
P a i s l e y  R e p o s i t o r y . 

No. III.

H A R D Y K N U T E .

A  H E R O I C  S C O T T I S H  B A L L A D .

The incomparable beauties o f this Ballad, and the favour
able reception which the firſt  part hath always met with 
from the lovers o f ancient poetry, have induced the
Editor here to give the tragedy complete. Certain, 
that while it ornaments his Collection, i t  mu ſt  alſo en
tertain the reader. Thongh the firſt part has been o f  
pretty long ſ t anding in the literary world, it is believed 
few have hitherto had the pleaſure of peru ſin g   the ſe

c ond,— for which we are indebted to the judicious C om 
piler of the Scottiſh T rag ic  Ballads, who hath had the 
honour of ſnatching this valuable remains from the ja w s 
of Oblivion, and tranfmitting to po ſ terity the fir ſt com
plete copy.

S T A T E L Y  ſte p t  he eaſt  the wa’, 
And ſ t ately ſte p t  he weft ; 

F ull ſ eventy yeirs he no w had ſene,
With ſcerce ſevin yeirs o f reſt.

H e livit whan Briton's breach of faith
Wrocht Scotland meikle wae,

B rito n s. T his was the common name w h ich the Scots 
gave the E ngliſh anciently, as may be ſeen in old poets.
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A n d aye his ſword tauld to their co ſt,

H e  was their deidly fae.
I I.

H ie on a hill his caſ t le ſ t ude,
W ith halls and touris a h ich t;

A n d  guidly chambers fair to ſ ee,
Whar h e  lodgit mony a knicht.

H is  dame ſae peirleſ s anes, and fair,
For chaſte  and bewtie ſene,

Nae marraw had in a' the land,
Save M argaret the quene.

His caſ t l e ſ tude. About a mile and a half  north of Kil
burnie, Hardyknute’s Caſtle ſtands on that ridge of hills, 
which ſt r etches to the weſt  and north of that village. 
From the thickneſs of its walls, and its being acceſſible on 
one ſid e  only, it appears to have been a place of conſider
able ſ t rength. The ruins of this Ediſice are ſeen at a great 
diſtance from the ſouth-we ſt  champain country. It is now 
called Glen-Garnock Ca ſ t le on account of its peculiar ſitu
ation.

Knichts. Theſe knights were only military officers at
tending the Earls, Barons, &c, as appears from the hiſto
ries of the middle ages.

Save Margaret the quene. She was the eldeſt  daughter 
of Henry III. the King, and Eleanor the Queen of Eng
land ; and was conſ idered the moſt beautiful woman of 
t hat age, as appears from the frequent alluſions made to 
her in the writings of theſe times, particularly in the old 
h iſtorical Scottifh Ballad of Sir James the Roſe, written 
long after the era of Hardyknute. In that Ballad, the 
author, to extol the beauty of Matilda, daughter of Lord 
Buchan, the M iſtreſs  of his hero, draws the following con
traſt per poetica licentia.

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

"  Even Margaret on the Scottiſh throne,
“  Was never half ſo fair,”
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III.
F ull thirtein ſons to him ſhe bare,

All  men o f  valour ſtout,
I n  bluidy  f ich t ,  with ſword in hand ,

N yne loſt their lives b o t  doubt ;
Four y it  remain’ d ; lang mote they live

To ſta n d  by liege and land Hi
e was their fame, hie was their micht,
A n d  hie was their command.

 I V .

G riet luve they bare to Fairly  fair,
Their ſiſte r  ſaft and dier,

Her girdle ſhaw ’d her middle jimp,
And gowden gli ſt her hair.

What waefou wae her bewtie  b r e d !
Waeſou to young and auld,

Waefou I  trow to kyth and k in,
As ſtory  ever tauld.

V .

The King of Norſe in ſummer tide,
Puft up with pouir and micht,

Landed in fair Scotland the iſle ,
Wi’ mony a hardie knicht* .

 
l t is very probable that the Queen was aſso called Ele

anor, after h er mother, for a g r eat number of common

e d i t i o n s  has i t  " Sav e  E l e n o r  t h e  Q u e e n . "Fairly. This name ſeems likewiſe of Saxon origin. 
Fairly.  There is a ſmall island and a rivulet in Cunningham ſtill,

called F a i r l y  Isle and F a i r l y  B u r n .
* On the firſt of Auguſt,  1263, Hacquin V. King of

I
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The tidings to our gude Scots king †

Cam as he ſat at dyne,
W ith noble chiefs in brave array,

Drinking the bluid-red wyne.

V I.

'  T o  horſe, to horſe, my royal liege !
'  Your faes ſtand on the ſtrand ;

'  Full twenty thouſand glittering ſpeirs 
‘ The chiefs o f  Norſe command.’
" Bring me my ſteid, Page, dapple gray."
Our gude king raiſe and cry’d :

A  truſtie r  beaſt in a’ the land,
A  Scots king nevir ſeyd.

Norway, with a Fleet of 160 Sail, came to A y r ,  a mari
time town of K yle, where he landed 20 ,000 men.

Hacquin pretended that the cauſe of the war, was, on 
account of the Islands of Bute, Arran, aud both the 
Cumbraes, which were never reckoned amongſt  the Æbu
d æ ; which had been promiſed to his anceſto rs  by Donald 
Bane, and were not yet put into his hands.

Hacquin took Bute and Arran, and reduced their caſ
tles before he met with any oppoſition. Then making a 
deſcent into Cunningham, the next continent over againft 
Bute, on that part of it called Largs, was there encoun
tered and defeated by the Scottiſh army, which eagerly 
purſued the Norwegians till n ig h t; and the whole country 
between the Largs and A y r , was ſtrewed with their 
slaughtered carcaſes. There was slain in this battle ſixteen 
thouſand of the Norwegians, and five thouſand of the
Scots.

† Alexande III. King of Scotland.
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V I I .

" G a e "  l i t t l e P a g e  " te l l  H ardyknute, ”
W h a lives on h ill  ſae  h ie ,

 "  T o  d raw  h is  ſw o rd ,  th e  d r e id  o f  fa e s ,  
"  A n d  h a ſt e  a n d  fo l lo w  m e .”

T h e  l it t le  P a g e  flew  ſw iſ t  a s  d a r t ,
F lu n g  b y  h is  m a ſte r ’ s a rm  ;

'  C u m  d o w n ,  c u m  d o w n , L o r d  H a r d y k n u t e ,
'  A n d  red e  y o u r  k i n g  frae  h a rm . '

Page. T h e  P ag es in the periods of chivalry were of 
honourable account. T h e  young warriors were firſt  deno

minated pages.  
Hardyknute. T h is  n a m e  i s  o f  D a n iſh  d e r iv a t io n ,  a n d

ſignifies C ANUTE THE STRONG. It appears to have been 
conferred on Alexander Stewart, or Alexander, Lord 
H igh Steward of Scotland, on account of his great valour.

Abercrombie ſays, that at the battle of the Largs, 
Alexander Stewart c o m m a n d e d  

the right wing of the Scottiſſh army, and that the glor i o u s  
victory which the King of Scotland obtained over that of N orway, by which 

a final period was put to the northern invaſions, was un
doubtedly owing to the great bravery and good conduct ofHardyknute.Though Hardyknute poſſeſſed a large paternal inheritance, yet the King of Scots rewarded his ſignal ſervices,at the battle of the Largs, by a grant of the barony oGarleys in the Stewartry of Kirkcudbright, dated 3rd of November 1263.Hardyknute, beſides being a great warrior, was a verypious man, according to the religion in ſaſhion in thoſe days. He made ſome eminent pilgrimages to Jeruſalemand he ratified the donations of his anceſtors to the Abbacy of Paisley, and he was an eminent 

benefactor to the ſaid Abbacy beſides: from all which, (ſays 

Abercrombie) we may conclude, that he was the greateſt, and probably

the beſt ſubject in thoſ e days.



8
The ſilken cords o f twirtle t wiſt 

Were p let with ſilver ſhene ;
A nd apron ſet with mony a dye 

O f neidle-wark ſae rare,
Wove by nae hand as ye may gue ſs,

Save that o f Fairly f a i r .
X V .

A nd he has ridden our muir and moſs,  
Our hills and mony a glen,

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

'  H ere maun I lye, here maun I dye
' B y  treacheries fauſe gyles ;

'  W itleſs I was that eir gave faith
' T o  wicked woman’s ſm yles.'

X V I .
"  S ir knicht, gin ye were in my bouir,

“  T o  lean on ſilken ſeat,
"  M y lady’s kyndlie care you’d pruve 

"  Wha neir kend deadly hate ;
" H irfe ll wald watch ye all the day 
"  H er maids at deid o f n ich t; 

"  And Fairly fair your heart would cheir, 
"  A s  ſhe ſ tands in your ſicht.

Fairly fa ir . W orking at the needle, &c. was reckon
ed an honourable employment by the greateſ t  ladies of 
thoſe times.

Sir Knicht. The addition of Sir to the names of knights 
was in uſe before the age of Edward I. and was taken 
from Sire, which in old French ſignifies Seignieur or Lord.

[ T o  be continued. ]

F . Neilſon, printer.
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No. V.

C O N T I N U A T I O N  OF

H A R D Y K N U T E .

'Swyth on the hardend clay he fell,
R icht far was heard the th u d ;

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

*  T he description here given o f  a battle , t hough per
haps not the m oſt ſublime, it is the moſt animated and in
tereſt in g  to be found in any poet. It yields not to Oſſian 
for lively painting, nor to any in H om er for those l it t le 
anecdotes and strokes of nature, w hich are ſo de ſervedly 
admired in that matter. ‘ Poetry and R h etor ic, ’ ays 
‘ the author of an Enquiry  into the origin of our Ideas o f
'  the Sublime and Beautiful, do not succeed in ex a ct  
' deſcription ſo well as P a inting does; their buſineſs is to 
‘ affect rather sympathy than im itation; t o  diſplay rather 
‘ the efſect  of th ings on the mind of the speaker, or of 
'  others, than to present a clear idea o f  the things them 
‘  selves. T h is  is their m oſt ex tenſive province, and th a t
'  in which they succeed the beſt. ’
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T he  bl eiding corps o f  warriours lay,

Neir to ariſe agane :
Neir to return to native land ;

Na mair wi blythium  founds 
T o  boaſ t the glories of that day,

A nd ſhaw their ſhynand wounds.
X X X I X .

On Norway's coaſ t  the widow ’d  dame 
May waſ h the rocks wi teirs,

M ay lang luke ow r the ſ h ipleſ s ſe as 
Before her mate appears 

Ceiſe, Emma, ceiſe to hope in vain, 
T hy lord lyes in the clay ;

The valiant Scots nae rievers thole -
T o c a r r y  ly f e a w a y .

Nae echo heard in double dints,
Nor the lang winding horn,

Nae mair scho blew out braid as sc ho 
Did on that ſim mer's morn.

On Norway' s coast & c ] Theſe verſes are in the fineſt 
ſty le of Ballad poetry. They have been well imitated by 
a modern writer, who ſeems indebted, for the beſt ſtrokes 
of his firſt production, to a taſte for ſuch compoſitions; 

Y e  dames of Denmark! even for you I feel,
Who ſadly ſitting on the ſea beat-ſhore.
Long look for lords that never ſhall return.

D O U G L A S , A ct  III .  
M a lcolm L aing Esq. in h is  H iſt ory o f  Scotland  vol.II. 

page 424, L ond. e lit. 1800, in diſputing on the authen
ticity of Oſſi an's poems, ſays that “  T he Apo ſtrophe to 
the maid of Iniſtore—— weep on thy rock o f  roaring w inds,
O  maid o f  In s tore !  bend thy f a i r  head over the waves :  he 
is fallen !  thy youth is low  pale beneath the ſw o rd  of Cu
t hulin, is borrowed from Hardiknute.”



5
X L .  

T here on a  lee, whar ſtands a  croſs
Set up for monument,

Thousands ſuferce, that ſimmer’ s day,
Fill’d k ene W ars black intent.

L et Scots, while Scots, praiſe Hardyknut e ,
L et Norſe the name aye dreid ;

Aye how he faucht, aft how he ſpaird
Sall lateſt ages reid .

X LI .
The weſtlin wind blew loud and ch il,

Sair beat the heavy ſhouir,
Mirk grew the nicht ere H ard ykn ute 

Wan neir his ſtately touir ;
His touir that us’ d wi torches bleiſe

T o ſhyne ſae far at nicht
Seim’d  now as black as mourning weid

Nae marvel ſair he ſic h ’ d
X L II.

"  T h e r e '  nae licht in my lad y ’ s bouir
 T here ’ s nae licht in my ha ;
Seim'd now as black as mourning weid.] It was ancient

ly the cu ſtom on any mournful event, to hang th e caſtle 
gates with black cloth. T h is is al luded to here, and more 
particularly mentioned in an excellent modern B a llad en
titled T HE B IRTH OF S T . G EORGE, which diſpl ays no
mean knowledge of the manners chivalry :

But when he reach'd his caſtle g ate,
His gate was hung with black.

P ercy's R eliques o f  Ancient Poetry , V ol. I I I . .p . 2 2 2 .

There's nae licht in my lady's bouir &c] Malcolm Laing
Eſq. in his Diſſertation on OSSAIN'S POEMS, (Hiſtory of Scotland, vol II. p. 418.) ſays, "Of the leſſer poem s,

Oithona opens with the concluſion of Haridknute; There

is no sound in the b all,  no long ſ t reaming beam of  light 
trembling through the gloom ."



8

The  ſtorm grew ryfe throuch a ' the lift 
The rattling thunder ra n g

The black rain ſhour'd , and lich tning g lent
Their harniſine alang

X L V II.
W hat ſeir poſſeſt their boding breeſts 

Whan, by the g loomy glour, 
he caſtle  ditch wi deid bodies 
They ſaw was fill'd out owr !

Quoth Hardyknute “  I w o ld  to Chryſte 
"  The Norſe had wan the day,

"  Sae I had kiept at hame but anes,
"   Thilk bluidy feats to ſtay.”

X L V I I I.
W i ſpeid they pa ſt,  and ſune they recht 

The baſe-courts ſ ounding bound,
D eip  groans fith heard, and throuch the mirk 

L u k d  wiſtfully around.
T h e moon, frae hind a ſable cloud,

Wi ſ udden twinkle ſhane,
Whan, on the cauldrif eard, they fand 

The gude Sir Mordac layn.
 X L IX .

B e ſ prent wi gore, frae helm to ſpur,
Was the trew-heartit knicht ;

Swyth frae his ſ teid ſprang Hardyknute, 
Muvit wi the heavy ſich t,

"  O ſay thy maſter’s ſheild in weir, 
"  H is fawman in the ha,
What hatefu chance cold hae the pouir 

"T o lay thy eild ſae law ?"
[T o  be continued.]

F. Nelson, printer.
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No. VII.

C O N T I N U A T I O N  O F

H A R D Y  K N U T E .

L X X I I.
T h e g allant Thomas roſe bedeen

His richt of age to pleid :
And Rothſay ſhawd his ſtrenthie ſpeir :

And Malcolm mein’d his ſpeid.
‘My ſons your ſtry ſe  I gladly fee,

‘ But it fall n eir  be ſayen,
‘ That H a r d y k n u te fat in his h a ,

‘And heird his ſon was ſ layen.
 LX X III.

‘ My lady deir, ye neid na fe ir ; 
' The richt is on our ſ yde :

S y ne rifing wit richt frawart  haſte
Nae parly wald he byde.

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

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

L X X I V .
O  hae ye ſein ſ um gliterand touir,

Wi mirrie archers crownd,
Wha vaunt to ſee thier  trembling fae 

Keipt frae their co an tr ie s  bound ?
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B ound was lord Draffan for the fecht,
Whan lo ! his Fairly deir 

Ran frae her h ie bouir to the ha.
W i a ’ the ſpeid o f feir.

L X X X II.  
Ein as the rudie ſtar o ’ morn

Peirs throuch a clo ud o f dew,
Sae d id ſhe ſeim, as roun his neck

H er ſnawy arms ſhe threw. 
' O why, O why, did Fairly wair 

' On thee her thouchtleſs luve ?
'  Whaſe cruel heart can ettle aye 

' H er fathers dethe to pruve ! ’
 LXXXIII.

A n d  firſt  he kiſs’d her blummg cheik, 
A n d  ſyne her boſom deir ;

Then ſadly ſtrade  athwart the ha, 
A n d  drapd ae tendir teir,

“  M y menie heid my words wi care,
“  Gin ony dare to ſlay 

"  L o rd  Hardyknute, by hevin I ſweir 
“  Wi lyfe he ſall nae gae .”

L X X X IV .
‘M y maidens bring my bridal gown,
'  I  little trew’d yestrene,

T o  riſe frae bonny Draffan’s bed,
H is bluidy dethe to ſene.'

Owr Nethan’s welly ſtreim  he far'd 
W i ſeiming ire and pryde ; 

H i s  blaſon, g liſterand owre  his helm, 
Bare Allan by his ſyde,
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L X X X V .

Syne up to the hie balconie 
 Sehois g a ne wi a' her train,

A nd ſune the ſaw her ſtalw art lord 
Attein the bleiſin g  plain,

Richt ſune the bugils blew, and lang  
And bluidy was the fray ;

Eir hour o f  nune, that elric tyde,
Had hundreds tint their day.

L X X X V I. 
Like becon bricht at deid of nicht,
The michty chief muvit on ;

H i s  baſnet bleiſing  to the ſun,
Wi deidly lichtning ſhone.

Draffan he ſocht, wi him at anes 
T o  end the cruel ſtryfe ;

But aye his ſpeirmen thranging round 
Forefend their leiders lyfe.

L X X X V II.
The winding Clyde wi valiant bluid 

Ran reiking mony a mile ;
Few stude the faucht, yet dethe alane 

Cold end their irie toil.
' W h a flie, I vow, ſall frae my ſpeir 

' Receive they dethe the dreid ! ’
Cry’d Draffan, as alang the plain 

H e  ſpurd h is  bluid-red ſte id .
L X X X V I I .

Up to him ſune a knicht can prance,
A  grath 'd in ſilver m ail: 

"  L an g  have I ſocht thee throuch the field,"
 This lance will tell my tale.”
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"  O h! king o f  hevin, what ſeimly ſpeich

“  A  featour’s lips can fend !
“  A nd art thou he wha baith my ſons

“  Brocht to a bluidy end ?
X C V I.

“ H a ſte, mount thy ſteid, or I  sa ll licht 
"  And meit thee on the plain ;

"  For by my forbere’ s ſaul we neir 
“  Sail part till ane be ſlayn e .”

' N ow mind thy aith,’ ſyne Draffan ſtout
T o  Allan loudly cry’d,

W ha drew the ſhynand blade bot dreid
A n d perc’d his maſter’ s ſyde.

X C V II.
L aw  to the eard he bleiding fell,

A n d  dethe ſune clos’d his eyne.
'  Draffan, till now I did na ken

"  T hy dethe cold muve my tein.
' I wold t o C h ry ſt e  thou valiant youth,

“  T h ou wert in lyfe again ;
'  M ay ill befa my ruthleſs wrauth

"  That brocht thee to ſic pain !
X C V ll l .

“  Fairly, a n e s  a ' my joy and pryde,
“  Now a’ my grief and bale 

"  Ye maun wi haly maidens byde 
"  Your deidly faut to wail.

“  T o  ſcolm beir ye Draffan’s corſe
'  And dochter anes ſae deir, 

"  Whar ſhe may pay his heidleſs luve 
"  W i mony a mournfu teir.”

F .  N eilson, p rin te r , P a is ley.
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No. VII.

C O N T I N U A T I O N  O F

H A R D Y K N U T E .

L X X I I.
The gallant Thomas roſe bedeen 

H is richt of age to pleid :
A nd Rothſay ſhawd his ſtrenthie ſpeir ;

A nd Malcolm mein’d his ſpeid.
‘My ſons your ſtryfe I gladly ſee,

' But it ſall n eir  be ſayen,
‘ T h a t Hardyknute ſat in his ha,

'A n d  heird his ſon was ſla y e n .
L X X I I I .

‘ My lady deir, ye neid na feir  ;
' T h e richt is on our ſ yde :

Syne riſing with richt frawart haſte 
Nae parly wald he byde.

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

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

L X X I V .
O hae ye ſein ſum gliterand touir,

W i mirrie archers crownd,
Wha vaunt to ſee their trembling fae 

K e ip t frae their coentrie’s bound ?



Sic auſum ſtrenth ſhawd Hardyknute ;  
Sic  ſeimd ſ t ately meid !

Sic pryde he to his menie bald,
Sic  feir his faes he gied.

L X X V .
W i glie they paſt  owr mountains rude, 

Owr muirs and mosses w eit ;
Sune as they ſaw the riſing ſ un,

On Draffan’ s touirs it gleit.— -
O Fairly fair I marvel ſair 

T h at featour eer ye lu’d,
Whaſe treaſoun wrocht your father’ s bale, 

A n d  ſhed your brither’ s blude !
LXXVI.

The ward ran to his youthfu lord,
W ha ſleip’d his bouir intill;

Nae time for ſleuth , your raging fae’s 
' Far doun the weſtlin hill.

‘ A nd  by the libbard’s gowden low
'  In his blue banner braid,

‘ That Hardyknute his dochter ſeiks,
' A n d  Draffan’ s dethe, I rede. '

L X X V II .
"  Say to my bands o f matchleſs micht,

"  W ha camp law in the dale,
"  T o  buſk their arrows for the fecht, 

 "  A n d  ſtre itly  gird their mail.
"  Syne meit me heir, and wein to find 

“  Nae ju ſt  or tourney play ;
"  Whan Hardyknute braids to the field,

"  W eir bruiks na lang delay.”

2
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LX X V III .

H is halbrick bricht he brac’d bedeen ;
Frae ilka ſkaith and harm

Securit by a warloc auld,
Wi mony a fairy charm.

A  ſeimly knicht cam to the ha :
‘ Lord  Draffan I thee braive,

'  Frae Hardyknute my worthy lord,
'  T o  fecht wi ſpeir or glaive.

LX X IX.
"Your hautie lord me braives in vain 
“  Alane his micht to prive,

"  For wha, in ſingle feat of weir 
“  Wi Hardyknute may ſtrive ?

“  B ut ſith he meins our ſtren th  to ſey,
“  On caſe he ſune will find,

"  That thouch his bands leave mine in ire, 
“  In force they’re far behind

L X X X
"  Yet cold I wete that he wald yield

“  To what bruiks nae remeid,
" I for his dochter wald nae hain

" T o  ae half o my ſteid ”
Sad Hardyknute apart frae a'

Leand on his birneſt  ſpeir ;
A n d , whan he on his Fairly deimd,

H e ſpar’d nae ſich nor teir
L X X X I.

“  W hat meins the felon cative vile ?
“  Bruiks this reif nae remeid ?

"  I ſcorn his gylefu vows ein thouch 
"  They recht to a ’ his ſt e id .”
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'B o u nd was lord Draffan for the fecht, 

Whan lo ! his Fairly deir 
Ran frae her hie bouir to the ha 

W i a ’ the ſpeid o f  feir.
L X X X I I .

Ein as the rudie ſt a r  o ’ morn
Peirs throuch a clo ud o f dew,

Sae did ſhe ſeim, as roun his neck 
H er ſnaw y arms ſhe threw.

'  O why, O why, did Fairly wair
' On thee her thouchtleſs luve ?

'  W haſe cruel heart can ettle aye 
‘ H er fathers dethe to pruve ! '

L X X X III.
A n d  firſt  he kiſs’d her b lum ing cheik,

A nd ſ yne her boſom deir ;
Then ſadly ſtrade athwart the ha, 

A n d  drapd ae tendir teir,
“  My menie heid my words wi care,

“  Gin ony dare to ſlay 
" Lord Hardyknute, by hevin I  fweir 

“  Wi lyfe he ſall nae gae ”
L X X X I V  

'My maidens bring my bridal gown,
' I little trew’d yestrene,

T o riſe frae bonny Draffan’s bed,
His bluidy dethe to ſene.’

Owr Nethan’s weily ſtreim  he far’d 
Wi ſeiming ire and pryde ; 

H is  blaſon, glifterand owre his helm, 
Bare Allan by hit ſyde,
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L X X X V .

Sync up to the hie balconie 
Schois  gane wi a'  her train,

And ſune the ſaw her ſtalw art lord 
Attein the bleiſin g  plain,

Richt ſune the bugi ls blew, and lang  
A nd b luidy was the fray ;

E ir  hour o f  nune, that elric tyde,
H ad  hundreds tint their day.

L X X X V I .
L ik e  bacon bricht at deid of nicht,

The michty chief muvit on ;
H is  baſnet bleifing to the ſun,

W i deidly lichtning ſhone.
Draffan he ſocht, wi him at anes 

T o  end the cruel ſtry fe  ;
B ut aye his ſpeirmen thranging round 

Forefend their leiders lyfe.
L X X X V II.

T h e winding Clyde w i valiant bluid 
R an reiking mony a mile ;

Few stude the faucht, yet dethe alane 
Cold end their irie toil.

'  W ha flie, I vow, ſall frae my ſpeir
'  Receive they dethe the dreid ! '

C r y ’d Draffan, as alang the plain 
H e  ſpurd his bluid-red ſte id .

L X X X V III.
U p  to him ſune a knicht can prance,

A  grath ’d in ſilver ma i l : 
 "L a n g  have I ſocht thee throuch the field, 

"T h is lance will tell my tale. "
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Rude was the fray, till Draffan’s ſkill 
O wrcam his y o uthfu micht ;

Percd th rouch the viſor to the eie 
Was ſlayn e the comely knicht.

L X X X I X .
T h e  viſor on the ſp e ir was deft,

A n d  Draff an Malcolm ſpied ;
'  Y e  ſhould your vaunted ſpeid this day,

‘ A nd not you ſtrenth, hae ſey’d .’ 
“ Cative, awa ye maun na flie, ”

S tout Rothſay cry’d bedeen,
"  Till, frae my glave, ye wi ye beir 

"  The wound ye feint’d yeſtrene.”
XC.

' Mair o '  your kins bluid hae I ſpilt
' Than I docht evir grein ;

'  See Rothſay whar your brither lyes
' In dethe afore your eyne.'

Scant Rothſay ſta p t the faing teir ;
“  O  hatfu curſed deid 

Sae Draffan ſeiks our ſiſte r ’s luve,
“  Nor feirs far ither meid !" 

 X C I
S with on the word an arrow cam 

Frae ane o Rothſay’s band,
And ſmote on Draffan’s lifted targe,

Its ſplent ſyne Rothſay fand.
Percd throuch the knie to  his ferce ſte id ,
 Wha pranc’d wi egre pain,

The cheif was forc’d to quit the ſtryfe,
A nd  ſeik the nether plain. 
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X C II.

His minſtra ls  there wi dolefu care 
The bluidy ſhaft withdrew ;

B ut that he ſae was bar’d the fecht 
Sair did the leider rue.

‘ Cheir ye my mirrie men,' Draffan cry’d, 
W i meikle pryde and glie ;

' The priſe is ours : nae chiftan bides
' W i us to bate the grie.'

XCIII.
That hautie boaſt heird Hardyknute,

W har he lein’d on his ſpeir,
Sair weiried wi the nune-tide heat,

A nd toilſum deids of weir.
The firſt  ſich t, whan he paſt  the thrang,

Was Malcolm on the ſwaird .
“  Wold hevin that dethe my eild had tane,

“  And thy youtheid had ſpar’d !
X C I V .

“  D r affan, I ken thy ire, but now 
“  Thy micht I mein t o ſee ”

B ut eir he ſt r a k  the deidly dint 
The ſyre was on h is  knie.

'  L o rd  Hardyknute ſtry k e  g if  ye may,
' I  ne’er will ſt r i ve wi thee ;

' F orefend your dochter ſee you ſla y n
'  Frae whar ſhe ſits on hie !

X C V .
' Y e ſtrene the prieſt  in haly band 

'  Me j oin’d wi Fairly deir ;
'  For her ſake let us part in peace,

'  A nd neir meit mair in weir. '
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“  Oh! king o f  hevin, what ſeimly ſpeich 

 "  A  featour’s lips can fend !
"  A nd art thou he wha baith my ſons 

"  Brocht to a bluidy end ?
X C V I.

"  H aſt e ,  mount thy ſteid, or I sail licht  
"  And meit thee on the plain ;

"  For by my forbere’ s ſaul we neir 
"  Sall part till ane be ſlayne.”

' Now mind thy aith,’ ſyne Draffan ſtout 
T o  Allan loudly cry’d,

W ha drew the ſhynand blade bot dreid 
A nd perc’d his maſter’s ſyde.

X C V II .
L aw  to  the eard he bleiding fell,

A nd dethe tune clos'd his eyne.
‘ D raffan, till now I did naken 

"  Thy dethe cold muve my tein.
" I  wold t o C h ry ſt e  thou valiant youth,

"  T h ou wert in lyfe again ;
'  May ill befa my ruthleſs wrauth 

"  That brocht thee to  ſic pain !
X C V II I .  

" Fairly, anes a’ my joy  and pryde,
“  Now a' my grief and bale 

" Ye maun wi haly maidens byde 
"  Your deidly faut to wail.

"  T o  Icolm beir ye Draffan’ s c orſe 
' And dochter anes ſae deir,

"  Whar ſhe may pay his heidleſs Iuve 
"  Wi mony a mournfu teir.”

F. Neilson, printer, Paisley .


