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TowanlK tho finning Count (/onriKl,

And, whilo with dignity he Mlrodo,

J[y Mwayod tho flag oftrnoo ho had.

'• (V)unt Connul, why tliis arino<l arraj'?

('(»mo yo to f'oHHt, or conio to slay?

C'oino yo in poaco or war?
» "oinc yc l»ure to hravo my Hcorn ?

(Jr I'oino to hlow tho hunting horn?
Conio yo in pouce or war ?"

"Sir Owcar, sinco tho kin^'^ l>ostowo<l

Thcfc laiui.s upon me, hero I rfjfle

To flaini nnno own from thee;

An outlaw art thou on tho earth,

And an a Saxon hy thy hirth,

'Tworo host to yield to me."

'• Yield ! yield ! and j^ray, is that your cry ?

Sir Count, I think vou'd liottor trv

To ])art mo from mine own.
On, Sa.Kons, on, and let iiim know
That Brilona never yield thorn ho.

But tijj;ht for iiearth imd home."

With »hiold on arm, and lanco at rost.

Sir Oscar spiirrwl towards tho ('ount,

Thro' armour bri<j;h( and thro' his hreaet

The spear unhorsetl him froin his mouit.

'• Ha, ha ! ha, ha !" thus loudly laugh
Tho followers of tho knight,

lie never does a thing by half

When once he draws to tight
!"

Dismayed, alarmed, the Normans rushed
Uijon their dauntless foe,

Whilo Conrad groaned, and gripped the dust,

And st'ieameU with pain and woe
Tho' wounded sore, ho watched tho fight,

Whore Saxon pluck and Norman might
Waged deadly war, but, to his sight,

Tho number of his men that bite

Tho dust, before the shades of night

Wrapped up tho earth, was direst blight

To his fond hopes, for well he knew
No Norman host could fight those few,

And vict'rv crain, before thov slow


