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ABBOTSFORD. 121

~ In grateful remembrance
of the faithfgl and attached services

of twenty-two years,

- and in sorrow for the loss of a humble, but singere friend,

this stone was erected by
Sir Walter Scott, of Abbotsford.

Here lies the body of Thomas Purdie,
Wood-Forester, at Abbotsford,
who died 20th of October, 1829, aged sixty-two years.

¢ Thou hast been faithful over a few things ;
I will make thee ruler over many thinge.”
Matt. xxv. 21.
















126 SHEEP AMONG THE CHEVIOTS. ,

Ye wist not, that ye press the spot
Where, with his eagle eye,

King James, and all his gallant train,
To Flodden-field swept by.

The queen was weeping in her bower,
Amid her maids that day,

And on her cradled nursling’s face
Those tears like pearl-drops lay.

For madly ’gainst her native realm
Her royal husband went,

And led his flower of chivalry
As to a tournament ;

He led them on, in power and pride,
But ere the fray was o'er,

They on the blood-stained heather slept,
And he returned no more.

Graze on, graze on, there’s many a rill
Bright sparkling through the glade,

Where you may freely slake your thirst,
With none to make afraid.

There’s many a wandering stream that flows
From Cheviot’s terraced side,

Yet not one drop of warrior’s gore
Distains its crystal tide.
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342 RUNNIMEDE.

So, where within my garden-plat
I sow the choicest seed,

Amid my favorite shrubs I placed
The plant of Runnimede,

And know not why it may not draw
Sweet nutriment, the same

As when within that noble clime
From whence our fathers came.

Here’s liberty enough for all,
If they but use it well,

And Magna Charta’s spirit lives
In even the lowliest cell ;

And the simplest daisy may unfold,
From scorn and danger freed ;

So make yourself at home, my friend,
My flower from Runnimede.

Thursday, April 1, 1841,

A gentleman of the name of Harcourt, the pro-
prietor of Runnimede, has erected there a graceful
cottage, one of whose rooms is garnished with relics
of the olden time, and bears upon its walls the coats
of arms of all the barons who awed King John
at Runnimede, and extorted the charter of English
liberty.






















SPIRIT OF AMITY. 349

.
Lord, one faith, one baptism?” Let every traveller
labor to that end; and though the lines that he traces
may be as slight and soon forgotten as the spider’s
web, let him throw them forth for good, and not for
evil.



































































