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Now turn your frtm to vrhnre the fli-o
Its ruddy ^Mowing j|J*,ut<i*J;

On taco ol inuny n Htnrdfr' «/fiiiro,
On lml)it of tlio wombro Vn,.i

It» fancy flick'ring danced,'
On tho projecting cliHk alwvo,
A nd on tho waves btilow,

On ov'ry object in the covo.
Around the tire, in various pose,

WeroHoated those, whom Norman foes
^
Had Jett to pain and woe.

That .sturdy yeoman, who in drest
In homespun cloth, is Oscar'w best
And bravest of his tighting men—
JJiit vyarriors ev'ry one was then-
Will (.arpentor the Bold, the sameWho shared Sir Oscar's brightest fameAnd now his dark and bitter shame '

lie to hiM tM.rht—another Will—
lie squir, i Oh • of tho HidI,

T M '"J w.^i"^"''
'''•"'" his friend,

IscallcvlWiIlCur ^s, for places lendMany a name, as ilill, or Fori,
ilull, Ashton, Dunn, or Broo .s, or WardAround are scattered others, who
ilavo followed Oscar's fortune—HuchAnd Rolf, and Ulf, and Steve, and John,And Alva, Luko, and Allan strong.

Then spoke Will Cumes—
^^Ti.

" ®'"^® ^^^^ droad night,When so much Saxon blood v^as sh^,When Oscar taught the French to fight

^inZ ?f l"!"^'
?'"'?'''' ""^ ^'^l'"' a"d head,

bince that dread night the cliffs above,

P..!L
7«^hang the cove, have turned*rom pearly white to fiery red,

Red as a bar of iron burne<i.

Jj
did tho stones in Lympstone's grove.When our bold comrades freely b'ed

To save Sir Oscar's chorisheu hea.
And save his sweet and pretty wife
l<rom endless pain and wretched lu^

A ^."V^"^^ ""hare a Norman's bedAnd then you see yon pointed rock,
Which IS so like a cross-bow stock ?D ye know how that became so red,
A.8 if Its very heart had bled ?


