MY MIND TO I\IE 

Loe! thus I triumph like a king, 

Content with that my mind cfoth bring. 

I see how plentie surfets oft, 

And hastie climbers soonest fall; 

I see that such as sit aloft, 

Mishap doth threaten most of all : 
These get with toile, all!:1 keep with feare; 

Such cares~my mind could l!ever bcare. 

No princely pompe, nor welthie store, 

No fOl'ce to winne a victorie; 

No wylie wit to salve a sore, 

No shape to win a lovers eye: 

To none of these I yeeld as thrall, 

For why-my mind despiseth all. 

Some have too much, yet still they crave; 

I little have, yet seek no more : 

They are but poore, tho' much they have, 

And I am rich with little store. 

They poore} I rich; they beg, I give; 

They lack, I lend; they pine1 I ive. 
.. 



A KINGDOM JS. 

I laugh not at anothers l0sse, 

I grudge not at anothers gaine; 

No worldly wave my mind can tosse--

I brooke that is anothers bane : 

I feare no foe, nor fawne on friend ; 

I loth not life, nor dread mine end. 

My welth is health, and perfect ease; 

My conscience clere, my c~iefe defence ; 

I never seeke by brybes to please, 

Nor by desert to give offence: 

Thus do I live, thus will I die; 

Would all did so, as well as I ! 
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SIR LANCELOT DU LAKE. 

WHEN Arthur first in court began, 

And was approved king, 

By force of arms great victoryes wanne, 

And conquest home did bring. 

Then into England strait he came; 

With fifty good and able 

Knights, that resorted unto him, 

And were of his Round Table (1). 

(1) Knights of the Round Table: a military order, supposed 

to have been instituted by Arthur, the first king of the Britons, 

in the year 516. They are said to have been twenty-four in 

number, all selected from among the bravest of the nation. 

The Round Table, which gave them their title, was an inven

tion of that prince, to avoid clispntes about the upper and 

lower end, and to take away all emulation as to places. 

CycloptP,dia. 

An excellent historian observes, that Arthur was undoubt. 

cd ly a great general, though bis actions have given rise to ju. 



SIR LANCELOT DU LAKE. 

Ant.I he had justs and turnaments (1), 

"\Vherto were many prest; 

·wherein some knights did then excel, 

And far surmount the rest. 

89 

numerable fables; and though the institution of the Kn.ights of 
the Round Table has served as a foundation for many fabnlous 
1elations, it is not to be deemed altogether chimerical; for 
where is the improbability, that Art!Jur should institute an 
order of Knighthood in Britain, when we learn from the letters 
of Ca siodorus, that Theodoric, king of the Ostrogoths, insti
tuted one in Italy in the same century. 

Rapin's Hist. of Eng. vol. I. p. 39, fol. 
(1) Turnament, a martial sport or exercise, which the an

cient chevaliers used to perform to shew their bravery and ad
dre s. The first turnaments were only courses on horseback, 
wherein the cavaliers tilled at each other with canes, in man-
11er of I nces, and were distrnguisbed from jousts, which were 
cour es, or careers, accompanied with attacks anu combats 
with blunted lances and swords. 

Some say it was a turuament, when there was only one qua
dril, or troop; and that where there were several to encounter 
each other, it wa a jou; t. But it i certain that the two be
came confounded together in process of time, at least we find 
them o 111 authors. 

The pnnce, who publi hed tile turnament, used to end a 
king of arm ,·vitll a safe-conduct and a sword lo all the 
princes, kn1gllt , &c. 1gnifying, that he imencled a turnament, 
ancl a cla hing of words, in tile presence of ladies aud dam
sels, which was the u ual formula of ill\Titation. The first en
gaged man again t man, then troop again t lro, p, and after the 
combat, the judge allolled the prize to lhe be L ca a ier, aud 
the bast striker of swords, who was accordingly conclncted iu 
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But one Sir Lancelot du Lake, 

Who was approved well; 

He for his deeds and feates of arms 

All others did excell. 

11omp to the lady of tlie turnament, where, after thanking h er 

reverently, he saluted her, and likewise lier t wo a ttendants . 

Instances of turnaments occur among the English iu the 

r elgn of King Stephen, about the year 1140; but they were not 
much in u se till Richard's tin1e, after which these diversions 

were performed with extraoi·dinary magnificence in tbc Tilt. 

Yard, near St. James's, Smithfield , and other places. At last, 

however, they were found to l,e productive of b ad effects, and 

the occasions of several fata l mi sfortunes ; as in the instance 

0f Henry the Second of France, who died of a wound received 

at a turnament, flnil of the tilt exhibited at Chalons. w h i<'11, 

from the numbers killed on both sides, was called the little 
war of Chalons, These, and other rncoll\· eniences, r e -ulting 

from these dangerous pastimes, gave the popes occa ion to for. 
bid them, and the princes of Eu rope gradually concurred in 
discouragi,1g and suppressing them. Pope Eugenim, I[, excom

mu11icatecl those who went to turnam en ls. 

Jt is to the exercise of turnaments th at we owe the first use 

of a rmories, of which the name Blazonry, the form (Jf the 

escutcheons, the colours, principal figures, mantlings, labels, 

supporters, &c. are undeniable trnths. In Germany it was an

ciently a custom to hold a solemn turnament C\ ery three years, 

to serve as a proof of nobility; fur the gentleman, who had 

assisted at two, was sufficiently blaz, ned and puhl1~hed; i. e. 

he was acknowledged noble, and bore two trumpets hy way of 

crest on his lurnament casq ue. Those who hart not been in any 

turnaments had no arms, though they were gentlemen. 

Cyclopadia. 
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When he had rested him awhile, 

In play, and game, and sport, 

He said he would goe prove him!!elfe 

In some adventrous sorte. 

He armed rode in forrest wide, 

And mett a damsel faire, 

Who told him of adventures g1·eat, 

Whereto he gave good eare, 

Such wold I find, quoth L ancelott; 

For that cause came l hither. 

Thou seemst, quoth sbee, a knight full good, 

And I "ill bring thee thither 

Whereas a mightyc knigbt doth dwell, 

That nowe is of great fame ; 

Therefore tell me what wight (1) thou art, 

And what may be thy name. 

(1) :Person, 



~2 SIR LANCELOT DU LAKE. 

"My name is Lancelot du Lake." 

Quoth she, it Ekes me than; 

Here dwelles a knight, who never was 

Yet macht with any man; 

Who has in prison threescore knights, 

And four, that he did wound : 

Knights of King Arthm's court they be, 

And of bis Table :Round. 

She brought him to a rivers side, 

And also to a t ree, 

Wberon a copper bason hung, 

And many shields. to see~ 

He strnck soe hard, the bason broke, 

And Tarquin soon he spyed ; 

Who drove a horse before him fast,. 

Whereon a knight lay tyed. 

Sir knight, then sayd Si t· Lancelot, 

Bring me that horse-load hither, 

And lay him downe, and let him rest; 

We'll try our force t0gether. 
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For, as I ;understand, thou hast, 

Soe far as thou art able, 

Done great despite, and shame unto 

The knights of the Round Table. 

If thou be of the Table Round, 

Quoth 'I'arquin, speedilye, 

Both thee, and all thy fellowship, 

I utterlye defye. 

That's over much, quoth Lancelot; 

Defend thee by and by. 

They sett their speares unto their !!teeds, 

Atld each att other flye. 

They coucht their speares, (their horses ran 

As though there had been thunder,) 

And strucke them ea£h amidst their shields, 

·wherewith they broke in sunder. 

Their horses backes brake under them, 

Tim kuights were both astound; 

o avoyd their horses they made haste, 

And light upon the ground. 
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They tooke them to their shields full fast, 

Their swords they drewe out then ; 

With mightye strokes most eager]ye 

Eacbe at the other ran. 

They wounded were, and bled full sore, 

For breath they both did stand ; 

And leaning on their swords awhile, 

Quoth Tarquin, "Hold thy hand, 

And tell to me what I shall aske." 

Say on, quoth Lancelot, tho. 

" Thou art," quoth Tarqnin, " the best knight 

That ever I did know; 

"And, like a knight that I did hate, 

Soe that thou be not bee, 

I will deliver all the rest, 

And eke accord with thee." 

That is well sayd, quoth Lancelot, 

But sith it must be soc; 

What knight is that thou bate t thus? 

I pray thee to me show. 
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"His name is La11celot du Lake, 

He 5lew my brother deere; , 

Him I suspect of all tlie rest-

I would I bad him here.'?.. 

Thy wish thou bast, but yet unkuowne; 

I am Lancelot du Lake; 

Now knight of Arthurs Table Ronnd; 

King Hau<ls sou of Scliuwake; 

And I desire thee do thy worst. 

Ho, 110, quoth Tarqnin, tho ; 

One of us two :o1hall end our lives 

Before tbat we doe goe. 

If thou be Lancelot du Lake, 

Then welcome shalt thou bee; 

"\Vherfore see thou thyself defend, 

For now defye I thee. 

They buckled then togethe1· so, 

Like unto wild boars rushing, 

And with their swords and shields they ran, 

At one another slashing. 
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The ground besprinkled was with hlood; 

Tarquin began to yield; 

For he gave back for wearinesse-, 

And Iowe did beare bis shield. 

This soone Sir Lancelot espyde, 

He leapt upon him then ; 

He pu11'<l him downc upon his knee, 

And, rushing off his helm, 

Forthwith he strucke his neck into; 

And when he had soe done, 

From prison, threescore knights and four, 

Delivered everye one. 



THE 

1fARRIAGE OF SIR GAWAINE. 

PA RT THE FIR!iT, 

ING Arthur lives iu merry Carleile, 

And seemely is to see; 

And there with him Queene Gucnever, 

That bride so bright of blee (1). 

And there wi th I im Queene Guenever, 

That bride so bright in bowre; 

And all bis barons about him stoode, 

That were both stiffe and stowre (2). 

(1) Complexion. 

(~) Strong, robu t. 

l" 
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T he kiug a royalc Christmasse kept, 

With mirth and princelye cheare; 

To him repaired many a knight, 

That came both farre and neare. 

Aad when they were to dinner scttc, 

And cups went freely round, 

Before them came a faire damselle, 

And knelt upon the ground. 

A boone, a boone, 0 Kinge Arthme, 

I beg a boone of thee; 

Avenge me of a carlish(l) knight, 

Who hath tane my love from mee. 

In Tearne-Wadling(2) hi:; castle stands, 

All on a hill soe bye; 

And proudlye rise the battlements, 

And gaye the streamers flye. 

(1) Churlish. 

('2) This is the name of a place in Cumberlan<.l, where the 1·e. 

mains of an ancient castle are still to be seen. Tearne, in the 
·lialect of that country, eignifies a 5mall lake. 



SIR GAWAINE. 

No gentle knighte, nor ladye faire, 

l\fay pass tlrnt castle-wane, 

But from that foule discurteous knight 

M ishappe will them befalle. 

Ree's twice the size of common men, 

"\Vi' limbs and siaewes stronge, 

Aud on his backe he bears a club be, 

That is both tliicke and longe. 

This grimme barone 'twas our harde happe, 

But yester mome to see, 

,vhen to his bowre he bore my love, 

Aud thereby grieved me. 

1\nd vhen I told him, King Arthure, 

As little shold him spare ; 

Go tell, sayd hee, that boasting kinge 

To meet me if he dare. 

p then started Kiug Arthure, 

And swarc by hille and dale, 

_e ne'er woldc quit that grimme barone 

T ill he had made him quail, 

F 2 
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Goe fetch my sword, Excalibar, 

Goe saddle mee my steede ; 

Now, by my faye(1), that grimme barone 

Shall rue this ruthfulle deede. 

And when he came to Tearne-,Vadliuge, 

Heneathe the castle-wall e; 

" Come forth, come forth, thou proude harone, 

Or yielde tbyselfe my thralle (Z)." 

On magicke ground that castle stoode, 

And fenc'd with many a spelle; 

Noe valient knighte could tread thereon, 

But straite hi.i courage felle. 

Fortll then rush'd that carli h knight, 

King Arthur felt the charme; 

His sturdy sinevres lost their strengt!Jc, 

Downe sunkc hi feeble arme. 

(1) Fnith. 

(!I) Capth·e, 



SIR GAWAINE. 

Now yiclde thee, yield thee, King Arthure, 

Now yield thee unto mee; 

Or fight wit ,1 mee, or l<,se thy lande, 

Noe better termes may bee. 

Unlesse thou swear upon the rood (1), 

And promise on thy faye, 

Here to returne to Teame-Wadling, 

Upon the new-yeare's daye; 

And bring me wor<le what thiug it is, 

All women most desire: 

This is thy ransonie, Arthur, he says, 

Ile have noe other byre. 

King Arthur then helde up his hande, 

And sware upon his faye ; 

Then took his leave of the grimme barone, 

And fast bee rode awaye. 

(1) Cross; cn1cifix. 

F3 
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And l1e rode east, and he rode west, 

And di<l of all inquyrc, 

What thing it is a1l women crave, 

And wha t they most clesyre, 

Some told him ri.ches, p mpe, 01' state, 

Son e, raymcnt fine and brighie; 

Some told him mirthe, some Datterye, 

And some, a come}y knighte. 

In lcUercs all King Arthm wrote, 

And seald them with his ringe; 

Bet still his minclc was helde in doL.bte, 

Each tolde a difforent t1 ioge. 

As ruthfulle he rode over a moor, 

He saw a ladye sette 

Betwene an oak and a grecne holleye, 

AH clad in red ( 1) scarlette. 

Her nose was crookt, and turnd outwarde, 

Her chin stoode all awrye ; 

And where as sho.de have been her moutlie, 

L o ! there wa~ set lier rye; 

(1) So tile ori::inal. 



SIR GA \YAINE. 

Her haires, lite serpents, dung aboute 

Her cheeks of dea,1lye hewe: 

A " ·orse formd Iadye, than she was, 

No man mote ever vie ve. 

To hail the dng in scemelye sorte, 

This Iadye was fulle faine ; 

Bnt King Arthure all sore amaz'd, 

No aunswere ma,fo agayne. 

What wight art thou, the Jadye sayd, 

T ~! t wilt nnt sptak to mec? 

Sir, I may chance to ease thy pai!'le, 

Though I bee fi,ule to see, 

If thou wilt ease my pa.inc, he sayd, 

And help me in my neede; 

Ask wJ,at thou wilt, thou grimme ladye, 

And i L sbaU bee thy meede (1). 

(1) Reward. 

F4 
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0 sweare mee this upon the roode, 

And promise on tby fa:ye, 

And here the secrette I wiJJ te1Je, 

That shall thy ransome paye. 

King Arthur promis'd on his faye, 

And sware upon tl,e mode; 

'rlie secrette then the la<'lye tolde, 

As lightlye well she cou'de. 

Now this shalt be my paye, Sir King, 

And this my guerdon ( 1) bee, 

That some yong, fair, and court1ye knigllte, 

Thou bringe to marrye mee. 

Fast then pricked (2) King Arthure, 

Ore lJ.ille, and dale, an<l cJowne; 

And soone he found the baron's bowre, 

And soone the grimme barone. 

(1) Rewa,d . 

(2) <::µ •JlT' •l 



SIR GA WAINE. 

He bare llis clubb upon his backe, 

He stoode both stiffe and stronge; 

And when hee had the letters read, 

Aawaye the letters flunge. 

Now yielde thee, Arthur, and tby Iandes, 

All forfeit unto mee; 

For this is not thy paye, Sir King;, 

Nor may thy ransome bee. 

Yet hold thy hande, thou proud Barone, 

I praye thee holde thy hande; 

And give me leave to spea -e once moe, 

In reskewe of my lande. 

This morn, as I came over a moor, 

I saw a la.dye sette 

Between an oak and a greene holleye, 

All clad in red scar1ette. 

, 

Shee sayes, all women will have their will, 

This is their chief desyre; 

Now yield, a:i thou art a barone true, 

That I have payd mine byre. 

JF 5 
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An eadye vengeance light on her! 

The carlish barone sayd; 

She was my sister tolde the this, 

And she's a mishapen jade. 

But here I will make mine avowe,. 

To do her as ill a turne ; 

For an ever I may that foule thief gett, 

In a fyre I will her burne. 

PART THE SECONDE. 

Homewarde pricked King Arthure,. 

And a wearye man was bee; 

And soone bee met Queene Guenever, 

That bride so bright of blee. 

What newes, what newes ! thou noble king, 
Howe, Arthur, hast thou sped? 

Where hast thou hung the carlish Knighte ? 

And where bestow'd his head2 



SIR GAW AINE. 

The carlisb Knight is safe for me, 

And free fro' mortal harme : 

On magicke ground his castle stands, 

And fenc'd ,.vith mruiy a charme, 

To bowe to him I was fuUe faine, 

And yie1de mee to his hand ; 

And but for a lothlye lad) e there, 

I sholde have lost my land. 

And now this fills my heart with woe, 

And sorrowe of my life ; 

I swore a young and conrtlye knight 

Shold marrye her to h·s wife. 

Then bespake him Sir Gawaine, 

That was ever a gentle knighte; 

That Iothlye lady I will wed, 

Therefore be merrye and lighte. 

Now naye, now naye, good Sir Gawaine, 

My sister's sonne ye bee; 

This Iotblye laLlye's all too grimm ;1 

And all too foule for yee. 

F 6 
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Her nose is crookt and turnd ou twarde, 

Her chin is all awrye; 

A worse form'd Ladye than she is, 

Was never seen with eye. 

What though her chin stand all awryc, 

And she be foule to see, 

I'll marry her, unkle, for t11y sake, 

And I'll tliy ransome bee. 

Now thankes, now tbankes, good Sir Gawaine, 

And a blessing thee betide ! 

To-morrow wee'll have knights and sr1uires, 

And 1.-vee'Jl go fetch the bride. 

And wee'll have hawks and wee'll have hounds, 

To cover our intent; 

And wee'll awaye to the green for' st, 

As we a hunting went. 

J3ir Lancelot, Sir Stephen bolde, 

They rode with them that daye _; 

And foremoste of the companye, 
r 

There rode the stewal'de Kaye. 



SIR GA WAINE. 

Soe did Sir Banier and Sir Bore, 

Anrl eke Sir Garratte keene; 

Sil' Tristram too, that gentle knight, 

To the forest freshe and greene. 

And when they came to the greene forest, 

Beneathe a faire holley tree, 

There satt that ladye in red scarlette, 

That unseemelye was to see. 

Sir Kay behelde that ladye's face, 

And looked upon her sweere(1); 

'Whoever kisses that lady, he sayes, 

Of his kiss he stands in feare. 

Sir Kay beheld iliat Iadye againe, 

And looked upon her snout; 

Whoever kisses that ladye he sayes, 

Of his kisse he stands in doubt. 

(1) Neck. 
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Peace, brother Kay, sayd Sir Ga~alne1 

And amend thee of thy life ; 

For there is a knight among us aU, 

Must marry her to his wifer 

What, marry this foule queanc> quoth Kay, 

I'the devils name anone; 

Get me a wife wherever I maye, 

In sooth she shall bee none. 

Then some took up their hawkes in haste1 

And some took up their houndes; 

And sayu they wolde not marry her 

For cities, nor for townes. 

Then bespake him King Arthure, 

And sware there by this daye ; 

For a little foule sighte and mislik'inge, 

Yee shall not say her naye. 

Peace, lordlings, peace; Sir Gawaine sayd, 

Nor make debate nor strife; 

This lotblaye ladye I will take, 

And marry her to my wife. 



SIR GA,VAINE. 

N owe thankes, nowe tbankes, good Sil' Gawaine, 
And a blessinge be thy meecte ! 

For as I am thine owne ladye, 

Thou never shalt rue this deede. 

Then up they took that lothlye dame-, 

And home anone they bringe ; 

And there SiT Gawaine he her wed,. 

And married her with a ringe. 

And when they were at home, 

And all were gone away; 

Come look at mee, my owne wed-lord, 

Come look at me, I praye. 

Sir Gawaine scant ( 1) could lift his head, 

For sorrowe and for care ; 

When, lo! instead of that lotblye dame, 

He sawe a young ladye faire. 

(l) Scal'cely, 
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Sweet blushes stayn'd her rud-red (1) cheeke, 

Her eyen were blacke as sloe ; 

The ripening cherrye swellde her lippe, 

And all her necke was snowe. 

Sir Gawaine kiss'd that ladye brighte, 

Sitting there by bis side ; 

" The fairest flower is not soe faire ! 

Thou canst not bee my bride !" 

I am thy bride, mine owne deare Iorde, 

The same which thou didst knowa; 

That was so lotblye, and was wont 

Upon the wild moor to goe. 

Now, gP-ntle Gawaine, chuse, quoth shee, 

And make thy choice with care, 

Whether at home, or else abroad, 

Shall I be foule or faire? 

" To have thee foule still in my house, 

Where I thee ever see ! 

I'd rather have thee, ladye deare, 

Be foule in companie." 

(1) Ruddy cheeke, 
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" What! when gay ladyes goe with their lords, 

To drinke the ale and wine, 

Alas! then mnst I hide mys~lf ! 
' I must not goe with mine? 

My faire ladye, Sir Gawayne sayd, 

I yeild me to thy skille ; 

Because thou art mine owne ladye, 

Thoit shalt have all thy will." 

Now blessed bee thou, sweete Gawaine, 
And the day that I thee see ; 

For as thou seest me at this time, 

Soe shall I ever bee. 

]Hy father was an aged knight, 

And yet it chanced soe, 

He tooke to wife a false ladye, 

Whiche brought mee to this woe~ 

She vvitch'd me, being a faire yonge maid, 

In the green forest to dwelle; 

And here to abyde in Iothlye shape, 

Most like a fiend in belle 
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Midst moors and mosses, woods and wilds, 

To lead a lonesome life ; 

Till some yonge, faire, and courtlyc knigl1te, 

lVould marry mee to his ·wife. 

Nor folly to gaine mine owne trewe shape, 

Such was her devilish skille, 

Until! he wolde yieltl to be rul'd by mee,. 

And let me have my will. 

She witch'd my brother to a carlish boorc~, 
, 

And made him stiffe and strange ; 

And built him a bowre on magicke grounde, 

To live by rapine and wronge. 

But nowe the spelle is broken througlte, 

And wronge is tnrn'd to righte; 

Henceforth I shall bee a faire lady , 

Aud hee be a gentle knighte. 

The marriage of Sir Gawaine is chiefly taken from an ol 

l>allad, believed to be more ancient than tl e lime of Chaucer. 



KI~G RYENCE'S CHALLENGE. 

'.rHIS song is more modern tban many of those which> 

follow it, but is placed here for the sake of the subject. It 

vas snug b fore Queen Elizt1beth at the grand entel'tain° 

mcnt at Kenelworth,Castle, iu 1575, and was probably 

l'Omposed for that occasion. In a letter, describing those 

festivities, it is thns mentioned :-" A minstrel came forth 

" with a sollem song, warranted for story out of K, Arthur's 

u Acts, whereof I gat a copy, and is this; 

"As it fell out on a Pentecost-day, &c." 

The story in !\forte Arthur, whence it is taken, runs as 

follow .-" Came a messenger hastely from King Ryence 

"of North-Wales, sayin~·, that King Ryence had dis

" comfit d and overcomen eleaven kings, and cvericbe of 

" them did him homage, and that was this: they gave hbn 
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" their heards cleane flayne off,-:-wherefore the messenger 

" came for King Arthur's beard, for King Ryencc had 

" purfeled (1) a mantell with kings beards, and there 

" Jacked fo!' one place of the mante.J, wherefore he sent 

" for bis beard, or else he would enter into his lands, aucl 

" brenn (2) and slaye, and n.ever leave till he have thy head 

" and thy beard.''-" ·weu, sayd King Arthur, thou hast 

'' said thy message, which is the most villainous message 

" that ever man heard sent to a king; Also th<ill mayst see 

" my beard is fuIJ young yet for to make a p rfcll of; lmt 

"tell thou the king, that, or it be long, he shall do to me 

"homage on both his knees, or else he shall ecse (3) hL 

"head.'' 

._ ______ _ 
AS it feIJ out on a Pentecost-day, 

King Arthur at Camelot kept l1is court ( 4 ), 

With his faire Queene dame Genever the royall; 

(1) Embroidered. (2) Burn. (3) Lose. 

(¼) Kiug Arthur kept hi,i round table at diverse place , but 
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And many bold barons sitting in hall, 

With ladies attired in purple and paU; 

And heraults in hewkes(1), hliloting on high, 

Cryed, largesse, largesse, Chevaliers tris-hardie ( 2) '! 

A doughty dwaife, to the uppermost deas(S), 

Right pertlye gan pricke, kneeling on knee, 

With steaven ( 4) f~lle stoute amidst all the preas (5), 

Sayd, nowe Sir King Arthur, God save thee and see! 

Sir Ryence of North-gales, greeteth well thee, 

And bids thee thy beard anon to him send, 

Or else from thy jaws he will it off rend. 

e pecially at Carlion, Winchester, and Camalet, in Somerset. 
shire. This Camalet, sometime a famous town or castle, is 
situate on a very high tor or bill. 

Stowe. 

(1) Herald coats . ('2) The heralds rernunded these words 
a· oft as Lhey received the bonnty of the knights . 

See JJiemoires de la Chr:oalerie. 

The ex pres ion is ti1l used in the form of Installing Knights 
of the Garter. (~) The high table in a hall, from Fr. D ais a 
canopy. (4) Voic . (5) Press. 
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For his robe of state is a rich scarlet mantle, 

With eleven kings beards bordered (1) about: 

And there is room lefle yet in a kantle (2) 

For thine to stande to make the twelfth ont ; 

This must be done, be thou never so stout; 

Tl.iis must be done, I tell thee no fable, 

Maugre the teethe of all thy round table. 

When this mortal message from his mouthc past, 

Great was the noyse, bothe in l.iall and in bower, 

The king fum'd, the queene screecht, ladies were agast, 

Princes puff'd, barons blnster'<l, lords began to lower, 

Knights stonn'd, squires startled lik<:' steeds in a stower (3); 

Pages and yeomen, yell'<l out in the hall, 

Then in came Sir Kay, the l ings seneschall. 

Silence, my soveraignes, quolh this courteous knigl1t, 

And in that stound ( 4) tl.e stowre began still; 

Then the clwarfe's dinner full deerely(5) was dight(C), 

Of"' inc and wassel (7) he Jiad his ,\illc, 

And "' hen he had eaten and drunken his fill, 

n hnnclrec pieces of fine coyned gold 

Were given this <lwarfe for liis me;ssage bold. 

(1) Perhaps broidered; so purfled signifies . (2J Corner, 

(~) Di turbance, ught. (4) ,Iomeot, (5) Richly. (6) Decked. 

(7) Drinking, good cheer, ,. 
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But say to Sil' Ryence, thou dwarf, quoth tLe king, 

That for IJis bold message I do him defye ; 

And shortlye with basins and pans will him ring 

Ont of North-gales; where he and I 

,vith swords, and not razors, quicklye shall trye 

Whether he, or King Arthnr, ,~,iJl prove the best harbor, 

And therewith he shook his good sword Exca~abor. 



KlNG ARTHUR'S DEATH. 

A FRAGMENT, 

THE subject of this ballad is evidently tahn from the 

old romance of Morte Arthur, but with some variations, 

especially in the concluding stanzas, in which the author 

seems rather to follow the traditions of the old Welsh 

bards, who "believed that King Arthur was not dead, but 

'{ conveied awaie by the fairies into some pleasant place, 

" where he should remaine for a time, and then return 

" againe, and reign iu as great authority as ever." Holin

shed, B. 5. c. 14; or, as it is expressed in an old Chro11icle, 

printed at Antwerp, 1493, by Ger. de Leew: " The 

" Beretons supposen that he [K. Arthur] shall come yet, 

'' and conquere all Bretaigne, for certes this is the · p ·o

,, pbicye of Merlyn. He sayd that his deth shall be 

" doubteous, and sayd soth, for men thereof ye hav 

'' doubte, aud shullen for evermore ; for men '') t Hol 

" whether that he Jyveth or is dede." 
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ON Trinitye-Moudaye in the morne, 

This sore battayle was doom'd to bee; 

'Where manye a knighte cry'd, well awaye ! 

Alacke it was the more pittl.e. 

Ere the first crowinge of the coc -e, 

When as the kinge in bed Jaye, 

He thoughte Sir Gawaine to him came, 

And there to him thes.e wordes did saye: 

1 J ow as you are mine nnkle deare, 

And as yon prize your life, this daye, 

0 meet not with your foe in fighte, 

Put off the battyle, if yese maye. 

For Sir Lancelot is nowe in France, 

And wi th him manye an liardye knighte, 

"\Vllo will wi1hin this month be backe, 

And ,\ill assist yce in the fighte. 

T he lange ilicn call'd !ti- no bles a ll, 

Before the breakingc of the da· e, 

A nd to lclc them ho-we Sir Ge rniue c.2me, 

And there to him these wordes did r ye. 
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His nobies all this counsayle gave, 

That earlye iu the morninge, bee 

Shold send awaye an herauld at armes, 

To ask a parley faire and free. 

Then twelve good knights King Arthur chos~, 

The best of all that with him were, 

To parley with the foe in fielcl, 

And make with them agreement faire. 

The king he charged all his hoste, 

In rcadinesse there fo, to bee; 

But noe man shold noc ;v~apon stlU're, 

Unlesse a $WOrde drawne they shold see. 

Aud Mordred on the other parte, 

Twelve ef his knight <lid like vise bringe, 

The beste of all l1is companye, 

To liolde the parley with the kinge. 

Sir Mordred alsoe charged hi boste, 

In readiness U1ere for to bee; 

'ut noe man sholde no weapon sturre, 

But if a sworde c1rawne tlwy sboldc ce. 
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For he durst not his unkle trust; 

Nor he bis nephewe so the to tel.I : 

Alacke ! it was a woefnlle case 

As ere in Clu-istentye befelle. 

But wheu they were together mctte, 

And both to faire accordance broughte, 

And a month's lcagne betweene iliem sette, 

Before the battaylc sbolde be foughte. 

An ad<ler crept forth of a bushe, 

Stunge one of the king's knights on the knee ; 

Alackc ! it -rras a woefulle chance 

As ever was in Christentie. 

When the knight found I im woundecl sore, 

Aud sawe the ·wi!d-worme bang:nge ther , 

His sworde he from his scabbardc drewc, 

A piteous case as ye shall hearc. 

For when the two hosts sa vc the swon et 

They joyned batta •le instant[ye; 

Till of soe many noble knights, 

One one side there , ·ere left bt;t .we~. 

6 2 
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For all were slayne that durst abide, 

And but some fewe that fled awaye; 

Ay mee ! it was a bloodye fielde, 

As ere was foughte on snmmer's daye. 

Upon King Arthur's owne partye, 

Onlye himselfe escaped there ; 

And Lukyn Duke of Gloster free, 

And the king's butler Bedevere. 

And when the king beheld bis kniglitcs 

All dead and scattered on the moltlc, 

The tears fast trickled downc bis face, 

That maulye face in fighte soc bolde. 

Kowe rest yee all, br,we knightes, lie saycJ, 

Soe true and faithful to your trust: 

And must yee then, yee valiant hearts, 

Be lefte to moulder into dust! 

fo3t loyal have yee been to mee, 

Most true and faithful unto deathe; 

And oh! to rayse yee up againe, 

How fteelye could I yield my breathe, 

• 
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But see, the traytor's yet,alive, 

Lo where he stalks among the dead! 

Nowe bitterlye he shall abye (1), 

And vengeance fall upon his head. 

0 stay, my liege, then sayd the Duke, 

0 staye for love aud charitie ; 

Remember what the vision spake, 

Nor meete your foe, if it maye bee. 

O, staye mee rn;>t, thou worthye wight, 

This debt my loyal knightes I owe ; 

Betide me life; betide me death, 

I will avenge them of their foe. 

hen straite he grasped his trustye spear, 

And on his horse then mounted hee; 

As his butler holpe him to his horse, 

His bowels gushed to his knee. 

(1) Suffer, pay for, 

G 3 
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Alas! then sayd the noble king, 

That I should live this sight to see~ 

To see this good knight here be slaine, 

All for his love in helping mec. 

He put his spear into his reste, 

And to Sir Mordred loud gan crye, 

N owe sette thyselfc upon tl1y guarde, 

F0r, traitor, nowe thy death is nye. 

Sir Mordred lifted up his sworde, 

And fierce to meet the king ran bee ; 

'l'hc king his spcarc he through him thrust, 

A fathom thorow his bodic. 

,vhen Mordred felt the stroke of death, 

And found that he was wounded soe, 

Ile thruste himselfe upon the speare, 

Aud strncke the king a deatllye blow~. 

Then grimmlye dyed Sir Mor<lered, 

Prescntlye upon that tree ; 

And bloody streames ranne from the kinge, 

Ere to the Doke returned hee, 
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Sh· Lukyu then be Hms bespake, 

Sir Knighte, thou hast beene faithfolle tryd.e, 

Now take my sworde Excalibar, 

That hangs so freelye by my syde. 

0 take my sworde Exca1ibar, 

And there into the river throwe; 

For here, henceforth, benethe this tree, 

All use of weapo11s 1 foregoc. 

And fare thee well, thon trustye sword, 

A better ne'er had vallant knighte ; 

With thee full ofte, and manye a daye, 

Have I withstood my foe in fighte. 

With thi~ good faucl:ion in my hande, 

Oft have I reapt the bloody feilde; 

Bt t nowe the fatalle hom is come 

That never more I may thee weelde~ 

The Duke then to t!1e river went, 

And there his owne sword in threwe he; 

But hee kept backe Excalibar, 

He kept it backe u1 privitee. 

G 4 
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For all'of Coleyne (1) was the blade, 

And all the hilte of pricious stone; 

And ever a1acke ! then sayd the knighte, 

Mnst such a swo1·d awaye be throwne? 

Then l1acke he came unto the ki11ge, 

\Vho sayd, Sir LuRyn, what did yee see? 

Nothing, my liege, save that the winrle, 

Blewe o'er the waters faire aod free, 

0 goc againe, then sayd the kinge, 

0 good Sir Lukyn, goe againe; 

Into Hie river throwe my sword, 

Nor keep me lingering here in paine. 

The Duke theu to the river went, 

And the king's scabberd in threwe hee-; 

But he kept backe Excalibar, 

And liid it un<lernethc a tree. 

(1) Cologne steel, 
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Then backe he came to tell the kinge, 

·who sayd, Sir Lukyn, sawe ye oughte? 

N othinge, my liege, save that the winde 

N owe with the angrye waters foughte. 

0 Lnkyn, Lukyn, sayd the kioge, 

Twice hast thou dealt <leceytfollye; 

Alacke ! whom may wee ever truste, 

When such a knighte soe false can bee? 

Saye, would5t tlwu have thy master dead 

All for a sword, that wins thine eyf1? 

Now goe againe, and throwe, it in, 

Or here the one of us shall dye. 

The Duke all 'sham'd with this rebuke, 

No answer made unto the kinge ; 

But to the river tooke the sworde, 

And tluewe it far as he cold flinge. 

A lrnnde and anne did meete the sworde, 

And flourish'd three times in the air, 

Then sunke benethc the rennioge streme, 

And of the Duke was seen nae mair. 

G 5 
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All sore astonish'<l stood the Duke, 

He stood as still as still mote bee·; 

Then hastend backe to tell the kinge, 

But he was gone from benethe the tree. 

Unto what place he colde not telle, 

For never after he did him spye; 

But hee saw a barge goe from the lande, 

And he heard ladyes (1) !JOwle and crye. 

-And whether the kinge were there or not, 

He never knewe, nor ever colde ; 

For from that sad and direful!e daye, 

He never more was seene on moulde. 

(1) Ladies was the word our old English writers used for 
.nymphs. 



HARDYKNUTE. 

A. SCOTTISH FRAGMENT. 

STATELY stept he east the way, 

And stately stept he west, 

Full seventy years he nowe had sene, 

With skers seven years of reste; 

He lived when Britons breach of faith 

,vrought Scotland meikle wae (1); 

And ay his sword told to their cost,. 

He was their deidly fae (2)r 

High on a hill his castle stude, 

With halls and touris a-hicht (3); 

And goodly chambers faire to see, 

Where he lodgit many a knight: 

(1) Great. trouble, grief, (1!) Foe, (3) On high. 

G 6 
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His dame so peerlesse once and fair, 

For chast and bewtie deimt(1), 

Nae marrow (2) had in all the land, 

Save Elenor the Queue. 

run tliirteen sonnes to him she bare, 

All men of valour stout; 

In b1uidy fight with sword in hand 

Niue lost their lives bot (3) doubt; 

Four yet remain, long may tliey live 

To stand by liege and land ; 

Hie was their fame, liie was Hlcir migllt, 

And hie was their command. 

Great love they bare to Fairly fair, 

Their sister soft and dear ; 

Her girdle shawd her mi<lle gimp ( 4), 

And gowden glist her bai1 : 

What waefore wae her bewti bred? 

Wacfore to young and old; 

Waefore I trow to kyth and kyn (.5), 

As story ever told. 

(1) I>teemcd. (2) Equal. (3) Certainly, undoubtedly, 
: l) K cat, slender, (5) Acquaintance and kindred, 
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'l'he King of Norse(!) in summer tyde, 

Pnfft up with power and might, 

Landed in fair Scotland the yle, 

With many a hardy knight. 

The tydings to our good Scots kiug 

Came as he sat at dyne, 

·with noble chiefs in brave aray, 

Drinking the bluid-recl wine. 

" To horse, to horse, my royal liege, 

Your foes stand on the strand·; 

Full twenty thousand glittering spears 

The l{ing of Norse commands." 

Bring me my steed l\Iage dapple gray, 

Our good king rose and cryd, 

A trustyer beast in all the land, 

A Scots king never scyd (2). 

o, little page, tell Hardyknl.lte, 

That lives on hill so hie, 

To draw his sword, the <lTead of foes, 

And haste and follow me. 

(l) No1•way, · ( '2) Saw. 
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The little page flew swift as dart 

Flung by his master"s arm : 

" Cum down, cum down, Lord Hardyknute, 

And rid your king from harm." 

Then redd, redd grew his dark-brown checks) 

So did his dark-brown brow, 

His looks grew kene, as they were wont 

In dangers great to do. 

He has tane a lioru as grene as glass, 

And gien five sounds so shrill, 

That trees in green wood shook thereatt, 

So loud rang i1ka (1) bill. 

His sons in mau1y sport and g1ee, 

Had past that summer's morn, 

When low down in a grassy da1e 

They heard their fatlier's horn : 

That horn, quoth they, neir sounds in peace, 

We have other sport to byde, 

.And soon they hied them up the hill, 

And soon were at his yde. 

(1) Every hill, 
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"Late, late the yester e'en I weinde(i) in peace, 

T o encl my lengthened life, 

My age might well excuse my arm, 

Frae manly feats of stryfe. 

Bnt now that Norse does proudly boast 

Fair Scotland to intbrall, 

Its ne'er be sayd of Hardyknute 

He feard to fight or fall. 

Robin of Roth~ay, bend thy bow, 

Thy arrowes shoot so lei! (2), 

That mony a comely countenance 

They have turnd to deadly pale. 

Broad Thomas take ye but your lance, 

Ye need nae weapons mair; 

If ye figlit we it as ye did once 

Gainst W estmorlands fierce hei1:. 

And Malcolm, light of foot as stag, 

That runs in forest wyld, 

Get me my thousand three of men, 

Well bred to sword and schield; 

(1) Thought. (2) True. 
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Bring me my horse and harnisine, 

My blade of met!al clear; 

If foes kend (1) but the hand it bare, 

They sune had fled for fear. 

Farewel, my dame, sae peerless gude; 

(And tuke her by the hand), 

Fairer to me in age you seem 

Than maids for bewtie fam'd: 

My youngest son shall here rnmain, 

To guard these stately towers, 

And shut the silver bolt that keeps 

Sae fast your painted bowers (2)." 

And first she wet her comely cheeks, 

And then her bodice grene, 

Her silken cords of twirtle twist (3), 

Well plett(4) with silver shene(.5); 

And apron set with many, a dice, 

Of needle-wark so rare, 

Wove by nae hand, as ye may guess, 

Save that of Fairly fair. 

(1) Knew. 
/.J,) rlatteu. 

(2) Chambers. 

(5) ShiniD& ~ilver, 
(3) Thoroui,hly twi~ t.. 
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And he has ridden owre mool' and moss, 

Owre hills and mony a glen, 

When he came to a wounded knigh t, 

Making a heavy moan. 

" Here maun I lye, here maun I dye, 

By treacl:eries false guiles; 

Witless I was that e'er gave faith 

T o wicked womans smyles-." 

" Sir knight, if ye were in my bower, 

To lean on silken seat, 

My Jaydis kindly care youd prove, 

Who n'er kend deadly hate : 

Herself wold watch ye all the day, 

Her maids a'<lead of night ; 

And Fairly fair your keart wold chear, 

As she stands in your sight • . , 

" Arise, young knight, and mount your steed, 

Full !owns ( 1) the shining day; 

Chuse from my menzie (2) whom ye please, 

To lead ye on the way." 

(1) Blazes. (2) Retinue. 
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With smyless look and visage wan, 

The wonnded knight l'eplied, 

" Kind chieftain your intent pursue,. 

For here I maun abyde. 

To me no after day nor night 

Can e'er be sweet or fair, 

But soon heneathe some draping tree1 

Cold death sha1l end my care." 

With him nae pleading might prevail, 

Brave Hal'diknnte in to gain 

·with fairest words, and reason strong 

Strave courteouslie in vain. 

Syne(1) he is gone far 'hind attowre(2), 

Lord Chaltens land sae wydc, 

That lord a worthy wight (3) was ay1 

When foes his courage seyd; 

Of Pictish race by mothers sycle, 

When Picts rnld Caledon ; 

Lord Chatten claim'd the princely maid, 

When he savd Pictisb crown. 

(1) Since, (2) Qut over, (3) Person. 
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Now with his fierce and stalwort(1) train, 

He reacht a rysing height, 

Where broad encarnpit on the dale, 

Norse Menzie lay in sight. 

" Yonder, my valient sous and fierce, 

Our raging revers (2) wail, 

On the unconquerit S€ottish swaird (S), 

To try with us their fate. 

Make orisons to him that savd 

Our s6nls npon the rood ( 4,), 

Syne briefly show your veins ar filld 

With Caledonian blude." 

Tlien forth he drew his trusty glaive, 

While thousands all around, 

Drawn frae their sheaths glanst in the sun, 

And loud the bougills sound. 

To join his king adown the hill 

In haste his march he made, 

While playing pibrochs (5) minstrels meet, 

Afore him stately strade. 

139 

(1) Stout. (!) Robbers. (S ) The grassy surface of the 
i;;round, (4) Cross, (5) Highlr.nd war tunes. 
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"Thrice welcnm, valiant stoup of weir (1), 

Thy-nations shield and pryde; 

Thy king no reason has to fear, 

When thou art by his syde." 

Then bows were bent an<l <larts ·were thrown, 

For throng searee could they fiie; 

The darts clove anowes as they met, 

'fhe arrowes dart the tree, 

Long did they rage and fight full fierce, 

With little skaith (2) to man; 

But bludy, bludy was the field 

Or that long day was done. 

The King of Scots that seldom bruik<l 

The war that lookt like play, 

Drew bis broad sword, and brake his bow, 

Since bows seemd but delay. 

Quoth noble Rothsay, " Mine I'll keep, 

I wate (3) its bleid a score." 

Hast up my merry-men, cryd the king, 

As he rade 011 before. 

(1) Pillar of war. (2) Harm, mischief. (3) I know. 
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The King of Norse he sought to find, 

With him to mense the fimcht(1); 

But on his forehead there did light 

A sharp unsonsie (2) shaft. 

As he his hand put np to find 

The wound, an arrow keen, 

0 waefou cl.Janee! there pinnd his hand, 

In midst betweene his ene (3). 

" Revenge, revenge, cryd Rotbsays b€ir, 

Your mail-coat shall not byde, 

The strength and s .. arpness of my dart," 

Theo sent it through his syde, 

Another :irrovv while he markcl, 

H persit his neck in twa ; 

His hands then quitted the silver reins, 

He low as €arth did fa. 

re Sor~ bleeds my liege, sore, sore he bleeds !" 

Again with might he drew, 

And gesture dreid, his sturdy "bow, 

Fast the broad arrow flew: 

Ul 

(1) ?rieasm:e the.battle. , (2) Unhlcll:y, unfortunRte, (3) Eyes, 
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Wae to the knight he cttled (1) at, 

Lament now Quene Elgreid, 

Hie dames to wail your darlings fall, 

His youth and comely meicl (2). 

" Take off, take off his costly jusse (3), 

(Of gold well was it twynd, 

Knit like the fowler's net, thro' waich 

His steelly harness shynd.) 

Take, Nor. e, that e;ift frae me, and hi<l 

Him 'venge the blood it bears; 

Say, if he face my bended bow, 

He snre nae weapon fears." 

Proud Norse ·with giant body tall, 

Braici shoulders and arms strcog, 

Cryd, "Where is Hardi.1.nute sae famd, 

And feard at Britain· tLrone : 

The Britons tremble at hi name, 

I soon shall make him wail, 

That e'er my sword was made sac l!arp, 

Sae saft his coat of mail.'' 

(J) Aimed at. ((!) )food. (:3) Upper ;anocut. 
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That brag his stout heart could na byde, 

It lent him youthful might: 

" I'm Hardyknute; this day, he cryd, 

To Scottlal!d's king I hecht (1): 

To iay thee low, as horses hufe; 

My word I mean to keep." 

Syne with the first strakeeir he strake, 

He garrd (2) his body bleid. 

Norse ene like gray gosehawke stared wyld, 

He sighd with shame and spyte; 

'" Disgrac'd is now my far-famed arm, 

That left thee power to stryke." 

Then gave his bead a blow sae fell, 

It made him down to stoup, 

A low as he to ladies usit 

In courtly guyse to lout (3). 

Full soon he raisd his bent body, 

His bow he marvelld sair, 

Sillce blows till then on him but derrd(4) 

As tcuch of Fairly fair : 

14-3 

(1) Promised, engaged tola,y ti.ice low. (£) l\Iade. (:3) Bowed, 
(-l-) Hit. 
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Norse ferliet ( 1) too as much as he, 

To see bis stately look, 

Sae soon as eir he strake a fae7 

Sae soon his lyfe he took. 

Where like a fire to hether set(2), 

Bauld Thomas did advance, 

A sturdy foe with look enraged, 

Up towarrls him did prance: 

He spurd his steed throw thickest ranb, 

The hardy youth to quell, 

Who stood unmov'd at his approach, 

His furie to repell. 

" That short brown shaft sae meanly trim'd, 

Looks lyke poor Scotlands geer ; 

Bnt dreadful seems the rusty point!'' 

Aud loud he laughd in jeer : 

(1) Wondered. (2) Heath, a low shrub tbat grows upon the 
moor<;, &c. so lu x11riantly as to choak tl, c g i ns; lo pre,·c11t 
w ·ch Lhe inhabitants ~et whole acre of ll on fire, the nipidJty 

o.i which gave the 11oet this apt and noble simile. 
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" ,\ft Briton blood l.tas dimd its shine, 
This poiut cnt short their vaunt." 

Syne piercecl the boasters bearded cheek, 
Nae tyme he took to taunt. 

81.tort while be in his saJiH swang, 

His stirrnp i-:-as no stay, 

Sae feeble hang bis unbent knee, 

Sure token he was fey ( 1) : 

Slri~h on the hardened eay he fell, 

RigM far was heard the thie (2); 
Bnt Thomas lookd not as he lay, 

Ail weltering i11 his blu<le. 

\fith careless g·esture minrl uL.movd, 

n rid he north the pfain, 

l:-Iis scim in thro:.1g of fiercest stryfe, 

·when winner ay the same : 

'or yet his heart d me·s dim )led cheek 

Could meise (3) saft Jove to bruik, 

Till ycng~fol Ann return<l his scorn, 

Tben languid grew his look. 

(l) Prcdestinaled to deal 1, or some misfortune; v .·r· . 
f tality. (·-) Noise of a fa !. (3) Soften. 

l 
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In throws of death, with faded cheek, 

All panting on the pla·n, 

The fainting corps of warriours lay, 

Ne'er to arysc again ; 

Ne'er to return to native land, 

Nae mair with b'.ythsom sounds, 

To boast the glories of the day, 

And shew their shining wounds. 

On Norways coast the widowit dame 

May wash the rocks with tears, 

May long look owre the shiple8s seas 

Before hir mate appears. 

Cease, Emma, cea ·e to hope in vain, 

Thy lord lies iu the clay; 

The valiar.t Scotts nae revers (1) thole (2; 

To carry lyfe away. 

There on a plain, where stands a cross, 

Set np for monument, 

Thousands full fierce that snmmers _day 

Fill'd keen wars black intent. 

(1) Robbers. (Z) Suffer. 
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Let Scots, while Scots, praise Hardyknutc, 

Let Norse the name ay drea<l, 

Ay l1ow h~ fought, aft how he spared, 

Shall late.st ages reid, 

Loud and chill blew the we.~tlin(1) wfod, 

Sair beat the heavy shower, 

Dark grew the night ore Hardyknut-e 

Drew near his stately tower: 

His tower that used with torches blaze, 

To shine s-o far at night, 

Seemd now as Llack as mourning wee~, 

Nae marvel sore he slgh'd, 

" Th~res nae light in my Iadys bowir, 

Theres nae light in my hall; 

Nae blink shines round my Fairly fair, 

Nor watch stands 011 my wall, 

Wllat bodes it? Robert, Thomas, say;" 

No answer fits their .dread ; 

" Stand back, my sons, I'll be your guide," 

But by they past with speed. 

(1) Western. 

n 2 

147 
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" As fast I have sped owre Scotlands foes," 

There ceas'd his brag of war, 

Sore sbarnd to mind ocbt but his dame, 

And maiden Fairly fair; 

Black fear be felt, but what to fear 

He wist not yet with dread; 

Sore shock his body, sore his limbs, 

And all the warrior fled. 

' 



rING JOHN 

AND 

THE ABBOT OF CANTERBURY • 

.i\N ancient story Ile tell yoil anon, 

Of a notable prince, that was called King J ohn ; 

And lie ruled England with maine and with might, 

For he did great wrong, and maintain'd little right, 

And Ile tell you a story, a story so merry, 

Concerning the Abbot of Canterburye; 

How for his house keeping and high renowne, 

They rode post for him to fair London townc. 

An hundrerl men, the King lid heare 5ay, 

The Abbot 1-ept iu his house every tla ' ; 

And fifty gol,1 ctayne~, ,·ithout any doubt, 

In velvet coates 'Faited the Abbot about. 

H 3 
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How now, father Abbot, I heare it of thee, 

Tlrnu keepest a farre better house than mee ;. 

And for thy house-keeping and 1l igh ienowne, 

I feare thou work'st treason against my crowne. 

My liege, quo' the Abbot, I wou1d it were knowue, 

I never i-pend nothing but what is my O'\,Yne ; 

Aml I trust your grace will do me no <lcct c ( L), 

For s ending of my owne true gotten gcere. 

Yes, yes, fatl:er A bhot, thy fault it is Iiigl:e, 

And now for the same thou neec.lest m1:st dye; 

For except thou can!-t ans\fer me <f 0 stions three, 

Thy head slla l 1,e smitte1 from tl y bo<lie. 

And first, quo' the King, wl1 en I'm in this stead (2), 

Witil my crowuc of gold so faire on my head, 

Among all my liege-men, so noble of birthe, 

Thcu mus tell me to one penny what I am worthe, 

(1) Harm, mi11chief, (!Z) Thi! p nee, 
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Secondlye, tell me, without any donht, 

How soon I may ride the whole world about; 

Ancl at the third question thou must not shrink, 

But tell me here truly what I do ti ink. 

O, these are hard qnestions for my shallow witt, 

Nor I cannot answer your grace as yet; 

But if you will ive me but three weekes space, 

Ile do my endeavour to answer your grace. 

Now three weeks space to thee will I give, 

And that is the longest time thou hast to live ; 

For if thou dost not answer my questions three, 

Thy lands and thy livings are forfeit to mee, 

Away rode the Abbot, all sad at that word, 

And he rode to Cambridge and Oxenford; 

Bnt never a tloctor there was so wise, 

That could with his learning an answer devise. 

Then home rode the Abbot of comfort so cold, 

An he mett hi shepherd a goincr to fold; 

How now, my Lord Abbot, yon are welcome home, 

"\-Yhat news ( o you bring us from goo King John? 

H 4 
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" Sad newes, sad newes, shepherd, I must give, 
That I have but three cklyes more to live; 

1''or if I do not answer him questions thr"e, 
My head will be smittP-n from my bo,lye. 

'~ he fast is to tell Lim the1 e in foat stcau, 
\V.:tb ' ,i., crowne of go'de 50 fai1· on his licad, 

Amor:g :1 Lis l:iege-wc11 so nol.>le of birth, 
'1'01vvithin one pemiy of '.\hat l!c is wotth. 

The seconde, to tell him wit!10nt any douht, 
How soone he may ryde tLe ,.., .ole ',Yorld about; 
And at the thir<l question I must not sl.ri.1ke, 
But tell him there truly what he <lves t'1iuke." 

Now cheare np, Lord A bl.Jot, di 1l yon never hear yet, 
That a fool he may learn a "ise man witt? 
Lend me horse, and serving men, and your apparel, 
And I 'll ride to London to answer your quarrel. 

Nay, frowne not, if it hath bin tolcl unto mee, 
I a:n like yom lor M1ip as ever may bee; 

Anc if yon will but lelld me your gowne, 

The1 e is none s:..al know at foir London to vnc. 
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" Now horses and serving-men thou shalt have, 

·with sumptuous array most gallant and brave, 

,vith Crozier, aud l\Iitre, and Rochet, and Cope, 

Fit to appear 'fo,·e our fader lhe Pope." 

Now ,Telcome, Sire Abbot, the King he di•1 say, 

'Tis ,,·ell thou'rt come hack to keepe thy <lay; 

For an if thou c:-i.ust answer my questi01:s three, 

Thy Jiff' an<l tby liYing saved sli~dl bee. 

Arid -first, -..,lieu thou see t me here in tliis stead, 

V' itb my crowi:e of gulde s fair en my head, 

1 ... mO,l'"' all my Ii ,'.'."C-1.1en so nob'.e of birthc, 

Tell me to oue per.my fo t I a11 ,Yo th. 

" For tliirty pence ot r Saviour , as sold, 

A1.10.1ge the fal..e Jewcs, as I h, e b:n told; 

And 'wer!y-i:i.1c is t:.e worth of thee, 

For I 11,· ; 11 th{;,: ar one pem!y wor. c·r tLan hee." 

'fhe .. -i1.« l.e 1 ugl1e , and swore by St. Bittel(t), 

I did not ti.ink I iu l een Tro rth so lit tel! 

... o v ecout1· •e :e! me, w· ho:1t any lonbt, 

Ho,· soone [ may ride his "ho:c ·01 !d ., !Jout. 

1) eantn;; p roi>.11..il y Sl. Bot<1lpli, 

H ;j 
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" You must rise with the sun, and ride with the same, 

Untill the next morning he riseth againe; 

.And then your grace need not make any doubt, 

But in twenty-four hours you'll ride it about." 

The King he 1anghc<l, and swore by St. Jone, 

I did not think it could be gone so soone ! 

Now from the th-ird question you must not sbrinke, 

But tell me here tmly what l t1o thinke. 

" Yea, that shall I do, aud make yonr grace merry, 

Yon th iuke I'm tl1e Abbo t of Canterbu y; 
But I'm his poor sliepberd, as plain you may see, 

That am come to beg pardon for him and for mee." 

The King he lang11ed, and s,:vore by the masse, 

Ile make thee Lord Abbcrt this day in his piace ! 

" N cw, naye, my l iege, be not in sncu spe de, 

For alacke ! I can 11either write ne readc." 

Four nobles a ,veeke then I will give thee, 

For this merry jest thou last showne unto mee; 

And te11 the o1d Abbot when tbon comest home. 

Thou h~t brought him a A anlon from good King John. 



A SONNET, 

ADDRESSED BY KING JAMES TO HIS SON PRINCE HENRY. 

Gon gives not kings the stile of God in vaine, 

For on his throne his scepter do they sway; 

And a5 their subjects ought them to obey, 

So kings should feare and serve their God againe. 

If then ye would enjoy a happie reigne, 

Observe the statutes of our heavenly King; 

And from his Jaw make all your Jaws to spring9 

Since his lieutenant here ye shall remaine. 

Rewarde the jost.e, be stedfast, true, an plaine, 

Represse the proud, maintayning aye the right; 

Walk always so, as ever in IIis sight, 

Who guards the godly, plaguing the profane. 

Ho 



THE 

RISING IN THE NORTH. 

THE suhject of ~his h.!1la<l is tl1e great N ortl.ern In
surrection, in the twelfth year of Eiizahefo, 15G9, v,hich 

proved so fatal to Thomas Percy, the SC\'Cnth Earl of 

N ortbun,berlancl. 

There 1 ad, not long 11efore, been a secret r.egcciatioa 

entered into between so:11e of the Scottish a d Enr lislt 

nobility, to bring about a marriage between IH ry Que n 

of Scots, at that tim.:: a ri,oner in E11< la1 r1, and the Duke 

of Norfolk, a nobleman of excc'.le •. t c11aracter, aud fo mly 

attached to the Protestant ie'.i;rion . Tlii;; n.atcb wa pro

posed to all the most considerable of the Englis!J nobility, 

and -among the rest to the Earls of N orthumberlan<l and 

·westmoreland, two nob:cmen very po,~e1fu~ in the north. 

As it seemed to promise a speedy and safe conclu ion of 

the troubles in Scotland, with many auvantc.1ges to the 

cro~ n of England, they all consented to it, provided it 
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s1ion1d pro"e agreeable. to Elizabeth. The Earl of Leicester 

(Erzabeth's fov0nrite') undertook to break the matter to 

her; but before he could find an opportunity, the affair 

h< d come lo her ears by other hands, and she was thrown 

into a violent flame . The Duke of Norfolk, with several 

of his friends, was committed to the ToITer; and smmnons 

were sent to the Nort:1ern E-1rls instantly to make ti eir 

appearance at cct rt. It is said that the Earl of Northum

berland, who was a man of a mild antl gem!e Jlature, was 

deliberating witJ1 himself wLether he should not obey the 

message, and rely upon the Queen's candour and clemeucy, 

"hen he was forcel1 into d gpcrate mca .. u,·cs by a sud len 

report at midnight, N oven,bcr 14th, that a party of liis 

enemies were come to seize on Lis person (1). The Earl 

.. was then at his l.Jouse at Topc'.iffo, in Yorh.s 1irc, when, 

ri.ing h sti!y out of h·s bed, he, ;ithdrew to tlte Earl of 

Vcstmoreland at Erm cepetii, wl;ere the country came in 

to them, and pressed lhem ~o tal e arms in foeir own 

defence. They accon'ing!y set np tl:eir stan:~ards, dc

c~aring their intent was to restore lie ancient reli.,=,ion; to 

get the succession of foe cm n tirm!y ttle<l; aml to pre

vent the destruction of the ancient nobility, &c. Their 

(1) This circu1115t, nee is overlooked in the ballad. 
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common banner (1), (on which was displayed the Cross, 

together with the five wPunds of Christ), was borne by an 

ancient gentleman, Richal'd Norton, Esq. of Norton-· 

conyers, who, with his sons, (among whom, Christopher, 

Marmaduke, and Th omas, are expressly named by Cam

den), distinguished himself on this occa•ion. Having 

entered Durham, they tore ihe bible, &c. and caused mass 

to be said there. They then mai·ched on to Clifford-moor, 

near Wetherbye, where t hey mustered their men. Their 

intention was to have proceeded on to York; but altering 

their milids, they fell upon Barnard's Castle , wliich Sir 

George BowPs held ou t against thtm for eleven days. The 

two Earls, who spent their large estates in hospitality, aod 

were extremely belovecl on that acconnt, were masters of 

little ready money; the Earl of Northumberland b -ing;r,g 

with him only 8000 crowns, and the Earl of V/ estm ore

land nothing at all for the s1, bsistence of their fo ·ce:, they 

were not able to march to London, as they had at fi rst 

intended. 

In tbt'sc eircnmstances Westmoreland began so visibiy 

to despond, tl1at many of his men Junk away, though 

(1) Besides this, the bal.lad mentions the sP,parate banpers of 
the t ;vo noblemen, 
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Northumberland still kept Gp his resolution, and was mas

ter of the field till December 13, when tlie Earl of Sussex, 

accompauied with Lord Hunsden and others, having 

marched out of York at the head of a large body of forces, 

and being followed by a still larger army under the com

mand of AmLro e Dudley, Earl of Warwick, the Insurgents 

retreated northward, towards the borders, and there dis

missing their followers, Jl'.l1'.(C1e their escape into Scotland. 

ThQngh this insurrection had bee, suppresse<l with so little 

blood heel, th3 E.1rl of Suss x and Sir George Bowes, 

marsl.al of the army, put vast numbers to death, by martial 

la,;', without any regular trial : the former of these caused, 

at Durhnm, sixty-thi'ee ccns1ables tu be liangcd at once; 

and the latter made his l.;oast, that for sixty miles in length, 

aw forty in bre:.dth, betwixt Newcastle anu Wet! erbye, 

there was hardly a town or village wherein he had not 

xecut d some of the in!Jabi,ant . 'l'his exceeds the 

cruelties practi e;l in t:,e we. t after Monmonth's rebellion: 

but that was not 1e ::ige of tenderness and Immunity. 

S11c,1 • the accc11nt co:/ected from Stow, Speed, Cam

den, Guthrie, Carte, and Rarine : it agrees, in most par

ticulars, with the fol' owing 1 lad, which was apparently 

the pro nction of some ncrthe ·n m:m1t1 el, who was well 

affected to the two nobl n. 
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LISTEN, lively Jordlings all, 

Atteud ancl listen ento rnce, 

Alld I ·will sin;; of a noble enrl, 

The noblest earl iu the north co11nt11c. 

Earl Percy is into his garcle1J gone, 

And after him walks his fair laule ( 1): 

I heare a bird sing in n.ine eare, 

That I mnst eithe · fight or £ee. 

Now Heaven forbid, my dearest Lorri, 

That ever such harm sho11lcl hap to tLec; 

But goe to Lonc~on to tl.e court, 

And fair fall truth and hones,ie. 

No,..., nay, now noy, my lady :;ay, 

Alas! tLy nc;unscl! suits not mce; 

Mine c1}emics prevail so fast) 

Tl at at tbc court I may not bee. 

(1) This laJy wa5 Anne, dau~htcr of Henry s, mer,et, Earl of 
,vorccoLer. 
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, 0 goe to the court yet, good my lord, 

And tal(e thy gaHant men with thee; 

If any dare to do you wrong, 

Then your warrnnt they may bee. 

1Jow nay, now nay, thou lady faire, 

T'1e co irt is foll of subtilt.le; 

An i~ I go to the conrt, lady, 

~ evel' morn l may thEl sec, 

'ct goe to the cou1't, my Lord, the sayes, 

Aud I myseif will goc wi' tl ee ; 

At coart ti en for my d arest Lord, 

His fai hfull borrowc(l) I will bee. 

1 row nay, now nay, my lady deare, 

rur rather I ad I lose my life, 

Tl,an e ve amoug my crnel foes, 

M love in jcopar<ly and strife. 

(I) !.llccl13c, urcty, 
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But come thou hither, my little foot-page, 

Come thou hither .;nto mee, 

To maister N 01ton thou must goe, 

In all Hie haste that ever may bee. 

C mmend me to that grntlernan, 

And bearc tl1i3 letter here fro' mee; 

And say that earnei;tfy I prllye, 

He will ryclc io my companie. 

One while the little foot-page went, 

And anotl1er while he ran, 

Until he cam~ to his journeys end, 

The little page never blan ( 1 ). 

When to that gentleman he came, 

Down he knelt upon his knee; 

Quoth be, my Lord, commendeth him, 

And sends this letter to thee. 

(1) Never stopped. 
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And when that Jetter it was redd, 

Affore that goodlyc companye ; 

I \.Yis, if you the truthe would know, 

There was many a weeping eye. 

He sayd, come hither, Christopher Norton, 

.E gallant youth thou seemst to bee ; 

\ hat doest thou c nnscll m , my sonne, 

Now that good Earl's in jeopardy? 

Father, my counselle's f: ire and free, 

That Earle he is a nob e lord; 

And whatsoever to him you hight (1), 

I wold not have you breake your word. 

Gramercy, Christopher, my sonne, 

Thy counsell well it liketh mee; 

And if we speed, and cape with life, 

Well advanced thou shalt bee. 

(1) Prcmis , 
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Come you hither, my nine gcod sonnes, 

Gallant men I trowe (1) you bee; 
How many of you, my c:iildren dcare, 

Will stand by tllat good E~rle and mce? 

Eight of them did answ~r make, 

Eight of them spake Lastilic, 

0 fath~r, ~ill be day we die 

We'll stand by that good Earle and tLee. 

Gr1unc1·cy now, my cldldl'cn <karc, 
You f}~ we yourselves right bold and brave; 

And whether soe'er I !ive or dye, 

A fathe1's blessing you shall have. 

But what sayst thou, 0 Francis Norton! 
Thou art mine eldest sonne and heirc ; 

Somewhat lyes brooding in tl.y breast, 
Whatever it bee, to mee declare. 

(1) Think, bcliet•e, 
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Father, you are an aged man, 

Your head is white) your bearde is gray; 

It were a shame at thes-... your yeares, 

For you to ryse in such a fray. 

Now fye upon tl1ee, coward Francis! 

Thou never ,earnedst this ofmee; 

"\"Vhen thou wert yong aud tender of age, 

Why did I make so mnch of thee ? 

But, father, I will wend (1) with you, 

Unarm'd and naked will I bee; 

Aud he that strikes agaiust the crowne, 

Ever an ill death may he dee. 

Then rose that reverend gentleman, 

And with him came a goodlye baud, 

To join with the brave Earl Percy, 

Aud all the flower o'N orthumberland. 

(1) Go. 
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With t!Jem the noble Nevill came, 

The Earle of Westmorelaud was bee; 

At W etherbye they mustered the.ii' host, 

Thirteen thousand faire to sec. 

Lord W estmorelanrl his ancyent ( 1) raisde• 

Tbe Dun Bull (2) he rays'd on bye, 

Three Dogs with golden collars brave, 

Were there sett out most royallye. 

Earle Percy there his ancyent spred, 

(3) The Halfe-Moone shining all so faire; 

The N ortous ancyent had lhe cross, 

And the five wounds our Lord did beare. 

Then Sir George Bowes he straitwaye rose, 

After them some spoyle to make; 

Those noble Earles tnrn'd li>acke againe, 

And aye they vowed that knight to take. 

(1) Standard. (2) The supporters of the Nevilles, Earls or 
,vestmoreland, were two bulls. (S) The S!lver crescent is a 
well-known crest or ba lge of the ~·onhumberlauu family. 
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That bar m he to his castle fl.erl, 

To :1 a,·narJ Castle thecn fled her; 

The utteniost walles were ea the ( 1) to win, 

The Earles have won them presentlie. 

T;1e uttcnncs i- wai!es were lime and b1icke, 

But thoug.ie they ,rnn them soon anone; 

Long e'er they wan the i1inern1ost walles, 

For they were cnt in rocke of stone. 

Then newes noto 1eeve (2) London came, 

In all the speede that ever may bee, 

And word is brought to our royal Queene, 

Of the rysing in tlie uorth countrie. 

Her grace she tnrne<l her round ahout, 

And like a royall qnerne she swore(S), 

I wiil ordain them such a breakfast, 

As never wa in the north before. 

(1) Ea~y. (!?) Dear London. (3) This i qui Le in character; 

her 1\laje ty would sometimes swear at her nobles, as well a5 

ox their ears. 
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She caus'd thirty thousand men be rais'd, 
With horse and harneis faire to see; 

She caus'd thirty thousand men be rais'd, 
To take the Earles i'th' north countric. 

·wi' them the false Earle Warwick went, 
Th' Eade Sussex and the Lord Hunsden, 

U ntill they to Yorke castle came, 

I wis(1) they never stint (2) ne blan(3). 

Now spread thy ancyent ·w estmorland, 
Thy dun Bull faine would we spye; 

And thou, the Earle o'N orthurn her1and, 

Now rayse thy halfe moon on hye. 

But the dun Bull is fled and gone, 

And the halfe-1110011 vanished away; 
The Earles, though they were b rave and hold, 

Against soe many coulcl not stay. 

(1) I k now, (2) Stopp ed , (3) Crase , 
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Thee, N 01-ton, wi' thine eight good sonnes, 

They doom'd to dye, alas ! for ruth ! 

Thy reverend locks thee could not save, 

Nor them their faire and blooming you the. 

'\'Vi' them full many a gallant wight, 

They cruellye bereav'd of life; 

And many a chllde made fatherlesse, 

And widowed many a tender wife. 

I 



NORTHUMBERLAND 

BETRAYED BY DOUGLAS. 

THIS ballad may be considered as the sequel to the 

preceding. After the unfortunate Earl of N orthumber

land had seen himself forsaken of his followers, he en

deavoured to withdraw into Scotland; but falling into tke 

hands of the thievish borderers, waa stript and otherwise 

ill-treated by them. At length he reached the house of 

Hector of Harlaw, an Armstrong, with whom he Ii oped to 

lie concealed; for Hector had engaged his honour to be 

true to him, and was under great obligations to this un

happy nobleman. But this faithless wretch betrayed his 

guest for a sum of money to Murray, the rcge11t of Scot

land, who sent him to the castle of Lough-leven, then 

belonging to William Douglas. All the writers of that 

time assure us that Hector, who was rich before, fell 

shortly after into poverty, and became so infamous, that, 
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To take Hector's Cloak, grew into a proverb to express a 
man who betrays his friend.-See Camden, Carleton, 
Holingshed, q-c. 

Lord Northumberland continued in the castle of Lough~ 
leven till the year 1572, when James Douglas, Earl of 
Morton, being elected regent, he was given up to the 
Lord Hunsderi, at Ben'Vick, and being carried to Yorkp 
suffered death. 

As Morton's party depended on Elizabeth for protec. 
tion, an elegant historian thinks ,< it was scarce possible 
for them to refuse putting into her hands a person w.ho 
had taken up arms against her. But, as a sum of money 
was paid on that account, and shared between Morton and 
his kinsman Douglas, the former of whom, during his exile 
in England, llad been much indebted to Northumberland's 
friendship, the abandoning this unhappy uobleman to in
evitable de truction was deemed an ungrateful and mer
cenary act."-Robertson's History, 

So fa.r hi tory coincides with this ballad, which was 
apparently written by some northern bard, soon after the 
event. The interposal of the witch lady is probably his 
ow invention: yet even this hath some countenance from 
history; for about twenty-five years before, the Lady Jane 
Douglas, Lady G!amis, sister of the Earl of Angus, and 

I 2 
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nearly related to Douglas of Lough-leven, had suffered 

death for the pretended crime of witchcraft, who, it is 

supposed is the lady alluded to. 

" HOW long shall fortune faile me nowe, 

And harrow me with fear and dread? 

How long shall I in liale(1) abide, 

In misery my life to lead? 

To fall from bliss, alas ! the while ! 

It was my sore and heavy Iott ; 

And I must leave my native land, 

And I must live a ruan forgot. . 

One gentle Annstl'0ng I doe ken ('2), 

A Sc:ot he is much bound to mee ; 

He dwelleth on the border ide, 

To him I'll goe right privilie. 

(1) Evil, misery. (2) Kno\T, 
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Thus d.i?- the noble Percy 'plaine, 

With rr heavy heart and wel-away (J ), 

When he witL all his gallant men, 

On Bramham-moor had lost the day. 

But when he t~ the Armstrongs came, 

They dealt with him all tread1eronslye; 

For they did strip that noble Earle, 

And ever au iH death may they dye! 

False Hector to Earle M unay sent, 

To shew him ,,•here his guest did hide; 

\Vho seut him to the Lough-leven, 

·with William Douglas to abide. 

And when he to tbe Douglas came, 

He halche (:!) him right curteouslie; 

Say'd, Y,e1come, welcome, ucb e :EarJe, 

Here thou sllalt safelye bide with mee. 

(1) An interjection of grief, (C) Saluted hiru, 
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When he had in Lough-Ieven been, 

Many a month and many a day, 

To the Regent(1) the Lord Warden(2) sent, 

Th€ bannisht Earle for to_ betray. 

He off~red him great store of gold, 

And wrote a letter fair to see; 

Saying, good my Lord, grant me my boon, 

And yield that banisht man to mee, 

Earle P ercy at the supper sate, 

With many a goodlye gentleman: 

The wylie Douglas then bespake, 

And thus to flyte with him began, 

What makes you be so sad, my Lord, 

And in your mind so sorrowfollye? 

To-morrow a shootinge will be held, 

Among the lords of the north countrye, 

(1) J ames Douglas, Ea rl of Morton, elected R egent of Scot . 
l and , Nov. 24, 1572. (2) Of one of th e English marches; (i . e 
limits, uorders, confines). Lord Huusden. 
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The butts (1) are set, the shooting's made, 

And there wil1 be great l'oyaltie : 

And I am sworn into my bille (2), 

Thither to bring my Lord Perde. 

I'll give thee my hand, thon gentle Douglas, 

Aud he e by my true faith, quoth .hec, 

If thou wilt ride to the worldes encl, 

I will ride in thy companie. 

And then bespake a lady faire, 

Mary a Douglas was her name : 

You shall bide here, good English Lord, 

My brother is a traiterous man. 

He is a traitor stout and strong, 

As I tell yon in privitie; 

For he has tane liverance (3) of the Earle ( 4), 

Into England nowe to 'liver thee. 

(1) Buts to shoot at, (.2) Promise. (3) 1\foney, a pledge-

for delivering you up, (4) Of the Earl of Morton; the Regent. 
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Now nay, now nay, thou goodly lady, 

The regent is a noble Lord; 

He for the gold in England, 

The Douglas wold not break his word, 

When the regent was a banisht man, 

With me be did faire welcome find ; 

And whether weale(1) or woe betide; 

I still shall fiml him true and kind. 

Tween England and Scotland ' twold break tmce, 

And friends again they wold never bee, 

If they shold 'liver a banisht F.arle, 

Was driven out of his own countrie. 

Alas! alas! my Lord, she saye8, 

Nowe mickle is their traitorie; 

Then let my brother ride bis ways, 

And tell those English lords fro!n thee: 

(1) Prosperity or woe. 
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How that you cannot with him ride, 

Because you a.re in an isle of the sea(!); 

Then ere my brother come againe, 

To Edin brow castle (2) Ile carry thee. 

To the Lord Hnme I will thee bri11g, 

He is well known a trne Scots Lord; 

And he will lose both land and life, 

Ere he with thee will break his word. 

Much is my woe, Lord Percy said, 

When I thinkie on my own countrie, 

When I thinke on the beavye bappe 

My friend!\ have suffered there for mee, 

Much is my woe, Lord Percy sayd, 

And sore those wars my minde distresse ,; 

Where many a widow lost her mate, 

And many a child was fatherlesse. 

(1) i. e. Lake of Leven, which bath communication with the 
sea, (!l) At that time in the hands of the opposite faction. 
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And now that I, a banisht man, 

Shold bring such evil happe with mee, 

To cause my faire and noble friends 

To be suspect of treacberie. 

This rives my heart with double woe, 

A11d lever bad I dye this day, 

Than tllinke a Douglas can be false, 

Or ever lie will bis guest betray. 

If you'll give me no tmst, my Lord, 

Nor unto mee no credence yield ; 

Yet step one moment here aside, 

II~ showe you all your foes in field. 

Lady, I never loved witchcraft, 

Never dealt in privy wyle; 

But ever more held the high-waye, 

Of truth and honours, free from guile. 

If you'll not come yourselfe, my Lorde, 

Yet send your chamherlaine with mee ; 

Let me but speak three words with him, 

And he shall come again to thee, 
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James Swynard wilh that lady went, 

She showed him through the weme(l) of her ring, 

How many English lords there were, 

Waiting for his master and him. 

And who walkes yonder, my good lady, 

So royallye on yonder greene? 

0 yonder is the Lord Hunsden (2); 

Alas! he'll doe you dric (3) and (3) teene. 

And who beth yonder, thou gay 1adye, 

That walks so proudly liim beside? 

That is Sir William Drury(4) she sayd, 

A keen captain be is, and tryed. 

How many miles is it, Madame, 

Betwixt yond English lords and mee? 

Marry it is thrice fifty miles 

To sayl to them upon the sea. 

(1) Hollow. (2) The Lord Warden of tbe east marches. 

(3) Suffernnce, son-ow. (4') Governor of Berwick, 
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I never was on English gronnrl, 

Ne never saw it with mine eye; 

But a5 my book it sheweth mee, 

And through my ring I may descrye. 

My mother she was a witch Jadyc, 

And of her skill she learned mee; 

She wold let me see ont of Lough-leven, 

What they did in Lorn.loo citie. 

Who is yond, thou lady faire, 

That looteth with sic an austerne face? 

Yonder is Sir John Foster(1) quoth shee, 

Alas ! he'll do ye sore disgrace. 

He pulled his batt down over his browe, 

And in bis heart he was foll of woe ; 

And he is gone to bis noble lord, 

Those sorrowful tidings him to show. 

(1) Warden of the middle marches. 
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Now nay, now nay, good James Swyuard, 

I may not believe that witch lad1e, 

The Douglasses were ever true, 

And they can ne'er prove false to mee. 

I have now in Lough-leven been 

The most part of these years three, 

And I have never harl noe outrak~ ( 1 ), 

Ne no good games that I cold see. 

Therefore I'll to yond shooting wend (2), 

As to the Douglas I have hight(3); 

Hetite me weale, betite me woe, 

He ne'er shall find my promise light. 

He writhe a gold ring from his finger, 

And gave it to that faire ladie ; 

Sayes, it was all that I could save, 

In Harley woods where I could bee ( 4). 

(1) Outride, expedition. (2) Go, (3) _Promised. (4) Where 
1 wa5; an ancient idiom, 



182 NORTHUMBERLAND 

And wilt thou goe, thou noble Lord? 

Then farewell truth and honestie; 

And farewell heart and farewell hand, 

For never more I shall thee see, 

The wind was faire, the boabnen call'd, 

And all the saylors were on horde; 

Then William Douglas took to his boat, 

And with him went tLat noble lord. 

Then up he cast a silver wand, 

Says, gentle lady, fare thee well! 

The lady fett a sigh so deep, 

And in a dead swoone down shee fell. 

Now let us goe back, Douglas, he sayd, 

A sickness has taken yond faire lacUe ; 

If ought befall tLat lady but good, 

Then blamed for ever I shall bee. 

Come on, come on, my Lord, he say,g, 

Come on, come on, aud let her bee ; 

There's ladyes enow in Lough-leven 

For to cllear that gay ladie, 
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If you'll not turne yourself, my Lord, 

Let me go with my chamberlaine; 

We will but comfort that faire ladye, 

And we will return to you againe. 

Come on, come on, my Lord, he sayes, 

Come on, come on, and let her bee; 

My sister is crafry, and wold beguile 

A thousand such as you and mee, 

When they had say led (1) fifty mile, 

Fifty mile upon the sea, 

He sent his man to a k the Douglas, 

When they shold that shooting see. 

Faire word , quoth he, they make fools faine, 

And Hiat by thee and thy Lord is seen ; 

You may hap to think it soou enow, 

Ere you that shooting reach, I ween. 

(1) There is no navigable stream between Loogh-leven and 

the sea; but a. baUad-mak.er is not obliged to understaud 

geography. 
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Jamie his hatt pulled over his browe, 

He thought his Lord then was betray'd ; 

And he is to Earle Percy againe, 

To tell him what the Doub as sayd. 

Hold up thy head, mau, quoth his lord, 

Nor therefore let thy courage fail ; 

He did it but to prove thy heart, 

To see if he could make it quail. 

When they had other fifty saylcl, 

Other fifty mile upon the sea, 

Lord Percy call'd to the Douglas l1imselfe, 

Sayd, what wilt thou nowe doe with mee? 

Looke that your bridle be wight (1), my Lord, 

And your horse goe swift a ship at sea; 

Looke that your purres be bright ,md sharp, 

That you may prick her while she'll away. 

What needeth this, Douglas, be sayd, 

What needeth thou to flyte(2) with mee? 

For I was counted a horseman good, 

Before that ever J met with thee. 

(1) Slrong. (2) To contend wilh words, SC()ld, 
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A false H ector, he hath my horse, 

·who dealt with me soe treacherouslie; 

A false Armstrong he hath my spurres, 

And all the geere that belongs to mee; 

W hen t hey had sayled other fifty mile, 

O ther fifty mile upon the sea: 

They landed him at Berwick towne, 

The D ouglas landed Lord Percie, 

Then he at Yorke was doom de to dye, 

It was, alas ! a sonowful sight ; 

'.fhus tlley betray'd that noble Earle, 

Who ever was a gallant ,,11 ight ( 1 ). 

(1) Person. 

The Earl of Morton has lately had put i n lo his p ossession the 
keyr, of Loch-leven castle, which an ancestor of his lordshi p's, 
and a brother of Lhe Earl of l\Ior ton, who was regent of Scot 
land, during the minority of James VI. afterwards James I. of 
E11gland, threw into the Loch, after delivering l\Iary Queen of 
Scot froLD au impri onmen t in that fort.re . Their discovery 
ha been owing to Lite great drought that 1Jrevailccl last year in 

cotlaud, and, considering the imme115ity of tiUlc Lbey had l.i.in 
there, very Iiule rust a1)pears on them . 

Tra,,ell r, April 19th, 1606. 



VA LENTINE AND URSINE. 

THE old story-book of Valentine and Orson, (which 

soggested the plan of this tale, but it is not strictly followed 

in it) was originally a translation from the French, being 

one of their earliest attempts at Romance. 

See " la Biblioteque <le Romans, ~c.'' 

PART THE FIRST, 

WHEN Flora 'gins to decke the fields, 

With colours fresh and fine, 

Then holy clerkes their mattins sing 

To good Saint Valentine. 

The king of France that morning fair, 

He would a hunting ride, 

To Artois forest prancing forth, 

In all his princely pride. 
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To grace his sports a courtly train, 

Of gallant peers attend ; 

And with their loud and cheerful cries 

The hills and valleys rend. 

Through the deep forest swift they pass, 

Through woods and thickets wild ; 

When down within a lonely delJ, 

They found a new-born child. 

All in a scarlet kercher lay'd, 

Of silk so fine and thin ; 

A golden mantle wr~pt him round, 

Pinn'd with a silver pin. 

The sudden sight surpris'd them all, 

The courtiers gather'd roW1d; 

They look, they call, the mother seek, 

No mother could be found. 

At length the king himself drew near, 

And as he gazing stands, 

The pretty babe look'd up and smil'd, 

And stretch'd his little hands. 
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Now by the rood, King Pepin says, 

This child is passing fair ; 

I wot he is of gentle b lood, 

P erhaps some prinoee's lieir. 

Goe, bear him home unto my court, 

With all the care ye may; 

Let him be christen'd Valentine, 

In honour of this day. 

And look me out some cunning nu:-se, 

Well nurt ur'd let him bee ; 

Nor ought be wanting that becomes 

A bairn of high dchrree. 

They Jook'd him out a cunning nurse, 

Aud nurtnr'<l well was hee; 

Nor o 1bht vas wantiug that became, 

A bairn of high degree. 

Tbus grewe the little Valentine, 

Belov'<l of king and peers ; 

And shew'cl in all he spake or ditl 

A wit beyond his years. 
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But chief in gallant feates of arms, 

He did himself advance, 

That ere he grewe to man's estate, 

He had no peere in France. 

And now the early downe began 

To shade his youthful chin ; 

When Valentine was dubb'd a knight, 

That he might glory win. 

A boon, a boon, my gracious liege, 

I beg a boon of thee ! 

The first adventme that befalls, 

l\Iay be reserv'd for mee. 

The first adventure shall be thine, 

The king did smiling saye ; 

Nor many days, when, lo! there came 

Three Palmers clad in graye. 

Help, gracious Lord ! they weeping say'd, 

And knelt as it was meet; 

From Artois forest we be come, 

With weak and wearye feet. 
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Within those deep and drearye woods, 

There wends (1) a savage boy, 

Whose fierce and mol'tal rage doth yield 

Thy subjects dire annoy. 

'Mong ruthless beal's he sure was bred, 

He lurks within their den; 

With bears he lives, with bears he feeds, 

And driuks the blood of men. 

To more than savage stl'ength be joins, 

A more than human skill ; 

For armi'l, ne cunning may suffice, 

His cruel rage to still. 

Up then rose Sir Valentine, 

And claim'd that arduous deed ; 

Go forth and conquer, say'd the king, 

And great shall be thy meed (2). 

(1) Goes. (2) Rewa1cl. 
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Well mounted on a milk-white steed, 

His armour white as snow; 

As well beseem'd a youthfull knight, 

Who ne'er had fought a foe. 

To Artoys forest he repairs, 

With all the haste he may; 

And soon he spies the savage youth 

A tending of his prey. 

His unkempt(t) hair all matted bung 

His shaggy shoulders round ; 

His eager eye all fiery glow'd, 

His face with fury frown'd. 

Like eagle's talons grew his nails, 

His limbs were tbirk and strong; 

And dreadfull "as the knotted oak 

H e bare \,ith him along. 

(1) Uncombed. 
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Soon as Sir Valentine approach'<], 

He starts with sudden spring, 

And yelling forth a hideous how], 

He made the forests ring, 

As when a tyger fierce and fell, 

Hath spyed a passing roe, 

And leaps at once upon his throat, 

So sprung the savage foe. 

So Jightly Jeap'd with furious force' 

The gentle knight to seize; 

But met his tall uplifted spear, 

Which sunk him on his knees. 

A second stroke so stiff and stern, 

Had laid the savage low; 

But s1ninging up, he rais'd his club, 

And aim'd a dreadful blow. 

The watchful warrior bent his head, 

And shun'd the coming stroke; 

Upon hi taper spear it fell, 

And all to shivers broke, 
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Then 'lighting nimbly from his steed, 

He drew his burnish'd brand(t); 

The savage quick as lightning flew, 

To wrest it from his hand. 

Three times he grasp'd the silver hilt, 

Three times he felt the blade; 

Tluee times it fell with furious force, 

Three gastly wounds it made. 

Now with redoubled rage he roar'4, 

His eye-ball flash'd with fire; 

Each hairy limb with fucy shook, 

Aud all his heart was ire. 

Then closing fast with furious gripe, 

He cla p'<l the champion round ; 

And with a trong a11d su<lden twist, 

He laid him on the ground. 

(1) Sword. 

K 
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Bnt soon the knight with active spring, 

O'erturn'd his hairy foe; 

And now between their sturdy fists 

Past many a bruising blow. 

They roll'd ancl grappled on the ground, 

Anq there they strnggled long ; 

Skilful and active was the knigh t, 

The savage he was strong. 

But brutal force and savage strength 

To art and skill must yield; 

Sir Valentine at length prevail'd, 

And won the well-fought field. 

Then biu<liog strait his conquer'd foe, 

Fast with au iron chain, 

He ties him to bis horse·s tai l, 

And leads him o'er the plain, 

To court bi hairy captive soon 

Sir Valentine doth brin.,., 

And kueeling <lowne upon his knee, 

Presents him to the king. 
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With loss of blootl, and loss of strength, 

The savage tamer grew; 

And to Sir Valentine became 

A gervant try'<l and true. 

And 'cause with bears iie erst was urcJ, 

U1sine they call his uame; 

A name wbicll unto future times 

Tue NI uses shall proclame. 

PART THE SECOND. 

lN high renown wi t' i priucc and pcere, 

Now li.\''<l Sir Valentine·; 

His iigh reno wn with priuce and pc re 

l\lalle envious ltca1 ts repine. 

Jt chanc'd the kin6 np on a d::y . 

Prepar'd a s1.,mp tuou fea t; 

. .. ud there .ame lords aud dc1 ini~ t'.a .1ie . 

__ n { mnn:,· a noble " ne. t. 
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Amid their cups, that freely flow'd, 

Their revelry and mirth, 

A youthful knight tax'd Valentine 

Of base and doubtful hirth. 

The foul reproach so grossly urg'd, 

His generous heart did wound ; 

And strait he vow'd he ne'er would rest 

Till he his parents fouud. 

Then bidding king and peerei adieu, 

Early one summer's day, 

With faithful Ursine by his side, 

From court he takes hi way. 

O'er hill and valley, moss and moor, 

For many a day they pass ; 

At length upon a moated lake, 

They found a bridge of brass. 

Beyond it rose a castle fair, 

Y-bnilt of marble stone; 

'.fhe battlements were gilt with gold, 

And glittered in the snn. 
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Beneath the bridge, with strange device, 

A hundred bells were hung; 

That man, nor beast, might pass thereon, 

But strait their larnm rnng. 

This quickly found the youthfnl pair, 

Who boldly crossing o'er, 

The jangling sound bedeaft t heir ears, 

And nmg from shore to shore; 

Quick at the sound the castle gates 

Unlock'd and open'd wide, 

And strait a gyant, huge and grim, 

S alk'd forth with stately stride. 

Now yield you, caitiffs, to my will, 

He cry'd with hideous roar ; 

Or else the wolves shall eat your flesh, 

And ravens drink your gore. 

Vain boaster, said the youthful knight, 

I scorn tlly threats and thee; 

I trust to force tby brazen gates, 

And set thy captives free. 

X 3 
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Then putting spurs nuto his steed, 

He aim'd a dreadfnl tbrnst; 

'flJe :.pear against the gyant g1anc'tl , 

And caus'd the blood to bnrst. 

l\Iad and outrageous with the pain, 

He whirl'd his mace of steel: 

The very wind of such a blow, 

Had made the champion reel . 

It haply mist; and now the knight, 

His glittering sword display'<l, 

And riding round with whirlwind speed, 

Oft made him feel the blade. 

As when a large and monstrous oak, 

Unceasing axes hew ; 

So fast around the gyants limbs 

The blows quick-darting flew. 

As when the boughs with hideous fall, 

Some hapless woodman crush ; 

With such a force the enormons foe 

Did on the champion rush. 
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.4 fearful blow, alas! there came, 

Both horse and knight it took, 

And laid them senseless in the dHst, 

So fatal was tile stroke. 

Then smiling forth a hideous grin, 

The gyant strides in haste, 

And, stooping, aims a secoud stroke: 

"Now, caytiff, breathe thy last." 

But ere it fell, two thundering blows, 

Upon his scull descend; 

From Ursine's knotty clnb they came, 

Who ran to save his friend. 

Down sunk the gyant, gaping wide, 

And rolling his grim eyes ; 

The hairy youth repeats his blows, 

He ga ps, be groans, he dies. 

Quickly Sir Valentine reviv'd, 

With Ursine's timely care; 

And now to search the castle walb 

The venturous youths prepare. 

K4 



2©0 VALENTINE AND URSINE. 

The blood ancl hones of murdered knights 

They found where'el' they came ; 

At length within a lonely ceH, 

'l'hey saw a mournful dame. 

Her gentle eyes were <lim'd with tears, 

Her cheeks were pale with WO(:', 

And long Sir Valentine besought 

}ler doleful tale to know. 

" Alas ! young knight," she weeping said,. 

" Condole my wretched fate; 

"A childless mother here you see, 

" A wife without a mate. 

"These twenty winters here forlorn 

" I've drawn my hated breath; 

" Sole witness of a monster's crimes, 

" And wishing aye for death. 

u Know, I am sister of a king, 

" And in my early years 

" Was married to a mighty prince, 

" The fairest of his peers. 
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J. ow Heav'n is kind! the lady said, 

And dropt a joyful tear; 

Shall I once more behold my lord? 

'fhat hml I love so dead 

But, Madam, said Sir Valentine, 

And knelt upon his knee; 

Know you the cloak that wrapt your babe, 

If you the same should see? 

And pulling forth the cloth of gold, 

J n which himself was found; 

The lady gave a sudden shriek, 

And fainted on the ground. 

Bnt by his pious care reviv'd, 

His tale she heard anon ; 

And soon by other tokeus found, 

He was indeed her son, 

But who's this hairy youth? she said; 

He much resembles thee ; 

The bears devour'd my younger son, 

Or sure that son were he, 
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Madam, that youth with bears was bred, 

And rear'd within their den; 

But, recollect ye any mark, 

To know your son agen ? 

Upon his little side, qnoth she, 

Was stampt a bloody rose; 

Here, lady, see the crimson mark 

Upon his body grows! 

Then clasping both her new-found sons, 

She bath'd their cheeks with tears; 

And soon towards her brother's court, 

Her joyful course she steers. 

What pen can paint king Pepin's joy, 

His sister thus restor'd ! 

And soon a messenger was sent 

To chear her droopin"' lord. 

Who came in haste with all his peers, 

To fetch her home to Greece; 

Where many happy years they reigu'd, 

In perfect love and peace. 
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To them Sir Ursine did succeed, 

And long the scepter bare; 

, ir Valentine he stay'd in Frnuce, 

And was his uncle's heir, 



S I R PAT RI C K S P EN CE. 

A SCOTTISII BALLAND, 

IN what age the hero of this ballad lived, or when this 
fatal expedition happened, that proved so destructive to 
the Scots nobles, bas not been discovered; yet it is sup
posed that their catastrophe is not altogether without 
foundation in history. In the infancy of navigation, such 
as used the northern seas were very liable to shipwreck in 
the wintry months: hence a law was enacted in the reign 
of James III. (a law whi~h was frequently repeated after
wards) " 'fhat there be na schip frauched out of the realm 
with any staple gudcs, fra the feast of Simons day and 
Jude, unto the feast of the pRrification of our Lady, called 
Candelmess." 

THE King sits in Dumferling townc, 

Drinking the blude-reid wine ; 

0 where will I get good sailor, 

'f o siil this schip of mine? 



SIR PATRICY SPENCE. 

Up and spake an eldern knight, 

Sat at the king's right knee; 

Sir Patrick Spence is the best sailor 

That sails upon the sea. 

The king has v,1ritten a broad letter, 

And sign'd it wi' his hand, 

And sent it to Sir Patrick Spence, 

,vas walking on the sand. 

The first line that Sir Patrick red, 

A loud laugh laugb'd hee ; 

The next line that Sir Patrick red, 

The tear blinded his ee (1). 

0 ~ho is this has done this deed, 

This ill-deed done to me ! 

To send me out thi5 time o'the year, 

To sail upon the se? 

(1) Eye. 
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~10 SIR PATRICK SPENCE. 

Make haste, make haste, my mirry men all, 

Our gnid schip sails the morn; 

0 say na so, may master dear, 

!<'or I fear a deadlye storm. 

Late, late yestreen (1) I saw the new moone, 

Wi' the auld moone in bir arme; 

And I fear, I fear, my dear master, 

That we will come to barme. 

0 our Scots nobles wer right lotb, 

To wet their cork-hcild schoone; 

But long ere a the play wcr play'd, 

Their hats they swam aboone (2). 

0 lang, lang may their la<lycs sit, 

Wi' thair fans into thair hand; 

Or ere they see Sir Pat1ick Spence, 

Cum sailing to the land. 

(1) Ye ter-e\·cning . (!2) Above. 



SIR PATRICK SPENCE. 

0 Jang, Iang may the ladyes stand, 

Wi' thair gold kcms (1) in their hair ; 

Waiting for their ain dear lords, 

For they'll see them 11a mair. 

Have owre, have owre to Aberdour(2), 

Its fiftie fadom deep; 

And there lies guid Sir Patrick Spence, 

Wi' the Scots lords at his feet. 

(1) Combs. ('2) A village lying upon the river Forth, the 

enLrauce to which is sometimes denominated Dcmortuo mari. 

TIJE E ·n . 

W. Wllsou, Pdnt r, St. John's Square. 














