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A LECIEND OP BORAY ISLAND.. 

INthe f a d  Northern Ielsnds, 
Where the wild waves ever flow, 

I have heard a wondrous legend 
Of the day8 of long aga 

There, amid the cirolipg waters, 
Boray Ide lies all alone, 

silent ever, save at nightfall 
On the eve of god8t. Johat  

Thoae who in the faith of Odin 
'Neath+e waves have sunk for aye, 

Am i.a aelrbeartn doomed to wander 
Till the dawn of Judgment Day.. 

. 
Once a year on Boray Island 

They revisit scenes of earth, 
And, their ancient forms k m i n g ,  

Hold their wild unhallowed mirth. 

. 

. , ~ .  

. 

On the &ok their sealskim lesving, 
They in revels p a s  the time, 

Till the midnight hour msoundeth 
Fmm St. Magnus' distant chima 

B o w  Island, or Holm ofBoray, off YiUbw Bay m 
t Midwmmer Eve. 
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At the solemn knell the dancers 
In wild baste their g o b  regain, 

And as seals once more a p p d g  
Plunge below the waves agaia 

Longago a Northern fisher 
In a storm was left alone, 

And to Boray Isle wss driven 
On' the eve of good S t  John. 

There he saw the ghoatly revels- 
Nnmc wild fell on hia ear ; 

And he snatched a &ff sealskiu, 
And he hid in mortal fear. 

All the evening long he watched them, 

Till he heard St. Magnua' chime-


Twelve deep tones procl&ed the hour 

When wpe o'er the fated h a  

At the solemn knell the dancers 
In wild haste their guise regain--

du nave one; a f+ airseamaiden, 
Beekingfor her robe in win. 

All the &era plunged and left her, 
And no more could Eric hide, 

But his friendly shelter leaving, 
IIurried to the maiden's side. 

Flung his fisher mantle round her ; 
With the Cross he signed her o'er ; 

And with loving words addreaned her, 
Bidding her to fear no more. 



I Fairest one t no longer fated 
Aa a wild seabeast to roam, 

Come and be my bride, my tmmllrg 
Nistrass of my hearth and home.' dThon shalt be a christened woman 

' 

By the help of good S t  John, 
And at b lend Magnoa' altar 

Holy Chumh shall make us o m "  

&hespake,andaohewonher, 
And he took her to his home; 

'Margaret 'was the name they gave her, 
Pml' castup from Oce~n's foam. 

Three bright yegls theg dwelt together, 
Love and joy around her g i ;  

Every day he b l d  the tempeat 
That his bark on Boray threk. 

But when spring thrw times had cimled, 
?Qrgaret''a aheek was thinand white;. 

Day by day her strength departed, 
A d  she faded in his sight 

Then she spoke, and thus she bade him : 
''Death's cold touch is on my h&, 
Bnt in peace from this dear homestead . 

Sod and body cannot pmt 

'Till I know my fate for aertain-
If the holy water shed 

On my chriined brow will save me 
From the doom ofOdin's dead 
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'Raw mein skiff, my husband, 
On bhe eve of p a d St  John; 

Take me bscg to Boray Idand, 
l a y  .me on the sandsdown, -

'Clasping hast the Cmss of Jeaua, 
I must meet the dead alone; 

Ifthey still have power o'er me, 
Ere day breaka I ahdl be gona 

*All done you needs must leave me ; 
Pass in fast zqd pmyer the time ; 

And return when o'er the watere 
Peala St. Magnus' midnight chime. 

aAnd if Cma and Chrism guard me 
Fmm the sway of spirits foul, 

Then,my hnsbsnd, know for certain 
Chist wi l l  save my ransomed sonl.' 

All her bidding he accomplished, 

Though his heart was akd aqd sore : 


On the fsted eve he took her, 

h i d  her down on Boray shore; 


Went where he no mom wuld see her, 

To the islet's fartheat bound. 


Soon he heard the ghastly dl~noers 

With wild criee his wife surronnd 


All the evaoling long they tried her, 
Tempting her to tnrn again, 

With weird strains of love or threatening, 
To her life below the main. 
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Sadly Eric watched and waited, 
Passed in fast and prayer the time, 

Tip st lest, o'er rippling water, 
Pealed St. Magnu$ midnight o b i  

: : +Then he rase, and hastened to hw ; 
.,-% 9%:: ;.., Found her on the lonely eand+
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Lying with the Cmss of Jesus 
Clsapkd in her folded handa 

To the Inlands of the B l e d  
et's ranaomed soul had fled, 

And a smile of viotory lingered 
n her lip& though cold and dead 

h m L.D ~ M 
(The Homnrble Mm John 


