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SIR BERTRAM.

CANTO FIRST.

L.
“Sge o'er yoo ivy-crested tower
The slanting sun-beams softly play ;
But far behind dark tempests lower;
Haste ere we lnse the closing day.”
Sir Bertram cried——each prancing steed
His rider's heel impatient bore,
Aud snorting, stemm'd the foaming Clyde,
Whose angry waves with hollow roar
Still louder lash'd the rugged shore,
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1.
The dangerous tarreut scaree was cross'd,
O searce was felt the weleame strand
When o'er the heaving waters toss'd,
A lorm somelimes lialf seen, hulf lost,
Was struggling lard to gain the land.
"Twas now far off the friendly shore—
Each warnier bold heran to pray,
Bul stif] the rolling billows bore

The sinking sufferer far away !

I1E,

Each hardy veteran anxions stood—
And zax'd, yet durst not tempt the Hood,

But broath'd o lengihened sigh,
Sir Bertran brush’d lis sun-burnt eheek,
His quivering lips essay'd 1o speak,

He shudder’d but he knew not why,
Oft bad lie seen th' ensanguin'd plain

Steewn thiek with bloody corses slain,
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And felt nor fear nor deead ;
Yet now be prayed, und vound his heart
Soft pity erept, with chilling smart,

And all his cowrage fled}!

I¥.
But lo! Le dofls his armour bricht,
And bewtlong to his followers® sizht
Plonges amid the wave
Soon o'er the surges they desery
His sinewy form approaching nigh;
Can he the struggling victim save ?
See o'er him yon rude billow breaks
As Bigh it rears its foam-crown'd head ;
He smls——Sir Bertram daontless seeks

His form deep in the watery bed,

Vs
Engulpl’d amid the closing waves,

The deepening torrent now he braves,
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Nor fears he death's alarms :
The sinking wretch he soon bebolds
Within his grasp, and quick enfolds
The stranger in his arms.—
Slow to the surface now they rise, .,
Loud acclamations greet the skies
Fram off the distant sirand :
Tligh o’er the wayes lwe prowdly rides,
And oovwards siill he safely guides
His bunden towards the land,
Half breathless now hie gains the share,
And in one powerful arm he bore
A vouth of comely mien ;
Of golden lue, his streaming hair
Part Lid his pallid check so fajr,
That on bis breast did Jean,
One clavceold hand eonvolaive grasp'd

The Knight's broad arm, the other clasp'd
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A silken scarf to his heaving breast,
An highland kelt hung round his waist,
A mantle gay his shoulders grac'd,

All o'er with richest colours drest.

L 5
Hisz eyes he op'd—then rais’d his head,
And spread hiz mantle wide :
" Emmau, I come"-—lre faintly said,

Then bow'd his head, and died !

YIf,
They taid Lis body on the strand,
His locks way'd oo the yellow sand,
Each warrior o'er him hung :
The sea-mew scream’d, and hover'd around,
They heard the hollow death-note sound,

And his dirge the winds mournfully sung!?



