
THE LAY OF THE LAST WXSIKEC.

yfho «poke the upectre-hound' in Man.
At length, by fits, he darkly told,
With broken hint, and shudilerinR cold —
That he had seen, right certainly,

ABhape with amiee wrapp'd around,
Witt o mought Spanish baldric hound,
Like pilgrim from beyond the sea;

And knew — but how it niatter'd not —
It waa the wiau-d, Michael Scott.
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The anxious crowd, with horror pale,
All trembling heard the wondrous tale; *
No sound was made, no word was spoke,
nil noble Angus silence broke;
And he a solemn sacred plight

Did to .St. Bride of Douglas ' make,
That he a pilgrimage would take ' «<
To Melrose Abbey, for the sake
Of Michael's restless sprite.

Then each, to ease his troubled breast,
To some bless'd saint his prayers addreM'd-
J>ome to St. Modan » made their vows, «»
oome to St. Mary of the Lowes,
Some to the Holy Rood « of Lisle,
Some to our Ladye of the Isle;
Each did his patron witness make.
That he such pilgrimage would take, <"

encountered the sp^'c"t?e aSd T^^ToT, " ^^"T" "^^"'tdumb and died thiS days laler?? agony "' *" '''"'^
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