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Now o'er the open sea they took their way
Now the next mom, when risen was the sun
Now when she woke again the bright sun glai«d

O bitter sea, tumultuous sea
O death, that maketh hfe so sweet .

O evil thing, what brought thee here
O happy seafarers are ye .

O hearken, ye who speak the English Tongue
O surely, now the fisherman
O winter, O white winter, wert thou gone
O ye, who to this place have strayed
Of those three prisoners, that before you came

Pray but one prayer for me 'twixt thy closed lips

Queen Mary's crown was gold .

So ends the winning of the Golden Fleece
So long they sat, until at last the sun
So many reapers. Father John .

So there they lay until the second dawn .

' Swerve to the left, son Roger,' he aaid

The Duke went to Treves
There was a lady lived in a hall
There was a lord that hight MaltSte .

There were four of us at^ut that bed
Therefore be it believed . . . ,

Think not of pleasure, short and vain .

This castle where I dwell, it stands .

Up and away through the drifting rain ! .

We rode together
Wearily, drearily,

Whence comest -thou, and whither goest thou T

Why do you sadly go alone

' You must be very old, Sir Giles ' .
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