-PRICE-ONE-SHILLING

S
o

FOLKS

€L

O S N TR g RS i

i ,\%

N
)

@l

%

5
o

TR R A BT o £ S T2 B R L 2 ™ S T 2 S

i)

LT e BT NG A A S TS SR R A T IO O LR

R M WS Rl e T [ Wore s 7 TR NI T 0 GO0, S S WS S BT e VN Y TR0 R L ARV R TR

N ™ o e 2 o AT G 3. S B L IR K WG T8 . N IR

B T VY

YR ESTTN S

S ARG D

5
)

e

ReRY

N §

- bw

-Ve-FAYRE-ONE:
T5-y£-GOLDEN Lack

Y

WA

AR

Ve Pathetic Ballad of

5

RITEORSRr B e BT

LY,

‘ADYL

AND

T IR

S

IRE

B

2
a2, #o

e T

Lagge-Oy

P
TS

=

Ve SLE'gPyr)Gg’i BeavTie:

NCEBELLE-

L

MARCUS WARD & C°




e Original Nus ged B, Hobsore (loroll,
‘.'\ i) e Rl e zcyaaZ{wanew%ym f(;jww

Co‘/ e ih lN f # F
= L —
A DYE UN@EBEUUE; s S e
@ v
(LA anp YE [(oro [loven: (eearattt =ErreoEEs
7Y | - - # d
Q ) N ™ ~ ™ r__j > N
O} = = & -
J | v
A Lorp Lovpr-fa gay  and come......ly knight, Of Rox ...burg.......shire  was
b=+ = === ——— = ==
o) |
9 T < : EaE: 55,
e — e ‘h'}!% == =
% C *
T N o
1% N H f 7 F N
e — e 7 — '
& 2L R
o he; Oh,the feet were light of his steed so white, As singing he  crossed the lea :
S - - i 1 T | ] ] = — = d :

e i
== s
D '

= —

e SE -

al
i
i\
?_
!
t

K
%
"

Darcus Iards Foyal Muminated Logends.




APy O UNECEBELTLE ANDYTI@RD L OVEL

ToLp ANEW IN VERSE BY Francis Davis.

I

Lorp LovEr, a gay and comely knight,
Of Roxburgshire was he;
Oh, the feet were light of his steed so white,
As, singing, he crossed the lea :
IT.
“ Fair, fair are the dames of London town,
Full many a knight doth tell ;
But a fairer, far, is my own true love—
She’s the Ladye Ouncebelle!”
BT
Then out bespoke his little black dwarf,
Who followed through thick and thin,
“ If none be so fair in London town,
They’'d, maybe, be worse to win!”
IV.
“ Now, hold thy tongue, thou little black
dwarf,
For when I have crossed the lea,
And bidden farewell to my Ouncebelle,
These London dames we'll see.”
V.
So he rode, and rode, and ever he rode,
Till the Pentland hills, so high,
Then the castle of Ladye Ouncebelle
He clearly did espy.
L
"~ The Ladye Ouncebelle looked forth,
From her gay, green bower looked she;
“ Oh, yonder’'s my own true love,” she said,
“ And he’s coming to marry me!”
’ VIIL
Lord Lovel said unto his little black dwarf,
“ Comb thou my white steed’s mane,
And give him breath, with a loosened graith,
Until I come back again.”
Marcus Ward & Co.'s Royal [lluminated Legends.]

VIIL
Lord Lovel has kissed his own true love,
Till the tear stood in her eye ;
For, with every kiss, he lightly said,
“ Ladye Ouncebelle, good-bye !”

IX.

“ Oh, where art thou going "—she sighed
and said—
“ My dearest one, tell to me ?”
“ Oh, a far, far journey I must go,
Some countries strange to see !

2%,

“ So fare-thee-well, Ladye Ouncebelle,
For [ must needs be gone;

This time two years, we'll meet again,
When our partings shall be done.

XT.

“Oh,that’salong time, Lord Lovel,”she said,
“To leave a poor: Ladye alone |

“So it is—so it is—Lady Ouncebelle;
But, then, I must needs be gone!”

L.
Then, a jewel she loosed from her snow-
white neck,
"T'was of gold and diamond shine—
‘““Take this little heart, Lord Lovel,”she said,
“ And, seeing it, think on mine!”

SEPET

Then called he unto his little black dwarf,
To saddle his milk-white steed—

Hey down, hey down, hey derry, hey down—
I wish my Lord Lovel good speed!

XIV.
So he rode, and rode, and ever he rode,
The Fells o Westmoreland through ;
Nor ever he staid till in London town
His white steed’s rein he drew.

XV
Oh, he had not been in fair London town
For more than half a year,
Till his cards and wine and the London
dames
Were his only pleasant cheer.

VI
And his cheek grew thin, and his gold took
wings,
And his midnight mates the gain,
Till the ace of hearts, like an hundred darts,
One night went through his brain.

XVII.
For he thought of the diamond heart she
gave
To keep her own in his mind—
“Oh, that diamond heart 1 have lost,” he
sighed,
“ But a better hath she behind!”

XVIIIL

And the little black dwarf began to muse
On his master’s altered air;

And the queerest thoughts came into his
A-back o’ Lord Lovel’s chair. [ mind,

XIX.
And “I wonder,” he said, as he hugged his
“ If this jolliment every night, [ head,
With thecards and wine, since it pales himso,
Wouldn't turn a poor darkie white ?”
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LADY OUNCEBELLE A LA R LOVhL — Continued,

XX.
But that little black dwarf grew blacker, I
ween,
And with more of a wondering air,
When Lord Lovel arose, at that long night’s
And whispered a drunken pray’r; [close,
XXI.
For he saw, in his mind, old Roxburghshire,
W ith each beautiful dale and dell;
And his thoughts flew over the Selkirk braes
To the Ladye Ouncebelle !
XXIL. o
So he had not been in London town"
Much more than half a year,
When a longing wish he felt to see

The Ladye without a peer.

XXIII.
Then he called unto his little black dwarf,
To saddle his milk-white steed—
Hey down,hey down, hey derry,hey down—
I wish my Lord Lovel good speed !
XXIV.
So he rode, and rode, and ever he rode,
Till Carlisle he was fairly through ;

Nor ever he staid till among the hills
Where the heather of Scotland grew.
XXV.

Oh, in Scotland fair he had not been
For more than half a day, [ring,
Till he heard the bells of the High Church
And they rung with a great afiray.

XXVI.
Then he turned to a grave, old gentleman
Who sat there all alone— | man,

«Why sittest thou there, thou grave old
When the bells have such a tone ?”
Marcus Ward & Co.'s Royal Illuminated Legends.]

ToLD ANEW IN VERSE BY FRraNcIs Davis.

XXVII.

“ Why, marrie,” quoth he, “I sit because
I'm attached to my Easy Chair,

_Where cattle and cabbage I've ever at hand

T”

Thatthere’s manya knight should share!

XXVIII.

“ Now, woe be to thee, thou vile old man,

For this thy reckless tone;
But why do the High Church bells ring so,
And the ladies make such a moan ?”

XXIX.

“The King’s fayre daughter is dead,” said

* he—
“ Her name, Ladye Ouncebelle :
She died for love of a false, false Knight,
His name it was Lord Lovelle.”

XXX.

Lord Lovel he groaned, and he smote his
brow,
And with death- pale cheek sped he;
Till he knelt by the Ladye’s bier, 'mong all

That sorrowful companie !

XXXI.
The lid of the coffin he opened up,

And the linens that wrapt her roun’;
And ever he kissed her pale, pale lips,
While the tears came tumbling down.

XXXII.
“ Oh, well may I kiss those pale, pale lips,
For they’ll never kiss mine, or me;
But I'll make a vow, and I'll keep it true,
That I'll never kiss one but thee !

XXXIII.
“We've met—we’ve met, Ladye Ouncebelle,
And our parting s/Za// be done!”
Lord Lovel then drew his rapier bright,
And his true heart through did run'!

_ XXXIV.
Ladye Ouncebelle died on the yesterday, -
Lord Lovel died on the morrow ;
Ladye Ouncebelle died of pure, true love,
Lord Lovel of true heart-sorrow.

XXXV.

Ladye Ouncebelle she in the High Church
Lord Lovel he lies in the choir; [ lies,
Ladye Ouncebelle’s tomb, from it sprang a
white rose,
From Lord Lovel's a branch of sweet-
brier.
. XXXVI.
They grew, they grew to the top of the
church,
- And when they no higher could grow,
There twined they into a true lover’s knot,
And, joined together, grew so !

XXXVII.
And when long, long years were past and
gone,
And the little black dwarf was grey,
There ever a weeping waif he sat
When the old King came that way.

XXXVIII.

And ever he hummed in a rueful tone,
W ith his knee drawn near his chin—
“Woe, woe to the day when of London
dames
' »

I said they’d be hard to win!
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