THE RHYME OF THE
LADY OF THE ROCK,
AND HOW IT GREW



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649541744

The Rhyme of the Lady of the Rock, and How It Grew by Emily Pfeiffer

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



EMILY PFEIFFER

THE RHYME OF THE
LADY OF THE ROCK,
AND HOW IT GREW

ﬁTrieste






THE RHYME

OF

THE LADY OF THE ROCK

AND HOW IT GREW



EMILY PFEIFFER'S WORKS.

LS | mamm

GEEARD'E MOMUMENT and other Poama.
Second Edition, Revised and Eslarged,
Crown Bvo, S5

GLAN-ALARCH : His Bflence and Bong.
Second Edition, Kevised.
Crown Bwo, 8a,

POEMBE:
Iecluding *The Red Ladye," “Ode to the Teatan
Wamen,” * The Dark Christmas, 18yg,” &ec.
Second Edition. Crown 8ve, Ba.

QUARTERMAN'S GRACE and other Poems:
Including ™ Madonna Diuya," " The Vision of
Dwwn,” and " Transkations from Hene.”

Tocluding * Frem Out of the Mighkt" *The Pillar of
Prafse,™ “A Lost Eden,” "The Fight at Rorke's
Dinft," Sonnets, &c., and the Drama: “ The Wynnes

of Wynhawed.”
Crown Svo, 6.




THE RHYME

OF THE

LADY OF THE ROCK

AND HOW IT GREW

BY

EMILY PFEIFFER

1AL the strength; ard afl the arts of men, are measured by,
and feunded wpon, e reversnce for the pasalon, and their
grardianchip of the pasity, of Love "

Ruwsxin

LONDON
KEGAN PAUL, TRENCH, & CO., 1 PATERNOSTER SQUARE
1834

o L. o4



Envoy

TO

C. R. ann M, L.

Sweet sisters, for soay in space, but near
T o, fo gou this sbapen thoug bt T bring
As "tevere a jewel hat weight clasp or cling,
el knowing thal bewvever it apbear
T oikers poor, your [oves will bold if deor ;
' And all the dearer that the somp I sing
Is mine, ord verily ibe enly thing
That I can truly give of oll my pear,

Sisters | Nowne better than we threr can know |

W bere absence ells on Iove, where fries in voin |
The bearts §F camnof quell F workeld woe ;

And itus I send s'er land and rem, Fiix chain
To bind your theughis le me an bour or 5o

In lemks thod shall be other than of pain,
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In the sutumn of the year 18—, we were tarrying
at Oban, detained against our will by the storm
which causzed the great Atlantic waves, despite the
natural breakwater of Kerrera, and the many protect-
ing headlands of the bay, to come surging almost
into the houses of the overgrown Highland village,
Locking, from the blurred windows of the Great
Western Hotel, upon the wild waste of sea which sub-
merged the garden, we might almost have fancied our-
+ selves where about this time we had counted upon
being : on the often turbid waters at the mouth of
Loch Linnhe, on our passage to the Island of Mull,
We were fain to acknowledge, in hearing of the
wind and the waves, that we were in a better place,
as, admiring the play of the mighty forces from our

safe shelter, we abided our time.
A
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It was, perhaps, on the day following the storm,
when the shingle, which had twrned the high road
into & pebbly beach, bad been cleared away, when
the clean, porous soil of the Western Highlands
had left the sarface dry, and the sun had made a
rift in the retiring storm-clouds, that we ventured
abroad, hoping 1o obtain from Dunolly a glimpse of
Castle Duart, the old Norse-built stronghold which
formerly made terrible to strangers the cntrance to
the Sound of Mull, having been long the head-
quarters of chiefs who exercised a wild sovereignty
over the Isles,

Duart Castle, and the low, black, almost sunken
rock which Hes betwixt it and Lismore Lighthouse,
had ever since I first beheld them, on a summer
holiday long years ago, possessed a peculiar interest
for me, as having been the scenes of a highly dramatic
story, the yet wnexhauwsted capacity of which for
poetic treatiment, had lately been pointed out to me
by my friend Professor Blackie, It was at his in-
stigation that [ had also got hold of 2 [littieknown
book by one cafling himself a “senachie” of the
Clan Maclean, which in its turn introdoced me to
other curious sources of information; and these
several circumstances abetting, my mind had come
to set with considerable persistency in the direction
of this old robbers’ nest, and was busying itself by



