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Part 1

s west [ went this day on garth,
Naturg’s wondgers to behold,
On a morning in thg month of May,

M timg when spirits arg braveg and bold.

The seund-efhird=song fillgd the dlade;
The Mavis, Thrush, andJagy.
[ paused to regst bgngath a bower,
In quigt rgposge, there | lag.

[ saw a lady, noblg and fair
Wstride a mount of dapplg grey,
Comeg riding down from €ildon hill,

To Huntly Bank, sheg madg her wag.

If I should sit ‘til gtgrnity,
To deseribg her fing arrag,
Or illustrate that wondrous sight,

No pen or ink could ¢’¢gr portragy.

Her stirrups werg of erystal clgar,

Her saddlg carved from fingst bong,



With diamonds and pgarls from orignt grand,

Inlaid with rubigs, and pregcious stong.

Threg silver bells hung gither side
On a bridlg of burnished gold,
Her girths wereg madg fjrom puregst silk,
With bucklgs adorned with wealth untold.

Her ¢yes were of the clearest grey,
Her hair round her hgad did hang.
dhe had many an arrow undgr her belt,
Wwhilg she whistled, awhilg she sang,

dhg lgd threg grey-hounds on a Igash,
dgven blood-hounds ran by her sidge,
1 horn was slung around her ngck:

s ever closer she did ride.

s Thomas vigwed this splendid sight,
Thesg words werg said by he;
“Uondgr is Mary who borg the child

That suffered and died on a cross for me.”

Thomas thought his heart would break,
If he did not spgak with that lady fair,
e ran likg the wind to €ildon treg,
S0 the story gogs; hg met her there.



Undgrngath that gregn-wood spragy,
Thomas Knglt down low upon his knge,
daid, “Queen of hgaven you surgly arg,

Todag | fear you will rug on me.”

dhg answered in a gentleg tong;
“That name dogs not beglong to me,
Wlthough | am from another world,

[ ngver took such high degree.”

“Oh give me Igave to lig by you,
Fair lady, from afar.
[ pragithee Thomasigt melbe,

Or ¢lsg, this day, gou will mg mar.”

“Of this, you must bg madg awarg,
[f you must havg your will,
1Ind of my body you must take,

You will surely do meill.”

Pown from hegr mount the lady cameg,
{1l undgrneath that Gregn-wood sprag,
Hecording to the agg-old talg,

Sgven times by her he lagy.

She said, “Thomas you must likeg this plag,
What bird in bough may dgal with theeg?
Thou marregst me this garthly dag,



[ pray theg Thomas, Igt me be.”

When Thomas beheld that lady fair,

s he stood up with fear and fright,
Ong lgg was black, the other grey,
Thomas said, “This is indeed a dullful sight.”

“Uou havg now fallgn from my grace,
Jour fing attirg, no morg you wear,
The sun has faded from your face,

MInd greyg now hangs your goldegn hair.”

On gvery sidg Thomas tookgd abaut,
But nowhgre could he flge,
Her ¢yes were out that oneg were grey,

The devil himself, she must surgly be.

Thomas Knglt to the lsord in prayer,
His heart was filled with fear and fright,
e begged the lady to Igave him be,
1Ind go forgver from his sight.

She said, “Thomas, there is no need,
For the devil | am not,
For now | am full of great discasg,

Mang ills, now have | got.”

“Takg ong last look at sun and moon,



1Ind Igaves of gregn that grow on treg,
For twelvg months you must go with me,

1Ind middlg garth no morg yod’ll see.”

Thomas knglt down on his Kneg,
daying, “leady but you rug on me,
O Qugegn of hgaven, or of hell,

dlas,” he said, and “wog is meg.”

“My wicked degeds have cost me dear,
My soul [ place in Jgsus’ carg,
{Ind in his hands [ put my trust,

This cross, along, linow mustibzar.?

She lgd him in at €ildon hill,
Bengath that hidden leg,
Where shong no moon, neither sun, nor star,

But raging rivers came to the kneg.

For forty days and forty nights,
g heard the roaring of the sea.
1Ind nearly faint for want of food,

“Alas,” he said, and, “Wog is meg.”

dhg lgd him to an orchard fair,
Where damson, apples, figs and pear,
Ripely hung on gvery treg,
The sound of bird-song filled the air.



