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And aye we sailed and aye we sailed,

Across the weary sea,

Until one morn the coast of Spain

Rose grimly on our lee.

And as we rounded to the port,

Beneath the watch-tower's wall,

We heard the clash of the atabals,

And the trumpet's wavering call.

* * Why sounds yon Eastern music here

So wantonly and long,

And whose the crowd of armkl men
That round yon standard throng?"
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* * The Moors have come from Africa

To spoil and waste and slay.

And King Alonzo of Castile

Must fight with them to-day.
'

'
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" Now shame it were,
'

' cried good Lord James,
*

' Shall never be said of me.

That I and mine have turned aside
"*

From the Cross in jeopardie!

'
' Have down, have down, my merry men all-

Have down unto the p' lin;

We'll let the Scottish lion loose

Within the fields of Spain !

"
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"Now welcome to me, noble lord.

Thou and thy stalwart power;

Dear is the sight of a Christian knight,

Who comes in such an hour!


