f 3 it ( ¢ < {
\ ‘.‘anm{unmm i e : P
-~ \ ._,-»I‘I; T » is e ‘ v. ¢ 3 2 ]




This compilation © Phoenix E-Books UK






\U DODQFEDDO\U
‘n7 myusrm*nods































x

““On the ancient structure in Newport there are no ornaments re-
maining, which might possibly have served to guide us in assigning
the probable date of its erection. That no vestige whatever is found
of the pointed arch, nor any approximation to it, is indicative of an
carlier rather than of a later period. From such characteristics as
remain, however, we can scarcely form any other inference than one,
in which I am persuaded that all who are familiar with Old-Northern
architecture will concur, THAT THIS BUILDING WAS ERECTED AT A PE-
RIOD DECIDEDLY NOT LATER THAN THE TWELFTH CENTURY. This re-
mark applies, of course, to the original building only, and not to the
alterations that it subsequently received; for there are several such
alterations in the upper part of the building which cannot be mis-
taken, and which were most likely occasioned by its being adapted in
modern times to various uses; for example, as the substructure of a
windmill, and latterly as a hay magazine. To the same times may
be referred the windows, the fireplace, and the apertures made above
the columns. That this building could not have been erected for a

windmill, is what an architect will easily discern.”

I will not enter into a discussion of the point. It is suffi-
ciently well established for the purpose of a ballad; though
doubtless many a citizen of Newport, who has passed his days
within sight of the Round Tower, will be ready to exclaim,
with Sancho: “God bless me! did I not warn you to have
a care of what you were doing, for that it was nothing but a
windmill; and nobody could mistake it, but one who had the
like in his head.”












A v «Speak! speak! thou fear &

: ful guest!

Wlho, with thy bhollow breast

Still 1 rude armor drest,
Comest fo daunt me!

@lrapt not in Eastern balms,

But with thp feshless palms

\‘gf"‘i",, Stretehed, as if asking alms,







Then, from those cabernous epes ‘

Pale flashes seemed to rise,
As when the Northern skies
Gleam in December
And, like the water’s flolw
@nder December’s snoiw, _
Came a dul boice of woe

From the beart’s chamber.













Iir
“¥X was a Tiking old !

Ay deeds, though manifold,
flo Skald in song has told,
flo Saga taught thee!
Take heed, that in thp berse
Thou dost the tale vehrearvse,
¢lse dread a dead man's curse
Jor this ¥ sought thee.
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\.i#" “Nft to His frosen Jair
Tracked X the grislp beax,
While from myp path the hare
Jled like a shadolw
Oft through the forest dark
Jfolloloed the were-wolf’s bark,
X\ @ntil the soaring lark
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S4/7e  Sang from the meadokw.
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“Put when X older grel,
JPoining a corsair’s crely,
D'er the dark sca X ficlw
cith the marauders.
iy was the life we Ied;

Manp the souls that sped,
Many the hearts that bied,

By our stern orders.













“fManp a wassail-bout

@lore the Jong TWlinter out;
Pften our midnight shout
Set the cocks croing,
As e the Berserk's tale
Measured 1 cups of ale,
Draining the oaken pail,
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“¥ woocd the bluc-eped maid,
Diciding, pet bhalf afraid,
And 1n the forest’s shade
Qur bolws were plighted.
dnder its Joosened best
JSluttered her Jittle breast,
Like birds Wwithin their nest
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“PBright in her father's hall
Shields gleamed upon the wall,
Loud sang the minstrels all,

Chanting bHis glory;
@@hen of old #Hidebrand
¥ asked bHis daughter’s hand,
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Mute D11 the minstrels stand
To hear mp story.













The sea-foam brightiy,
3o the Ioud Jaugh of scorn,
Qut of those lips unshorn,
From the deep drinking-horn
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he sea-mel'’s flight, J













Bearing the mad with me, —
Jfatvest of all was she

Among the ﬂorsemcu |—
@hen on the Wwhite sca-strand,
Whabing his armed hany,

R Saw e ofd Hildebrand,













“Then Jaunched thep to the blast, "?j

Bent Jike a veed cach mast,

Det e were gamming fast,
@then the wind failed us;

And with a sudden flatw

Came vound the gustp Skaly,

So that our for Wwe saw

Laugh as he Hailed us.













fn‘n:fé “And as to catch the gale
Round beered the flapping sail, c
) Death! was the hehmsman's Hail,
Death without quarter! |

(7, mivsships with ivon kel
Struck e her ribs of steel;
( Doton her black hudk did reel
Through the black twater!
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“Qrbree weeks e westward bore, (G

And when the storm twas o'er,

j“ Cloud-like we saw the shorve
Stretehing to Jeelvard;

2 There for mp Jadp's boler

YA Built X the Joftp tolver,

i;mi)icl), to this verp bhour,

Ry Stands Jooking seaward.
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“There Jibed e manp pears;

Tune dried the maiden's tears;

She had forgot her fears,
She was a mother; \

Death closed her mild blue epes, !

dnder that tolver she lies;

fle’er shall the sun arise
On such another!













“Still greto mp bosom then,

Stil as a stagnant fen!
Hateful to me were men,
The sunlight hateful.
En the vast forest here,
Clad in myp warlike gear,
Jell ¥ upon mp spear,
0, death was grateful!













“Thus, seamed with manp scars
Bursting these prison bars,
@p to its natibe stars

My soud ascended!
There from the flowing bolwi
Deep drinks the warrior’s sould,
Shoal ! to the MNorthland! skoall”
— Thus the tale ended,
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