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II.

Alone, bat with unbvted ie»I,

That horaeiuftn plied the scourge *nd eteel

;

For jaded now, and spent with toil,

EmboMed with foam, and dark with soil,

Willie every gasp with sobs he drew,
The lalwuring stag strained full in view.
Two dogs of black Saint Hubert's breed.
Unmatched for courage, breath, and speed,
Fast on his flying traces came.
And all but won that desperate game

j

For scarce a spear's length from his haunch,
Vindictive toiled the bloodhounds stanch

j
Nor nearer might the dogs attoin,

Nor farther might the quarry strain.

Thus up the margin of the lake,

Between the precipice and brake.
O'er stock and rock their race they take.

VIII.

The hunter marked that mountain high.
The lone lake's western boundary,
And deemed the stag must turn to bay,
Where that huge rampart barred the way

;

Already glorying in t' prize.

Measured his ant!ers with his eyes;
For the death-wound and death-halloo
Mustered his breath, his whinyard dr«w :—
But thundering as he came prepared.
With ready arm and weapon bared.
The wily quarry shunned the shock,
And turned him from the opposing rock

.

Then, dashing down a darksome glen.
Soon lost to hound and Hunter'a kea,
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