by Sir Robert Scolt

Oh! young Lochintar ia come out of the weal,
Fhrough. ol the wide Border hio sleed was the beal;
@12 save his good broadonord he weapons had none.
Ie 10de off unavmed and he rode off alone.

o faithful in fove and so dauntless in waz,

Shore nover sias fnight fike the young Sochinsar.

He atayed not for brake and he slopped nol for stone,
TCo awam the Gole riser whore ford these sas none,
Buk ere he alighted at Detherby qate

Fhe bride had consented, the gallant came late:

Jor a lagqard in love and a dastard in war

Was Lo wed the fair Gllen of brase Lochinsar.

Do boldly he entered the Detherby FHall,

@mong brideamen, and kinomen, and brothers, and aff:
Shon spoke the bude's father, his hand on his ssord,
Jor the poor craven brideqroom 0aid never a word,
‘Oh! come ye in peace here, or come ye in war,

O to dance at ouwr bridal, young Lord Lochinvar?’

'8 fong wooed your danghter, my ouil you denied;
Sose nolls ik the Soboay, but bbs be its tide
@2 now am S come, with Hhia fost lose of mine,
Jo lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine.
Fhere are maidens in Scatland moze fosely by fas,
Fhat would gladly be bride to the young Lochinvar.

Fhe bude Fissed the goblel; the knight took it up,
HCe quaffed off the wine, and fe thaow down the cup,
Ohe looked down Lo blush, and she looked up Lo cigh,
With @ omile on her lips and a tear in her eye.

HCe took her soft hand ere hor mother coufd Bas,
‘Dow 1read we a measure]” 0aid young Lochinsar.



Do olalely hia form, and so fovely her face,

Shat never @ hall such a galliard 32 qrace;

@n2 the bridegroom alood dangling hia bonnet and plume;
@2 the bidemaidons whispered ' Ssere Botter by for
Fo hate malched ouws fair cousin with young Sochinsar.

One touch to her hand and one word in her car,

TDMMWWM.M, and the charger otood near;

S light Lo the saddle Before her he sprung!
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Shore was mounling 'mong Sracmes of the othorby, clan;
Jooters, Fenwicks, and Musgrastes, they rode and they ran:
Fhere was racing and chasing on Cannobie Lee,

Bk the oot Bride of Mothorby ne'or 2i2 they sce.

Do daring in love and o dauntless in war,

Fate e &'on heard of qallant blhe young Lackinaar?



